A SOFT SOUND, ASOF SOIL CRUMBLING, BEHIND HIM ...

The thing would snesk up an him. Ch so domty, Daham Drakesh tumed his head an its scrawny neck and looked back and
doan A mound of dirt was forming, pushing up from the loose, lumpy floor. And in amoment asmdl euption, when a leprous
grey-grean tentade or pseudopod pulsed up into view. It thickened, svaying like somewerd subterranean cobra, and formed a
rudmentary eyeinitstip.

Whet thething saw, if it 'saw’ or 'recognized or 'remembered anything & dl in the accepted sense of those words Drakesh
couldnt say. But whet it sensed was food! Thefood inhislgp ... or perhgps Drakesh himadf. The tentade thickened more
yet, and he fdt a cregping, shuddeing, thregtening mation in the earth dl around. Then the eye dissolved, reforming into
facd ess gaping jaws and twin rons of nightmarish tegthl

The swaying increasd, the earth trembled vidently, and the drodling jaws came ever dosar. The thing was on the paint of
griking when Drakesh tumed doruptly tovardsit—

— And smiled... !
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Hary Keoghisayoung menin anather merisbody: hismind hesreanimated the brain-dead Alec Kyle. Recently he has had to get
aocugomed to theidea- to the fed and looks o his new S - which would be pratdem enough without the eddiiondl complications of baing
Hary Keogh. For Hany is the Necrosoope, the men who taks to deed people in ther graved Mareover, enploying the formuae o the
long-dead mathematician and astronomer, August Ferdinand Mobius, he has learned the secret of instantaneous
travel in space and time. He's a teleport

But since his 'death’ and metempsychosis the Necroscope's problems have been unending. Hiswife, Brandg, traumeatized by pest
events and faced with the prospect of life with atald sranger,’ hes taken their infant child and vanished off the face of the earth.
The agents o E-Branch - the British, London+based ESHonege agency Hanry worked far - cannat find her, and despite hisskillsHany, too, is at
aloss as to Brenda's whereabouts... or perhaps not He knows his son's powers are at least as great as his own. It is
possible that the beby hastaken ismather and hidden her avay. But whare?

In order to devote himedf to the search, Hanry hes It EBranch and returned to his home outside Bonnyrig, near Edinburgh,
Scotland. Unknown to him, however, Darcy Clarke, Head of E-Branch, has taken certain measures to ensure the
Necroscope's unigue lls canit be put to use by dien powers For British EBranch isn't the only parapsychological intelligence
organization in the wald Red Chira and the Soviet Union have long fdlowed smilar lines of research and run Smilar covert
agencies. Clake couldn't smply let Harry walk, and take a chance that he wouldn't be requited or cogroed by some faragn
agency o aimird arganization. Indead, the Necrasoope's wife and beby mey well have been gdlen awvay by such an agency! Which iswty,
before Hany left EBranch,

4 BrianLuley

Jakehed him drugged, hypnatized, and his mind seeded with pogt-hypnatic commends forbidding im to divuige ar digdlay his powers to
ayoneds

That was three and a half years ago. In some ways Clarke's sshame has warked out in Harry's favour; in othars it hes added to
the complications o hisrehdhlitation, his comingiotems with theweirdness of his situation...

In Soatland, londy and plagued by nightimares - residud 'echoes o Alec Kyle's precognition, inexplicable glimpses of future
events -Hary hes devd oped aromantic rdaiondhip with Bannie Jeen Midy, 'a wrong-headed girl" who helped him out of trouble
on a case in Landon. Withastef of atractive gils B.J runs awire ber in a ssedy area df Edinburgh. But the ber isa frort, and B  Mirluis
moethen shessams

Infadt she is a two-hundredryear-dd vampire thrdl who dl her life hes ket watch over an andet haror fram amongtroudly dien parald
world. Her Master is Radu Lykan, whose lair is an inaccessible cavern complex in the high Cairngorms. Waiting out
his time in sugpended animetion - as he has weited far Sx centuries - Redu is Wamphyri! The firg of the Wamphyri were banished into our
warld dmogt two thousand years ago. There ware four Norati the Gross Ferenczy, the Drakul brothers, and the dog-Lord Radu
Lykan, a wearandf. And they brought with them ablood-feud thet wes dresdy hundreds of yearsdd.

But our world wes differart Its teaming tibeswarewariarswho hed their oan bloodwars, inwhich the Wamphyr might essily get caught up
and audhed. It wes afar ay fram thar home warld, wherethey had only one red enemy - themselves! At first they faled to



adjust; the times were many when they came close to extinction, before learning the golden rule for survival: that
longevity is synorymous with anonymity.

Then, gradudly, they began to blend in With thar meamarphiam it waantt dif fiault to play the rdesa man; inthar oan warld they hed been
men before they ware Wamphyri! Now they must bemen again, find positions best-suited to thar skills use them to build ther power-beses in
this new warld So the banished vanaire Lads wert ther diverseways

They bacame sparing in the dissamination o their evil; they chose their egg-sons carefully and made fewer bloodsons. Mainly
they satfledinremate arees, and ket themsdves seoret fram the fdrsof men: The Drakuds bilt their redoubts (or agries) intheTransyhranian

Mountains, where in nine hundred years they became powerful Boyars Nonai Farenczy fled esdt fram the dog-Lord Redu Lykart
hechanged his name, became a citizen of Rome and eventually the
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Governor of agndl province on the Black Sea. He got vampire sons out o comdy davewoman these medefives o thar oamnin
thedoomy east-facing mountains, which Asiatic invaders were loath to climb.

Generdly the Drakuls and Ferenczys would remain covert in their ways; they desired that the legends arising out of
their earlier days on the Danube and the wooded hills of Dacia - terrible legends of blood-sucking beasts and loping

man-wolves - be forgotten by men in the wake of dl the bloody wars that had washed across those parts. And in the
main they were forgotten.

But asfor Redu Lykan:

With that of awolf in him, he was the wild one. Initidly Radu ignored the tenets o the rivel Lards - he waould nat hide himsdif
avay but go out inthewarld, bacomeameaoaraty, revd intheresk and ral o warfaee Which he did with tremendous enthusasm. And asthe
other vampire Lords established themselves in their various places, Radu and his pack became warhounds caring
nothing for isolation or anonymity but lusting after the spoil of sacked cities. They fought as mercenaries for personal
gain - as wdl as for the shesr joy o it - under humen warlords whose knomedge and <ill in betle wes vaied far beyond that of any
varareLadinthewald of Radus arigin. Thus he became an atful wariar inhisoan right

But evantudly, fdloning an act of humen treechary, Radu knew it wastime to take stodk. Retuming to Romenia, the dogHLord detemined to
isolate imsdf inamountain 'den’ Exagat hemugt find alivelinood, and the only way he knew wes by the blood which isthe life. Wherefore
he built an aerie, and set himsdf up as Voevod - a walod pratector - to the mountaindwelling pessants of the eegtamn Carpathians
But the Drakuls long-established in the westemn ams df the Carpethian horseshoe, knew his plan. They svept down on himto murder him
and destroy his manse. Radu wasn't to house; but when he reumed and saw whet wes done.. heknawv who to blame

There was nothing he could do about it; yet again his pack had been dedmeted, and Redu hednt the manponer to fight bedk.
Bu & least the Drakuls had shown their true colours, and from now on Radu woud know where he sood with them. Indesd, he
hed dwaysknown, but this was in effect the first actual 'declaration’ of war. A bloodwar, ayel

Down dl the centuries fram that time faward, no quater wauld be gven o expedted by the rivd Wamphyi fadions Drekuls ad
Ferenczys, their descendants and thralls, Radu and the pack: they fomed afa-flung tiange of mud animasty, of ahared and
lcething far beyond the passons o any mady humen advarsaies Framtimeto imethey might comeinto contact - though usudly they would
findit prudent to avoid one another - but in the right place & the right time...
€ BrianLurley

. BloodwiU out And blood will belet out! Kegaing hisbend svell and fighting inmany of the andent worlds greet battles Redui wat on ss a
maaanay. When timesdlowed hewoud retum to Romenig, which he conddered ahomed sorts But heknew thet the Drakuls continued to
Lad it in the mountaing and thet hisword enamies the Feranczys were il aoroed in the warld He begged o his midress moon thet
evantudly hewould med up with them to right the wrongs they hed warked ageing im Andinaway - though not entirely as he had
wished it - his prayers were eventually answered...
Time went by; the world changed; a new terror came ravaging fram the esg No conquaring Mongd horde thistime, but a

horde df rad The Bladk Desth hed cometo Eurgpe- and vampires sswall as entirdy humen baingswere dying framit

Inthe Vamare Warld theréd bean anly one humen diseese thet the Wamphyri feared: |eprosy, which infected their metamorphic

flesh fagter then their leaches could repar or replace it. Now in thisworld there was another. It seemed grotesquely ironic: that
where the Wamphyri were the greatest parasites of dl, this plague was soreed by the vary srdles - the flees thet infested the
Asdicrad Thelag Drekd (Egon, aSarsde aigird) lived in Poland for the duration o the tarar, Pdand suffered little ar no plague mardity.
Asfor any remaining Ferenczys. at least one may have seen out the plague years on some easily-defended idand, for
at that time they waeponeafu inthe Meditaranesn. But Redu Lyken wes ever the mercaaty, the edventurer and wanderer. And he wes
caught out in

theapen.

Heang west through a penic-dricken, plague-idden Europe, Reolu wes attacked, wounded, and infected with the plague: Overburdened
with Radus strenuous physicdl lifestyle and the dissesein hishlood both, his parasite grew weak and began to Ml him. So that
by the time he and the survivors of his pack reached Scotland, he felt exhausted and hed but one recoursa

For along time the dog-Lord had pondered the preservative, perhgps curaive powersd resn. Now hewoud take rfugeina
resn ‘tomb immae himsdf inagreet vat of the suff, and place his trugt in the tenacity of his leech. Relieved of some of its
burden, his perasite would have an opportunity firg to aureitsdf, then towak on him And it would have arpetimein which to pafam its
duties

Redu hed a<dll ather then his hypnatism and mentdism; hewasa saver on fuiure times which he dimpsad in ondromantic dreams
Scaming the fulre however, isa dubious at The events witnessad may not come to pass exactly as foreseen. But the one
thing Radu 'sav quite deay wes the duration of his planned 'degd - mare then x hundred yeard It came as abow & firt but s the
dogr-Lord gt
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weeker 0 heresigned himegf to theidea. In the high Caimgomnshe prepared alair and set watchers over it; when dl was done, he
consigned himsdf to the resin...

That wasthenand thisisnow.

The centuries are flown and the time is right; Radu will return. Except firs he awaits the coming of a certain
'Mysterious On€e - a 'Man-With-Two-Faces - whom he has scried close & hand in the imminent hour of his
resurgence. And B J. Mirlu has brought just suchaoneto her Master's atention: the Necrosoope, Hary Keogh.

Redu communicates tdegpethicaly with B J from the resin vat in his Caimgoms hideaway. When she attendshim, they converse asif he were
up and about He has ordered her to presant Harry & her eatliest opportunity. Hewants to know the Necrosoopes mind, to seeif thisisindesd the
mend hisdreams o the future But Reduisnat mardy curious: Since his mind is meinly ‘divorced fram his physicdl body by virtue of hislong
period of suspended animetion, he cannat be aure that his body isfit and well and thet hislesch hes beaten off his dissese However, and even in
aword-case eaio, hebdieveshe may il survive resurgence by use of metempsychosis: mind tranderence - to the body of
Hary Keogh. Inwhich evarnt the Keogh iderntity would be entirdy subsumed, and Hary would be Redul

Barmie Jen knows Radus plan and isin two minds about it Soon to be Wamphyri hi her own right - if indeed she has not
already 'ascended’ - she would have Harry for herself. For the moment, however, she is under Radu's spell no less than
the Necroscope is under hers Shemigt obey her Madter, even though her evary fitrecries out against it

Perhgasif sheknaw Hary'shigory, hisesateric ills shewoud be of a different mind. But she can't know, for despite that BJ.
is a powefu beguler, sscond only to Redu himedf, E-Branch gat to the Necrasoope fird Bven twicehypnatized he is forhidden to reved his
tdents Raduis hypnotiam, on the ather hend, isdf adifferat ada. It is possible he can even use it to enter Harry's mind. Indeed,
to achieve metempsychods hewill haveto do just thet! ThusHarry'ssecrets may yet be discovered...

Radu is not the only Greet Vampire who survived the turbulent centuries Theonly original, yes but not the lagt On Tibet's Ting
Plateau, Daham Drakesh, a Drakul, is the sdlf-proclaimed High Priest of a monastery where he is breeding an army of
vampire thrdls Ogensbly heisin lesgue with a pargpsychdogicd unit o the Chinese Red Ay, based in Chungking. But in a region &s
desnlate and inaocessble as the Rodf of the Warld, Drakesh isleft much to his oawn devices Heknowsthat Redu Lykenisdill ‘dive’ and thet hdll
8
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soon return as a power in the world. Drakesh emissaries, vampire dsoples are ssarching far Reduis [ar, to destroy im before he
can reedablish himsdf.

Likenisethelagt Feranczys twin brothers haverisn to the satus of Donsdf Donsin Sdly. They aenat pat o the Mdia as such, but they
are 'advisers' to the heads of dl the Families on a world-wide scale; aso, they are part-time advisers to the KGB, the
CIA, and other intelligence organizations. Their ‘oracle,’ the source of their infometion, isthe vestly mutated Angdo Faaczy -
gregt-grandson of Norai the Grosd Some three hundred years ago Angdo's paradite suffered a metghdlic breskdown; his mdamonphiiam
ovaran hm, reduding imto afregkish, lunatic Thing whoisnow corfined to apit under Le Manse Madonie, a Villd in the Sdlian mountains of
the same name. His bloodsons, Anthony and Francesco, feed him, extorting the information that keeps them in
business. For, paradoxicaly, Angdosvamgre taents have been enhanoed by hisdsorder; heisasaver and ssr of edraordinety power.

Being Wamphyri, however, and mad, Angelo's solutions, his answvers ae sddom dredt he obfuscates and playsword-gamesto

keep his bloodsons guessing. But he has warned them of Radu Lykans imminat reum, and of whet the dog-Lord will do when
hereturns: that hell seek them out to destroy them!

Reoantly then, both Dahem Drekesh and the Farenczys have st to with greater determination to find Radu and kill him in his
lar before his planned resurrection. They have discovered his keeper, B.J. Mirlu, and know that she has the assistance
of Harry Keogh. BExagt they believe himto be Alec Kyle! Also, it would gopesr thet this same Kyle hes somehow contrived to breek into the
Ferenczys treasure vault at their 'impregnable’ manse, and make off with millionsin negatisble curencys

Daham Drakesh - who has kept himsdlf secret even from the Farenczys-isplaying agent provocateur, he hes sent dsdples into
Soatland to teke out Bomie Jeen Midu and dir up addiiond trouble between Radu and the Ferenczys. Drakesh's plan has
backfired; protected by the Necrosoope, Bl hes survived; Drakeshis bloodson and athrell have peid the utimete price

AtLeManse Madonie, the Ferenczys aefuious over thar onn losses; they bdieve the bresk-in wasa'preaptive drike by Radus people,
to discover their weaknesses before the dog-Lord's return and the commencement of al-out war. In addition, they are
now avae o athird paye, far one o thar thrdls a degper in Soatland, has withessed something of the death of Drakesh's
disciples at the handsdf Hary Keogh

But while Drakesh's losses are considerable (and while he has inadvertently shown his hand in things), he il
plans to be the
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utimete agant provocateur. In possesson of ameansto sgt nat anly vampires but netions a eech athe's throats the legt Drakd is smply
biding his time while continuing to plot against his own kind and humanity in genad ... and B1 Milu and 'Alec Kyle spedificaly.
There ae deparate, dangerous times aheed far Hanry and Bonnie Jeen - nat leest because the Necrosoopes mind is under her contrd.
Already, many of the things that have happened to him are blank gpacesin hismemary, missng fram hislifelike pages ripped fram
abook.
Assuch, they are part of thelost years...



Twodf themwaited inthe snow, bath predators however digoarate in means and motives. The first was a man, while the other...
was Othe. It wes ather then wihdly humen. Thet of humanity wes in it, but there was a great ded of something dse. It was
part-human femde and pat Other.

Though the men wes unaware o the Thing's presence, it hed bean harefar sometime, watching im put the finishing touches to hislar. This
was omething that it undersood well enough: the compulsion to build alar, abese of operdions a seoret, private place to call ones oan
Indeed, far to the narth, ineccessibleinamountain fastness, the Thing knew of jugt such alar: nat itsoan, but that of aHigher One

Namdly & thistime of the year, the month, the thiy-day oyde-at this oh-so-dangerous time - the she-Thing might even be
there, atending her Magter in hislar. But nat thistime For thistime one of her own was threatened, which meant that she herself

was threatened. And this was her response: to watch and wait, for the momart, whilethe humen predetor prepered hislar.

But there are lairs and there are lairs...

The manslar waait intended as a pemenant srudure: Scarody a structure at dl, it was... a hollow, a burrow, a low cave
scooped out of the snow drifted against the side of aknadll at the foot of the hills like a play-place such as dhildren might meke
exoqt it wesnt a play-plaoe, and he waant achild Its rodf wes the herd, ayddlized show thet auded the dift, layered now with the grey,
camauflaging cover o a fresh fdl; its floor wes of herd-pecked snow, compressed by the body weight of the men during the process of
excavaion. The cavity wes eight fedt long, four and ahdf wide, three and aquarter dep. A fragiletemparary place a best, yet dill alar. The den
df amonstrous humen beast And the beest hed completed hiswark onitafull ten minutes ago.
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Somahing less then one hundred and fifty feet away, and seventy higher up the Sep hillsdein the lee of a rodky autarop, the
Thing sat, watched, soented - generdly sensed - the man's dtivity. She knew whiat he hed dong, the preparations he hed mede
and those he was meking even now. Her eyes of a pengrating ferd ydlow with aimson cores yet dive with a sentience far
beyond the ken of thewild, amore then merdy animd cuning, gazed down on the snowcgpped kndl and the man's lair & its
base She watched the soft outlines and slhouettes disupted by hiswork graduly regaining thair bland white anonymity, as the
gow continued to fdll.

Pendrating eyes yes they saw thefault red gimmer of atorch switched on, even through the cave's ice-aydd rodf; and a
ssoond torch, to lend thelar a sensud, bloodthued illumingion. At lagt dl grew ill, except - to the Things differently intelligant
mind, her dien perogptions - a sense of the man's adtions indde his larr, his find preparations. At which she knew that the
humen predtor intended to go through with it

Then, mantaning alow prdfile - her chest poughing the snow, which tumbed before her in a gl slet avdanche - the
Thing came down from the hillsde Where the ground was uneven shewrigdied, where the snow was thin shedid onbdly ad
paws but on a weathered snow-covered scree sadde betwean the hillside and the kndl she hdlted, crouched down low,
ligened, and continued to sense. She wias now less then gxty feat from de man'slair and anly twenty fegt higher.

Asya, the Thing'stdepathy waan't of ahigh order - it could scarcdy be compered with the ‘mentdism’ of her Mager in his
northern lair - but there are other arts, and the human predator waan't unknown to her. For which reason she
atempted to reach out to him across the digtance of two dozen paces and inplant this messagein lismind



Youwere given awarning. Thereisdill imeto head it. WWhet you do nowisdf your oan freewill, and itsresuit win beasyou willed it.

Perhaps something of it gat through to the men;, he sivitched off a perlight torch, pausad inhis pigreyed sorutiny of gratesoudy
lend photograpnsin awalet of pomogrgphic poses, cocked hisheed on one Sde and adopted a froaning, ligening dtitude. But
there was nathing to heer - exaept in his heed, like a memary: This one is nat for you. To pursue and take her will place
you in extreme jeopar dy!

No, nat like amemary, it wes amemary - but from where, from when’? Some thought heéd hed? Some premonition? The
audomary lumpin histhroat asthefind phase of an gperaion moved towards its inevitable condugon? An atack of ... what,
conscience? Scarcdy that! His'good Side, then (did he have one??), tdling him this need nat be inevitable?

Butitwad It was and he mugt have her! (A gance a theluminous did of his wridwatch... 7.30 pm.) By now she would &
be on her way, coming. Soon hed be coming, tod! Then her dlood coming... ha s framthe raw red gesh of her throet, gradlelly
donirg likeawdl dyirgua trewd! o her life Her hat bresstsaodiing dadiic for roviout donly diffeing. He fecepdleastreson gesdamtl sstreice
antretek

He shuddered. It was awful... and it was wonderful! Like bang adrange dark godt the power of life and desth. But nat redlly,
far agod hes a choice and the men hed none: Aftawards ... she mgt die Orly et her live and sheld talk; it would be the end of
evaything. They would find him; shed identify hin, they'd crucify him! Nat like the son of agod but like abesgt Nat on a cross
butinacdl, behind bars forever - or for aslong as the ather inmetes dlowed him to live Strange how even the modt vile and
vident men hated hisort...

He hed been to the place where she worked. (Funny, but he couldn't remember much gbout it) A derkish place, and red like
his sow cave of red light So shed lived and 0 she would die - like a temptress. All who lived as she hed lived, luing ad
teedng and promising, but never living up to the promise, todk ther chances S shed teken hars

Ard he hed taken his just gaing there, to the place where she worked... but of course he mugt in order to know dl about her.
Hed gone theretwo or three times yet couldnt remember athing about it except... it was dark, redHit with dark-eyed Lordds
sving diinks

TheLordd... alegend out of Garmany... it wias assodiationd. Thered been placeslikeit i Hamburg: lowv mudic, low lights
lowfife..

He had been a Sargeant then, but his rank hed given him no spedid privileges with the nightdub girls Oh, the men in his
platoon hed hed them - whores gdlore! - but the anly way held been ableto get it was to pay for it How hed hated thet the fact
thet they rardy took him a sscond time, nat even for hislousy 'gdd*. Theréd been something about his eyes something... odld,
inhiseyes

Cdd, yes For other menit was heet thet wert with lugt but for him it was the cold thet tumed him on. Sx years ago in die
Haz Mountaing on awinter warfare course (before various misusss of rark and privilege hed come to light aufficient to see
him reduced from a promising middle-ranker to an out-of-woark bumin asodety with little or no use for die spedidized ills of
acommando), he remembered baing holed-up for a wesk on a snow-covered mountain, dlegedly acquiring survivd kills
whilein fact fantasizing about sex with hat quivering, neked women. That was where die nation hed firgt oocurred to hint in die
Haz, in Gamary...
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... Busow issow thewarld over, and women are womean: goad for nidking but amdl use for anything dse. Exogat amen
cant bea'red* menwithout he at leest hesthe use of a woman's body; but anly the use, Snce the pamanant possesson o a
women, the burden of ownership, will very quidkly reduce imto less then amen! That wias the lair-bunder’'s underdanding of
mdefemde rdaionships ayway - a paradox where the men dway's came out the loser. And it hed seemed to him thet there
augt to bean dternaive

Wi, and 20 there was, and this was it But Snce it sarved anly the needs of a minarity of ane (nemdy himsdf) it was
unacceptable to the mgority. So... fudk the mgarity! How he wished he could, except from his paint of view the sodedly thet
rjected him hed its oan predators They were cdled palice and he was ther prey; or would be, but he was wily and they
hednt caught im yat Almost but nat quite, nat yet

Thereare prediators and predators known and unknoan. Bven among the knoan sort you are only a svall areature o the kind, while
anong the unknown things you area gpeck, amote, aminusould S badk dff now, while yet you may...

Wha? Tdking to himedf again? Tha recurrent dreem hed been having of something awvesome ddking hin? Nat
conscience, no, but guilt pure and smple For he was the sdker, the Awesome One. He shrugged off thefeding of eyes where
there were no eyes, and waming vaioes where there couldnt posshly be

A dhort digance avay, the Thing croudhing a the crest of the scree saddle sensed the man's rejection of her - her
what? Her reminder? Its suggestion? Sensed, anyway, the human beast's resolution, his determination, the
fact that he would indeed go throughwith it. So beit it was of hisown freewill.



Beyond the knall, the narrow road was an icy black ribbon chopped two feet deep through the snow.
Maintained by the shoampough team thet sarvioad the locd villages the roed hed last been deared two hours ago. Snce
when it hed furred over again with a pdt of fresh sow, through which the tarmac's bladk ice dlittered like jet. In these parts
conditions such as this were comman; the wegther would have to be allat harsher to dose the roeds completdy. And in any
caee, thiswas anly asarvice roed to the hamlet The mam highwey, to Perth in the north and Dunfermline and Edinburghin the
south, lay amileand ahdlf away through a passhi the Ochil Hills

Thetiny hamlet itsdf, Smd Auchterbecky, lay in avdley or reentry in the Ochils This wes the anly roed hi; it came to an
eborupt hdlt et awooden foathridge over the currertly frozen beck. Where the roed ended a blad<topped retangle served a dud
puposs as atuming place for vehides and s the hamlet's commurd car park. The sguat humped, anonymous shepes of
jacketed cars, three of
them - Smd Auchterbecky'statd vehicular complement - crouched on the parking areallike atrio of addy frazen mammaths on
ome Shaian tundra

No longer black- but grey-topped under a layer of snow, the rectange tumed hridfly to dittering white as the ligt
d aful moon penetrated the thregtening doud blanket Only a momentary effect -a chuming o leeden, snow-laden douds
dlowning jug onedirk of the siver Cydops eye - dill the Thing felt it like the jeb of a cattle prod. Magnetized by the moon, aridge
o eedile fur diffened dong her goine lured by the Lunar arb, & sound died unbom, abarted with difficulty in her throbing
throat But & the same time aneed was bomin her bdly.

The aimson cores of her eyes expanded, diving back the fard ydlow; her jaws dipped sdiva, her heed tumed, muzde
twitching, from the sefdy sedled vault of the sky back to the oyt inthe snow thet was the man's lar. All of her awareness wes
now centred on the caven of the beedt - the humen beedt - where he lay on his back, mesturbeting by red tordhlight to a
pomogrgphic centrefald rippad from a men's magazine. The Thing smelled his sex, heard his pounding heartbest and
sensed the courdng of hisrich blood. But this wias scaredly the dimax of the man's adiivity, merdy a part of it The ledt part as
he.. readied himadf. For evarything wias now in pasiion and the predator was poisad. Orly one thing was misang the prey,
and she was coming.

It cdled for onefird dfort anthe part of the Thing; for to Snply let thisgo aheed - to encourageitif anly by nonvinterference -
might in the long run mean endangering herself. Indeed, in any other soanaio but this ong the men might even be
conddered her dly, her cover! But not when he thregtened one of her ownn. Wherdfore

Youaremeking arnrigake Thereisgreat danger herel

But depite dl the effort she put into it the men heerd nathing - or if he heard anything & @l it was anly an echo from thet
dream gggn

O the redHit darkness.. o the Lordes taunting, and flaunting their flesh... of the Awesome Stalker, not himself'after all but
some other, or rather some other's voice in his head, questioning, whose simple questions he couldn't refuse but
must answer. That was what really salked him gnawed at him the idea. thet he nright have tdd someone (some thing?) his
innermost thoughts. But... in a dream?

It retumed, as dreams are wont to do, unexpectedly. Firdlly he remembered it something of it &t leest

Hegtood ona black road ona black night and gazed into the yawning throat of a bladk tunnd aut in a black mountaingde: And hewas
frazn there, bareft of will, unable to nove a Musde as something (a vehide?) approached, bearing down on imin dreadful, inexorable
dow-nmotion out of the tunnd Itsydlow headlights shone on him fixed himin ther
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Hinrdrgdarefrazhimlikearaatinhistrads Then framtheutter derknessbdhindthecezingydlovigisaquetion
Wy?

Andhekrenvtremeringdit dotethemaaasia.
‘Because| want her.’

Fahebod?

e

'Only for that? 'Andfor her life'my?

I can'tleaveatnd. Can'tleaveany tracks' ‘Tracks?
| meen, shewould tak.' 'Yovedoreitheare.!

(Butsroeitwes taguetion therewesrorapireatioasiea tetae) Haeyoudreitheare?
e ,
‘Howatta? I
"Three times.' p
'‘Murder? (A question thistime).

‘Noat for the seke of murder, but for the sake of my neads.. .a fird,



ayney.

"You've killed innocents? "They weren't innocent! Sheking thar beckddes flashingthar |
titd They wereasking for it!' And att the while the yellow headlights expanding, coming ever closer;
and the darkness behind them and surrounding them growing darker
yet...
"When? |

"Soon. When it snows good and desp!’ \

"Where? \

(Hesitation. He shouldn't be tdling this, not even in a dream, not
even to himsdf. But he couldn 't refuseto answer). TH doit whereshe
lives"How?

llwait for her, and doitinthesnow.' A long pause, and then: 'Ofyour own freewitt, aye. But | warnyou: ritsoneisnat for

you. To
pursueand take her witt placeyou in exdrenmejeopardy! But if you, must
- 0beit..." Then: Theheadlights svesping upon him equanding toemvdap himl The
darknessapening, asif to snallowhimwhde Arumblinggrou that
waant thethunder of anengine Andtheheedlights....the heedlightd
Nat yellow but— I

—Ral?

The men gave hishead a sheke, ngpped aut of it He hed been daydreaming, garing at his red torches where hed rammed
their tubes into the soft sow wals Saing as if hypnatized by them. Hypnatized? Had he bean hypnatized by someone,
omewhere? He blinked, then issued asnort of sdf-derigon.

Maybe hewaslodng it Maybe he was med! (Wl of course he was hed to be - a homiddd maniac!) But it didnit change
anything. Nather did his dreem, dready dipping away, fading into the migts of histwisted mind. Nathing hed been changed. His
coursewas &t Hewasgangtodoiit

Sobeit!

Hiddenin the shedow o the hillSde, the Thing did and toboggened on her chest and bdly down the dope of the ssdde to
levd ground. Shewas only fifty feat or S0 from the predator's lar now; his man's scent hung heawy in the sharp, atherwise deen
night air, which pulsed with his vibrations. He wias asrong one, just as she remembered him. Good!

And histimingwasperfect

Heedlights on full beam dicad the night aut twin swaths through the silently fdling snow, smung like seerchlight beams
towards the hamlet across the frazen beck but without reeching it Myriads of drifting snowflakes diffusad the light reduding its
pendrative power; likewise the sound of the taxi's engine, muffled by the snow. Maybe this was what the predetor had been
dreaming of: the arrivd of thetax, itslights and the purr of itsengine

Ard ou from hislar he arept invigble in awhite nylon track-quit and parka, the hood Zippad to the nedk and his face hidden
behind awhite godking mesk.

Meanwhilethe taxi hed dowed, tumed, hdted on the hard-danding; a femde figure was getting out danding in the pale gow
from the driver'swindow. Theovd of her face was vishleindde the fur-lined hood of her coet; she fumbled with payment for
her ride

Then the taxi's door dammed; it pulled carefully away in a aump o aushed sow and a puff of exhaugt ancke And
dasping the neck of her coat doseto her throet the gil tramped fresh-falen snow towards the foatlridge But before she could
reech it—

—QOut of nowhere, the predator wastherebefore hert

He indindtive, invauntary gasp gavanized imto vident action. As her eyes wart wide and she tried to jerk hersdlf out of
reech, he diiff-fingered her degp in the stomach. And as the ar sheéd dravn to scream whooshed usdesdy out of her and she
fdded forward from the first low, he hit her again; thistimein the throat... but nat hard enough to kill. Nat yet

Choking, shecrumpled; her feat shat out from under her onthe
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icy surface If he hednit caught her shewould have fdlen And with hisright am under her nedk, breest, and ampait, and his ather hend inher her,
he dragged her writhing fam beck across the roed to the Side of the kndll.

Hewastittering now but couldnit hdpit- litle gir'slaughter thet bubbled up in his throat to spill from his mouth in short bursts -
hyenalaughter, exated but mutstt the cdl of awdld dog to the pedk st tracks itswounded prey. Hooting and gigdiing, but sofly. And between
eech aazed burst, aguiturd, frathing soray of obsoenity: Fudk, fudk e/ Fud, fuck, fuck? And hisflesh herd and throbhing under the zipper o



histrack-quit trousars

Thegi wes meking arecovary. Shefought herder as he drapged her round thefoat of the kndll to his snow-caves low entrance. He paussd
to gip her throet and aush it, sheke her heed like the heed o areg ddl until she wert quiet Then he wes dragging her into his den ... his
red-glowing lust-lair.

Indde, he hauled her up dongside, kneded over her. She moened and dutched her throat, trying to bresthe as he showed her his med amiile,
his teeth, his pig eyes. He wrenched at his zipper and his steaming meet jerked and nodded into view. Smelling it, her
eyes wat widewith knoMedge she knaw hisintention, whet hewould do! Her coat was open; his hand raked down the front of
her blouse, caught a her bra, popped buttons and ripped metaid. Her bressts Idled out, hat and quiveing.

'For you!' Hewaved hissivdllen, thrabhing penisat her.

'Ur-ur-urghf She gurgled and choked, trying to rise up on her dbows He badkhanded he - nat too heard, just adep to let her
know who wes boss here, which rodked her heed bedk and stretched her prone - then reeched down, snatched up her short skirt and groped
between her legs for her panties. God! Hed be into her in a minute ... biting her tits... shooting his spunk! A whole
year's wathinto ha hat, dimy litle—

—His obscene giggling and mouthings were cut short in a moment. For holding her neck, looking down between
her legs, looking beck & the burow entrance.. someonewes therd

Hereoognized the soeneimmediady, the presdence d it fdling like ahemmer dow on his mind, <o that he jerked beck fram it asif shat. His
dream, but no longer adream! The dark tunnd and ydlow heedlights exagt, as he now saw, the heedlights were eyed Gret ydlow eyes
tiangua, undinking, hypnatic, and oh s intdligent! And the voice when it came - that soft burr of a Scottish brogue, nmoe
gomed then spoken, but hinting of amondrous strength - no longer the suppressed mao—ry o aconversation b red, immediate, ran

Y ouwerewamed, wareyeno?wamedye'

‘Wha—2Wha—2Wha—?

1 wamed ye thisoneweas nofar ye To pursue her would place yein jeoperdy most edrane Aye but yeignored mehwaming! Sokbeit...!

ma—? Wha—? Wha—7? He groped for his knife, found it; the blade geamed redinred torchlight But the Thing inching foweard
inthe tunnd waant inthe leegt efrad

And suddenly: it was as if the predator were redlly there, back in his dream Once again he sood on a black road
gazing into the yawning black throat of a tunnd, and as before he was frozen, unable to move a musde, as something
awesome bore down on himin a dreadful, inexorable dow-motion. Its ydlow eyes shone on him, freezing him rigid,
while the darkness surrounding those eyes grew darker yet...

It had never been a dream (he knew that now), but it was a nightmare! The headlight eyes expanding to envelop him.
The darkness opening to svalow imwhde Therumbling gou thet wasn't the roar of an engine. But the eyes - those awful eyes
- no longer fed ydlon!

The face emerging from the darkness wasn't human. It was tiangula. Ears painting fowerd, painting & the many battom jawv
yavning open; gregt yellow heedlight eyes.. tuming luminousred. Asred aslood!

B2’ dd theman; Sy thet It scarodly qudified asaquestion, and wasn't even close to a scream - no more than a squeak or a
whimper - as a hand, a paw, something, reached out of the tunnel, ached for amomat likeagreat grey fury iider over hisleg,
and drove home inches deep through track-suit trousers and flesh to srgpethe boned histhigh

TJien he syreamad, dropped the knife, tried to hang on to the gl where she had findly managed to sit up... and where she sat
there ariling & hm But thereae amilesand thareae amiles

And her eyes were as yellow as the Thing's had been just a moment ago, rapt on him, watching him being dragged
into the tunnel; and her ears seemed to reach tremblingly forward, like the Thing's ears eeger far his panting, bubbling sreams
and thetaniblerrrip! of hisdathing and flesh, astd ons sha asrazars opened im up the middelikeasteaming, sreaming jaint o meet

After thet, amiddl the dobbeing, snaring and penting it wes as much asthegil could do to aam hersdf ina.comer and 0 avaid the hat red
Fladhes

Knowing the Thing theweay she dd, she knew how dangerousit would beto try to teke her hare

Wéll, not for alittle while, at least...

PART ONE:

THES EEINGAND THEUNDEAD
INFFECTORIANSONINVESTIGATES

Itwestenintremaming but & thistimed yeg, inthispgaoe it might jugt aseesily befour intheevaing Urde aheawy Hanket of loveingsow daucsad in
thedecbw o thehillstretimemacklitie ar ro diferece evaything lacked grey... exagat thet which row lay equosed, with the sow $ovdled bedk fram it
uckr thecanyy of asenesdi-aimecavastiged Upby thelocd pdlice Thet -whetwesldt o it -wesnat grey bt red Vay red Ardtom.

‘Anirdl, sid dd ArgulsMdGonan gvingaaurt, kroningnod ‘A aeturedd it, aiabig yint thet!”



Aye thetswhetwethought, Ingoector larsn rdumad thedd meris nod. ‘A beest faor are Thetswhy wecdled youing Argus But row the big question:
whet ot o abeedt ?Ardhovabeest... | memn iphaeintresowvadadl?

Bh? ArgusMidGonenlodked & the Rdlice Ingoedtior auialdy, en scathingly. Uphaeinthes o ad d?Why. whaedsg, ma?

lanen Svugged and divered ot nat entirely framtheadd. Whered 22 Hefrovned ssheppornolred hisdd friend ard rivd's mearing, then $vuoped acgin
e dhotaywhaedss | oud thirk! The African veld, mevbe? The Audrdian outed<? Indie? But Sooland? Whet, and Aud Windy, Edinbugh hars,
litlemaetenmna gt milesava/”Noliosa igasa beasuphag Armgus- nat inlessthey exgpad framazod Whidhistheaher reesn | called yauin
ait, sswel yaukrow!

Argsdancad & imthroughheuy, waaing eyes Treadd -and, judt asthe Ingoedior himsdf hed felt it, mevlbesomathing ather then the add - hed segoed
thrauch o thedd vefsbones Bt then, the sight o Hloady, vidert, ureturd deethwill haveasimilar dfet anmot men
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Ingpector lanson westdl, well over 3x fedt, and thin assapde But far dl thet hewas getting on abit in years George lanson rameined gy ad
det, matdly and physicdly adive Homidde wes his job (he might often be heard complaining, in his dry, emationless brogug
‘Man, how | hete meh wak! If s sheer murrrderl’), and this was his begt, his area o responshlity: a roughly kiteshgped region falling
between Edinburgh and Glasgow east to west, Stirling and Dumfries north to south. Outside thet kitearmen could get imsif killed
however he might or might not choose, and his body never have to auffer the cdd, cdaulaing geze of George lanson. But indde
it...

‘Africa? India?" Angus echoed the gangling Inspector, then squinted & the tossed and tangled corpse before sheking his heed
indenid. 'No, no, George. She was no big cat, this yin. Nor a dog... but likeadog, aye'

It was lanson's tumn to sudy the ather, dour dd Angus MaGowean, whom hed knoan for years A living caticature Typically a‘cany old
Scotsman,' hugging his knowledge as close to his chest as a garle with hiscards ar arich menwith his wedth. His rheumy grey
gyes - the eyes o ahank far dl thet they weare misted - missad nothing; his blueveined nose seamed senditive as a bloodhound's; his
knomedge (hed bean arecognized autharity in zodogy for dl of thirty years) bimmedinthelibrary of hishrain likean encydopeedia o fad lore
Quitegnply, as the Ingpector wes gifted to know men -thar way's and minds and, in his case espeadly, their aimird minds - o Angus was
gifted to know animels

Betwean thetwo of tham, on those rare occas ons when the ane might ¢l upon the ather far his exqpat knonMedge it hed become agare a
compdition, no less then the chess game they played once awek in the Ingpectar’'s gudy & his hame in Daketh For herg, too, however
siousthe cass, they vied onewith the ather, trying eech other's minds to see which would come closest to the truth. The beauty
o itwesthis in chess therés anly onewinner, but here they could bath win

'Like adog? lanson looked again, degply into MdGowanswatery eyes, hiswrinkled face Od Angus dl fivefoat four o fivedf him, shrivelled
aslag yearswanuts, but sanding tal now with some aure knowledge, someinner searet thet loened him gature Nodding, and carefl to avaid
the bloodied snow, hewart to oneknee Nat thet it mattered greatly - no need to worry about the destruction of evidence now, the
enesof-aime men hed been and gonedl of an hour ago - but Anguss didnt want this poor devil's lood on his good overooet

Looking up at lanson from where he knedled - and had the Stuation been ather then it wes- the dighter men mightwell have
grinned. Instead he grimaced, tapped the side of his dripping nose with hisindex finge, and ansvered, 'Sel we sy - oh, Ah
dnneeken-adog 0 srts? Sl wessy, adog, ar abitch, d adffarat coour? Likemaybe grey?

A great grey dog. Angus could mean only one sort of beast. Ridauoud Exogat he waant given to meking ridiculous Satements
Wheefore

Fram a z00? lanson gripped MdGowarls shoulder as he mece to straighten up. 'Or maybe a circus? Have you heard of an
escape, then? Hasone gat out?

'Onewhat? Theather wasdl wide-eyed innocence

Camenow, Angud' The Ingpector tut-tutted. ‘A wild cregture of the snowss like a gregt, grey, hendsome dog? Yau can only be hinting & a
waf, surdy?

Hintiri, isit" the other dhudded, however dily, and wes sarious inamomant. ‘Alim no hintirt, George Yewart meh opinion? This was a
wolf, aye! An' one hdl of awolf a that! But escaped frae a zoo... 7 He shook his head; not in denia, more out of
puzzlement ‘Ahve never come across a beedt this Sze- no in any zoo in England, Scotland or Wales, at least. And as for yere
circuses - what, at this timed year? Catainly no up had An' so, well, Ah redlly canna say; Ah meen, Ah wouldnee care to commit mehed”!

But youve done exadly thet,' the Ingpector pointed out. The pieceismoved, Angus. You cant put it bedk!

W, aye" the ather sgpped, mare dedsvdy now. But as far how she gat hare her arigin ...."  He dffered atwitch of his thin shoulders;
stamped numb fedt, Hlew into cupped hands. 1f syour move, George Itsyour move!

Me... | sy wermovein out of the add!' lanson shook himagf, both mentally and physically, breathed deeply of the wintry air,
ddiberady forosd himedf to draw bedk fram the martid el the dreadful fascination of the case - for the moment, anyway. For if
MaoGowan wesright, whichindl likdihood hewes (ar there aggin nat, far diter &, the Ingpector did have infometion to the contrary), then it wes
out of hishands Murder by amenisone thing ... but by adog, anaf, ar some ather wild aresture, then it becomes something dse assvaging, a
missdvearture, sy akilling (And whet of amen and adog?) But «MaGowan wes right then they'd nead to cdl in adifferent kind of hunter
withavay dfferert brief: tokill on sght!

Old Angus guessed what he was thinking - the latter part of it, awyway - and wes quick to say, ‘But firs we mugt try to prove it
a narrow down the suspects, a least'

Bak to the house? lanson dudked ot into the open with his sl friend close behind. The house he referred to was one of a
picturesoue duder ganding somethree hundred yards away across
BrienLumley
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the footbridge. Once a great farm with outbuildings, now Smd Auchterbecky housed asTel community, scarody abhamie, in the
vay leed the mountans

'Ah canmekeafaw cdlsfreetherg aye’ Angus nodded. DYye sz the tdgohone wires?”

‘And |\veafaw mare quedtions far the g, the Ingpector reglied, tuming up the adlar of his coet He scanned the land dl about, noted thet it
hed darted to snow again: greet fat flakes thet fell sraight out of a leaden sky. In the lowering atmosphere there was little or no
wind

‘A pretty enough place in the summer,” McGowan commented. Butinthewina? A hdl d aplace far amen tee de HUh An* a
hel ¢ aney far aneteede tod!' They sood sde by sdeawhile scamning the vdley between thehills Neatby, apdlioe Land Rover hunched an
the verge at the side of the road, also a squad car fitted with snow chains and an ambuancewithitsrear doors gpen, waiting. The
bue lights of the vehicles, silently revolving, loaned eerie, intermittent illumination to the handful of stamping,
arm-flapping uniformed pdicemen and paramedics in atendance Exhalgt fumes fram the Land Rover wat up in a Hluegrey saird,
mimiddng the smokefram the duster of neer-digant cottage dhiimneys

lanson dgrelled the peramedics forwerd; now they could teke the body - itsreméins- out of here The forendc leb in BEdinburgh would beits
next port of cal, then the morgue But there wiouldrnit be much guitting of this one Hed hed mare then hisfar share df thet dreedy.

‘A hell of away to die? The Inspector echoed his companion ariody, engmeticaly. O mayte awerd sort d... | dont know,
justice, maybe? There was that in his voice which caused old McGowan to glance a him sharply. Something he'd not
been infomed df, then? Oh, the vet would sand by his dam to the hitter end, thet this wes the wak of awdf. For hed sen (indesd he hed
sensad ffelf) evidencewhich tohimwas indigoutable. But lanson wias the pdlicamen &fter dl, and adamned good andl Anyway, it wouldnit do to
press the paint; amen cantt be sean to know too much, ar hemight have too much eqalaining to do. A hunch isonething, but an assartion nesds
proving.

‘Justice? Angus let his sharp tone reved his own suspicions. 'Somahin yeve nee tdd me George? It wes hardy surprising;
thiswesthewey thar game usLaly went

lanson's smilewasgim Oh, alat to comefram thisyet, Angus.. nat leedt fram you! Nathing's solved uniil everything isknoawn” And before
the other could question further: 'Let's get on over to the house now. Wecantak sswego..

' know him,' lanson admitted, asthey arossed thefoothridge

ThevidinT?

Vidim, villain, whetever, the Ingpector shrugged. 'John Mdffas his name. | wouldn't have known his body - who would? But |
recognized his faoe Mdffat aye pime suspect inamurder case in Glasgow just ayesr ago. Then, too, hed done it in the snow; apak on the
outskirts of the aty, in the wee sl hours of the moming The same modus operandi: he dug a hole in a snowdrift, chose a
prostitute on her way home and dragged her in. He raped and murdered her. St her throat ear to ear. HEd been seen in
the park ealie. Thereware onear two ather bitsof incondusive evidence... not enough to pinit onhim’

‘Hewaked away fraeit MaGowean nodded

But nat avay framthis one’ lanson's vaice wasgim 'Soitsanedown... but it's ill one to go.'

'Yere saying that this was... what, revenge? Which means ye bdieveit wesamen A men and hisbloody big dog, maybe?

lanson glanced a him out the corner of his eye. 'Maybe," he ansvered. "Which would put thewhammy on your wdf theory!

The other medeno rely. It suited him ether way. He knaw thet lanson wouldnit have asked im dong if he hednt & leett Suspected alage
caninear some other animdl. The Inspector hed admitted asmuch

1 only know that someone protected the girl,' lanson went on. 'Bxagat hedd too dam thorough ajob of it

'Someonedoseto the Glasgow prostitute, mayhe?

'Eh?Aye possibly. Closetothat one anyway.

'Oh? Has there been more than one, then? Unfair, George!' MoGowen tut-tutted. ‘A men cannee play if the lightsare out! Ah have
teeknowv dl yeremoves'

‘Onemored lesdt, lanson sAid. 'Glenesgles twowintersago.

Inthe snow againt And no too far avey, & thet A proditute, wes he?

‘Aye. We didn't find that one until the first of the warm weather when the snow melted. She'd been there a month or
more. Any evidence had been washed away. Our wee men beck there could have done it, though. Again, same nodus operandi. But of
courseweddnt know him then. He didn't come into the picture until the Glasgow thing.

‘Andthet'sit?

That's it for the prostitute murders... wel, as far as I'm aware. Of course there could be athers we don't know about Paodle
disgppear and are never found - as wel you know." And again he gave that sdevaysgance

‘But if our man John Moffat wasnae linked to the Gleneagles murder, and if who or whatever killed him was
somebody out for
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revenge, then this new killer can only be someone who knew the Glasgow gil, ardy?
lanson froamned. Or someonewho knaw John Mdffat, whet hewes doing - someone close to him, maybe? - who thought it was



time he was stopped.’

'No just someone protectin' this girl especialy, then?

'Eh? lanson paused and stared hard at the other. "When | said she'd been protected, | meant by accident; by
someone just happening on the scene, asit were!

'Ye hadnae thought o' the other sort o' protection, then? That this one's pimp might have been lookin' out for her?

Hmp?

‘Well, it follows that if yere man only kills whores, the girl must be one. And if so, she probably has a pimp.
Someone - and his dog? -who was waiting for her when she got dropped off last night!'

The Inspector started, then grinned and took the other's arm above the dbow. Fal as dd Angus seamed, the redlience of his
fleh never failed to surprise lanson; he felt the muscles move under the man's clothing, bunching a his unexpected
grip asif resenting it. 'Now see!’ lanson said. "What a grand team we makel Why, it's possible yeve just hit the nail
right on the head!'

McGowan freed himsdf and said, 'Maybe. But it's like ye said: nothing's solved until everything is known." And
now it was time to change direction again: 'Personally, well, Ah ill opine tae a big animd. On its own. A wild thing
come down out o' the hills tae hunt'

I thought we had discounted the wolf theory? The Inspector was making for the houses again.

'No, you had,” McGowan told him. 'But me, Ah have several theories. See, if yed no told me about they other
murders, or that this John Maffa wesasuspect, Ahd dill bethinkin intemsd awildyin And deep down inside, Ah ill am!

‘A wild one? How lang ago Snce there wasawild waf in Soatland, Angus?

Two hundred and fifty years, that we know of,' the other ansvered. But Soatland's abig placg, and plenty of wild country ill.
All over the world the wolves are stedlin' back down frae the north, so why not here?

'‘Because we're an idland, Angus, that's why!'

'Is that so? Then explain the big cats on Bodmin Moor, and Dartmoor, and other places. Sheep killers, them - and
red!'

'‘Not proven,' lanson said.

'Proven for mah money!" McGowan snorted. 'Ah was down in Devon and Cornwall, remember? They caled mein on
it. No, Ah didnae see the beasts in question, but Ah saw their handiwork! Big cats, George. Take mah word for it!"

'My God, you'll be swearing an oath on Nessie yet!' lanson grinned. They caled you in on that one, too, didn't
they?

That American team? Three months work there, George. It was the easiest money Ah ever made in mah lifel What?
A summer holiday on the banks o' Loch Ness, with dl found and money in the bank? McGowan chuckled and
smacked his lips, and then was saious egan ‘Anyway, Ah wes only a"tedricd advisz." Ah didnee have tae believe ... no as
long as they thought Ah did! But a wolf is no a plesiosaur, George. They big yins have been gone a long time, but
there are gill wolves in the world.

'‘Not in Scotland,' the other was stubborn.

'Ah, but there could be soon enough!'

'Eh?

There's tak o' stocking a sanctuary somewhere up north. They'd have tae cull them, o' course, or shoot any that
strayed too far. But there's a study on it.'

Rely?

Wl why not? Thewdves have been herejugt aslong aswehave And there are il foxes, after dl. Even the cities have foxes!
Ah mean, isit no ridiculous? The Irish have their Irish wolfhounds - and never awdf to befound!'

'Except here?

But Angus only shrugged. From now on he would take a back seat and only do or say what was expected of him. He
had talked of men and he had talked of wolves, but he/d not once mentioned the creature in between. Nor would he.
Unlike the Loch Ness Monster, who redly didn't exist, that would be just too close for comfort But in the find analysis
-if and when it should come to it - it would be no bad thing for Inspector George lanson to have a wolf on his mind...
or even awerewolf. For as alegend the creature was far enough removed from certain other myths to make it unique in
its own right No one in his right mind would confuse an isolated case (or even an outbreak) of strictly medica or
pathological lycanthropy with vampirism. It might dert humanity to the one type of monster in its midst, but the other
would remain obscure as ever...

While the Inspector talked to the girl, Margaret Macdowell, old Angus spent the time on the telephone. When both
were done they thanked the girl for coffee and sandwiches, then walked back to lanson's car. It was snowing again
and the path was white under foct.

Ontharway into Edinburgh, they talked:

No whore, thet lady, lanson said. 'She sdis boaze, nat her body. Works & a wire ber in Edinburgh. Thet's why she wiss late home e
opening hours, It might essily have been later ill, but her bosslets
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her off ey if the forecaet isbed. Asyou prabebly overheard, Mdffat had been frequenting the bar, chatting up the other girls, too,



but paying paticuar atention to Margaret Maodowell. She knew his fird neme, thet's dl. She did reognize himy, however - berdly, ar briefly -
during the attack, after hed dragged her into his... what, his den? And she knew that he would kill her. Before she
passed out she sensed that someone else was there. And she woke up to... dl that mesd She thinks she ramambas saling
and savage mation, and something of Mo fat's glbbaing. And thet's about it

Yespoketo her before the pdlice drovemeup hare! dd Angus wss thirking out loud. ‘Didneeye gt any d thisthen?

'She was tired, shaken, shocked,' lanson shrugged. 'Still is, but refuses trestmat Cait say | Hame her. Se hes afawv bruises
thet'sdl. Shels young and the shodk wonit lagt Yes | gat something of it, but the stufff about the snading is new. She mey remarbe mare as she
Htlesdon'

'So, nowhore’ MoGowan musad.

‘But easily mistaken for one,' the other returned. ‘A bar girl - al long legs abedkdde like an gdle, and a half-bere bosom -
decked outinashort dress Hack stockings and gatters, saving drinksto ameinly mele dientde Oh, our Mr Mdffat could egsily get the wrong
ideg Imaure!

"A modem Jeck the Ripper, MoGowan grunted.

Exogat this ane gat ripped; lanson reminded him, giny. ‘And no surgicd indruments did that to him be aure!’

‘A man and his dog,' old Angus mused. 'But no tracks...'

Thesnow, thelngpector grunted.

'So, whet'snext?

For you?1 expact youll cary on contacting and checking out dl the zoos and wildHife perksin the areg) lanson glanced & the amdlle men 'S
thet we can be absolutdy aure that theres been no escape Id catanly gopredideit, Angus far they Tl telk mare esglly to you than to me. As
for me... lll need to be talking to the other girls at Margeret Macdowdl's place of wak: B J's Wine Ba, in town. But Ive litile doubt
theyll comoborated hessad!

‘Sowhy bather?

‘Onh rauting’ lanson shrugged. *Who knows maybe they can tal me mare about John Mdffet? Did he have any enamies o such thet they
might know of? Thet sort of thing’

Likeamenand hisdog?

‘Just so..."

O, the Ingpector wondared, meybe a wonan and her dog? On thet point, theréd bean severd occasonswhen thedd vet hed mentioned a
'she’ in connection with his walf, like 'she’ was a big yin, and so fath. And ayway, why hed Angus drayed 0 fa fram his
agumet,
his origina conclusion? Had he or hadn't he given up on his wolf theory? What about his telephone cdls?

'Who did you spesk to, Angus? lanson glanced a him. The zoo people in Edinburgh?

They're on mah lig Ah have tae do it ye understand, if only tae settle it in mah own mind.'
'‘But in fact you've given up on it now?
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Murde by dog Itsssrsmoreandmorefessile.

Trelrgoedar wesmildy concamed MdGonenwassaying ovay little now; pracelly becase hewes. whet hiding something? THswes uaLgly how he
wesbdaemedrgsomeauprissnmoentredeshboad Matelanson doud lodk noedosy & the ceefran dd Arguss pairt o view - wheee thet
wesaoming fran Sneeherow ssamad tolkemeking light o hiswaf theary, patgosthe lngoadtar Soud pey moeatartion o it

Exagt if Argswesanio somathing, lanson fdt aatainhewouldnt g2 muchimoreaut of himjust yet Whardiareassood ganan might ke in adas. Ardif
hismamay saved im, hekrnaw jus whaehemight find aleed to thet ssoond opinian: inthe unsdved files at RdliceHQin Edinurgh.

After drging McGonend & hispaeinassgging, decaying ditrict eset of thedty, the Ingoedior cdled inat RiceHQ ad meceareguest to Reoads fara
ligt of ettadks svegingshy animdls o pegdeand livestodk, coaning intheleet fiveyears ThenaqLidk call toNew Sodiand Yad for moeinfomretion ad by
tretimerewesthrogh Resardshed un dff some duff far im Toomuch Ul theinddancedf anidl attadks uaLelly by 'pet’ dogs wesiprisngly High

Hegdketothedak indrageand asked imaoout dder cases Samethinty yearsays? | wesrew an the face but seam to rerarber ace simanhaeLp
roth thet meceakig ash & detime A Sghing?A savaging, & ared the wildife patks fdloved by the redgrion o alocd pdicaren Hequit dter his
repatwesiudded adhewesridaied Doyouthink youaoud dg it aut far me?

Tredek, amanthinand tal aslanson himsdf, weaing goedtades squinted e imand ssid, Thirty yearsago? Thetsahe of ameny youve ot Ingosdart
But Fmédrad thoeedd filesaat anmiadidre It caud ekeawhile Hones, 111 meeasachif thetswhetyaud like'

lanson noctkd "Yes gpaead If youfird thefile youan aortat e hoe!
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Hetook the shedf of papershomewith himto his spedious garret flat in Dalketh, mede himedif alight lunch, then took his food and wak both
into his gudy and st with them & his desk under a huge doping skylight. lanson liked natural light best, even when it was the
dim grey light of winter. His chess board good onasrdl tebleto one sded the room, with the plecesin podition just ashe and dd Angus hed
left them some nights earlier. They would get to finish the game evaudly, but now therewes bigger 'game afoat”

Munching on chicken salad sandwiches, the Inspector began scanning the pages o infamation printed out far im fram Rdlice
HQ's microfiche files. But after a minute or two, redizing that it woud tekeawhileto seperate out the quff thet interested him, and
because tonight he intended to visit BJ.'s Wine Bar in the city, he paused to make a telephone cdl and reserve alittle
time with the boss o the ber now.



Margaret Macdowd | hed given imthe number; usingit, hefoundhi s call answered by afemale voice with a soft Scottish burr.
He asked for the proprietor, and waastdld: Thet!! bemehsd' - Bomie JeenMinu!

‘MissMidu- ar isit it Misaus?- perhgps yaure dreedy avare of the attack on one of your girls last night? And following that
up quickly, in case she hadn't heard: I'm talking about Margaret Maodowdl - but I'dliketo resssure you thet she came to no ham
Imthe Ingpector on the case’

ts Miss' the vaice tdd hm 'Jugt cdl meB1 And Ahve heard, yes - Margaret cdled and tdd e s thare somethin' Ah can do far ye.
Inspector, er... ?

'lanson. Gaorge lanson. 1\veaquestion ar two you could perhgps hdp mewith, routine suff. Perhaps tonight, opening hours? il meke it brief
a6 possble and try nat to kegp you fram your business'

‘But what could Ah possibly know? It was miles frae here, and he wesnee even arggular cudome. I apest to the lesdes
thet'sdl.

'Y ouknew him, then?| redlly must cometo seeyou, BJ' Shesighed and ansvered, "Wl if yemust yemust, but Ah cannee ssewhat yerehopin!
teeleanfreeme"How many of you arethere... in the bar, | mean? 'Four, dl girls, and mahsel'. But y€lll surely no be
wanting to quesionusdl, now will ye? ‘Probadly. But only afew minuteseech, | promise’ Verawdl, then, sheagresd, gudgingly. 'Sy,
dght-ish? Thetll donicdy,”" hetald her.'Until tonight, then.' But after putting the phone down, the Inspector sat frowning to
himadf beforeretuming to hispgpers Something about her acoart,
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he thought Oh, it was a very good imitation, but it wasn't the red thing, waant the genuine atide Or maybeit westoo genuine
He pondered it awhile longer, then sngpped hisfingers Thet wesit! B. J Mius acoat waant phony a dl; it wes smply out of dete, nat quite
the modem vameoular hewas used to hearing in the dity. She sounded norelike something out of the lagt century - out of the Highlands, maybe
-like Granny lanson, God bless her, when Georgewissalad. Maybe thisB. 1 Miduwesfram up narth, then, and the high-falutin accents of
Edinburgh ill dlien to her tongue. It was something he would have to ask her, if only to satisfy his own curiosity...

It took the Ingoector some two hours to sort through the photocopy files. Closed cases (prosecutions mainly, brought by
individual complainants on their own behaf, or by the parents of children savaged by 'pet or domesticated dogs and anumber
o cassswhare enraged farmas hed shat deed stray's found wonying their flodks) wert into one sheef, and apen casss into anather. Then this
seoond sheaf was sub-divided into attacks on animals, on people, and sightings; the latter because there was no lack of
reports of large, generaly unspecified creatures wandering in the wild. Just such cases asinteresed Angus McGowan

But the Inspector would have nothing to do with the likes of Bodmin Moar wildcats grest hounds of Datmoor or Nesse d the
Loch. His monsters - the monsters of his calling - were invariably humen Orinthis case, maybeahit of both. A men and his dog,
aye Or maybe awoman and her dog...

Before lanson could look &t the relevant parts of the subdivided pepawark, his phone rang acal fromafriend & New Soaland
Yad, inQimirdl Records 'Gaorge we gat your request,’ Peter Yaner tdld him. Yanner was an ex-Inspector seeing out his time to
retirement behind adesk. ‘And | saw the moming's sitrgps: Yaull bewarking on that case &, &, Auchterbecky?

'Smd Auchterbecky,' lanson corrected him. 'Nasty stuff, Peter. One case dosad, and another apened.!

'Indeed,’ said the other. 'And | suppose you'll be torn two ways: dad to see the one go doan, but unheppy thet anew ongs
ameup. Like the gang wars down here. We're never too unhappy about it whenabed lad gets hit but therés dways the question
dwhoddit A pty they cant dl kil themsaves ot en?

'‘Murder is murder,' lanson replied. 'John Moffat's paid his dues, but who to? He shrugged, if only to himsdf, then
asked: 'So what haveyou gat far me?

I'm just trying to clarify things,' the other answered. '‘Big dog attacks you sid: animds But whet about lycanthropy?
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‘We had this bloke who thought he was a werewolf. A cop-killer, too! That was three, maybe three and a haf years
ago. We got him... but the whole case was weird. There were a lot of threads left dangling, you know? But when the
Home Office puts the cap on something, that's it, case closed.’

'So? The Inspector's mind had begun to switch elsawhere as soon as lycanthropy was mentioned. He couldn't see
any connection with the current case; he had taken in very little of what he'd been told. No big savage dog, then? No
genuine big dog, anyway.

Wl that's why | phoned you,' the other explained. ‘| mean, you can't get much bigger than a werewalf, now can
you?

Finaly lanson's mind focused. He knew that this wasn't for him, yet his instincts told him to follow it up. "You say
the case is closed? Yau gat hm?? So whet mekes you think that I'd be interested? | mean, lycanthropy, Peter? What's on your
mind?

'It'sjust funny, that's all..."

Fumy?

Nat hathg, just funy. OK, youire probebly nat inthe pidure o let me explain. This thing with the werewolf, the guy was killed
with a crosshow, with silvered arrowheads.'

'What? The police used a crossbow? lanson was lost again.



'No, whoever killed him did.'
'‘We had outside help, then. The SAS?
No!

'Secret service?

'Not that | know of. Just someone out to get him, asfar as| know." And before lanson could question further. Then,
acouple of months ago, we had this other case up in your neck of the woods.'

'What case was that? (His neck of the woods? The Inspector's attention was suddenly riveted).

‘Murder, up on the Spey not far from Kincraig? You surely remember those Tibetans who got killed, George?
Sectarian warfare or some such? Two dead up there in a wrecked car, and a whole bunch of them got tossed out of
the country.'

lanson frowned. 'l remember the headlines but | wasn't on the case. It was outside my jurisdiction. Anyway, what
does it have to do with attacks by big dogs - or lycanthropy, for that matter?

‘A possble connedtion, thet's dl, Yame tdld him It wes the same kind of murder weapon: a crossbow. The same silvered
arrowheads, too...'

'‘Boltheads," lanson growled, more to himself than to the other.

‘Whet'sthet?

'A crossbow doesn't shoot arrows but bolts.'

Whateve, Y anner answvered. ‘But asiiver balt killed our werewalf

nut, and likewise one of these Hari Krishnattypes The other one fried in the wrecked car. It might not mesn anything, | dontt
know. | jugt sort of connected it up, thet's dl. A so-cdled werewalf, and a arosshow with Slvered arowheeds - er, to/lmeadd
Ardyour reguest for suff ondog ar big animd attacks: Soatland, murder, and iver boltheeds again. A bit of atangle, | know,
but thet's how my mind works'

lanson licked hislips, then shook his heed despite that Y anner couldnit see him. '‘But wihet is there to connect the murder last
night and these killings on the Spey? | mean, how does our John Mdffa fit in? | dont seeiit, Peter

‘Me neither, but that's nat whet I'm peid for. | only kegp the books Y auire the men an the ground. Anyway, maybe | should
have kept my nose aut I'm sony if 1've confused theissue!

"No, no, nat a dl. Infat youlve interested megredtly. Let mehavedl you've got on this lycanthropy thing, will you? | mean, as
wdl as the routine stuff?

‘Sure.’

'‘And the case is closed, you say?

Yo

"Without amurderer? A second murderer, | meen?

(Aninvisible shrug). The guy was a cop-killer, George.'

'‘And everyone involved was satisfied with the conclusion?

‘Appaatly.

Ward'

That'swhet | tdldyou...."

"Peter, thanksfor caling.

'Y aurewd come Andthisstuff will beanitsway ASAP!

'Cheers..." And slowly, lanson put the phone down.

After that the paperwork was boring... for a while. Until the Inspector began glancing through the 'sightings’ list. At
first he would read, shake his head and muttering disbelievingly to himsdf, put the report aside. These so-caled
'sightings covered just about evary evatudity.

‘Nesse was in there, of course (as reported by a drunken gamekegper to the police gation in Drumnadrochit). Also ferd
casinan dtadk on a chidken fam a Aboyne sray dogs warrying shesp a Braamar ner Badmord, and d<o a the foat of
Arthur's Seet in Edinburgh itsdf. And...

... And walves ssen & Newtonmorg, Blar Athdl, and in the Pess of Killieorankie Also a Crianlarich under Ben More, and
a Carbridge and Nethybridge on the Soey! Great grey wolves, by God! Half adozen cases. Too many bloody wolveshy far!
S0, perhgpsdd McGowan did know something after dl. But if <o,
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why wagnit he ssying anything?Or could it be (the Ingpector gave hishead a worried shake) that he, George lanson, was simply
letting himsdlf get tangled up in this thing - in aload of hogwash, that is? And what the hdl, werent there always boogy menin
these out-of-theway places? And wouldnt there dways be a Nesde lurking in the lod? W, yes 1t as long as there were tourigs there
woud be for are

A grest grey dog with eyeslikelantems seen pedding the roed onamidly night & Nemvtonmor—e .. awdf?Nat alhiit of it, just abig dog. And the
per oied inthe Pass o Killieorankie? Rationdlization: amen out walking his Alsatian dogs steps into the bushes for a pee. His
dogs stand wating; they mayberear Up alitle, and draw beck orto the verge as a car passes. The motorist - with a dram or two
under hishdt, no doubt - ssesther eyestum to flamesin hismeinbeams As for the valley of the Spey: why, aman could swear to



seeing anything onamidy, moanit night, on those winding wooded lanesand rocky hillsides! Damn, it was only a year ago that
they'd been ssang flying ssuoard And the same down in Sussex, and aop drdesin Devon and Dors!

So what was it that was bothering him, lanson wondered? And a moment later believed he had the answer. He
hadn't been able to remember much about it at Police HQ, but now recalled it dealy enough. These damned slly reparts hed
jogoed ismamay: about that constable who had quit his job some thirty years ago over just such a sighting. But
there'd been more to it than that. NaHsf asighting ... but akilling, too! Nat of amenbut an animel! And not just any animd but a
bison! A creature as big as that, gutted!

Asfor thelocation...

- It hed teken place & the Highland wildiife park neer Kinaraig. Then the park had been the merest nucleus of what it was now;
indesd, it hednt opened propaly uniil Sxtem years later. Bven o, it hed been sodked with a canny complemant o ‘Highand arediures many
of which had vanished from Scotland centuries ago: brown bears beaver, randea and thelike And hison, yes

Kinaag Onthe River Soey. And these Tibetans hed died there too. And then there'd been those sightings up at Carrbridge
and Nethyhridge But asfar wolves- and bloody werenvdves by God -why, lanson could almost break out laughing at himsalf.
But he didnt, and wouldnt Nat uniil he checked with the wildife perk thet they didhit have wolves tod!

Was that what old Angus had been hinting at? Had he been laughing up his deeve at lanson when he'd told him
there was a shame doat to reiintroduce wolvesinio some wild place up north? Hed he knoan thet they hed alreadly introduced tham? In
which case
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rewescheeting Whet, dd Argis?HLH HSA menareeday if trelighisaeout” And Ahhaveteekow dyaenmoves Gaoge Trecary dd deil!

It Soudbeessy echto dek ot A cdl tothepak aoud stleit right now. Exogt the lngpector krew thet something dsewes batheing im, something
aud mythadlegad Hesgypad hisfingasesauddanty it careto hine siver! Sivered aosdow baltd Ard youd need asiver wegoon o kill awerendf,
woldnt ya?

S just whesaf o outside hep hed the Metropditan Rilice caled in tret timeto dedl with their lycarnthrope o rethe, their luretic? Ard whoeser the hurnter
weswhy hed reusslasivared aostow bat?Nat far the'dovious resson, 2rdy?Orweshesmekind of lurgic too.. ?

Trelngadar s thaealag ime jud thinking ... ar nat thinking vay much & dl. Somaimesthingswaked tharsavesaut better thet wey.

Trelightwesfeding Sat diys lang nights adafull mominsing lanson remabeed it frananight a two agowhen hed st in heewith e ar
aher tremonnegingitsfull, henging low over thehaizon Solegt night.. would it heveben full?

Nomwhetweshethindng?Whetthehd | weshethinking?

Hesiood up, stredhed, ganoed & hiswetch God it wes4:45 dreedly! Theettienoon hedfloan Ard gaing to thewindow he ladked out aaoss the rodftops o
Ddkeith, towhareaful monwestreequatasfreed thegey evanirg heze.

Hetumad anthelights heeold bedk ionards his desk, and jurrped likeashat rattitwhentre pharerang ltwestherecodsdak & Garrd HQ 'l ke hutting
yspinacuded minues' hesdd g thought youd liketokrnow, | found your casefile- thet busness et Kinoraig neaty thirty years ago? WAll you cdl in
farit tomarow, arwhe™

No laren tdd him 'lll keintown tonight Leaveit with treinfammetion des, will yau?1ll gk it yp there!

Vaywdl, sslog esyaH don far it Ard aedhe thing Thet congatle you mentionsd who resigned? | traced im through the ey dffice. adisghlity
pasanfarsmesrd inuy hegat ssasaving dffice. HesGavin Sradrart aKingussermen but hemoved connhereshartly efter quitting!

Dowvte

Ored thoeeadnddanoss Livesnat far framyouin Delkeith A terminuiewelk dang the Ranicuik Roed!
Trelrgadior wesgrateful ad sad Therks Thet tekesalat of theeffat ot of it
*Yaurewdaome Ardgoodight
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'Goodhight' lanson amsvered automdtically. And dlanding & the moon again through his window, he hoped it would be It hed garted out
good, anyway...

Sneeit wastoo ealy to e, and much too early to get reedy far his gopointment a BJ's Wine Ba;, lanson chedked through the reports agan.
Now hewas looking & cases covaing atacks on people And though five years wes along time ill, in his gpinion - basad on the number o
savagings dore - there were far too mery Ratiwelles and Dobermanns around! As for the incidence of people bitten in the
face... it was horrific! Worse, severa of these attacks had been fads

Whet the hdl isit in a dog, the Inspector wondered, thet will meke it bite a child in the faoe? And whet the hdl wesiit thet caused them to
cary on even dter they'd reduced thevidim to abunde of red rags? The wolf in them, he supposed. The only good thing was that
in dmoet every case wheare arogue pet dog hed savaged someone, the beest hed bean eadly tradked bedk to its owvngr. And nine out of ten
such animds - the dogs, that is- had been destroyed. lanson had never been much of a dog-lover, and he didn't go a
lot on their onnas ther.

And then there were the unsolved cases...

But the Inspector's eyes were tired; the rest of the reports could wat, he would teke a bresk fram the pepawork and try
contadting ex-condable Gavin Srachen indeed. Hewasinthe bodk - severd of tham wrg, in fadt lanson matdhed addresses with the one hed
got framthe records derk and gave hismenaddl.

'Eh? sdidarough vaicea theather end of theline

'Good evening, Sir, lanson answvered. 'Gavin Srachan?



‘Aye Whtisit?

'Bx-condeble Srachan?

'BE?Noforalongtime itisit! Anyway, whet of it?

'Inspector lanson,’ lanson told him. "We never met, but | would oatanly liketo!

'Why? (Strachan's voice was rough as sandpaper, and full of sugpicion).

Oh rauting’ (lanson's odk ansve). ‘A case you dedlt with up in Kinardg thirty years ago - something thet heppened & thewildifepark... ?

For amoment there was silence, then: 'Some kind o' joke? Srachan's voice wes harsher dill.

‘Joke? Not at dl. I'd just like to hear it from you what really happened thet night Whet you thirk you saw.

Thirk, isit?But Ah tdd themwhet Ah thirk thirty years ago - tdd the newspapers, too. Hah! Tdlin' mah story was like pissin’ in
the
wind. Aye, and it pissad meh caresr away, too! ' Mr Strachen, |— Tudk ye!' theather cut him off, and dammed the phonedown
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STRACHAN,BONNIEEEAN,AND ..MdGONAN?

If there was one thing guearanteed to gat George lanson's bedk up, it wes someone taking to imlikethat Vay wll, maybe the men hed cause, o
thought he hed. Hed better have ar, by Gad, lanson wauld see to it that his bad manners brought him a great dedl of trouble!
Easiest thing in the world to have him called in to the loca police station, and there let him cool his heels for an hour
before seeing hm Aye and thelaw was on lanson's Sdedl theway. Judges Rue number ane "Whenever aRdice Officer is endeavouring to
disoover the author of aaime thereisno dbjection to im puitting questions in respect theredf to any person o persons whether suspected o
not framwhom he believes ussful informetion may be obtained.” So fudk ye, too, Gavin Srachan! lanson thought s he knocked sdlidy on the
door of the men's groundHloor flet in the Renicuik Roed. VWecan doiit the hard way ar the easy way; its up to you.

Hisknook wes anavered by atdl, ary-looking, godky menin hismid-to latefifies He sood sraght, but Sill hed to lock up alitle & lanson.
And he recognizad apdicamen when he saw ong, by which the Inspector knew that this was indeed his man. One copper can
spot ancther amleanay; even an ex-aoppe.

To provethe paint, Srachen souinted a him through rechimmed eyes, and grunted, Ingpector lanson. Well now, andisit no srange Ah wes
eqadin ye' It waant agquestion.

'Gavin Strachan,’ lanson replied, '| need to tak to you. What's maorel will tk to you, here o dsanhare, inny ime or yours if s
your dhaice'

'And have Ah donesomethin® wrong’?

‘Nat thet | know df. | was hoping youd wart to do something right, thet'sdl. It could be you cant hdp me if o this wont teke vary long and
111 nat bather you egain. Its anly on an off-chence thet Imhere Bt... here | am!

The aher gunted, sood asde and lethimin 'Huh * he sad. *Yemay have gathered thet Aiim nowel plessed tae sse ye Rdlis? Aye Ah was
one andagood yin - much good it dd me! So it's bed enough tee have tee entartan ye without thet ye have tee revive d thet Suff up & the
wildife pak.

But1 do haveto, Srachan, | do; lanson ansivered. And therewes that in hisvaice that mede the ather tum sharply and peer ahim

'So... what's happened?

It could do no harm to tell him. In any case, the story was in the newspapers. ‘A killing's what happened, like the one
up a the wildlife park. But this time it wasn't a bison. Murder, Strachan. It could be - it probably is - that the two cases
are unconnected. But it's one of those things | have to check on. That's why | need your gory. | revambe somed it fram the

time-fram the newspapars yes- andmbe reeding up on the casefiletomarrow. Until then the details have sort of faded in my memory.
Though not in yours, | suspect.

While he had talked to the man, the Inspector had looked him over. Gavin Strachan looked gritty, tired and bitter.
The bitterness hed been therealong ime it wes etched into hisfacelikecod dugt in the pores of aminer. Behind their red rims, his
blue-grey eyes seemed trapped, while the bags under his eyes spoke of sleepless nights And in his evay ward and move
therewasawhdeward of suspicdion, just aslanson hed detected it during their brief tdlgphone conversation.

On the ather hand, the Inspector hed dways conddered himedf ajudge of character, and it had to be said that he could find
little to actively didike in Strachan - wdl, apart from the man's obvious ddike of im And even that sssmed to be on the ware
now, asfirdlly Srachen waved iminto adhar in his drab Sitting-room and said, ‘Coffes? Might just eswl, far esye sy, yerehare now!

Indesd Strachen hed gppraised hisvistor, and the Ingpector's open ttitude and honesty hed stood imin good steed. For apdicamen -and
asenior one at that, used to at least a modicum of respect - he wasahard mento didike ‘Caffeewill befine' he ansvered.

Withalitlesomethir init, maybe?

‘Just atouch,' lanson answered. Thanks.'

'What, on duty? Strachan had gone into his tiny kitchen. The Inspector couldn't see him, but he could hear the



genuine note of supriseinhisvoice ‘Areyeare?
Thisigit dfidd, Gavinif | mey cal you thet Imhare on gpec, asl Ad!
The ather camebadk out of the kitchen, stood fesnghim Hehed a bottle of good whisky and two glasses that he placed on an
occasiond tebledosea hand. ‘Gud' he sad. For if yerewantin me
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tee go bedk over dthat business, Ahfar onewdll pour mehed' adiam! Yecen janmear no, asyewdll!

And why not? One shot couldn't hurt The kettle whistled as lanson poured himsdf adink, and Strachen wart df agan to fix
thar coffees. And by now the atmosphere was much more relaxed. Except... the Inspector could fed a definite tension
in Strachan, when finally the man sat himsdlf down facing him. And:

'So,' said Strachan, in atone that said he was resigned to it. 'Now we get tee it.' He picked up his glass and poured a
double shot straight into the back of his throat

lanson watched his gasping mouth reform, then said, 'Is that what it takes?'

'George,' said the other (which surprised the Inspector, that Strachan had remembered), if ye spend thirty years
trying tae forget somethin', and when it ill comes back tae ye in yere dreams, if s ho easy thing tae talk aboot when
yere conscious. Yeve asked me what hgppened that nidt up & thewildife park, and Am gain teetdl ye But ye'd best hang on
meh words, man, for Ah won't be repesatin’ them - ever!'

Then, forcing himsdlf to rdax alittle in his chair, he lay back and hdf-dossd his eyes And dpping dtematdy of whisky and
aoffes heunfolded his tale for lanson's inspection...

It had been one of those nights.

Ask any policeman anywhere in the world, hell be able to tdl you about that one night when right out of nowhere
everything decided to happen dl a once. Just such a night then, when Constable Gavin Strachan got caught up in
the occurrences at the Kincraig wildlife pak.

But inthe Highlands? And the night nat even aFiday ar Saturday, when you might expect a bit of trouble from the lads at the
various socias and community dancehalls, with a couple of drinks too many in them and their bright young eyes full
of the other fdlows grifriends?

Infact it wes a Wednesday, wintry even far the midde of May, the sort of night when anyone with tuppence worth of sense
would be hometoading hisfed in front of awam fire Anyone but a pdicamen on duty, that is. And over the past three-month
Strachan hadn't covered anything worse than a bad traffic accident on an icy road. So he certainly hadn't been on the
lookout for anything big going down midweek on a night as wild as this.

So maybe it was the full moon ... but whatever, he hadn't stopped moving from the moment he woke up the
day-shift man at the tiny Rdice Pogt in Kingusse and rdieved hm of his duties Thet hed been about 6:00 p.m., and of course
there'd been nothing for the day-shift

congebleto pass an; the Daily Occurrence Book showed a blank page. Like yesterday, and the day before that and
the nightsin betwean, too.

Ah, but thished been oneof those nights

Strachen hed no sooner gat settled in, made some coffes, apened abodk to the fird page of a stience fidion thiller, when the
phone rang - a bresk-in a the musaum a Newtonmore A threemile diive dong the Spey roed, an hour spent examining a
broken window and recording datements;, and three milesback again. But before he could enter the ddtals in the book, another
cdl-out to the Aviemare Hdliday Centre, where a.guest was drunk and wrecking the hatd bar!

Tenmiles each way thistime, and Strachan righteoudy annoyed and fully prepared to arrest the men - excgt he was degaing
it off when he arived, and the maneger of the hatd wouldnt put im to the trouble Besides, he wias sure he could recoup his
damagesin the moming. Er, but in the event there should be any prablem... wel, maybe the condable wouid like to meke a nate
d the brekages now, while he was here? - And that hed taken anather hour. Bt a leest Strachan was given a wee dram on
the house judt the one towarm himup alt

Which shoud have been ample for one 'quie night inthe vele of the Badenoch. But no, the phone wias ringing when Strachan
oot back to Kingussie: atraffic accident at a bad bend on the Coylumtyidgeroed. Damnit to hdl, but hed anly been a
mile or two from the dte up & Aviemord If hed known, he could have gone aut onto the roed and wated for it to hegppen!
Exogt that was alhit of Irish, and he was a Soat and a pdlicaman'siat isnat a heppy one

Butit waant dl thet bed. Two cars hed ganoad off each ather. One of the drivers a young woman, hed scrgped her knees
and shaken hersdf up akit when shed run off the roed and hit a tree. Strachan had dabloed her pretty knees with an antisgptic
awab (no, nat bed a dl!) and as aways when there was an acddent, held taken dong abrandy flask. So hed gven the drivars a
tat ech, and one far imadf, then let the mde dhiver of the ather car go off while he and the young ledy sat in his palice vehide
and waited for the tow-truck. She was a pretty wee thing;, far better then stting there with some grumidy dd codger.

By thetime hed st off again to drivee back to Kingusseit hed been something after deventwenty, and a add mig coming up
aff the Spey to sroud afull moon henging low over the valey. Which was when it happened...

Levd with the wildife perk, sudderly there was someone on the roed! A men with a torch (thenk Gad, d<e the condable



might essily have hit im), wreathed inmis desperatdy waving Strachan down. It was dd Andrew Bishop, the owner of the site
ad kegper of the
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park. His eyes were wild and fearful as Strachan pulled off the road and drew to a halt on the verge.

And ashe gat out of the pdiice ca, Bishop wesonhiminafragy. 'Is it Gavin Strachan? he panted, as he glanced back over his
shoulder a the misted park outbuildings and wire-mesh enclosures. 'Gavin, lad! Thank goodness ye're up and aboot!'

'EhPWhafsup?

'Up? My God, up? I'll tdl ye what's up. Somethin's in wi' the eniméd'

Strachan caught a Andrew's arms, tried to hold him gtill. Where are the boys? (Old Bishop's sons).

'No back frae the dance in Dawhinnie. And Liz is locked in the bedroom, &t the hoose.’

Lodkedin?Yeewife?

"Ahlodked herinmehed! Haveyeno awegpon, Gavin?

"A wegpon?Now Andrew, what would Ahbedaing wi' awegpon?

Bidhop wes farly dandng in his anxigly. 'Ah have a shotgun in the hoose,' he cried, 'but Ah'm out o' shells. Oh, hdl! Oh,
damnation!’

Now Strachan held him tighter ill. 'Andrew, now come to yere senses, man! What on earth's wrong wi' ye?
Somethin'sin wi' the animals, ye said.'

'‘Aye, Ah did,' the other wrenched himsdf loose. '‘And more than one somethin’, Ah fancy! Man deer are oot and
runnin’ wild frae whatever it's that tore its way in tae the pens!'

'‘Come on," Strachan said, making for the track to the outbuildings, barns and pens. ‘Let's see what weve got here!
But old man Bishop at once dragged on his am.

Whet? Andwill yegointherewi'oot agun?

Which stopped Strachan in his tracks. The quaver in Bishop's voice, where the constable never before heard a
tremor in dl his life. Thefad thet hed locked his wife ssfdy away in abedroom - but ssfe from what? And in that same moment,
Gavin Strachan knew there was something terrible here...

Then, distracting him, even unnerving him, there came the furious, frenzied squawking of terrified chickens.

'Mah hens!' Bishop gasped. They're in wi' mah poor chickens!'

'Let me get meh licht," Strachan quietly growled, taking a heavy-duty torch from the back of the car.

'And yere truncheon,' Bishop whined. 'But by God - a gun would be a sight better... I' Already the mad fluttering,
sguawking and sreaching was dying doan.

They were on the track, approaching the outbuildings, when a different sound brought them to a halt. But there are
sounds and there are sounds. Thisoreweasaay: egie uuan, dedrifying - and unmigekedle

'Dog, Srachen bresthed, hurrying farward again. ‘Out in the woods beck @ the house. A big yin, probatly, retumed tee the
wild' Even as he gooke the hom wias answered, from doser & hand. And when the sound hed died away, Strachen added, 'Or
dogs Theres been some shegp warrying south @ here!

'Ye say? Old Bishop seamed to breathe asigh of rdief. 'Dogs? Yethink?

'‘Why, what else? Strachan moved forward again. *Yere animals must o' smelled ‘em.’

'‘Smelled 'em, heared 'em, seen 'em, probably,’ the old man seemed steadier now. 'God, they've been howlin' this last
half-hour! Put the wind up me and Liz, Ah can tdl ye!l We saw one o' they frae the upstairs window. But Gavin,' again
he clutched at the constable's am,'... ye can damn mah eyes for liarsif they didnae see him stand up on his hind legs!
And big... man, he was one big yin!'

There came a rustling from the nearest enclosure - and a moment later a squawk. '‘Mah hens!' Old Bishop amed his
torch, sprang forward, skidded to a halt in swirling ground mist where a hole had been torn in the high wiremesh
boundary. And Strachan saw that the wire was of a heavy gauge. Then:

'Dogs,’ Strachan whispered again, his own beam flickering this way and that, but nervously now. 'Big yins, aye.'

Old Andrew turned to him and his mouth was dack. 'God - they chewed through this wire like it was cheese!’

And agginit was thedd man'svaice thet dd it to Strachan, gat through to him like nathing dse could have. And yet again he
asked himdf, jugt exadtly what hed Bishop seen thet causad him to lock up his wife and run danaing doan the roed? An dd
gaic like Andrew Bishop? Why, there waan't a more downtto-earth men indl the Highlandd And <o far (Strachan suspected)
QOld Bishap hed bean entirdy too reticart, like he hednit wanted to desroy his At-of-the-earth imege

Strachan checked himadf; he was now as nervous as thedd men. It wiaan't good enough. Two of us' he said. Which shaud
ke mare then enough far a couple of rogue dogs And anywaay, the hirds are quiet now. In we go.” He dimbad in through the
large hdein the wire, with dd men Bishop right behind im.

Theendosure was abig ang, free range, with henthouses on bath sides and a boardwalk up the centre. But as the
beams of their torches diced degper into the swirling mist they saw that the housss hed been wrecked, wrenched gpart And
the carcasses of deed hirds were everywhere. Old Bishop picked one up in a trariing hand; nat a mark onit. It was asiif the
cregture hed died of fright. But others were blioody, and some weere without heeds.

Vaiousdternatives passad usdesdy through Srachan'smind.
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Usdesdly because they didnt wark: Thiscould have bean done by faxes - indesd the warton destruction of so mery birds wies predisdy the
faxds modus operand - but faxeswould have dug under thewirg nat through it; they couldnt have chopped through it As far wildeets they
would never come this close, and certainly not at this time of year, when therewes plenty of food in thewdld

"Well, whatever he was, he's out o' here now,' the constable aroeked, and desred histhroet The birdswould el usiif he wes dill
here!'

Old Bishop was wandering among the shattered hen-houses, gatheing up corpses "Wha hirds? he sad, his faoe a feaful
mek in Srachanis torch beem Therés no aone d they I’ And heweant sumbling to thefar sdedf theendoare

'What about the deer pens? Strachan was acutely aware of the eerie silence, and he didn't like it *Ye told me the
deer had been scared off?

'Sampadad, aye Meand thewifesaw them scattering away intae the woods Yed think the place wies on firg by God But Gavin itstime ye
knaw. Ah dont thirk the things Ah saw oat herewere dogs Ah'm no sure. Ah cannae say what they were... but no dogs, they
yirs'

Beare he could continue, there came an uproer o dhattering and screeching from a large cage set wdl apart from the other
endosures Thepinemataed' dd Bishop gagped.

'Quick! Back aut throughthehole' Srachenhusked., But: No!' cameBishop'sansver. Thiswal11 bebeter.

Strachan stumbled to him across the shattered boards of awrecked hen-house, and found him shaking likeaman in
afever besdeassoond hdeinthewiremesh Hiseyes dared fixedy & atral of bloodied festhers wings and bird detrisin genad, thet led o
into the night and themit

'Enough d thid" Srachen wes furious with himedlf, disgusted & the fear that the situation and the old man's obvious terror had
ingoiredinhim Lefs ssewhet theffes* thisthingid'

They wart through the hdein the parimeter and ran gumblingly towards the pine marten cage, where it was a once seen that
the animas had only been complaining about - or warning of - the pressncedf outsders and possble danger. But despite the fact
thet the cage wasn't damaged, certainly something had been here. The pine matens fear wes menifest intheway they dung dose
together, goreadeagied on thewiremesh aalling of ther cage

Themig wasthicker now, swirling knee-degp and sending tendrils up into the trees bordering the park. This mist, Old Bishop
complained, and shivered uncontrdlladly, men it dingstae ye'

[twestrue themig ssamed dive likethethick bresth of abesst
They moved through it, torch beams stabbing ahead, towards the next enclosure: a smal corrd containing Bishop's
five prized bison o agpades long asent fram the Highlands proper. Which wes when things livened up again, and in a single
moment the night became a nightmare.

Firgt the agonized bellowing of a beast from beyond the corra's four-bar fencing; then the fence itself splintering
outwards as a par of stampeding bison smashed into it, hurling boards and then themselves in Bishop's and
Strachan's direction; and a moment later the sound of breaking glass, and a cry - a scream - from the dimly visible, dark
silhouette of the old man's house:

‘Andrent Andrem! Andren] Letmeodt... oh, letmeout.t

Sent flying as the wild-eyed, fearful bison went thundering off into darkness, the two men picked themselves up -
only to stumble aside as two more animals came snorting and kicking through the break. Then Old Bishop was off a a
run, heedless of life and limb, towards the house. 'Liz!" he shouted. 'Ah'm comin', lass, Ahm cominT

And Strachan was on his own, fairly certain that whatever was plaguing the beasts was in the corral. But dl he
could see through the break was a lake of mist with milky tendrils lapping outwards from some central disturbance.
Then—

—The black and crimson hump of a thrashing anima's back heaved up into view, breaking the surface... and other
things reached up to pull it under again!

Strachan wasn't sure what held seen; it had happened too quickly. But an afterimage, of thick white ropes - or arms?
- fitted with grapples or claws - or taloned hands? - burned on his riveted retinae. He stood there as if nailed in
position, smdling hot blood and listening to tearing sounds... and the bison's panting and bellowing, quiddy dying awey.

And then the snarling, and slobbering of frenzied - what, gluttony? - as the ripples of mist continued to swirl
outwards from that deadly central area..

How long? Difficult to say. Minutes that felt like hours, before Strachan could think again. Or before he was
gavanized to activity, as the knee-deep mist began swirling and rippling in his direction, and vague outlines were
seen within the migt, with eyes like lamps that burned on him!

Hehed no wegpon but atorch. Glanding thiswey and thet he saw pieces o shattered fence a his fest and snatched Up atwo-foat length of
inchrby-four sharpened to a gdlintary point whaeiit hed broken dong the gran. Thare ware three pairs o luminous eyes in the mig Three -
whatever they were- wearein there; they soreed out as they moved towards Srachen.

But seen out of the corner of Strachan's eye, coming from the
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direction of the house and heading for the woods, a figure. Not Bishop but... a figure that leaned oddly forward,
upright like a badly formed man - or woman - loping through the mist And its eyes were luminous, too...

... Then Old Bishop was back, and a double-barrelled shotgun in his trembling hands. 'Ah found a couple'ay
shells," he found time to pant... before the scene a the corrdl impacted on his mind. And cursing as he pointed his
gun - without even bothering to am - he let fly with both barrels. There came a flash and a roar both dazzling and
deafening, which for a single second blew apart the menacing dark and stunned silence.

Half-blinded by the flash, Strachan threw up an am before him as the mis erupted! He was bowled over -
something bowled him over, and raked at the sleeve of his jacket in its passing. Then there was a blur of sinuous
motion, an angry snarling receding rapidly into the woods behind the anima park, and an urgent howling ringing
down from the foothills beyond the trees. Almogt asif... asif they were bang cdled df.

And there was a gasping and sobbing from old Andrew Bishop, stretched prone on the earth. 'It's mah damn leg!"
the old man groaned. 'Mah bleddy leg! It has tae be broken. But did ye see, Gair?Didyese?

‘No." White as a ghost, the constable went to him. 'Nothing that makes sense, anyway.'

'‘But... dogs? the old man pressed.

And as their eyes met Strachan was obliged to admit: ‘No, Ah cannae say they were dogs.'

'What, then? Bishop's voice was a whisper.

Strachan could only shake his head. The sleeve of his uniform and shirt had been diced as by razors down to the
skin, but by some miradle his skin was unmarked. And no matter what he might think he had seen, what he thought
he'd seen couldn't possibly have done that. Not unless it - or she? - had a handful of razor blades...

At the house Liz Bishop was in a bad state of hysteria. Shuddering and dmost incoherent, she told a story that night
that she could never repeat to any court, nor ever commit to paper. Her husband wouldn't let her, and he himsdf
would later deny dl knowledge of anything but 'an attack by wild or rogue animds, probably dogs, on the creatures of
the park.' Perhaps he feared ridicule, but Strachan thought not. Knowing Andrew Bishop's character, it seemed more
likdy he believed that in denying what he truly believed, he might meke it go away - like a man whistling in the dark.
And later, the constable might have wished that he had taken asmilar course. As for Mrs Bishop's story:

Alamed by the squawking of the chickens and the frenzy of the pine matans, shed gore to the window o her updairs
baoroom and looked out Immediady beyond the window, a beloony overlooked the perk; and doan bdow, there was the mig,
o course amilky lake lgoping between the trees and various endosures. But dso down there, crouching by thewl of the house
addainguw a her...

.. Something wild and neked and awful, and human! Or perhgps nat humen.

For asits yellow triangular eyes met hers, the creature had saled, gorung upright, bounded dl of fifteen feet into
theair to gragp the belcony rall and vauit over it And its face hed gared a her through the window, as its lips became a muzde
thet drew badk from testh like bone daggerd At which she hed picked up a char and smashed it & the thing through the
window, then screamed for her hudband, and for her life

But when next she hed dared look the thing hed gone, and dl Mrrs Bishop could remember o it wes thd, It lookad like ... Ah
ooud swer ... Ah mean, it wasnee dl animd, Andrew! Am Ah med, or what? It locked something like.. Ah meen, it
reminded meo... alasie? But what sort 0 lasse, Andrew? What sort? And her lagt few words hed been gpoken in litle more
then an awed and frightened whispar.

Thet was whet shed sad thet night, but the next day she wasintoo bed away to record a statement, and dd man Bishop too
busy lodking after her. Meanwhile

‘Meah report hed gonein Srachen finished. 'Ah was young and esger; Ah woud hee made a goad oop; Ah td' it the way Ah
saw it Big migake When firdlly they Bishopsdid spesk abaut it huh, it was animdsdd thejab. No gpedific cregture, ye ken, but
meet likdy dogs Me? Ah was left hddin the bleddy beby! And it came aut how Ahid hed a coupléay wee drams thet night! So
thet was thet Asfor the rest...

L... Ahgat no pesce frae then anin- until Ah got out! What anidiat, eh? For like Ah sdd, Ah tdl' it the way Ah saw i, and Ah
td' what Ah saw. That was meh eror.

‘But whet did you see? Ingpector lanson pressad, fascinated by the sieat on Srachan's brow, despite that hisflat was codl.

The ather nodded. 'Hear me wdl, he sad, for if sthe legt timeg Ah swear. Ah hed seen wolves, Georgel White walves o
thingsthat moved, crept and saled likewdves Cartainly Ah hed seen one wdf - the one that came frae the house, after scain!
Liz Bishop hdlf tee desth. But the hdll 0 itisthat as thething made for the trees; just before Old Bidhop let go wi' thet double blagt
itlooked morelikealasse Aye judt likethe dd ledy hed sad. But walf, bitch, gl or some
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sort of weird mixture - whatever it was - it stood on its hind feet, George, upright! Now how can ye explain that?

The Inspector believed he had evidence that might explain it. "What if she wasn't a dog? he queried. 'Or a she-walf,
if you insist Coudit bethat whet you saw wasarmed women running with rogue dogs? How about it, Gavin? Coud | beright?

'Eh? Strachan licked his lips, frowned, and findly said: There's more tae yere visit than meets the eye. Now how
about you tel me a story for a change? Like, how it iswi" this case y€e're workin" on?

There are - might be - Smilarities, lanson admitted. Then, sighing, he said, 'OK, it'sadeal. Il tel you something of it,
on the understanding it's for your ears only.'

'‘Done! But let's go through intae meh study... Well, Ah call it a study. As for what Ah'm studyin' - what Ah've
been readin' intae for years - Ah've learned better than tae put it on open display.'

He got up, crossed the floor and opened a door to aroom scarcely bigger than a closet. There was space for a desk,
two chairs, and bookshelves built into the walls, and there was one smadl, high window to let in alittle light in daylight
hours. That was dl.

As Strachan saw lanson seated, and went off to fetch his bottle and glasses, the Inspector stared at the shelved
books, so close at hand, and read off some of their tides to himsalf. And because of recent events and conversations,
it didn't take him long to recognize the nature of Strachan's obsession. Lycanthropy: werewolves. Anything and
everything in literature to do with them. But there were also a good many books on predators - red-life predators - in
general, but mainly wolves...

'Even comic books, aye,' Strachan said grimly, as he entered, sat opposite his guest and poured a drink. 'If if s tae do
wi' the beast, Ah probably have it. An obsession? - maybe.' He offered the Inspector the bottle but lanson turned it
down.

Thanks, no. I've other people to see tonight. But Gavin, are you telling me that dl of this springs from that night up
in the wildlife pak?

Strachan's nod was his answer, qualified by: 'So maybe Ah really am as daft as they say, eh? Anyway, now ye know
what Ah dream of nights, and why Ah'm reluctant tae talk about it. And, now it's yere turn tae tak.'

lanson had spotted a book he recognized. Its subject was nature's meat-eaters, its predators of course, but the
Inspector was more interested in the author. If only because he knew him. And as he told Strachan some of the details
of the murder at Smd Auchterbecky, so he took the book down, opened it, and idly flipped the pages. Wild Dogs Big
Cats by Angus McGowen Thiswasan etlier printing then the one lanson had seen previously a Angus's place during arare,
rare vidit; it was an old and shoddy copy, strained at the spine and badly thumbed, with creased and discoloured
pages throughout. Later editions contained a lot more information, the Inspector knew.

It was definitely McGowan's work, though; despite that the paint had flaked out of the spine's stamping, ill the
lettering clearly displayed his name. And then there was his picture on the inside beck flap.

Finaly lanson finished telling Strachan about the murder. And putting down the book (frowning as he rapped his
fingers on it; something bothering him that he hadn't as yet pinned down), he said: 'So now you see why | remembered
that business at the wildlife park and wanted to tak to you. Even now the connection may be week to nonexistent, but
however remote the chance, Hill | had to look into it'

Strachan nodded. 'Oh, Ah see wel enough. But now tell me, George, and honestly, mind: do ye bdieve mah story?

The Inspector thought about it. Til tell you what | believe,' he finaly answered. T believe there are some things we
smply don't know, can't understand. But | also believe that fear is contagious, and that when people are afraid they
.become victims of their own imaginations.’

Strachan said, 'Huh! So ye don't believe even now, eh?

lanson shrugged. 'What does it matter? he said. 'l certainly believe that you believe! And aso that when you left
the force we logt... well, "a good yin."'

He glanced at hiswatch. It was time he was on his way.

But at the door he paused, frowned again, and looked back in the direction of Strachan's smdl study. Strachan
followed his gaze, lifted an eyebrow and asked, 'ls there somethin'?

‘Do you mind? the Inspector said. He crossed to the tiny room, entered, and picked up McGowan's book again. And
turning to the opening pages, he checked something. Then, frowning yet more deeply, he said, 'May | borrow this?
And when | return it, can we tak agan?

'As ye will,' the other shrugged. 'As long as we can tak about yere case, not mine!

The Inspector agreed, and taking the book with him went to keep his appointment with Bonnie Jean Mirlu.

But first he caled in a Police HQ to pick up the file on Strachan's Highland incident, and some photographs of John
Moffat, plus one or two other pieces of information that had begun to trickle in. For one thing, the Inspector's
investigators had tracked down Moffat's address ad for another theyd found his ca in a sowdift hef a mile from Smd
Auchterbecky. At least the frame of the jigsaw was teking shape, if not the finer details...
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The street was awash in snow turning to slush as the Inspector was let into BJ's just ten minutes ahead of his



appointment But she was ready to see him. And:

'‘As ye see,' she said, in the bar-room, 'business suffers a bit on nights like this. Who in his right mind wants tae turn
out for adrink on anight like this, en? So Ah'm sorry, but as ye can see no dl mah girls are in tonight. Margaret's no in
- Ah've given her afew days off - and no point bringing dl four of the others in tae sit around doing nothing. So
there's only mahsdf and these two. And besides, as Ah told ye on the phone. Ah can't see how we can help anyway.'

lanson's coat was taken from him by one of the girls, and as he gave the place a cursory once-over BJ. said, Wed
best tak upstairs in mah rooms. It being so quiet, Ah don't expect wel be disturbed." She was right: there were only
two men in the place. One was & the bar chatting to the second girl, and the other a a table, head down, nursing his
drink.

So now the Inspector could concentrate more fully on B J. Her accent puzzled him face-to-face no less than on the
phone. It was antique, yet modern, too - 'stage’ Scottish. When she used it, it sounded unreal: a sort of'designer’
brogue. Maybe she had an upper-class background while her assumed tongue was that of the lower- to
middle-classes, as befitted her position. For what was she in redlity but a barmaid? lanson told himsdf that this wasn't
his own snobbish attitude but merdly a factual observation. And perhaps that was the essence of it: she didn't want
her clients thinking she was 'a posh yin.'

Asfor the girl - or woman - herself:

WEell, her age was hard to gauge, as witness lanson's indecision. But then again (he was obliged to ask himsdf),
what is the difference bawean agil and awomen anyway? And hes age gat anything todowith it, or is it a matter of experience?
As for his own experience: lanson had never been much of a one for the girls. Having never married, he had to admit
that his knowledge was limited.

Blwas undeniably atradtive Tdl and wdl-fomed, her figre wes dl curves and her posture self-assured as any modd's. Her
hazel eyes were interesting. They had an dmost Eurasian dant, and yellow flecks in their cores that loaned them a
golden gleam in the bar's muted lighing. Onemight even say she hed ferd eyes Her earswearelarge but not obtrusive; they lay flat
to her head and seemed dflike with their pointed tips. BJ. was probably sensitive about them, however, for she kept
them not-quite-hidden in the swirl and bounce of her shining, oddly neutral hair. Her nose wes tip-tilted and a little
flattened, and her mouth too ample by far, yet perfect in the curve of its bow. And her teeth were as white and
well-cared for as any the Inspector had ever seen.

Thus he captured her description, as years of practice had taught him to do, while she took him upstairs and made
him comfortable in her living-room over the bar. There she offered him a drink, which he politely refused, and when
she was settled he quickly got down to it

'Did you know the man who attacked Margaret Macdowell? His name was John Mof fat and he lodged on the other
side of town.' He showed her a photograph taken from Moffaf s lodgings.

‘Ah recognize him, yes,' she answered, staring &t the picture. 'But did Ah know him? Now she glanced at lanson.
'Not at dl. The girls get tae know some o' them, but Ah steer clear.’

"Your girls-1 mean your staff - form romantic attachments?

'No such thing!" she bridled. They get tae know the regulars, that's dl, just as yel know dl the crooks.'

| see. But he did used to comein here. A frequent customer, was he?

'‘As Ah said, Ah recognize him. He was in once, maybe twice aweek. But it has tae be said, he did fancy Margaret'

'She didn't encourage him?"

B J. sighed - patiently, lanson thought 'Mah girls are no like that, Inspector. Ah pay them tae work, not flirt. And
just in case ye're wondain if thisisawhorehouse, Ah cantdl yenow itsndl Ahiimawine bar, nothin' more than that*

I never once thought differently,' lanson could afford to be truthful with her, for in fact he hadn't formed any
opinions as yet As was his wont, however, he now pulled something right out of the blue. 'How about dogs? he said,
his eyes riveted to BJ''s face.

She blinked, just once, and her expression registered surprise if not darm. 'Dogs?

Do you have ong MissMidu? A big dog? A guerd-dog, maybe tolook after downstairs after you lock up?

I never considered it,’ she shook her head. 'I've dways thought the place was reasonably secure. Anyway, | don't
especially like the smely things!" And lanson had to amile, if only to himsdf. For while she'd retained her composure,
that accent of hers had vanished into thinar.

'And your girls? Does one of them have a big dog? Margaret Macdowdll, for instance?

She shrugged. 'Not that they've ever brought here, no."

'So what isit that upset you when | mentioned dogs?

'Eh? She looked confused, startled. "What's that, ye say? Ah gopeared upst? And the acoent wesbedk agan.

"Yaure nat from these parts aeyou? lanson's smilewas open thistime

'‘My, how ye jump about!" She managed to smile back at him,
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however tightly. ‘One minute it's dogs, and the next yere wonderin" where Ah come frag!'
Tour accent, he told her. 'Me, I'm an Edinburgh man. But | try to keep my accent under control. | only fal when I'm



excited. Not that I'm ashamed of it, you understand, but if smy nature to be precise. But .ye... are no frae Edinburgh.
An' no amount o' "frae"s and "ye"s can convince me otherwise!'

'‘And isit part of your investigation, to discover my origins? She was just a little bit angry now. 'Well, to put your
mind at rest - and so that we may get on - I'm originaly from the Highlands. My parents were from Gave and
Strathpeffer, but we moved to London when | was a child. So you're right, my accent is phony - or not quite phony,
but necessary. My customers like to think I'm a "wee Jock," so if only for their sake I'm a wee Jock. Are you satisfied
now? And if there's nothing else—' She made as if to stand up, but lanson caught her hand, applying just enough
pressure to hold her inpace

‘A policeman,’ he explained, 'develops certain habits, not dl of them good. | apologize, Miss Mirlu—'

'—BJ.,' she cut him off. Well, to my friends, anyway.'

'—For my devious methods,' the Inspector continued. 'But you s it lookslike John Mdf fat waskilled by alarge dog ar hound.
And| haveto iy mysdf—

—Thet someone fram here waant pratecting har? Ingpectar, to my knowledge no one even dreamed such a thing might
happen! Bad snow was forecast and | let Margaret go early. That's standard procedure if were expecting bad weather;
| dways let the girls from outside the city off early. | mysdf called the taxi for Margaret, and it took her right off the
doorstep.' (It was alie, for in fact BJ. had already been on her way to Sma Auchterbecky; she knew, however, that her
girls would stand by her dibi to their last breath). Then, the next thing we know, the poor girl has been attacked." She
held up her hands. What else can | tdl you? That"s dl there is to it"

Wi, not quite dl,' lanson frowned. 'Her attacker was murdered -or should we say killed? - after dl. And murder is
murder, BJ,, whether it's done to or by a beast' That wasn't entirely correct, but it accurately described his fedlings.

He tried a different tack. 'Could John Mof fat have known she'd be let of ealy?

'Hed been in often enough, yes,' B J. answered. But suddenly she was frowning. 'A great hound,' she murmured.
‘Someone with a big dog. Hm Like how big?

'Oh? lanson leaned towards her again. 'And is there perhaps something | should know?

'l don't know,' she said. 'I'm not sure.’
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Wil tdl meanyway, and 111 dedide Whoisit you know who hesabig dog, BJ.?

'Oh, Ah dinnae ken him, she fdl dmost naturally, with a sigh of relief, as it were, back into her brogue. 'Ah only
wish Ah did, so's Ah could tdl ye his name! All Ah know is, he watches man place.

'He watches this place? lanson's voice had tightened in a moment 'Someone has been watching you, and your girls?
Someone with a dog?

'It... it's probably nothin'. Ah mean, Ah hope it's nothin'!' B J. answered. 'Sometimes he has his dog with him, others
he's on his own.' She stood up, said, '‘Come on, Ah'll show ye!

She took him upstairs to the top floor, her bedroom, then to asmal window that looked down at a shallow angle on
a recessed doorway across the road. That's where we saw him first' she said. 'Him and his dog, aye.' She was lying,
about the dog at least but the Inspector couldn't know that

‘How long ago? hequeried.

'Oh, years!' she answered. 'Ah used tae think it was maybe the father of one o' mah girls - lookin' out for his
daughter, if ye take mah meanin'. Or maybe a detective on the trail of awayward husband ... Ah mean, Ah'm bound tae
get dl sortsin here, tae ogle the girlsand &'

'‘But this has been recurrent? lanson was eager now.

‘Onand off, aye"

‘Recertly?

‘About afortnight the last time.'

‘But... why didn't you speak of this before? On the phone, for instance, or when | first mentioned a dog?

She shrugged easily, maybe apologeticaly. 'It dipped mah mind. It didnae connect until now. Oh, Ah worried about
the wee man at first but nothin' came o' it He watched but didnae try tae do anythin'. And we... sort o' got used tae him.

We?

Meand the girls aye Oh, and therés somethin' dse he has been knoan tae fdlow them once or ... once or twicd" Quddenly
she gesped. Her hand flew to her mouth, and her eyes grew big and round. ‘Do ye thirk... ? Mah God That wee man, and his
hig Alstian!'

‘Destribe him,' lanson sngpped. And as B drew bedk from the force of hisvaice, inagentler tone "Please, as best you can,
tdl mewhat helookslike'

Anddhedd...

Laer, danding a the kerb outsde thewine-bar, breathing the cald night air and feding the dush tuming to ice, the Ingpector
waited for
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his taxi and thought through the way events were shaping up. There were some odd circumstances and queer
coincidences here, and George lanson had never quite believed in the latter. His years on the force had taught him
otherwise.

BJ.'s description of the watcher had been a good one; too good to have been conjured out of thin air, even if it had
been her purpose to deceive (and why should she want t0?) But as it was, the description had been so red it could
even fit one or two persons of lanson's aquaintance... and one in particular. Ridiculous to attempt to match it with the
latter, however—

—Wasn't it? And yet...

The Inspector could fed Angus McGowan's book weighing in the large inside pocket of his overcoat That old
edition, probably a first (according to its date, anyway), but wrapped in a dust jacket from a more recent edition -
surely? Well, that was possible; it must someimes happen, lanson wes sre Yet to the best of his knoMedge the later editions -
one of which he had handled at Angus's place during arare visit - didn't have the old vet's picture in the back. And it
was that photograph that concerned him most

For if the jacket did go with the book, if they were both originals...

He was tempted to go back inside and show it to B.J. Mirlu. He would, if he didn't fed so stupid about it. But he did
fed stupid about it, and rightly so. What, a bloody book that was twenty-eight years old, embellished with a
photograph that looked like it had been taken yesterday? But it was the price of the book that redly stymied him. The
price on the replacement dust jacket if it was a replacement

Just seven shillings and sixpence, which nowadays wouldn't even buy you a paperback...

ffl
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BONNffi EANSDILEVIMA.

On and under the riverbank, it was dark, cold and inhospitable. Above, the cold was the natural chill of awinter's night
and the grass was glazed and brittle with rime. If not for a recent mdt up-country, the release of a torrent to stir the
water and keep it liquid, there might even be a treacherous skim on the river itself. Without a doubt the water was
treacherous in that place. But in asmal backwater where the current was subdued and the ripples sluggish, the ice had
more of a chance.

There, under the overhanging bank, under the water itsdf, in the deep mud of the weedy bottom, the cold was
unnatural, a'dead’ cold. For in and around an unmarked watery grave (but a very important grave, of someone taken
before her time) it was the cold of death itself. And she was Mary, the mother of the Necroscope, Harry Keogh.

There she lay, dl mud and bones and weed, and to dl intents and purposes, to everyone except Harry himsdf, it
was as if she had never been, because there was nothing physical left of her to remind anyone. She was dead and
departed, amost but not quite forgotten. But forgotten by theliving, anyway.

For the living cannat know and wouldnit care to be tald, and if they were tdld they would wart it proved, and even then they ill wouldnit
believe ... that death isn't like that. It isn't The Absolute End that most men in their hearts believe it to be, not entirely.
The flesh dies, but the mind goes on; the Greet Mgarity go on, in ther fadhion. Gret thinkers continue to think their great
thoughts, to be shared among their teeming dead colleagues. Great architects build fantastic cities o the mind which mey
arly edstin thar minds for ther voices have been silenced except to the Necroscope, Hary Keogh. Great mathematicians and
astronomers continue to puzzle out the nature of a universe whose secrets they can never expose, except to those
gone
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down with them into the earth. And to one other. Or maybe two others...

Thus whileon the aurface thewatars o the pod inthet sTel bite of abight might ssam rdaively cdm- rippled by amoumfu wind and aweeh
with stars reflected on the darkly mdileminmar - and the night sllent ber thewind itsdlf - and the ether vaid of @l evidence  life... underneath
was less than cdm, was indeed unquiet, where the deed conversed.

And maybe sventy-five yards uptiver, st beck fram the weter behind a high wal and a long, wild garden, and standing
central baween two ssgging, dardid companions, an dd house doomed put across the ruffled ribbon. Upstairs, a pair of dim
lights behind metchingwindowswerelikebleary dasesat eyes Hary Keogh's bedroom, where the Necrosoope hed fdlen edesp with the



lightsill buming, and now lay dreaming.
ThistmeHary dreamed in sounds, nat pidures and the vaioss in his plllov were quiet and sarelive ss whiars and hidded o thet he
wouldnt overhear tham- arif hedd, so thet hewaud know he was only dreaming...

Mary, canweredlly afford to take that chanoe? Dare we do, or nat do, as you adMiss? Surdy you know how we ache fram our inactivity?
Why; it's been yearsthat weve lain here doing nothing! But its Harry, Mary, Harry himedft And your son hes done 0 very, vay much for us
S why worit you let usat leedt try to do something for hint?

The dead vaice was Sr Keanen Gomley's Hary would know it aywherg, any time And yes it hed bean years three years a leegt, since
he had been in London and talked to Sr Keenan. For there could be no mistaking the fact that the teeming dead were
talking about hm And because his mother was dose (end her vaios, too, o vay fanmilia), he could sparate out these individudl sources fram
the background 'gtatic which he done knew to be the mumur of amillion voices, the private conversstions of the Greet Mgarity.

Bu thistimethat datic wes far less evident, and Hanry knew why: across a vast swath of land - or under it - the dead in their
graves waent tdking but ligening to this same conversttion. Andif far thet and no ather reeson, he knew it mugt be vary important to them
But hemgt ligen cardfully - likean eavesdropper, yes despite thet hewasthe subject df thar conversttion, ar because hewes- de they would
sensehimand dosehimout

Do you think | don't want to hdp, don't wart you to hdp? (His Mas voice brimmed with her frustration.) Can you think of
anything | wouldn't dofar himf? Can you narme anything | haven't donefar hinf? Indead na, far theréd bean atimewhen she hed even risn
fram theriver for im

But—

No buts Keznan Garmigy! | gave himlife remanbar? While it wes you and yourswho took it fromhind For it wes the work he did for you
thet killed imintheend.

Urfair, ssid anather vaice when Gamrley faled to ansver; and the Necroscope knew this one, too. It was his old physical
training instructor, Graham 'Sergeant’ Lane, speaking from his grave in a Haden canaay. Ch Harry's your son, Mary Keogh -
but you only had imfor afen short years Me | watched imgrow up. | ssw the grit in himy and | knew how spedial hewas Hesafighter, that
oe | know it, for I've hed the privilege o fighting with and through him Weall know it, which iswhy we can't bear to ssshimarash now.

And unfair in another sanse, too, Sr Kesnen & lagt put in Itstrue that hiswork with E-Branch got imin trouble But he knew what he wes
getting into. And aweys remanba, if Harry hadnit learned what he did when he wes with E-Branch - about the Mabius Continuum -then
when he ded hewould have sayed deed! His metenpsychoss wouldn 't have been possible Wewouldn 't be talking about him now bt to
him-and in our oan medium onour oan levd! Hedied, Mary, yes but now helives again. Addwewarnt to kegp it that way.

Harry's Malet him finish, but she was ill considering what Sergeant hed sad before im Crash? (Her voice was even maea
whige). How arash? Do you mean die, and join ushere? Whet, and areweto ignore all the talented people weve listened ta? And lifting her
dead vaicefar everyone to heer Whet of our precogs, Keenan Gormiey, who have told us that my sonisto go on? And singling out Sergeant
How can you e/en think to presume to know my son better than 1? Were of one flesh, Why, even when hels slant - when he duts hinedlf off
framnre- il | know what hesthinking!

Butweveall known something of thet, Mary. (It wes Garley aggin, but gentler now, for hefelt something of her fesr).

No, (Harry sensed the incorpored shekedf hisMds heed, and her faceless but unforgotten, indomitable amile), not like that at
all. | meen... thefedingsat thevary cored im | mean all the aches and hurts and noods of his heart. | know him like... like a nother? And
who d<e coud have put it better then thet?

And we know him as the ane shining light in our darkness, Sargeant was as rough as ever, but a rough diamond for dl his
bluntness. Whichwearen't about to sseblown out! A beblde o reedy agreamant went up from at least a dozen more dead voices
that Harry hadn't recognized as yet Yes, (Sergeant continued, cutting them off), our precogstdl us that Harry will go on. But
itsthe futurewere talking about, and that's an inexact sence WWho can ssoond-guess tonorrow? Who wantsto risk it? S Harry is going to
live, going to go an, ishe? But who ar what as? Hirrsdf.. ar something ds=?
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Knowing the depth of Sargeant's fedings- thet he, too, hed cometo Hary's rescuein the pet asdl of tham waould if given the chance - May
Keogh waat ovewhemed ar outraged by his passion; shemerdly tut-tutted, and quiely inguired of &l the rest o, what would you have e
do? Whet would you do, if you were dosest to hin? Whet advioe would you give hin?

Wewould smyly tdl imthe truth, Sr Keenen ansvered. And we would warnt to know why he haan't ssen it for hinedfl | mean, we know
hesin trouble again; things have careinto our world that are not humen, things that were humen but have auffered a change, things that
lived betwean life and death. And even truly dead, dill they are evil and the Great Majority of us hold them at bay, ostracised.
The Necroscope... sent them here - but we can't blame him for that. Theyre a plague thet hed to be cut out of a world where
our children and loved ones ill live

S, youd tdl imthe truth, Hary'sMawes patient And how would you go about it? ‘Harry, we know there are ill evil creatures in your
world. Ve know, because you kegp sending themto our world. S tdl us what isit that's causad you to team up with one of then? And not
jug avarrpire Harry, but a shendf-a werenolf- too!'Is that what you'd tel hinf?

Something likethat, yes But Sr Kesnenwascautious

Ligentornrg dl of you, she sad then. My sonisin asmuch danger fram hiredlf asheisframthem Its bean along time Since he spoke to re-
ar to any of us- hut the ladt time he did he asked nreif | thought he waes gaing med. He thought he might have a drink prodem nat o his
meking but ane passed on to himin hisnew body. Hethought he might have inherited something of Alec Kyles talart, too. His dreanms were
insane, nightmaresin the truest s df theward. And even anake, during a conversation with e, he saw strange visons, porternt o things to



come I'maure but far beyond his undersanding. And beyond mine-andin lifel wasa psychic in my oan right! But because / was a psychic,
and because he's my son, | heard more than his spoken words. | undersood nore than he wes trying to convey to me And |
knew thet he didn't know what was wrong with him. She paused to clear her thinking, see her way, and then continued:

S| spied on him in hiswaking hours and desping hours alike, to seeif | could disoover what wes wrong. And | discovered nore than |
had bargained far. Thisfarele Thing who halds imin her spdll: she this Bonnie Jean, has causad himto live in two different worlds even
dfferent minds In aone df thesg, he knows what sheis and it harrifieshiml But yet heis bound to her, in thrall to her-but no, thank God, nat as a
vanpire thral! Yet in his ather mind hes do atthralled, but.. differently. Which any man who ever loved will understand.
Conplicated? Oh but that isn't the half of it. Don't you ssewhat's
becomeof hin? Heisliterally, a glit-personif not a plit-personality!

But een before BJ, his difficulties defied description. Whet, hismind in another man's body? Hiswife and dhild, fled franhim gone dfto a
placewhere even he whare even we (and again | thank Gad, thet they haven't come among ud) cant find then®? In his seerch for them nry
on hes disoovered vanairesin hisworld - but he cant admit it o do anything about it until B.J. lets him. She has... hypnotized
him, absolutdy! But nore than that, | suspect therés somgthing dse wrong with im that nather he nor | understand. Something that
interferes with histalents, his usedf the Mohius Continuum, even his willingness to talk. ..to talk to his oan nother! Now tdl e don't you
think Harry hes proders enough?

Shefdl silent, and for awhile the Grest Mgjority could fed her anguish like grief ...

Then Keanen Gomley asked her What'syour point, Mary?

My point? Sherepested Hm 'But isn 't that obvious? If my son is on the brink of medness wouldnit tdling him the truth push im over?
Wouid he aoogat the truth, or deny it? Would he acogpt his sdif-deogption and try to put it right - or escape into the unredlity of medhness?
Quite anly, how much can hismind take? It wes heavily overburdened before, but now... ?

Which is why we can't tell him, because we don't know all the ansaers But even though you don't ssam able to understand
that, thisB.J. knowsit only too well. And she kegpshimon a tight leash. She wants him sang, for her oan purposes, and for hersgif | hateit,
hateto admit it, but she may well be his salvation. This.. shething anchors im and while she kegps him safe, she kegps him sare For that
reasonwevegat to let it be for now at leedt.

All of them let her words sink in, until Sergeant clarified the Stuation witht You mean, we do nothing? Fam his tone of vaice,
theideadisgusted im

But then another dead voice came to the fore. Well, maybe not exady nothin'. And the dreaming Hary knew this ang, too. It
wasRL Stevenson Jamieson, indebted to the Necroscope as a result of somewak they'd done together down in London. RL.
Sevenson'sbrother had been the lycanthrope (just avery sick person, not awerewolf) that Harry and his team had dedlt
with at the time he'd firg met Bonnie Jeen M. In themein, RL owed his acogptance by the Grest Mgarity - the respect they gave bath im
and hisname- to Harry, and he wasn't about to forget it

How do you mean, RL ? Sr Keanen wanted to know. Isthere someway we can hdp Harry, without jeopardizng his sanity?

Well | sure can! came the answer a once. See, | has obi. That's obeah toyou. Itsin ny blood, come doan to e fram Poppy.
But harein this placel hasno great usefar it, exoep to kegp my brother Arthur
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Conan in check. Not thatA.C.'s much trouble, not any more. Now, |
wantsyou to undergand, my ohi'sthegartiekind like Poppy'sbeforeme:
whitermegic, you'd call it. See, Poppywouldn tahermedasou. Hewes

fust happy with his charms and love potions, over in Haiti wherel was
brung up. He never once messed with poisons or dead folks... er, 1\
means the zombies, beggin' your pardon. My Poppy was more into
pratection, yeah! Andintheat line, well, hedid have somethin' morethan

thesnplesuff. !

Heck, he coulda used it to make himsdlf a big man. Why, in Haiti |whde governmantshas good or fallen on duff such asny
Poppysdai!, Yesh, for he had the poner to look into a enamy's mind and < know his , ey nove And ne | hasit too, only not s drong
now that | isdead. \ See when a man don't use his obi he loses it. It grows strong with | pradice, and ghrinks without it. And
down here anmong the dead fdlks, 1wl | haven't had much usefar it. Nat too meny enaies doan hae... |

But | knows the Necroscope; we worked together to put some stuff right -1 mean with my brother Arthur Conan.
And | knowsthat if Harry coulda found a different way... (R.L. sighed, andthedead | sensed hisincorporeal
shrug.) But there you go: A. C. couldn 't give a dannfor anyoned<sslife, ointheend hisownwasforfa.

Aryway, | know Harrysaura. S inaway | guessIm somethin' like his Ma Its nat jugt thet /hear himwhen he talks to us but | a0
knows how hefeds | can fed for im and | can fed out hisenarries too! Oh, I'm not oneforgettin' into their heads like A C. could, but |
knows when tkey's around and how mery they isand where theys comin from Suff like that. | couldn't -1 wouldn't - tell him
who they is, but | could at least let him know that they's there. So... what you think?

And Harry's Ma said, Good! Yed It'sa start. Down inside, Harry knows he's in trouble, and RL's obeah can
emphasize the truth of it without baing spedfic. After thet it will be up to Harry to work it out for hinealf, step by step, Sage by dage

But Sr Keanen Gamley wanted to know: Andisthat all”? Wecanit do anything dse?

Ohweooud probably do a lat, Mary answvered. But dowly, and vary carefully. For if it comes to it, well eventually we
may have to do an awful lot -1 mean our very utmost.

Ard each and evary ane df the teaming deed, they knew whd she meant...



But in a while, frustrated beyond measure, Sergeant - who was once a man of action - said, And meanwhile
we're even forbidden to advise hinf? | mean, therés no ather way to hdp him exoaat by leaving imalone?

Onlyif headsfar aur advics she ansvered, and only if he ads for our help. For that will be the first sure sign that he's
coming to terms with it and is ready to fight back. | remember when | was a girl, my
mother used to tell me: "No one can help the man who won't help himsalf.' I've lived by that maxim, and so has Harry
- and hell go on doing it. Thereyou haveit. Wedaren't show himthe light but muet wait till he seesit for hinedf.

And when he does... he's going to be one mad Necroscope! (Saigeart’s incorpored nod of agreamant) Nat arazy, just med as
hdl! S meybe youreright and itsfor the best.

Oh, hell be a lot madder than hell, (Sr Keenan's short, grim forecast.) Hotter, too. And | fancy that will be his main
problem, for that's when hell need to be at his coolest. Then, when Harry Keogh is cool... well, Just watch. You'll see
hell itself freeze right over... !

All talking done, their meeting concluded, they could go their own waysnow, and withdraw to the only places they knaw: thar
gravesinthe lonely earth, where they lay in their dust and decay and the endless night of death. But in that interminable
darkness, alonely candle flickering; one source of light and warmth, one heart gill begting.

One Necroscope, tossing in his tumbled bed...

The telephone was ringing.

The voices of the dead receded, took on the form of 'genuine’ dreaming, metamorphosed into the periodic clamour of
the phone.

Harry knew he should try to hang on to his dream, but was afraid to and so let it dide into limbo. Then the voices
were gone and any significance to events in the Necroscope's waking world gone with them. He woke up.

Br-rrring! Br-rrringog! - nevejandingly. With which, theladt ring echoed into silence. But the answering machine had clicked
on, and ared light glowed to indicate a message.

What? Who? Hary srambled to reach far the monitar, and dmodt tumbled out of bed. His mind was fuzzy, held only been
asleep for an hour or so, and he'd only gone to sleep to kill some time until B J. called. If she called.

And now? This could be her! He grabbed the monitor - too late. The answering machine clicked off.

He sat up, breathed heavily, ran his fingers through his hair. Time? Just before ten. Hed been dreaming, and hed
wanted to remember his dreams... hadn't he? And then the phone.

He played back the message:

‘Harry, meh wee man. Cdl me back, will ye? BJ.'s husky vaice coming out of his answering mechine hed awerd effect on
him

On the one hand he shuddered as a mournful howling came echoing out of nowhere (in fact from the degpest vaults
of his mind), while a wolfs head in dlhouette angled itsdf sharply againg a full and shining moon, its throat
throbbing with its song. And on the other he
B iy
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recgrizd adweshdplesstofight ageing hisdgoadanty, hisdesrefar Bl, adthefadt thet hehecht ssnber far over anesk ran

TrentrehoMingwesgoreinio limbo (dag withadeem hekrew hesoud remerts) ad dl thet rerenedwesthefad thet Bl hed called ard hed missed
it. Asincksd hed misssd B hadf for thelest Sx ar svendays Toolag by far.

Helinked hiseyes rudbad & them farosd himedf maefully ande Whichweart essy. Hismindweshuzzing with helfmemaies deams ad fades - ad
fazdes? Almod ssif rehedritwdenupa dl. Orwised rehectt

xamds.

W, trelegt coded dayswithout herwareanly tobeeqadad it weshe time whendewalld- a doud - reve been Lp in the HigHands daing her oan
thing, huning ard living off theland WWheteanin thisweethar.. But the Neorosogpe didhit een give thet asesord thought It wesaredf tre mary things e
wagnt dlonved to question, somdhing thet might framtimeto ime regider, uniil his rird meckan autoetic conparsgion. For until e séd dhawisg B
Wes'an inmoaat’ Ard esn then - desaite thet in ahidoin dace indde rekrew somathing o who ad whet de redly wes- il Hary wesin thrdl o b,
begiled by her, inlovewith her.

Hedhivared, becasein hishicdan placehedid krovwhetweshoehind her, et took plessurein her vdiae- e/en her reoardad vaice - and thilled to her ety
Far hisdgpadanoy wesasmuch physicdl asmantl: theaddidion of her body, her compeniareghip, and thefadt thet Sewesdl hehed

... Allhehed yes

[twestrug and the Neorosaope fdt ddliged to admit it he seaed to ke shuting himedf doan Hed lang since severed his comedias with his friends &
EBrath- hisarly red, living friends- aut himmsif off dmodt ertirdy fram therred warld ad even negledied thedeed Induding hisbdovedMa

Something of his dream came back again, fledingly - only to dissolve into atomsa ot later.

As for Brenda... but who was Brenda? Sheld been gone so long now that her face, its memory, was only a blur.
Harry only remembered her as she had been: as agirl, his childhood smegheart. And the dhild, Hary I... would be four years dd
now! Hed bewelking, talking, and doing... whetever hedid. Bxagt thet wouldnit bewtet ather infants did. Nathim for juet likehisfather hewesa
Necrasoope, too. Hecould talk to the deed, and knew dl the secrets of the Mitthius Continuum

Hecan go wharever hewants' the Necrasoope tdld himadf out loud. They can hide... anywhere!' Or be anywhere, as long as
he
waat there And heknaw thet if they wanted to be found he end thewhde professiond army of investigetors thet he hed bought would have
found them Wl, they obvioudy didnt want to befound, and so were gone: But because it wias his olsess on now, he hed to kegp on looking.



It was unreal, everything - except BJ.,, whose number he was dreedy diling

/ chase around after her like a puppy, he thought - then laughed, however dily, because it seamed such an acourate andog ar smile-then
stopped laughing, because he didn't know why it seemed acourate A puppy?

The phone was answered by one of her girls. Zahanine, he recognized her dow, sUltry vaice B, he sad, and Zahanine dichit
even ak whoit wes ThenB J wes on the phone

‘Hary? (Thet might beanatedf anxiety inher vaice)

‘Aye' hemimidked the brogue he knew she afected. ‘Its yarewee men' (Yerewee fuddng puppy.)

And after amoment's thoughtful silence: 'But are you ... angry about something?' The note of axidly hed tumed to curiosty
now.

Harry shook his head, blinked his eyes, thought Well, am 1? Or was he just baming her (egan) far something thet waant her
faut? Something he didn't understand but which couldn't be her fault anyway, because sheweasinnocent?

‘No, hesad, not angry. gt fudked up!

Anather pause, and: 'Something youwart totak about?'

‘Reduy’ he sAd, dmogt autondicdly. The word, o neme, dipped dff his tongue as esdlly as thet popped fram the forbidden limoo of
subconscious mind into his red thoughts like a champagne cork teased too far, too soon. And for the life of him,
Harry couldn't understand why he'd said it! But deep down inside, something dured Tredenpege hethought But log snce
tumed o vingger, to bile Ardrowhefet 9dk o hisgomedh il witholt keonirgaly:

Ontredhe edd treling B Jwesinthela. Twod her griswaewith hey, tidying yp Catdning ther attertion, eput afingsr to her lips Ardwhenthey
weedill:

Foog whetyoujut sad tong Hay, detdd im ssreturdly esdeaoud Yaurenat to telk about thet ar even think abaut it If it's batheing you, yau
antdl mewhywheyausere Inanhou'stime maje?Isthet OK?

Seyautonight? rerdied eter anhile sourding ddant ad dassd '1ve. Iveredly misssdyau B J'

Ardwith thet $e bdieved $ekrawv whet hed hegpened It hed besn somertime snee e let renfarcad the post-hypnatic aommands sgpereting hiswo
levelsd corsiousess adawek
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sneeshed hed aoriact with im But thiswes o adinety man et to its ann davices Hary's mind hed bem trying to lrice the divide Honeser dondy,
thingswearebagming tolek franaelevd tothedthe. If theprocsss hould spesd ypad thetwo flow diredly into eschather'... itwespossble he colid e
gpinto dck, cattonicwithdranel.

Hany,acatoege BIsHary!

No decareted herf, RedUisHarry, He Maga'sMaWith TwoFaoes Ardher tilted eyesraroned tofad ditsasagon sourdsd dsgpin her throet

'B.J? Harysvacesourdd timmy adnoeddant ye, s lardly, ard lost. S.obirly feaful - farhim ad nathing g, desaite thet theewes darty o ke
waried ot - Sesdd 111 bewith yousssoon aspossile Sowhy dontyaujudt ket essy rovard red, adwet far me?

Yes'hesad OK! Ardamomatlae, B.J?

e

1 thirk| mey havebendeaming'

Wl deamtogether, depramisad ‘Soon' Arddelidenad far thedick asheput thephorecban ..

Drivingwes far Hary'spasedang londy country reecs outsicethe dity, B J thought: S, it's findlly beginning to get to him Hes wondering what's
wrong with imand apenly admitting that hels fuded up. eI 0 heis becausedfime But @t least he hes somathing, someong, to bdieein
to hang onto- ernifitsonly mel But what do| have?

And likeastab of peinfet desp ingde, coming out esaay: Ch, Harry, mehwee men! You can take it frammg ignorance is bliss Knowing
what's happening could be far worse than nat knowing, and it wouldn't solve o change a thing. It hasn't for ne amyway. Hah! And you
think that yourre fucked up?

Itwestiug Sewes ArdjLe ssdehed doreit to Hary, oheteddaoreit to her. Differartly, bt intheend it waked aut thesame Nat 0 lang ago, hed bemn
jugaresdl pat o akig equetion, aesrel aginaved whed. Nowvhewesalig oamer intrewaks tre ae pat o the epption thet refused towak aut
Hany's mind wesaconpute, ad dehed put albug in it Two buos in fad Qrewesalie ad the aher weslove Hehed besoreher pasrd toy. But the
lovelb.g hedbenvirdet ad it hed esped back into BI'ss/gem Hary Keooh heweenar?Na ay lange, ad nat far quitesietimerow.

Mahweemaiwesthe phresedeused to adivate Hanis pos-hypndiic inpants ard drange his martid. 'mode’ Brdoying it asan gpaning, Se coud tdl
him- impressyaon hismind - anything $edesred im o know. Ardbfaredasing e coud ddee anything

deamed undesiradle for im to know o ramarbe. But aswll as atrigger, the phrase now seemed to be mutating into a term of
endeamat, and in 0 daing it hed log some o its patency. B J hed to reinforce it for his sake as much as hers, before his two
halves dashed and destroyed eech ather.

Her Magter Radu Lykan hed oncetold B thet hewoud nesd astrong man in the hour of his resurgence, not a sot That was
after she had used an ancient, addictive wine to weaken Harry's resgance And the dog-Lord hed further pointed out thet there
were ather waysto enttydl amen then by poisons He hed meant her body, her womeris wiles which in the course of two hundred years she
hed leamad to ue vay dfidently.

But love and sex are two-edged swords, and Harry Keogh was something of a beguiler in his oan right. A Vee man? Scarody
thet! For it now seamed mare then likdy thet hewasindesd the men of Raduis dreams of the fulLirg, inwhom the dogrLord might yet rise up again,



resurected fram hisvat of resn. All well and good.. if BJ didnt want Hary far hersdf.

But she did. Except... nothing was that straightforward; everything was convoluted; Bl was fudked up, yes

Without the gradual encroachment of the Ferenczys and the recent declaration of war on the part of the Drakuls (if
those red-rabed Tibetan vampireshed not chosen to come on the soene & this late and difficuit hour), then things might be esse and B's
choceless fraught...

(He choice? Bawean Raduis resurrection and Harry's continuity? To even condder thet therewes a choice seamed shegrest mednesdl Yet
she congdered it! Oh, shewes fucked up, dl right!)

... But a last the enemy had shown his hand, and BJ. had redized her oan weskness For dl thet shewasawarendf she was no
waniar, nat by Wamphyri dandards Asfar Hary Keogh: while hewauld gopear to be bath askilful wariar and tectidan - ar maybe a reckless
madman? - gill he was merely aman. Despite that he'd been ludky onoe BI knew that in the: long run hewould beno metch for the
Wamphyri. Dedling with enemies as terrible as Drakuls or Ferenczys was to have been (and would ill be, surely?) the
dog-Ladspravince

Thedog-Lord Redu, her Mager! BJ's thoughts skipped thisway and that contradicting themselves as they went...

Radu Lykan: he had become the bane of BJ''s life and no smdl threat to Harry's. And she was ill amazed at the
speed of her converson-which was something she scarody dered to think about even now. Bormnie Jeen Miirly, the guardian of Reduislar for
morethan one hundred and severtty years His'minde, asit warg whose evary effart hed bean towards his sefety and evertud resumedtion.
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Bl-atrator to his causs? Nat yet, nat physicdly, but the thought had been there, certainly. And not only the thought but now,
with Hary, the maive too.

What wasit with Hary, she wondered? What was his atradtion? Hewes orly amen.. yet thefirs men who hed ever put hislifein jeoperdy
for her, which hed perhgps bean the tuming point So that now, even thinking such things, she in turn was putting hers in
jeoperdy for him

But wasit only Hany, hisndturd attradtions, ar wes it adifferet kind of neture entirdy? Wesiit her onn nature, as the change more surdy
shaped ha? Wesit somathing - some phydical thing - insde her, defledting her devation fram Radu and pandering to her onn gratification ?

And again her thoughts switched tracks, perhaps to escape the inevitable conclusion...

Radu, who had burned so brightly in her mind: like a god, the creator and father of his own species! A deeping
god, aye, and BJ. the one who watched over him in his undead tomb. That was how it had been for as long as she
could remember, so that it was no easy thing to consider the termination of everything that she'd worked so long and
so hard for, the efforts and aspirations of alifetime. Not alife as long as B.J.'s had been, or one as long as it might yet
be.

The past passed before her in short order

At firgt, as a girl, Radu's cause had been hard work; but in the course of a century it had become an dmost
unbreakable habit, and inthenext fifty yearsabinding duty. Shed lived her entirelife so thet her Madter might live his again; which now, if
shewoud go onliving, it seemed he must. For without the dog-Lord, sooner or later her enemies must surely take her out
They knew her even now (she had more than enough proof of that) and would have moved against her long ago, but
they were greedy and wanted her Master, too.

So much for the past and the present, but what of the future? What would it be - how could it be - without Radu?
Would she even have a future? What with Harry? But he was only aman ... and so she was bedk to that agan!

So many uncertainties, and BJ'slife in the balance. And Harry's too. Harry: why was he aways there, in the back of
her mind? She could do without him, didn't actually need himin her life ... did she?

Wal,didshe?

Perhaps not... but it seemed certain she would need Radu; his guidance when he was up again. She would need to
learn from him -dl the secrets he had promised her - in order to understand the nature of the Wamphyri, and so
understand herself. No less important, she would need his protection. Thus for dl her dithering, the dog-Lord was her
safest route.

Safe? tfalj/The truth of it was that she was Radu's thrall and feared
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him! She even feared her own wayward thoughts: that he might discover a germ of treachery in them - or more than a
germ - and find her wanting.

So the dog-Lord's cause lived on - if only through revulsion and fascination, fear and need - and BJ. continued to
be torn two ways: between loyalty to a nightmarish creature from an dien world and a past time, and love of a man
who was very much of this world and ahead of histime. But it was true that her loyalty to Radu wasn't what it used to
be, else there were no contest in the first place.

Oh, upon atime she had worshipped him with the fervour of a dozen thrall forebears before her, moon-children in
their own right But that was all they had been: Radu's thralls and caretakers. While Bonnie Jean Mirlu ... was
Wamphyri!

There, it was out, she had come down to it & last Like the dog-Ladhimsdf,B 1 wes o that same High Order of vampirg and
MLt soon esoend toalLady.

How this had come about was hard to say. By the regular, voluntary transfusion of BJ's blood into Radu's system?
But surely that was impossible; she had dways understood it to be a one-way transfer! And in dl her time in Radu's
service BJ. had never had physical contact with him, except through fluids which had already left her body. How



could she possibly, while he lay in a vat of semi-solid resin? Ah, but even the Wamphyri couldn't know everything
about their... condition. Its mysteries were diverse as life itsdf... Perhaps B J. was a throwback then, through genes
as tenacious as the Wamphyri themsdves to Sardde in avamprewald Or could it be that Radu had inadvertently issued a
spore, to surface gradualy through the resin and pass into her system? But whichever, she knew she was possessed
of aleech and that her parasite was rapidly maLring.

She knew, fdt it as surely as she felt the powerful beat of her own heart, or the breath going in and out of her lungs.
And if ever she doubted it, there was aways the corroboration of her vampire metamorphosis, which she had had for
full forty years now: the change at or near the full of the moon by which she'd be transformed into something else,
something other than awoman. In addition, there was this burning desire in her: aneed to howl, to run with the pack
wild in the moonlight - and to hunt! The fed of emotions, of passions that rose way above the meredly human scale; a
raging, ravaging love of life, and a lusting after the blood which is that lifel Wamphyri passions dl. And one other
trait that identified her species like afingerprint and made it undeniable: BJ!'s territorialism.

For dmogt two hundred years the mountains over the long, wooded valey of the Spey had been her territory,
which she had protected. Her 3Tl ‘pack - the gils shed reuited to mekethem
BrianLumley
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moondhilden rgdadng themasardwhennecessary -waeha's Benthedogl adscavan lairwesmoefariliar to B then it hed eetesbhm ToRalitwes
medyadgeeticanayaomhBUE 1o B - anagie her st thesend heat f her aparaioswhent legt Seaseded adbeareafulldoan Lady of e Wang i

Rahgsit wesan idka thet hed bemn in her heed far sametime, esen deeacks ssthe yer df Raols rediirth loomed e dosr. S that she hed dften
wonderedt How will it be when my Madter isup again, when heis back? Whet will be allowed, and what disallowed? And she hed thought:
Whet if he should return to Romania, and take badk his harseshoe mountains now thet the Drakuls and Ferencas areno longer there?

If 30, hemight even leave B J behind, to wetch over the lar in the Caimgomns and become atrue Ledy in her own right. Then he and she
would be equels- an inaredible conoept!

Once (oh, along time ago), when she had been delirious from letting too much of her blood drain down into Radu's
vat, she had even broached the subject. And now she ramembered hisansiver

Ah my Bomnid But think; just think! Ifl ama dog-Lord, and the female equivalent of a vampire Lord is a Lady... what would
that make you-abitdh-Lady? Or would you benore hitch than Lady? And then his coughing, berking laughter hed sounded in her mind.
but behind hislaughter, the degp and thoughtful rumbded agrond, too.

She haohnit understood, but he hed brushed it adde, ssying: Let it be my Bonie For in any caseits all a hundred years anay. But you,
Wanphyri? First beawench, then awitch -ar abitch, whichewer ...

Trethedbenanly thefirg e thet Recli denied BI's destiny, but therehed beenmeny times since Hehedhtt wenied her to think dong s.ch lines ard B
bdieved Sekrevwhy. Far inthedog L adsvison o afurewaid therewolidHt beroom far aher Lats- ar Ladies.

Treheedigtsd anaoonirg ca fladhed in BI's efes ad asthe ca svet by her mird wes dann bedk to the presant. Giving harsdif adeke de st Lp
draghter behind the gesingwhed and tried to cooartreecnwhee Sewes going, who Sewes gaing to, ad why. Tre presat wesnoeimpartat ten te
e, andwhet drehed been thinking doout weslang befae Hany'stime: Now, eenmorethen dewaried eout Reduisfuurear evenher oan e waried ot
his.

Neslhim?Whet ssreewestharein fading hersdf ay lange?Cf aoursededd, emloved he"weemen' Medhess e Ardagain Blsmirdwart of e a
teoat

Raclihredwaned her aggingt aontamirging Harry; Secoud sstisehimby dl mears but annoaooaunt Iet anything o herself g
into him The dog-Lord wanted Hm pure, and of course she knew why. If Reduis vanpire lesch hed falled to cure im of the plague in his bload,
then he would atempt metempsychadis the trandfer o his entire persordlity into the body of anather - into Hay's body! For Radu had
dreamed oneiromantic dreams of a Mysterious One, a 'Man-With-Two-Faces,' who would be there at the hour of his
resurgence Hary Keogh wesjust such amen, with survivd illswarthy of the Wanmphyr themsdves

In one wey the idea wes intriguing, while in athers it wes gopelling. The thought of Harry with the awful strength of Radu
appealed to BJ; his longevity assured, and with the skills of a pedd agant, he would miake the perfect mate. But she knew that
would not be the way of it. For he would have Radu's mind and eventually his maamophods And B J knew how Hary
woud look thert as Radu Lyken looked non Hewauld be as day in the dogrLords hands to be reuilt in Reduis imege And piduring her
o-cdled Madte' inhisgreet vat - his gratesoue merntdog outline as saen through the sami-opegue resin arudt - even B J shivered,

Na, she couldnt even contemplate thet, nat for amomart. And yet in three monthstimeg, in the gring, shewould have to do just exadlly that.
For that was when Radu had determined to be up. He might even be up now, but hed wanted to see Hary in advance of the event
Heshould have seen him three months ago, and barring the intervention of a Dreku lieutenant and thrdl would have done <o. It hed been then
that Hamy Keogh hed once again demondrated histdent for aunvivd - and hisfedingsfar Bamnie Jeen, thet hewould pratect her with hislife - for
now those Drakulswere no mare

And half-way to Harry's place near Bonnyrig, B J. remembered what little she had seen of the Drakul attack, and how
it had been afterwards...
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LET3 BEFANGDOGLORDSLIE-
GOVERTSURVBLLANCE-AULDIOHNS
REFORT - THELIMBOINTERFACE

B hed taken Hany north for along weskends dinbing, hunting, living off the land and generally roughing it in the Highlands. So
she'd told him, anyway. But in fact they'd been going to see the deeping dog-Lord in his lair. She had had dl kinds of
misgivings about it, shed groan inordinady fond of Hanry, too fond, perhgps Held aroused emotions in her other than the grand
passions of her kind, and she hed known that to let Redu sse him, 18K to him, would mean smply giving him up to the dog-Lord.
But in any case they hedht medeit

On the unseasonably warm autumn morning scheduled for the dimb, as B1 and Hary heeded far the garting paint in Aud
John's ca - then the Drakuis hed launched their attack.

There hed been two of them, redHrobed priests in a station wagon thet they usad as ajuggamaut, trying to farce Bl off the roed. She hed
‘switched Hary on/' tdd hm that these weare two of the enemies she'd warned him about. But as soon as she had gained a little
digance, rounded abend and S0 passed out of Sght o thar pursuers, Hary hed asked to be dropped off. She hed done it, and aminue ar two
later when the Drakuls failed to catch up she'd gone back for im

Somehow he hed causad them to cragh; ther gation wiagon hed I eft the road over a wooded gorge and falen to earth nose-first
through trees which had scarcely broken its fal. One of the occuparts the diver - alieutenant by hislooks and by the way he
later died - had got himsdlf skewered on his steering column; the ather, athral, was uninjured. B J hed come on the soene berdly in
timeto prevat the latter’s atack on Hary. Se hed put a crosbow bolt through the thrall's heart, and Harry had set fire to the
petrol lesking from their shattered car. Both of the Drakuls had burned, meting down inthe fumece heat asB1 and Hary bedked
df

That had been a harrific thing, but it had served to confirm that the diver wesalieutenant

Through the evdlope o blueshimmeing heet, his blazing figure had been plainly vishle where he tried to lift hiedf off the dearing
cdumn. Failing, hed then looked out through the wall o fire with eyes like peded grapes. A moment later, his torso had burst
open and put out corpse-white tentades ar federsto lash in the super-hested interior of the car. Twining together, the tentacles
had blossomed outwards through the stripped-away roof and upward into the fiery dipstream, where they floated in
theincendiary updratt like thearms of a crippled anemone

Other tentades had uncailed likewormsframthe open car doar. They pissed an orange fluid all around that smoked where it
fell to earth. Then the lieutenant's vampire had submitted, and he had withdrawn his mdten appendages aunpled down
into hinedlf and begun to dap out of the door around the shoulders o his companion. Asfar thet one: he hed sat there lifdesdy with BJ. 's
balt through him

And it had been over...

They had driven to Dawhinnie, and during the journey BJ. had cancdled the episode fram Hary's mind Hed seen things thet
jug didn't fit the ‘innocent’ image he had of her, things out of her dark Sde that he waant reedy far. And fram then on - fram
Hanry's paint of view, & leedt - they hed snaly bean on adimiing and hunting trip, which for reasons of her own BJ. had cried off.
Nothing more complicated than that...
But of course Hary wies thinking and adting under hypnods and » for BJ. it wasn't that easy to throw off. Indeed she daren't
forget a sngeddal, for it weslifeand desth.

Fram Dawhinnig, she hed phoned Aud Johnin Inverdruie and tdd him to see to Redu. Urlike B, who wias Radus lieutenant, Auld John
was merely in thral to the dog-Lord. Though he had been a moontchilddl his long life he would never run with the pedk under a
full moon; it wasn't in him to be a werewolf. But he was a very capable dimber, and he knew the way to the lair.
Indeed, as a gamekepe, inthe protected presarve d the Badenoch valey, John had guarded the routes to Radu's lar for most of
his life. And of course hewould attend to the dog-Lord in BJ's absance That isto say. he would see to Radu's feeding - and to
the feeding of his creature...

And doubtless Raduwoud probe Johnisdl too eeger mind, to seewhet hed gonewrong,

The plan hed worked, two dayslate Auld John hed cdled Bl & thewineter to tl her dl weswall. But as far Himiin His high place’ well, he
"wasnee varaplessad!' Histimewes fegt gpproaching, and his resurgence could not be delayed. Come hell or high water, BJ.
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would present the Mysterious One to him when next duty called her to the Cairngorms lair. Which should have been
this past weekend.



The three months' reprieve had flown, and despite that the weather had worsened dramatically - and that she was
less inclined than ever to part with her Vee man' - thered seemed no putting it off. But a least (B J. had told herself
anxioudly) this would only be Harry's initid audience; after that, there would ill be sx months left before Radu's
actua resurgence.

Then, with less than two weeks to go before the scheduled visit, things had started to happen ...

In fact a variety of things had been happening dl aong, ever since the failed attack of the Drakuls. For just a day or
so after the release of the story of a'fatd Spey Vdley accident' in the newspapers, BJ. had been pleased to read how
the Home Office had issued expulsion orders on 'several members of an obscure Tibetan religious order, believed to
have been engaged in inter-sectarian warfare in the British 1des." Not only were they being expdled but others of their
order - the 'Emissaries of Drakesh' - had been refused entry... This had gone hand in hand with the story of a firefight,
and the discovery of weapons and evidence of their use a the scene of what was previoudy and mistakenly
considered atraffic accident

It dl fitted, especialy that reference to these Emissaries of Drakesh. But areligious order? Hah! An order of Drakuls,
no lessl And in no way engaged in sectarian or any other kind of warfare (not until they had met up with BJ. and Harry
Keogh, anyway), but in spying and building up their numbers in advance of the dog-Lord's resurgence! Wl at least
Radu would now know where to look for them - or for him, 'D.D.!, the last of hisline. In Tibet.

But if this sneaking Drakul in his far-distant monastery hideaway knew of Radu's imminent return, then what of the
Ferenczys? For a long time, even decades, BJ. had suspected that she was being watched; just as she had watched
out for, and on occasion even tried to seek out, others of her own and the dog-Lord's kind. Some years ago she had
lost one of her girls, mysterioudly vanished in London. Radus opinion hed ben that it wes the wak of Farenczys who wae
saking him out in antidpation of his risng. Since when Bl had been doubly careful, but not watchful enough. Or perhaps
familiarity had bred contempt, and time had worn down her vigilance.

It had been Harry Keogh who first brought to her attention the fact of a secret observer, the little man she had told
the Inspector about For on Harry's first visit to BJ's Wine Bar, he had seen this strange figure lurking in a shop
doorway across the street, apparently taking pictures. But it was only after Harry had described this watcher to BJ.
that she redlized she'd seen him, too ... frequently over the years inand around the aty and the rundown dirict of her wineber.
But only & night, or whenit wasdoudy and overcegt

Then BJ. had remembered a hundred occasions when she'd sensad eyes on her in a cowd, or heard oft
footstens sounding benind her in quiet lanes, or dlimpsed pirtaricks of gdd in the shede of a vegudly familiar broedHorimmed het
Andnat anly B J but mogt of her giris too. ...

So, was this watcher a Ferenczy spy such as Radu had warned her about? It seamed nmorethen likely. A oy -a'despe;, st to
Soatland thirty or more years ago - with no orders but to establish himsdf, seek out the dog-Lord's thralls and minders,
and through them find Radu himsdlf in his secret place.

Well, so far he had faled, B J. felt reasonably sure. Her base was so far removed from Radu, and her precautions
when she paid him her quarterly visits so strict - and the dimb to his larr so arduous, with Auld John to watch the
routes for strangers - that Radu's safety seemed assured. But she hersdf, and the pack, her girls... they had been
discovered long ago.

So, why had this Ferenczy scum waited? A hundred or more times he could have put a silver bullet through BJ's
head - yet hadn't The answer seemed smple: to take her out would be to dert Radu's other thralls, if any such existed,
jeopardizing both the watcher and his Masters, wherever they were! Also, the Ferenczys could afford to wait, for while
Radu was down he was no red threat And obvioudly this 'D.D., the last Drakul, fet the same: let the deeping
dog-Lord lie, and while he lay investigate his thralls, discover his lair and find out everything there was to be known
about him and his.

Then, in the hour of his resurgence - strike full force, before his strength had time to flow back into him!

It dl made sense, or would do if the Drakuls hadn't preempted things. So what had caused them to jump the gun?
And as for Harry... he had seemed edgy from his first glimpse of the red-robed 'priests.” What was it with him and
them? Or was it Smply coincidence, or BJ. reading too much into too little?

But that aside, in the quarter gone by since the Drakuls failed attack, Ferenczy surveillance on the wine bar, on BJ.'s
girls, and herself, had gone up one hundred per cent. It was no lie when she'd told Inspector lanson about the
observer; since aerting her girls to his presence, the furtive little man had been spotted a dozen times. The only lie had
been in regard to his 'great dog.' No such dog existed but awalf, a great white she-walf...

Asfor the Drakuls themselves:

BJ had read in a third newspaper report how the police were looking for four more members of the sect, believed to
be hiding out in the country. It made sense: originaly the group had been sx members strong. So, four of them were
dill here, and probably not
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too far away. Well, no way they could sneek up on B J now, nat in ther red robes, anyway! And be sure that she and her girls
would avoid Adaicsd any desription; ar, if nesd be drike bedk & tham asscond time:

S0 then, dl these reasons to let Auld John stand in for her again, put off her quarterly visit to Radu in his den, and
so for a second time delay his meeting with Harry - a meeting which would surely sedl the latter's fate. All these
reasons - and not one of them good enough. The dog-Lord would doubtless tell her that since she knew the problems
to be overcome, she must smply teke greater precautions, that was dl. Worse, he would probably wonder at her



reticence, too.

Then, with only awesk to g, the reprieve, when fate hed ddlivered a pair of far more acceptable excuses: the fact that one of her
girls, Margaret Macdowell, had been threatened - a matter which B.J. must attend to hersdlf - and severe weather
conditions, making any kind of Cairngorms venture more treacherous yet Despite that she'd had Harry in training (she
would protest), he was by no means the expert climber; she certainly wouldn't want to lose him on some icy,
vertiginous face on the route to the dog-Lord's lair! Better far if his first audience with Radu were delayed a further
three-month, when the weather should be improved and the dimb so much easier.

S0 her excuses were findly sufficient, and she'd cdled Auld John in Inverdruie and told him her decision. And
because she took time to ligt dl of her reasons, impressing them into John's memory, she could be sure that when
Radu used his mentaism to dig them out again - which he surely would - he would know that Bonnie Jean Mirlu was
his true and devoted servant

But in fact BJ. knew what she was - treacherous! And she knew why she was because she wes Wanmphyri!

Wamphyri, aye, and devious to afault, as every Grest Vampire before her. And yet devoted too, to Harry...

BJ.'sjumbled thoughts returned to the present.

She was driving across an old stone bridge. A quarter of a mile away along the river, silhouetted against a
threatening sky, Harry's house stood like an old, watchful but bleary-eyed owl between two seeping brothers.

Watchful but tired, yes...

It was only then that BJ. paused to consider how anxious and tired she was, and her actions since Harry's cal. For
the firgt time in along time she hadn't bothered to take any precautions against being followed. But it had been a week
since she'd last seen Harry, and he wasfeding doan and troubled in hismind And whet withdl of BIsother worries, not least the
Inspector's visit, and the fact that she was dill waiting for acal fram Auld John Lalnverdruie to aorfirm thet dl was well with Radu
- well, little wonder she wasn't quite with it! And
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anyway, what the hal? Whowould be out fdlowing her on anight as cdd and dark asthis?

They would, thetswho.

But too late now to ary over sailled milk. And anyway, the odds were that they dready knew about Harry. On the other hand
they woud dso know hewas anly amen, her human lover, and of no great concem to them. The Ferenczy's would think <o,
anyway. And the hendful of Drakulswere ill in hiding. So, there was redlly no way she could have serioudy compromised
aything

Stll, as she pulled up outside the old house and dimmed her lights, B J. narrowed her slanted eyes and looked long
and searchingh/ into her rearview - and finally sighed her rdief. There was nothing back there but the dark ribbon of
the river, suddenly silvered by moonlight asaggp opened in the low doud celling Moonlight, aye but two days past its full. In
another moment the gap had closed and it was dark agan.

BJ got out of her car, locked it, and almost ran up the path to Harry's front door ...

.. But across the river and roughly opposite Harry's place, on the grass verge of the country road and hidden
beneath the overhanging branches of tdl trees, a second car sat in darkness and silence, with only the occasional
tick, tick from an engine that was already cooling in the frosty night air.

The car was an old but reliable Volkswagen Beetle, whose driver had known from severa previous visits the best
place to park. For the next half-hour or so he would smply sit and watch, and wait for the lights to go out, then take
his departure. But at first light he'd be back intime to see the girl leave. Nor was this any kind of weird longdistance
voyeurism but simply his sinister job. For B J. Mirlu's habits were al-important to him - especially in connection with
the man she was visiting...

.. And two hundred yards back up the same road, on the same grass verge, a third vehicle sat in darkness and
silence; but Inspector George lanson was here for a very different reason. Not to spy on the gi-nata dl - but on the ay.
And to wonder whet inhdl dd Angus McGowan thought he was up tol?

The Inspector was here by virtue of a series of coincidences, which was odd in itsdf because hed never
bdieved in them. His drest was a nopaking areg, wherefare he garaged his car the best pat of a mile from home
Ex-condable Gavin Strachan lived arly a shart walk away but in the ather diredtion; wherefore on leaving Srachan's placg,
lanson hed taken taxisto and from BJ!'s. But an hisway hame - dill wrestling with thisthing about dd Anguss book -
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hehed dedded to pay thevet avist.

It was rather latish, true, and McGowan didn't much care for vistorsa any timg but lanson knaw imfar anight-oM and hoped
he wouldnt mind Also, he could disguise the red purpose o his vist by asking the vet about his z00 queaiies how he wes getting on with
them... though why he would want to use such a subterfuge he couldnt quite sy.

So he had taken the taxi to his garage, then driven himsdf to MdGowearis plece eedt o the dty towards the ssa But as hed



driven into the poory-it street of tl dark houseswhere hisquarty lived, he had been barely in time to see the man himsdlf leaving
in his batered Bedle

It westhe car thet gave MaGowan aweay (though again, why lanson should think of it in those tamswas anybody’s guess). Unlessit westhe
way MdGowen wes crouched over his degring whed, intat on his driving, staring straight ahead... his furtive attitude in
general. O nat even his attitude but lanson's; the way he was beginning to fed about this whole damn business. A gut feding,
yes: a hunch. The instinct that sometimes makes a good policeman great - and somdimes the thing thet mekes him fed
quilty/too.

Bethat as it may, lanson had turned his car around and used covert pursuit techniques learned twenty-five years
earlier in the Metropolitan Police to follow the vet through Edinburgh's wintry night dreets Merdfully, there hed been just
enough treffic thet he could stay two or three cars back out of sight without losing MaGowen Fortunate, too, thet lanson's
svanyear-add ca wes an anorymous broavn mocd of which thereware hundredsinthe gty

But in alittle while it had dawned on the Inspector that he was backtracking much the same route his taxi had taken
from B.J.'s WineBa - reuming infact to BI'sWineBal A wild guess, butithad proved to be an accurate one. And as he drove
into the bar's ddrict, lanson's gui-feding hed begun to knat into something dseingdehim

Oncethere, MoGowen hed found a gpece inaline o parked cars some little distance from the bar. While he was engaged in
manoeuvring into position, lanson had taken the opportunity to ovatake and findagpece df his own, fran whare hed been e
to kegp an eye on hisrearview and wetch bath MoGowaris car and the dreet in front of thewineber. Then far some fifteen minutes he hed sat
there rubbing his hands to keep the circulation flowing, and hoping that the heater wasn't running his battery low.
But mainly hed besn wondearing whet was going on hare

What, dd Angus doing someinvedtigeting o hisowr? Thet waant acogatahle.. MdGowan wasave, nat apdicaman What wes morg, he
so perfectly fitted BJ.'s description of a watcher who had been
seen on severd occad onsbeforetheatack onMargaret Macdows .

Deep in thought, the Inspector had been very nearly taken by surprise when a party of girls exited from the recess
leading to the wirebar's entrance They werewdl\wrgppad againg theadd and too far away for him to identify any of them, and
in any case they had quiddy it up and gonethar omn waysinio the night.

It wes gopraximetdy an hour Snce the Ingpector hed It the ber; obvioudy B J hed dosed eay. W, thet wes sif-explanatary; she hed hed
litiein theway of businessto kegp her apen. But asthe girls digoersad 0 dd Anguss Bedlie hed pulled out and driven awey in some hede, 0
thet lanson mugt huny to kegp upwith it

And now wharewas the litile men gaing? His route lay west on afaily mgor roed out of the dty, o thet once again lanson wes e to st
bedk behind acar ar two as he fdlowed the didindive shepe of the Vaksivegen to whatever wies its dedindion. But as the flow of trffic
dropped df and the night grew murkier yet, the Bedle tumed onto afam tradk, reversad and cameto ahet Andlitslightswert out

Two hundred yards behind his quarry, lanson hedn't thought thet the track would lead anywhere. Perhaps McGowan had
feared he wasbdang fdlowed and pulled off the roed to tet the theory. Sothelnspector had turned in through an open gate onto a
lesser track, turned about and pulled forward for a quick exit, and waited. The dint of the Begtlés windows hed been visble
through anear-digant hedgerow...

And by then there hed bemn anly afew vehides on themeinroed, most of them heading into Edinburgh...

Thenext five minutes hed passed domMy, uniil asiver-grey car hed come gpesding dong the main roed fram tile diredion of the aty. Asiit
pessed McGowansfam track so the Vakwagan's dipped lights hed come on, and MdGowan hed tumed bedk onto the mein roed. Fdllowing
him lanson hed driven on dipped lights too....

.. And now he hed been stting herein this place far helf an hour, and he was till wondering what was going on and what it was
al lesding up to. But there was dd MaGowen doan the roed, out of hiscar now and leaning on its curving rear end - doubtless for
the warmth from the engine - and gazing through binoculars at the lighted windows o the house acrosstheriver.

WI, enough of this lanson hed just mede up his mind to move on, go home ask Angus about it tomarow, when the lights in the house
were uddenly turmed down low. A momant later and Angus hed gat into his car and switched on the sidelights. And it was as
much as lanson could do to squeeze down in his seat, out of sight, as MoGowen tumed the Bedle about on the narow roed
and heeded bedk hisway. But ssthe car wart by he couldn't resgt it the urgeto
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le/r imedf Upalitieadlook dredtly & thediver. Args MG wagdsiudy B—

—Inthet sarenmomat MdGonanlodked beck & hm.. ard it wesadifferat MdGonar How differart, lanson couldntt sy, He coddnt een sy if the ather
hed recogrized im, praoebly nat Ardhehed anly recognized MdGonenbecaserelkeawvit weshim  But thet lodk anthelittle merisfaoe thesugaidon in those
hany eyes- thosefad ydlow e/es Theeil, agyesive thrust o themerisjaw..

Faragood threemiruies efter thecar hed gonethe Ingoedtor st there then firelly gavehimedf adeke darted his ar ad aroseed thesriver by the dd bricoe
Ontrefar Sdehepaked adwaked ssauidly asheaoud daganted savicerced towheethe sive-grey cax soadinfrat of e midde house 18 e,
treaeMcGonanhed benfdlowing lanson menaized therumber date, dhecked thet hekraw hisexatt location, wert beck o hiscr ad dovehore.,

Haf anhoureadier:

Tmaay Imlae’ B brestHlesdy tdd Hary in hisbectoom | hed to ssto thetekings tak tothe ginls lodk up. | gt hereasqLidkly sl could!

HayvasfUuyadeovhtdl rdoveed Trdavweldalemnatrying time in fadt the lagt three manths hed ben trying, esn if e didntt krow why. But thered
benthisfeding d aninpanding sorething thet hed waked an his navees like ssdogper. Ard lodding & B rekrew thet it hedht been esgy anhe, ether.
Wheb e it waBLt

Sednudled withme hethougrteganwardaingwhy.

BJwasttatdeeth Thregamd thetdent wesinhe, asit wesinnog of theWandhwi to aredayeear adthe, but it wesitanat yet by any mears Sill,



patgsdeqt somathing d wietwesan hismind

Hary, Im sony— dedatad to sy, ad hit her torgue— mesnlim sy thet yourefeding doan’

'Qre’ hesad but without oonvidion Arddrenging the sulject: Did yaugpaney thislest weskad?Did yougp north?

H, no/ seshook herheed. | weshusy, and—

—Treweetha’?Hesought exausssfar he.. And therevyes jugt irfAWedidht reaenuch d aChrigmes B J'

Chidmes? Tretwescarady BI'stimd But dill: &, noy deasverad,'Weddnt ArdImsany. Butyaukow hovbusy treberisiin . the lly ssesm ..
Setgaad df.

Itsbemnawesk, B, hestd then Ardawek bfaethet adbdaethet eiodaa Infad itshen thiswey far montts Ardwhen
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weretogether youre dways looking over your shoulder, avaiding ny eyes, having... second thoughts?

She hed been sanding therelooking & him Now her heart gave amighty lurch as sheflw into his ams and sad, 'Ssoond thoughts? Nat
about you, Hary! No, nat about you!'

Then say it' he held her tightly, mumbled into her hair.

'Say it? She wasn't thinking straight - couldn't not now that she wesinhisamsagan.

Cdl meyereweemen, and put everything right’ hetald her. Put it right, evenif it isnt.

Wi, and she would have to switch im onif she wanted to use the phonelin his presance: Hee thereld be things she sad to Auld John thet
hewouldnt underdand.

Hary, mehweemaen’ she sAd - and & oncefdt imred alitle, the sway of his upper body ...

... Astheful moon blazed doan and ike great wolf lifted his head in tribute, howding froma throat that pulsed with the poner of hissong.

Then B J. fdt Harry tighten up alittle in her ams, and released him. ‘It's dl right,' she said, fixing him with those
hypnotic eyes of has Bul havetocdl Aud Jon!

Harry nodded. To ssehow heis yes?

Shenodded.'And thenwecantalk.

Red tak?

Itsawaysred, Harry, dwayd Far me anyway. But B knew whet he meart, and et Redl talk, yes'

Selesnad towardshim and gaveimaquick kiss and he didht try to draw bedk. But neither did he respond. Then B1 s & the Sde df the
bed, and phoned Aud Jom ..

At hiscattagein Inverdruie, Auld John wiasjust done wrgpping hiswrist when the phone rang. His bleddy wii! Man, if only hiswounds would
hed likethe Wee Midresss But they wouldnee Hedill hed scars free three months ago, whare on Bamie Jeen they'd be quite invisble by now.

And the tdephone was ringing, even as hetied aknat and tugged it tight with his teeth. This would be the Wee Mistress hersdl'
no doukt. But it wasnee hisfauit hed no cdled Hed been down and aut far twenty-four hours, aye A ful nicht and aday. And even now he
wasneefedin too quid.

‘John Guiney,' he barked into the phone, using a strong voice to dguisethefadt o his physicd weskness Whisit?

Itsme John,' the Wee Midresss vaice came bedk, and he could dmodt tate the rdief init. 1 waswonied - you didht cdl me!

'‘Ah would'a done it this minute!" John protested, trying not to whine But itsno gone essy Wi'me Bamie Jen. Thedimb took it
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outame And Himupthere... oh, but Hewasahungry yin, lasse!'

‘John, areyoudl right? Shewasanxiousnow.

‘Ah am the noo,' he told her. And: 'Hush, hush now. Ah'm well enough. But He bled me good. No, no - it wes meh oan supid
fadtlikeableddy aidfod, Ahfdl adegp! And it wesHinmsd' shoutin' in meh heed who waoke me: Then meh wound - it wouldhnee hed, and the
dinb doan wes sher mxnfa/Thet'swhy Ahve dep like the big beim Ah am this day and ahdlf, and missed cdlint ye Forgve g lass fara
bleddy fod.

BJ's sigh, and: 'Nothing to forgive, John, as long as you're dl right. But you sound so weay!'

'So Ah am, but never ye fear. A'm stoked tae the brim on guid brath. Another nidht shid see mefine and dendy. And down
indde Ahfed dronger then ever. Far think, Bormie Jeen, judt think! Itsmeh blood thet sustains Hm the nod!' But amomatt later the exdtemant
ebbed from his voice. 'Excep..." And he paused.

"Bxogpt? sheprompted him. ‘I stheresomathing, John?

Tramhling, Aud John st down with the tdgphone: ‘Bormnie Hewaanee pleased. No, nat this timg, and far worse then lest. Ah td* Hmd ye
sad Ah shid; it wouldnee do. He sooke tae me- in meh heed, ye ken - and ch He was angry! No so much wi' ye as Wi they athers; they
Ferenczys and Drakud But angry anyway. Ah codld fed it bailinf inHim And it's the Wee Mistress He needs, no this auld sod - if yell exause
neh languege!

‘What dd you tdl hin?Whet dd he get fram you? BJ's tone was anxious again; John could dmost heer her heart pounding.

'Why, only what ye'd tol' mel' He trembled again, his old head sainming ina sudden dzzy bout Bxagd ye ken Ah didnee tdl
Hmanythin' much, but Hetook it right out & meh heed!

"Yes yes' (he sensed BJ'snod of underdanding). But whet dd hetdl you?

'Oh Ahiveamessegefar ye be sure’ John ansvered. No mare putting it off, Bornie Jeen, no any mare Nether Ferenczys; Drakuls dissgter,



nor even deeth - nathin'stae dand inyareway. Yl atend Raoluin person next ting, ar its over and Hels donewi' ye As far yare wee men, thet
Hary Keogh- hestae bewi' ye Aye far hésverraimportart, thet yin'
Faramomat therewas slence on theling only afant aadded saticin Aud John's ear. He could hear alog hissing sgp in his grdte, and the
windinthe eaves Then & lest B'svaice again, but fant asa whisper. Will he... is he ... does he think hdl be up?
B?The grest waf?Up, ye say? No, no, thet wasnee men meaninl. Sx months, He said. But that's why He must see yere Harry
next time s thet Hemey know the way of it But Aiim no the dever yin, Banie Jeen, asswall yeken Ah wasnae too surewhet Hemeatt..!

No, but on the other end of the line Bonnie Jean believed she undersood only toowdl whet the dogH_ord meant! Sitting beside
he, drawn and hollow-eyed, Harry Keogh might well have understood it, too, if hed heard. He hadn't however, and:

'Don't worry about it, John,' she told her old friend. 'l can sort things out." And she was at once concerned again, for
him: 'But what about the dimb? Was it redly that bad?

'Oh, aye, but Ah took the easy route up, and killed afine beast along the way for His creature. That yin's... wel, he's
comin’ on, ye kat?

Tes,' she agreed. 'l know...'

Auld John heard the dubious note in her answer, very much as his query had sounded dubious. 'Lassie, isd well?

'‘Aswdl asit can be' she answered. And before he could question that, too: 'John, we have - He has - enemies here.
I hope you were cadu nat to befdlomed Arethere any srangers up your way?Haveyou noticed anything odd?

'No one, and nothin',’ he answered. '‘But ye know me Ahm no the one tae take chances. Why, even when Ah
answer the door, mah gun goes wi' mel Ah reckon it was sheer luck they picked ye up that time. And as for mahsd' -
why, Ah'm just a cranky old gillie, as anyone hereabouts will be pleased tae confirm!" And sensing her grin, he smiled.
Then she said:

Tekecarg John Wl tak soon. But dont you cal me 111 cal you. Look after your... wound. Make sure it heals!

'Oh, it will. But it was only mah duty, ye ken...'

And after he heard the dick as she put the phone down, Auld John sat and listened to the purring receiver in his
hand, and stared &t his bandaged wiig where athin red line was showing through even now. His duty, aye - but it hadnae gone
unappreciated. And then he remembered what else Radu had told him, which he hadn't dared repesat to Bonnie Jean:

You are ssoond inling John, after theWeeMidress Ah, but deis only a lassie after dl, and wesk as dl women are | feer that when ny
time comes she ey band, ar even bresk. S mark these words which are for you alones kegp my sarets and serve ne wall, John, as your
ancegors before you. And who can say? .. Oneday you could befirgin lind

Thedog-Lards promi It ren through Auld Johnis vains likewine and sang to him! It gave a new meaning to existence, and
was wel worth every extra drop of lifé's blood that he'd let flow down the funnel to the great hound-like thing in the
vat. Worth, too, the lie he'd been obliged to tel B J. - but that had been on the orders of Radu himsdf, and who was
Auld John to defy Himin His high place?

Aye, for Radu was quickening and He had needed that extra drop
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atwa Upinasx-matt?Ah ro ... try fad But Reclibed tdld Jon thet e couldrt tdl Barmie Jear incked], thet hemigt lie to et For Imwesto ke His
arficert row thet treWeeMigresshed Soanharsf oke.. well, just aneelassedte dl.

[twestt her faut, though, hnwesare (And efronned ard felt aooamed for theedMeeMidress) Maelikely it wes dl doanto thet Hary Keogh ael
Ahhut thedogladhed darsfar im, too. Upin jugt faur moemonths ad thenwed seecbat thisHary! Ardhares B warrying ébout Jdm contadting her.
W, rewaoudnt. Bu Reciwoud besurd

Theemoarsframron- judt thirtsan weeks thetwesl - and then shed heer Hiscdl. Tret slent howding in her heed, thet dew her likeamegret Sed g
he ingrudionsthen, /e Ardama—nth later, thearewhod causad her to Sray fram e peth.. Frewaud g2t hiscomauoancd

‘Hiswound? Hary hedovetheardaneartwothingsefterdl.

Hm?B Jlodkedathm

Yautddhmtotekecared hiswound!

Heaut himedf antherodk faoe' delied

ar

Isthisthered tak youwaniad? Sebegen unbuiioning her House Far theeaedha weysto bepuileamen and bater waysto essehispan, too Ardhas

Youtdl me'hessid

aywdl, yaucenthink ad spesk nomrely. Ardat aeheweshimagf, thosewameyesdguisngacdd ad cdladaing bran

B, dd somdhing hggoen thet timg whenwewaepinthe HighandsAWWeweart ip to Aud Jhrisdacein Invedruieto dinrb and hurt, but you aied off.
Ardthislast weskerd apanyou aied of gang Wl OK - for &t dl it'sthemidded winter rowv- butwhet oot thelegt ime?

Haveyoubemresdingthenenspepas Hary?

No/ (but EBranth hed contadied him thet time thriee manths agp, about sameweird it in his nesk of the wooos?) *Why?Westhere somahing | daudd
haeread?

Bl dock her heed Sed canodled the gaisode fram his mind ard didntt wert to let it suface now, which dovialgly it wes trying to do. Have you bemn
having bed dreas Hany? Yausad onthepharethet yaud ben dreaming!
.Draars hdf-mamaies. andgiesadfedings| dort undasand Yaurareit' Hedwgged, degpaiindy $ethought. Ard then, aut of the due B, why
donityou levd with me?

Led withyo? Her Hausewesdf row, ardher breestsroud and tiff-tipped wherethey bepped far Hays attertion. Almogt



automeicaly, Sewigged ot o her skirt Ask your questions If | anarsner tham, | will *
| dorttknowdl ofit,do1?
No!

Whyrat?

1 cananly tdl youwhet el le metdl you

Rad.r?

Thedog adyes

‘But hesaliar!" Hary s'gper hisvaceacdaly heshard full of hete HesWandhwi, ad they/redl liad'

AENB Iwestskenabak But.. dd | tl youthet, thet hesWamphwi? Hed $e? WH of aoureedehed thet imewhenshed 'eqalained her pupose- ad
Haryse/atid rdeinthings Shedbentroan thetwesal, by thevenamanaein hisvaicg theknonlecte in his eyes But danmad if deramabesad tdling
himthet theWardhyi weedl liad

BJ coudritkrow it bt Hary, too, hed benthroaninio agiateof confusion. Hed dimaogt trgaped himnef, tripped over hisoan togue: Far the Neorosaope
waa tealy aewo ddnt kow it dl. Theewaeqiteafew thingsthet hehednt, ar aoudt tell BJ, to

Yes'hesdd "youtdd me RadllisWanphyi - aGrest Vanare-and rehesenaies qoposad to his retum: the Fereys ad the Draads Ard thet they ae
ful of lies'

She nodded, and thought: He's sweating. Why does he sweat like that? What's on hismind? That oh-so-degp mind of his?

Harry didn't know either - not what was on his mind - only that something swirled there beneath the surface, secret
information hidden initsoan mentd limbo,

B J hed the power tounlodk it But... hedidntwant it unlocked!

If she knaw he hed been to those places, she would wart to know when hewas there, and why, and wiet route hed teken!

Shewoudwart to know gbout the MOhius Cortinuun: how he hed discovered it, and how hed usad it to go to those placed

.. Butwhat fucking places?

Theniit happened. For saverd seconds it wes what his Maand B J hed bath feared, if not exedtly as they hed imeginad it when suddenly
Hary'stwo levdsdf consciousness and knomedge intafaoadt

Hegood in the open, in bright daylight, and araned his neck to look up and up, at drametically sark ydlow and white diffs and at the
suat whitewalled cadtle, mansion, or chateau that wes perched there on the edge of oblivion. The scene was Mediterranean,
and he knew it well! Knew the cadle, too!

LeMans=Madonie
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TreFaatad
Wenphyil!
JssCd
Hisnmindwhirled ... andHarywhirled too. Heweswhirled anay framthare whirled dsanhare—
—Joafraennonothrarelandsgpe the Rodf o theWarld, ardagaunt rarge of nountainsrardning againg grey destret wat anfares. It wes biting
add adtesowdanting donnlikearillion white goears foming aneva-thidaning, freing aug on himwhereheleared into the Hlas. Ard senlikea
fideing ddflmana trough thedot-desh sreen of hissng sow; thelog selking well dFaaty likeasel vesond theGrest WAL of Chired Whlein the
ahe dredion heanout ofader diff a thefoat of thenmouniaing agrest canvead faceasgimard asadd asits lacation
Atthehesd of canved seps theyanning mouthinthefacewestheartranceto ... whet? Atanpe of sorts? A nmorediary, yes but dedicated to whet andet
adedl rdigo?

Theeareaddant tirke d tiny gddm bdls groning louder eenastre hissdf landng sowvfadkd

Tresrefedd with it, but the bdlsware louder dill, sounding Snigter nowy as the Nerasagpe wes aee aggin rangparted, movad by his mird to yet
adthe forbiddenmeray.

-Hesamadioleinadadewhaetreligt wesdgpded asit fdl throughthe tress B wes with im ard they ware danding bedde a car, lodking beck
dagatraklikealedly tumd a adaioregon danding smefifty et aney: Leening antrevehideésgom frant doars a pair of redrdoed Asatics loded
bedkat them Qredf thee riets hedagunin hisherd, and bath hed grinsan thar faoss

Bitthaeaeginsadthaeare grirs Inthe dgding of the tress thar gesswaefad, full o yelow, shiing light. And thar grinrswereveauas like
thoeedf rooodilesar hyenes ard full of relice

Drakud

BJ hedaaostowardkewvhovio ueit He geswarefard, too, asdedmed ad sessd tretrigoe.

Theeareathokl soud adafeding - entirdy physa -withit....

.. Then B J's worried voice: 'Harry! Harry!" - as he was jarred out o it, bedk into redlity, however confusad. His heed hed
grneckad against the bed's headboard when he'd jerked out of her arms and toppled ove.

And TtsOK; shetdd him TtsOK imeand timeagain, asshelay his head back on the pillows, held his franticdly if aimlessdy
waving ams and riveted his pinHaridk eyeswith her own hypnatic ones- until finelly he began to bdieve her. Thet it wes OK.

Thenshewastuming thelightsdown low - her voice, too - asshe
bemto reverethe processthet hed Sated within im to acemoespare histwo leds o bang..

IrdiitienHeitvezsfHayrekenateirdeheadenin adep depinilod by B J, inanight-dak pacewhere there hed besn ebsdluidy nathing exogt her vaae



ingsting thet itwesCK. Ardashecareaut  it, it wes K

Her aod fingaswarean hishrow, soathing aney thelegt traossd fever; her body soat - meded a mingling with same sultle hirnt of pafume- wesin his
nodrils her breeiswarewithin essy reechwhaedekneded over im

Wret—?hesdd

Segpeditiesatadsid Sometdke, you'

Teka?Haryweshbeffled, but heweshim aggin Ortrehimdewartsd imobe & lest. Asif to poeit, reindindively lifted his herds ad gartled the
matde hachipped gaossd her fresherging breests

Sethav bak her heed sreiched to the sestion o hishends aresatid e \\anaephaediediek -hiiyaud aled Sretdke, you Ardsarelovat!

Kredkeed hesad 1 mugt havebsen But ImCK row. Exot. Hepaussd ard frovnedl Sheed it him in switchedkon moce Hekrew oot her, Radly
emything ewartad im to ramare, but eaything dsewes sstdy badk in limbo, It hed to ke thet way, & lesst until 92 codd deck thet her hypratic
ajumatshedeken

Bxagt?seponrpedhim

Jetonething hesad At ore.

Rade@

"Yes' henoddad dood up @little dekily), ad quiddy sripped ot of hisperntsard shirt. Redl talk - ebout Reolt

'Oh?B J tied to raencdm Desatethefad thet hisadionsashepreparad far lovehed adioned the inpedt o his ey, il hiswads hed sssmad add
adcdadding

Hesinhisvet, depinaresnbeth- yes?

Inadespdf canturies' renocoid

Buthdl beupoo?

Aganhe nod Hastoleif | -we-aeto aunvive Wecart fight isenamiesanaur oan Aftawats |... dont wart o krow ot Reo Oy doout us' Tret
latwesdraght framtheheat If arly it coudbeso

Hedook hisheed Thisignit aly ebout Radl B Itsdo ot you!

Anine

Hesinhisva, degpintheresn Heheartt ... touchedyau? It
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was as if those soulful eyes of his were looking right into her. Soulful but bottomless, and sometimes as cold as some
unfathomed ocean floor. B.J. thought she knew what Harry meant, and believed she understood his concern. He was
asking if Radu was more than merely her Master, wondering if perhaps he'd been her lover, too. And maybe in one ssnsg,
BJ wasright to intapret his question thus

But in fact it was deeper than that, and there were parallels here that only the Necroscope recognized, which he
could never explain to B.J. because he'd been forbidden to do so. For example: the necromancer Boris Dragosani had
also been the guardian of a vampire's tomb in his time, and a first he, too, had been an 'innocent' in his fashion.
Dragosani's fate, however...

... Was something Harry must steer clear of as best he possibly could. He daren't think too deeply about it, despite
that it had prompted his question. For the idea smply wasn't acceptable, it wasn't tenable, not in tandem with BJ.'s
situation.

Touched me? She contrived to look puzzled. 'But Radu was down in the resin centuries before | was born, like a
great fly trapped in amber! How could he possibly touch me except in his capacity to speak to me through his
mentalism?

It was the truth, and it was alie. A white lie. And what difference did it meke anyway? For it was the cure.

Harry expelled ar in agreat sigh, asif hed been holding it in his lungsforeve. A Snge ward cae burging like a buldble fram
hislips 'Innocent...!" And B J. knew he meant her innocence, the only facet of her post-hypnotic facade that shed
forgotten to reinstate. So Harry had done it for her. It had been that important to him.

Now he was satisfied, and so was she. She switched him off with four smple words, 'Harry, mah wee man,' then
switched him on again, with her body...

Afterwards they dept, but the Necroscope's dreams were uneasy and from time to time lurched into grotesque
nightmares.

Twice in the night he started awake, fancying that BJ.'s breasts were too many, and that they fdt like flaccid, hairy
dugs in his hands...

THEWATGHERUNMAKED



It wes a late night far Ingpector George lanson, and an ealy moming. A late night because he contacted Police Central and
requested a vehicle registration check on the silver-grey car, then waited up until he had the answer; which had taken
dl of an hour, because they were busy. And an early morning because he didn't sleep too wel (too much on his mind)
and wanted to do an occupancy check first thing on Number 3, The Riverside.

What was on his mind was B.J, the fact that it was her car old Angus hed fdlomved But why? Surdy the dd fod knew better
thantogo carrying out his own investigations on B.J. and her wine bar? He had his own kind of investigations to do,
for God's sake! And then there was that look on his face when held driven away from the place on the river. If there
was an explanation for that - well, for the life of him the Inspector couldn't think what it might be.

At 9:15 am. he phoned B.J. a the wine bar. He couldn't be sure she would be home yet, or even if she planned on
returning home today, but he had to try anyway. He got her first go, and without ado asked, 'B.J, didn't you fancy
someone might be following you last night?

He heard her suck in her breath - and then something that he redly hadn't wanted to hear 'Last night? (All
innocence.) 'When, last night?

So, did she have something to hide? 'Come, come, B.J. When you left the wine bar - and went to see Mr Keogh?

'Oh!" But in any case, B.J. had redlized her mistake the moment she made it. Stupid to play dumb with lanson. He was
no fool, this one

‘A big secret, isit? he asked her softly, and heard her sigh of resignation.
But ontheather end of theline shewasdoing somefad thinking.
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Hany..isamanied man” $efirdly sid, but sgoaaad Hedoest enkrovwhaehiswifeis Sewaked aut an im Thet wessame time ap, yeas e,
bt

' ' lansonsad Tauredill bang careful.

Ingpector; (now ewespouing it o), ' thought it might be posside thet the menwho hes bean wetching iy dacewes aprivete detedive edoyed by
Haryswife But bdie/errg | westt tying tothrow yauared haning, Thetswhy | didnit tl you abaut im inmediatdy - thewetdhe, | meen But whanyou
areomy daead maicnedalig dog adwhet with Magard barg atedked ad dl .. 2ty it dl sseved o corst !

| undadad, lanen sdd. But row tdl me dossHary Kexchraveadog?

No, noresnaludge Buwhet aeyouthinking? Hessebdievenretre—

—imnying to bdieveyay, B.J But ronarered harings aoddand o ahawisg OK?

No, o coursenat. But oot legt night... wesl redly fdloned?Bpya?

By ... somere’ hetdd he.. But it just hgopaned thet | wesfdloning him It wes quite acddentd, | asre you Noareis invedtigeting you Well, nat the
palics aywey.!

Whp thet? $esdd | mem if youwaefdlowing him.. dossthet menyaukrow hin?

No; relied far dd MdGonasske Hedkmoanhimfar yeasad hed to give him the bendfit of the doukt.. far row, anyway). But you might beadeto
hdpme | raeapdure d ar et If you e identify im asyour wetde, I'm srel ean trace im ggain, mayke e tie im to the nudr & Sel
Audhtabecky:! Then too, it waddbeup to MdGonento eqdanwhe hewesdang wetdhing B, her dace ad her girls Ard daing it Sncealtime befare the
atack anMargere Maodow.

Ohheedd treling B J sw it ssadtha daetotrovageame in thisFaecy sumiswaks ga imdff herbedk ‘A pidure? Sesad ‘A praoged?
Arytimeyaulike Ingoedor. [l bearty too deesed to identify him if | can’

Good' laentdd e, Lef scbit row, then | enlbetherein el anhour!

Veywd Wheeqeigyal

‘AndBI?

Ye9

Dartwany. Yauenkeprety arethet thisignt someoreading anbaraf of your Hary'swife!

Noinckedl.
Three dof B J's girlswere there. Along with Bonnie Jeen hersdlf, they carroborated whet lanson had hoped nat to discove, thet
McaGowan - or someonewho lodked jugt like im - was the watcher who hed been plaguing their lives: And héd been daing it
far avey long time, yes Now lanson must hope it was Smply a case of midiaken identity, thet the dd vet hed a double But
quite gpart from that, there was this ather thing thet wias weird beyond explanation.

Old Anguss book: the phatogrgoh on the dudt-jacket. But once again, until dl the facts are knoan, nathing is knoan..

The publisher was a one-mean Edinburghbasad outfit, amdl patatoesin the vagt world of books thet gpecidized in sefaris and
travd in remate regions, zoologica and ecdlogicd topicsin generd Its officeswereina quiet treelined cul-de-sac jugt autside



the dity proper towards linlithgow.

It hed tumed out to be ane of those rare bright and invigorating winter mamings when lanson parked his car outside
Greentree PUblishing Limited, and was saen into the main office - indead the anly office - by the heed of the firm himsdf,
Jeoffrey Greentree. The Ingpector hed thought that perhgps the firm hed bean nemed for its suljjects, and hed opened by saying
asmuch. Adin fact

'Oh, it hes it hed' Mr Greantree tdd him, beaming. It was shexr goad fortune thet my name fits the subjects too.
Congavation, Ingpectar. The cregiures o the wilds and the woods and the trees themsdves, of course Green trees, Mather

Eath, Gad Weonly use recyded papers, you know? The pages may tend to brown, but the forests tay green. That should be
aur mattol What can | dofor you, Sr?

Beanpde meats bean! lanson thought, but nat unkindly. Theodd aade

Jeoffrey Greantree wias amdl and in his gxties, dightly hunched and round-shouldered, soft-voiced and twinkle-eyed. His
chin s foward dmogt on hischest A been of amen, yes. But for dl that hed worked with fine print dl his life, his eyes were
dill dert if alitle watery. His har was very thin ontop, but his mohile, bushy eyeorows somehow mede up for it

And Greentree's office was... something else.

lanson hed beenin sdliators offices thet werefar less duttered. Oreattire wel looked like avaticd meze of dlegedy 'dphebdticaly aranged
pigeorthde shaving. Salling out o the vaious compatments were dusty packages of letters, old manuscripts, contracts,
proofs.. and phatographs. lanson ws prompted to refer immediatdy to the reason for his visit

"Y ou can pahgoshdp mewiththis' hesad, placdng McGowan's
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book on atypically cluttered and dusty desk, and opening it to the back flap that showed old Angus's picture. 'Or if
not you yourself, then whoever edited this book for the author, or anyone else who might know something about it
It's quite an old book, | know, and it's been in print - and probably out of print - for years, but..."

‘St doan, Ingpector, pleese st," Greantree waved imto adnair (dudty, and covered with pege proofs, of courss), todk up MoGowan's book
and s down behind hisdesk. ‘And what havewehere? Ah, yed Its been sometime sincel happened upon afird edition - ather then my oan
oopy, thetis'

'Definitdy afirg ediion? Thewhalething, wrgpper and dl?

'Hmm? Greentree blinked at him questioningly. 'Oh, very ddfinitdy, yes And rag too! But as1 sdd, | do have my oan copy. |
kesp & leest one copy of everything | do. It should be on the shelves there, &, somenhere™ He waved a hand, and retumed to studying the
book.

The shdves herefared to covered thewdl oppodite themezedf documents lanson ood up, wert to them, and triedin vain to locate Angus
MaGowans rameon the soine df any onedf nine hundred to a thousand tides. But

Yaumight havealitie dfficuity, Greanireetdd im 'Reoplerefer to abook, and evertudly reumit to the shelves.. but rardy inthe rignt place |
gave up long ago. Ah, but that doesn't meen| dontt know whare they arel’

Hejained lanson & the bookshdves But you haventt yet tdd mg Ingpector. Jugt whet is it thet interests you in WIld Dogs Big Cets
anyway? And withamakamerisam, dmodt ceaLily, he reeched up asuprisingly long am, and took a duplicate copy fram ane of the higher
shdves Blowing dugt dff it he offered it to lanson.

Oh the author’s a friend of mirg’ the Ingpector answvered aosant-mindedly. 'Angus McGowen, | men' He retumed to the desk and
compared this pristine copy with Strachan's. Condition apart they weeidaticd.

'Indesd? Wll, I've only met the men twice mysdif, though | did oesk to im on the phone mare frepuently. But thet wes along time ago. An
odd sort of men | do remamber thinking of im, &, thet heheld his years very wall...!

Just why thet legt getement should hit lanson theway it did weant hard to say: it was the very reason he was here. At the same
time, however, Mr Greairee might well have produced the ansver - the vay ordinary, commonplaoe ansiver - thet the Ingpector hed been
saeking to whet hed become an extraordinary question, if anly inhis ovn mind. No mydtery here a dl, but snply the fett thet MaGowan hed
hisyearsvay wdl!

Oh redly? Then why waredam bdls damouing even now inthe back of lanson's mind? "When did you last see him?

'Why, it must be twenty years ago,’ Greentree replied. "We were reprinting his book - this book, yes, which was ten
years out of date - and Mr McGowan came in with a new chapter and a handful of revisions. And a request'

'A request?

Greentree nodded. 'He wanted us to replace his picture on the back flap of the jacket with some extra copy hed
prepared. That picture, yes.' He pointed to the photographs that the Inspector was comparing. ‘It seems he wasn't very
enamoured of his features. That's when | noticed that in ten years his looks had scarcely changed at dl! So | suppose
he's alucky fellow - or maybe not. | mean, it probably isn't for me to say, but Mr McGowan isn't a paticualy handsome
men But & leett he ssamad to recognize that fadt!

Old Anguss looks hadnit changed in ten years? lanson fdt a shudder run up his soine VA try the next twerty, ny friend, try the next

And that would make thirty in all!
But Greentree was right for a fact and now that fact came back to the Inspector more forcefully than ever. Hed



known McGowan for three decades - and never seen a change in him! What? (lanson asked himsdlf). Am| blind or
something? Or had he, too, been telling himsdf dl along that McGowan 'seemed to hold his years vay wel? Familiaity, was
thet it? Thefadt thet scarcdy awesk passed that they didn't meet for a game of chess or a drink or whatever?

But | have changed, lanson thought | have grown old, and plenty of ny cdleagues with me Yet ‘dd/Angus wes dd when
firswend! Jesus Gad in heaven - what's going on hard?

'Something wrong? Mr Greentree was |ooking concerned.

'Yes,' said lanson, numbly. 'No... | don't know. But you can be sure I'm going to find out!’

Grimly determined now, he sat down with Greentree a his desk and took up one of the books. And for the sake of
clarity - and probably for sanity's sake, too - he said: ‘Now | want to be one hundred per cent sure about this. Youre
certain that thisisafirst edtion?

‘But of course!" Greentree looked mydtified. | mean, | am the publisher, after dl! The date is clearly shown on the
data page: 1952. Seven years since the war but | was dill using the same low-grade paper to satisfy government
restrictions. And as| told you, I've been using it ever since.'

‘And you published a new edition some ten years later?

'Exactly ten yearslater. Would you like to see if

9 Balurly

Heae' laren st andwiterd while Grearntreewert bedk o the bodkdaves and raumed with much the same bodk but in the nore regart ediion thet the
Ingpecir remeniarad sEng et MdGonarsplace that time. And: This is the edition that doesn't carry his pidure, right?

‘Judt asl tdd you, the ather nodded. But why nat open it and ssefar yoursdlf?

lanson did so and checked, therewas mare copy on the bedk flgp but no picture - 'Because he wanted more space for copy on
the jecke?

'And because he'd decided that the picture wasn't entirely flataing, asl tdd you, yes'

O maybe (the Ingpector tald himsdf, getting to his fet) because he didnit look any dder? And he didn't want the - the what? - anamely;
mistake, repeated doan the yearsin case someone should eventually nalice? THswesaazy!

Oh adaedhs thing, Geatreefromed ‘Al of thiswessmetimeagp, asyoull gyredate- but row it comesbeck tone!

Whetdoes?

W, thefadt thet MrMoGowenissomething of apafedions

Gon'

' dobdievethet heso ddiked the eadier bodk thet he bought Up agood mary agpies ad dedroyed them Though nat far the phatogrgoh, Im aure Na it
coud anly bethet hewes dissstisfied with eatlier wak thet heaorsidared incondete Itsroraething; [vehead d se/ad atharsdang it Professiond pridear

Tretwaud eqdanwhy you havent ssnaay far schalag ime-1mean goat frantreaeanyour $eves?

Bxadly. Greatreesaw thel ngpedtor todedoar.

Mr Geatree lasndodk hishad, ‘it wesvay good o yauto gved yaur tinelike dis—

Natetdl.

“—ButnowIdlikeanatha fasour:

"WHfieang),

Datt matinthistoayare If thingswak aut, | promise F gt beck toyou But inthemeantine., ndawad!

W, itsdl vay mydaiaus butvay wel. Afte dl, youaeaadodand delaw!

Indesd!’ sid lanson, amilling, But hissmilewesfarasd Ard in die bedk of his mind he was thirking: A cugtodian o the law? Yes and far the lagt
thirty years o Gad only knoaswhat dsgl

... Or, it had to be amistake. There had to be an explanation. But with this case - this murder case, lanson must keep
reminding
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himsdf- absolutdy nothing ssemed tobemeking any sort of sense

But tonight it would, ar it would at to, & lesst And it would gart with Angus MoGowan ..

The Inspector had work to do at Police HQ. Nothing connected with this thing, but work nonetheless. It kept him
busy until mid-afternoon, when he drove home. Then he called McGowan and waited while the telephone rang and
rang. It had always been the sre thelitiemeninvariebly took histime ansivering the phone: But everiudly:

'Aye? camehisragingvaice

'‘Angus, it's George,' lanson told him, trying to keep his voice as caad as posshle Weveagare d chess to finidh, as youll
recal. It's helf-played out on the board, just wating far usto pidk it up wharewe It off. Yaour move | think. So, | wies wondaing: how are you
fixed far tonight? Oh, and of course youlll wart to bring meup to dete on your zoo-0uest - thet business a STel Auchterbecky?

Far afe seconds therewes slence, then: ‘And Ah exqec yal bewentin tzefill mein on yere oan progress AmAh noright?

The Ingoector tried to imegine himeaif taking to MaGowan faoe to faog, and thus kegp the conversation neturd. But there was a cartain
somehing inthe athe’s vaiog avay wary something, thet tdd himit wouldn't be that easy. Perhaps honesty would be the best
policy after dl. "Waell it's true there have been one or two interesting devdopments—' he bagan.

But when he heard dd Anguss dry, regaing dhudde in response -why, he coud dmodt see the little vet grinning like a Cheshire cat And
that familiar chuckle of his, it was so reassuring that lanson found himsdaf wondering where dl his doubts had



sprung fran Devdopments isit? thelitle vet quaied ‘Aye and muchthesame at mah end, too. In fact Ah fancy Ah'tn ahead o
the game, George'

That stopped lanson dead. Damn the man! He had been invedtigating on hisown, againgt dl the rules and obvioudy knew alot
more than he was saying. With which, dl of the Inspector's remaining doubts flew right out the window. For this was
dy old Angus as usd, playing his word-games and hugging his knomedge tight to his chest like a miser with his hoard. This
oh-so-clever, irritating little man, this friend of George lanson's for so long that the accumulated years couldn't
possibly be brushed aside on amere whim or set of weird circumstances. But aggravating? Absdlutdy!

'S, aheed of the game aeyou? he sad. "Wl youwerelagt night, anyway - ar behind it, cartainly. And | wias right behind you!' It wes the
Ingpector'sway: ashock datemant likethet right out of the blue Butif he hed hoped to surprise the ather, no such luck.

2]
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'‘Aye, so ye were,' old Angus chuckled again. 'Ah suspected it was yeresdl' - even in that nonedescrip' heap o' old
junk ye cdl acar! But are ye no ashamed o' yeresel'.George? Hidin' in the bushes an 4, as if yeredd pd was up tae no good!”
Then, far good mesare hemedetsk, tsk noises so that lanson could picture him shaking his head disgpprovingly.

He had to smile. And it was good to smile, for he'd been down in the dumps for some time. But now, amost audibly
sighing his relief, hesad "W, just whet wereyou up to, Angus?If | hednt recognized your Bestle, | might even have suspected
| was following the murderer!’

There came another, longer pause, then McGowan's rasping voice again, its tone more serious than lanson could
ever remember hearing it before. 'Ah, but ye were followin' just such a murderer, Geage Yewad"

Whet!'

'‘Not me- and AMI never forgive yeif that's what yeve been thinkin', even though ye may have had cause! - but the
no so wee bonnie lassie hersdl'. Aye, Bonnie Jean Mirlu - and her pack!'

lanson's brain whirled. 'Angus, what in the—?

'Big dogs, George! D'ye no remember?

‘Well of course | remember, but...'

'‘And what about big bitches, en?

lanson shook hisheed, far dl the world asif he thought MoGowen could see him. 'Bitches? I'm not with you.' But at the same
time he recognized a not so vague connection with ex-constable Strachan's story. And more, he remembered one of

McGowan's comments at Smd Auchterbecky, at the murder scene: about a dog or a bitch of a dfferet cdour.

Natwit me George? dd Angus repested. ‘Areyeno? But yed bea damn clever policeman if ye werel Or maybe a madman, eh?
Thearésward here meh friend, and thet's puttin” it mildy. Ahve been gatherin' it for years, and now Ah haveit a! But there's a hell
0 alot 0'it, and it's no the sort o' stuff aman shid tak about on the telephone.’

‘Alot of whet, for Godsseke?

‘Evidence, man, hard evidence!'

'Angus now ligen—

But hewamnt ligening. "Will yecome?

To your place, now?

'Aye, the nicht. The sooner the better. The noo!"

The Inspector made up his mind. Old Angus was eager; whatever he had, he seemed ready to spill it dl and delight
in his cleverness. Which would be his right if he redly had stumbled onto something, and if it was as big as he
appeared to think it was. But '‘Bonnie Jean
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Midu? MoGowaris accusation hed findly sunk in. ‘Areyou tdling me thet—

‘Ahvesadd Ahm sayin' onthe phone, George So”?

... lll comeassoon as| veeaten,' lanson told him.

‘Asyewill, but don't kegp mewaitin, George Ah mean, the games doat - and it's big game thistime’

Withwhich the Ingpector was findly convinced - &t leadt that there was alat he was yet to be convinoad about And so; 111
betherein about an hour, he sad.

'Guid!" sad the ather. ‘But drive careful, George They roeds are anfy treecherouswi' the dush freezin' on 'em. Aye and a
men can never tdl who's falowin' benind him - ye ken? Ard in the momant before the phone wert down, lanson was
annoyed yet agein to hear thelittle vet'sinitating chuckle...

It was bardy five but dreedy dark when lanson reeched dd Anguss place and parked his car behind the vef s Valkswvegen.
Hehed been here before - wdl, an occasion - and o waant & acomplete loss But as he left the stregt through a complaning
wrought-iron gate, dimbed ashort flight of sepsto the arched-over entrance, and wert to ring the b, <o the stout cek doar
ggped wide and Angus wias there, waiting on the threshold.

Atthat precise momeant some vehide mugt have gone by in the roed and sant a glancing heedlight beam to drike the vet's
eyes, which for a sscond bumed ydlow with reflected light It waanit the firg time thet the Ingpector hed nated this effect
Perhapsit was the contrast, for behind McGowean the hdl lights were ou; in fact the entire house seamed to bein darkness



The litle vet waas dressed for autdoors a raincoat over his dregt-dothes and his cutomary wide-brimmed hat He took
lanson's am and gregted him with awhigpered, 'No, George It willnee do tae park just there - Ahm probebly ban' weatched!
S comeon, wdl put yere car inmeh garage by the s=a”

Heled the way back to lanson's car, and directed imto arow of garages st beck fram the dark waterfront a quarter-mile
away. His garage was spacious but damp, built of ratting bricks on waterlogged foundations ‘Ahm tald they're comin’ doanin
ayear or 0, hesad. ‘A lat 0 they cumblin' dd housss too. A new promenade or some slich fancy scheme. For the tourigts
an d.' And then they walked back in Slenceto hisplace.

But asthey reached the house and M cGowan turned akey inthe door to let themin: "Angus' the Ingpector toak hisdbow.
‘Manbut__youremyderioustonight' | meen | redly don't know whet to makedf dl this Y ou're being watched, you say?

‘Aye if smorethanlikely,' the other nodded, glancing back out
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into the street 'So weld best no be standin* around out here, eh? But as lanson made to enter McGowan blocked his
path. And: 'George,' he said, staring hard at his guest. "What Ah'm about tae tdl ye- and maybe show ye - isae far common
men Why, it can change ye forever, and it's no mah desire tae be the one yel be Hamin!

lanson shook his head in bewilderment 'Angus, if | didn't know you better, he said, Td have to teke this as bang some kind of
joke | cant imeginewhet youreinto!'

Butyedowart taeknow?

O coursel wart to know. | have to know!' Imitated now, and with his patience quite exhausted, the Inspector brushed by him -
and MoGowen let im pess

Of yere own freewdll, then," hewhigpered, as helodked the door behind them

The pesssgeweay lesding pedt the daamily dimbing darcese to the livingroom wes night-dark aheed. lanson knew the way, however
vagudy; inany cageit was MoGowan's tum to teke hisdbow asheushered him deeper into the house. But at last some welcome
illumination - even if it caused the Inspector to stagger alittle and Hirkin the sudden gare- ashis host switched on the lights

lanson hed never much cared far MdGowaris house, nor even far the digirict in which it good. The area wes too dd, odd, and too dose to
the sea. Only afew of the houses were habitable, and as Angus himsdf had painted out they ware bang demadlished sreet by
sregt But it wes possble thered beagovemmeant subsidy initif and when he hed to move out. So maybe thetswhet hed kgt him here dl these
years

The houses were tdl, narrow, terraced Victorian affairs, with gabled attic windows. They must have been handsome
enough in ther day, but the areahed long since fdlen out o favour with estate agents, much of thewaterfront just here wes dilgpidated to the
point of rameheckle lanson wasfarly sure thet weswhy dd Angus never asked him round much: because he was a little ashamed
of the ddrict Butinany cese the Ingpector's bright and pedousflat hed ssemed more siteblefor their occasond get-togethers And come to
think of it, it would have been just as suitable for this meeting tonight.

'‘Why here? It was atrait of lanson's - the halmark of years of pdicewark - to ak leeding questions And someimesit could be
anarar, too. T mean, why couldn't you have come to my placg? And snce you fanded | hed been talling you, why didnit you cdl ne to put
both of our mindset res?

"Ahwesweitin for ye tae edit defest’ MaGowen grinned. ‘Ah waswentin tee see how yed gt onwith yere"men and big dog” theory.
Chbut ree ferr, AHd d cdled yefar sureif yed ekennuchlonge teecdl ne!

TrelivingroomwesL-dgped ard high-adllinged, diaughty, yet denpsdling, too. MdGonen lit agesfireinaconvartad heath, feidhed awhisky batle adl
dases swvlason aonfatedeananandart lesther cachand seeted himsdf pposite And Gaargg, it's ime Ah aorfessed resaid. Ah ddee co en o,
Ahverodeked ypanlocd zoosadwhet d, ad Ahdmeeinted tee But desaion J duty? Neve! Ardwhy nt? Beaise Ahken anly too well wheeaur
mudain’ beesiecomesfrae-whaedelives- aditsroazooarawildife pak! AmAhgan toofae for ye?

lansontook hisglass stood ypadmoved toabodkdef. No' heansnvered, because o far youve tdd meexadly nathing! You sdd ar hinted thet you hed
aidaed omdhingfacresding - but dl wehaeofa ismeaingesswats Yaredoviagy taking aout B 1 Midu-aditsdso doviausyou thirk des
quilty o something Murds, yaussid Wi, madkedeis' hredmuogad ‘| wart krow until T kowit &l

MdGonenhed fdlowed im 'So, yereresdy teeher meaut aeye Gaage?Glid But aeyegoentrirded enaug?Ahtdd yeit wesweird!

Trelrgoectar hed foundwhet heweslodking far. Thebook hed ssnaebdaem thesevay $dves- thessaod ediion o WId Dogs Big Cats by Armgs
MdGonen Hetodk it beck to thecouch and leid it ananoacesardl teledoseto hend MdGonanagginfdloved him lodked & Him inaaurious feghion ad &
thelods ad sad VWH?

'l heeryouaut, e thel ngpedior nocokd.

Varawdl. But roinarupatin, mind Mehtlésalong yin adareAlimdated Ahll wat teefinish Its hovisedat thetsteprddem’

Tiythebegiming; lanson advised Ard et dd Argushed topped Up thar lasses hedid.

Heesanadfaryeteearjuewd' lycanthrapy! Sy nathin, Gaoge just listen. Now, yeken Ahvelemintereted inwild aestures d renlife Why, they bodks
amenbodkddvesthaetdl it & - thet the dsseses ad hurts 6 wild things have ben e life Ahmen literdly. But meh interet hesee aorfined itsd' tee
bdenboresaddmetts itsterared treaimdstheysdsthe fasinetesne- 20dagy, ae Ard Alveaniz hed averagoedd interedt in precitas big
dogsar cats But epaddly dogs Fary'sethaesthistredition inmreh family thet cartein ancestors d mine-kith & leedt, if nat kin - ware killed by waves Tret
westarein Scaliland, of &l places but moeten treehudred yearsagp
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"Ydl no doubt receD meh passion far myths and legends? How Ah cannae resist a guid story in the papers about beasties
killin' sheep on Bodmin Moor, or Dartmoor, or in the Highlands, or just about anywhere else? Aye, and even the
really big-yins - though often the no-so-real yins, indeed ye might even cadl 'em bogus beasties, if ye teke meh meanin -
inthe lochs and such?How Ah peck meh beg and go off tae check such things out, and sometimes how they even pay nete
doit

‘Well, when Ah was younger Ah was very well-travelled. Ah got about in this big wide world, and learned a lot 0
strange stuff. Yeve no doubt heard o beast-children, George, brought up frae bairns by creatures o' the wild?
Wolf-children in India and Nepa and Russia, dingo- or hyena-people in the Australian outback or the African veldt
Whenever Ah heard o' that sort o' thing Ah'd be off again, tae see what it was & about

'Most o' these "marvels' are faked, 0* course - "tourist attractions," for want o' a better description, much like auld
Nessie hersdl’, Ah fancy - but in Hungary and Romania Ah did come across the odd case or two that smply defied
explanation. And in Sicily... oh, & sorts o' rumours in Sicily and the Mediterranean in general! But in fact it was in
Scily that Ah met up wi' folks o' Smilar persuasions, people who were interested in trackin' down the same kind o
legends as mahsd'...

Wharewas Ah?0Oh, aye Romenia

'Why. it's only thirty years ago in a place caled Dumitresti in Romania that they had a spate o' wolf-killings -
murders, mah friend! - by thelight d the ful moon! The locd fdks knew whet it wes They waited a month 'til the moon was fulll
again, then sent out hunters intae the mountains wi' rifles and silver bullets tae kill the beast They knew where tae find
him, too: near a Gypsy encampment Because they'd made a connection, d'ye see? That whenever the Romany folk
came this way, the bleddy werewolf came wi' them!

'‘Romany, "Szgany," George; that's what they cadl Gypsiesin they parts. And these were the Szgany Mirlul Eh?
And did ye no think tae ask that bonnie Bonnie Jean where she hails frae? Or if not the lassie hersdl', her people
before her?

Oddly enough, lanson had asked BJ. that selfsame question, though in a different connection and because of her
accent, not her name; but as he opened his mouth and stumblingly went to make some comment that he hadn't quite
thought out

'‘Ah, no, dinnae gawp and wave yere amd' McGowan seemed excited now. 'Dinnae start yappin' on about
"coincidence" and such but hear me out! D'ye think Ah'm stupid, George? Ah mean, d'ye think Ah dinnae ken how &
this must sound? Well, Ah ken wel enough, but firg letmetdl it & and then meke up yereoan mind For

Ah'm no the luny here. Y e can take bets on that!

'Aye, and there's another good word for ye. Lunacy! Moon madness! The madness o' a creature who howls to his -
or her -mistress moon, and whose foamin' mouth contains a bite that's contagious and carries a fever! A fever o
change, aye! What, impossble? Dyethink so? And whet about rebies goreed biteby bite, that'll change a creature - even a man -
tae a ravin' monster? And doesnae cancer change the cells o' a man's body? And maaria change the colour o' his
skin? And acromegaly his verra shape! ? So tdl me, who's tae say lycanthropy cannae do the same?

By now the Inspector was more than alittle concerned for McGowan; in fact, he was downright worried. Despite the
logic' of certain of the contents of the man's - what? his 'dialogue,’ or harangue? - they seemed to have no connection
with lanson's view o redity. Indesd, the litfle vet gppeared to be outlining some pecuiar obsession, something that he had kept
hidden, bottled up inside him for along, long time.

But as yet there was no sense of danger here; in fact if anything lanson was starting to fed drowsy, lethargic, lulled
by the vet's whisky. This desite the fat that dd Angus himsdf waxed ever mareexcited, more animated.

‘Asfar the"myth" d the siiver builet, hewert on now, —hut isneelead a metdlic poison, too? Or mercury? Or plutonium? Or a
dozen others? Different chemicals affect different species, George. One man's mest as they say...

'So, what an Ah ravin' on about? But by now it's surely obvious, even tae a down-tae-earth bawbee such as
yersel*. But hold yere fire awhilelonge, and AhTl ssy on.

'Excep' Ah see ye've run dry. So let's top up yere glass a wee. There - and a drop for me too." As he poured, so
lanson found strength of will to reach inside his pocket and draw out McGowan's first edition of Wild Dogs, Big Cats,
placing it face-down on the table beside the other book. There was no hidden threat in this, no intention to surprise or
startle; he merdly intended to ask McGowan about the photograph and didn't want to forget, that was dl. For surely
someone - Mr Greentree? - must be serioudly in error here. Indeed, a great many things seemed in error here.

Asinadream, the Ingpector opened the bedk flap of the book to dd Angus's pidire, which seemed to float up off the paper a2 im Thenhe let
hishand fdl into hislgp whereit lay trembling, exhausted - goparently fram the effart of hendling the book!

MaoGowans eyes darted fram the bodk to lanson's feoe and beck again. He pointed at the photograph, and his pinched face
gave an invauntary twitch as histhin lips drew bedk alittlefram tegth thet were shap and white The Ingpector hed dways thought they were
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fasg thosetesth Ardls rely they mustbe?



But Langevity! MaGonanhed burst aut, without any recognizele sereed continwity. Another keywad ayd Ard Ahenseeyevebsnwanyin ot it
But 6 cuse yewaldreehaeay ressnisedek ypanthet sveet yourg thing & thewine ber, o waould ye? Wi, well o tse thet - evatuly. But far
MOAL

*. WhaenwasAH? (MdGonasvacewesraugh ad regaing asdweys but angyy, too, lanson thought; hiseyeskeaat sraying to hisphatogrgphin thebodk an

tretede). ‘Aye Ahramarie now! hepuled hinsdf togaher. Thinty yearsagpinagace caled Dumitredt, in Romeria Weendves Geage weendved They
huntesAhmationad- they 9t theysd'sawdf. A grest ey mondier 0 abeedt thet hed aned they mansldtamdif & the douldar bdfae they killed it Tren
treauthaitieshedthemdupfar trid... farmuds. For 6 cureit westresareadd gary: they hedhee dhat abest bt aninmnocart Gypyy lad, ayauth frae the
Romary caaian ste Chireelly? Sowhywaethey , aonyitted, Gaage? S free- tumed loose-wi' rer againanthar dreradied

A bedanadlard, yessy, adeentochy ful 0 mordasin ther oan right - ach asits Hecdy goverment! WA it's tue eouch, Ard thet's the oo, But
Romenathirty yeersayg?Ard o Aimddiged teeayes, itsrofar o metee bee men agumat - a sl we sy, meh dissartetion’? - an dleged ooumanoss
teen paeinarhababaic hdlhde Slefstekealock g amaeenighaned sodey, Sl we?Like how ebout Brgad? Or e doser to home Slad
maeEWe ehout the Highlands just thirty yearsags?Aye juet ébout thesaretimeasthisinddant in Dumitret. Ah ut it wald suprisereif by rovye
hecreedreyaehamenak, Gaage Indssd AHim catain sreyekenwhet Aimanaboout

‘Sothen whetdbaut it, 6P Thet inddart & thewildifepak anthe Sy, @12 BM

Ahszitinygee/es Gaxge hovwadd add Arguskend ebaut thet? But haveye ro ben ligenin? Man this is neh fidd, itsapat d mero lessten
pdicewak isapat d yaesd!

But thinty yeasags? Wl et netdl ye thet wessomeward e It wesadrese o the moon, somgthint differart, atine @ uret amog d ttewads
lycanttropes Romena Huopy - aye ad Soatland), too - it wesevaywhare They aouldneeconird theysd's they ranwild far honever brief agodl. Trenom
hdd d thewdf-fdk inher poner, ad the lood et ren high astre highet tidkss.

'Sy, row let'sget e Baie Jen Bt fird.. will yerohaveanathe nip? W, itsgare right teeyae heed, hes it? st acayde d weedars? Ah wall, it
hgpaslikethet meimes whena

body's amite weary. Maybe it's d this detective work ye're doin’, George. Aye, for some o' us are no as young as we
used tae be. It's gettin' time for ye tae quit, Ah fancy...

'But where was Ah? Oh, aye: Bonnie Jean Mirlu. Ah've been watchin' that yin for some time now—"'

'For too long,' lanson gurgled, finding his tongue floppy in his mouth. 'From a time... a time before the murder a
Smd Auchterbecky!" The moment after he said it, he could have bitten his tongue dff. But too late and it hed prabebly bean too
late anyway. The doctored whisky, and the fact that old Angus - very old Angus -had scarcely touched a drop. The
Inspector could not possibly know or even make a guess at what was going on here, but he sensed that he was in
serious trouble. And his fear must have shown in his eyes

McGowan sprang to his feet, agile as a youth. 'So, Ah was right!" he snarled. Te've tumbled mel Oh, ye've no proof
positive as yet - no enough for George bleddy lanson's oh-so-orthodox, down-tae-earth mind, anyway - but good
enough tae start investigatin' me, eh? Well, Ahm sorry, mah old friend, but it cannae be. And Ah'm done the noo wi' &
this blether!'

But thelook on hisface lanson hed saen it before, when MoGowen had driven away from the house on the river. That look of
sheer begtid loathing! Was the man insane?

'‘Angus!’ the Inspector tried to speak, but could only mumble. Quidk asthevet himsdf, he too hed tried to gring eret - anly to
0o yraming when his legs faled to obey his braint Or maybe his brain waant sending or reodving the right infarmation, far everything wes
beginning to svim before hiseyes

‘Sedn meat thet bleddy house outside Bonnyrig wias bed enough,” MoGowen ragped. 'Knomin thet Ahive been wiatdhin' the wire ber and
B.J. Mirlu since long before she slaughtered that other damn aime & Sre Auchterbecky isalat woree But now yeve found this
bleddy book A mine- meh one arar - and mehopin d these yearsit would never aome up aganl Wl, if sd too mudh, and yeve done for yeresd',
Gaoge'

He came around the table; lanson could see his feet floating towards him, coming dosa, equending to the Sze of bargesin his
poisoned vison Then, however numby, he fdt the vet's amslifting im - but pidking im up like adhild - into the firamerns lift position. The
drength of themen!

'In away, it's opportune,” McGowan was speaking as much to himsdf as to the Inspector. They'll know ye were
investigatin' the murda. When ye donit show up, theyll probebly gpesk tae the g agan; thetll kegp her busy. But theyll nd gve mea
seoond thought What? But alld Angus McGowan was yere pdl! And Ahll be propaty
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upset when Ah learn how ye've up and disappeared. But no as upset as yeresdl', George.'

lanson felt himsdf carried out into the corridor, turned inward, into the house, borne along in darkness. Motion
ceased momentarily when McGowan paused to grasp his hair, tugging his face round to look him in the eye. And old
Angus's eyes it up the darkness like yellow lamps, like lumps of raw sulphur burning in his face, with the fires of hell
raging in their cores!

'Oh, but it has tae be aterrible thing, mah friend,' he said, 'tae ssumble on such truths as these. And even then, not
tae be able tae believe them! But ye will, ye will...

There was a door, with stone steps descending to a cdlar that lanson had never known was there. But then, why
should he? Nitre-streaked walls brushed the Inspector's thigh and dangling am, as the stale smdl of dampness - and
of something else - came wafting from below. Then McGowan must have tripped a light switch for the darkness was
driven back alittle, but not much.



These auld houses," McGowan commented, shaking his head as he put lanson down on awooden teble When the tides ae
high, why, somdimes ye can ardl the At sea down hard But twenty-five years ago, Ah dug down two or three feet under the
foundations - for sanitary reasons, as ydl see.’ He jerked lanson's head on its side and pointed. Tsee that pipe there:
that's an auld sewer, ill runnin' out tae sea. Ah cut intae it and put a cover on it; mah verra own disposal unit ... for
the wee bits o' rubbish Ah've no more use for. Yere hits, too, George, when Ah'm done wi' them. Ah, but itll be a guid
wee while yet afore Ah'm completely done wi' ye! Oh, well share many a guid square med taegether first, eh, George?

The Inspector lay there and gurgled. He desperately wanted to cry out but couldn't. He made noises like a man
nightmaring, trying hard to wake up. Except he was awake and knew it ... but that didn't mean that this wasn't a
nightmare. It was the worst possible nighimerel

And McGowan, wandering about in this loathsome subterranean den, muttering to himself and causing unknown
but terrifying things to happen: the hiss of pressured gas, and crump! of sudden ignition; the clatter of tools taken up
and laid aside, and the high-pitched yet sinister whirr as some sort of electrica apparatus powered into life. And the
numbness, spreading into every part of lanson's body until he could no longer fed his arms and legs. And his eyes
blurred as if they were filmed over. They probably were, for he was incapable of blinking to clear their lenses.

And as for what little he could see, maybe he'd be better off if he couldnt.

There was a bench to one side, where McGowan seemed to be
Heading oatan tods from aradk on the wal. And if lanson focussad his vision in the corner there... a stove? And cooking
utensils? And... and what, a blowtorch? With its flickering blue tongue of near-invishlefirebeding on some kind o flat-flanged
branding iron, until it was beginning to radiate an orange heat of its own?

Finaly the smal man was finished with his... his preparations, whatever they were. Returning to lanson, he began
to undress him. And the Inspector managing to gurgle, "Whaaa... ? Whaaa... ?

‘Aye' MdGowan tdd Hm, "yereill fimHimoed, George No quite the auld dodderer yet, eh? But that's more a problem than a
compimat S thet uff Ah gave yewill soon enough weer off, and Ah cannae be around d the time. Man, ydl soon be mobile
again! And we cannhae have that, now can we?

In awhile lanson had been stripped naked. Moving back to the bench and its rack of tools, McGowan caled out to
him: They knockout drops Ah put in yere drink: guid, are they no? Mah bosses in Sicily swear by them. And so
should ye, George, so should ye. Why, ydl no fed athing! Later, perhaps, but no just the noo.'

He brought the sinister whirring thing back to the table and showed it to lanson: the blurred silver-gleaming disc of
asurgeon's circular saw! But as McGowan held the terrible thing close and grinned at his victim's frozen expression,
so lanson found himsdlf far more fascinated and horrified by the little vef s face, mirrored in the fan of bright mationt

Oh, it was McGowan dl right - old Angus himself - but it wasn't human. Not dl human, anyway. Perhaps other than
human? Or more than human. Or alot less:

That gaping mouth, convolute snout, and red-ribbed throat that metched the coresdf McGowan's ferd ydlow eed And his
tegh - nolonger perfect in their shape - but like shards of white glass sprouting framthe arimeon o his gurd And behind
those tegth histongue: degply cleft and hideously mobile, and lashing like a crippled lizard in his mouth!

'Now then, see if ye can guess this wee riddle, George,' McGowan rasped as he passed from view and the whirring
of the saw became a rubbery vibration - sensed (or felt?) rather than heard - which seemed to physically move lanson
and blurred his vision more yet. "Where might a man expec' tae find a limbless police Inspector, eh?

The vibration stopped, and McGowan's face swam back into view ... except it was spattered red, and the saw was
whirring again as it grayed afinepirk mig d around "What? Dinneetdl meyeve gvenin aready? McGowan grinned.

But indeed lanson had given in, fainting in the moment he recognized the red-dripping thing that McGowan held
aloft So that he never heard the little man's answer to his own riddle, as he went
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tofetchthewhite-hat iron, to cauterizethefirg of the Ingpector'sstumps 'Why, whereye tft him, o course...!"

PART TWO:

THEOTHERHLAYERS
DAHAMDRAKESH



It was something after Sx in that nightmarish cellar in Edinburgh, Scotland. But some seven thousand miles away on
Tibet's Tingri Fateau it weswel pagt midnight, and the gars frazen in thar orhits ssamed 0 dose you could pludk them right out of the
fimamat So thought Dehem Drekesh, Wamphyri, the legt Drekul, wharehe sood tal and skeletally thin on die roof of the so-called
'Drakesh monegtay,' infat hisagie

He stood on the hightdomed skl of amondithic heed and face carved into the rodk in the lee df the gaunt mountaindgde, and with his red
robe fluttering behind him in a breeze off the plateau contemplated or marelikely adored the night But whilethe yavning - o perhaps
ghieking?- facein the rock was huge it wes mady afacade, and the ggpe o its gredt jaws only the entrance to the cavem comdex proper.

As for the warren within: it was a many-layered labyrinth of tunnds dorerooms acoommoddions and... ather, dakker, ad yet
more secretive halls and chambers. These latter places, situated mainly in the lower levels, were forbidden to the
majority of the aeri€'s inhabitants, where only Daham Drakesh himsdf, the High Pied, asit wae might venture with impunity.
Bven the most longHiveed, meet trusted and expaienced lieutenants were loeth to treed there, and then they trod lightly.

Theprgedt - the bullding of the aaig by davelabour, by vamgire thralls 'recruited' from a nearby walled city - had taken fifteen
to twenty yearsindl. Almost seventy years ago it had been finished, the entire comdex excavated by hand fram the andent vdcanic rods; or
Drakesh had taken advantage of and expanded upon the many neturd cygts cavdets and fissres in the ridded drata The lagt of
his line, the last Drakul - and by his lights deserving of an agrie of his oan - he hed parsondly supervised the wak fram
beginning to
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end. By which time the once-prosperous walled city from which held taken his workforce had been as dead and
forbidding as the greater expanse of the plateau itsalf.

Thelast Drakul, aye...

The last true Drakul, certainly, now that his chief lieutenant and bloodson, Maheg, wes deed in Scoland by Lyken hends But
Daham had a vampire leech, and his parasite would doubtless have its egg; there could be anctiier Drekul - and
another, and another - wdl, gventime Thet time wes nat yet, however, nor would it ever be until the Lykans and Ferenczys were
eradicated entirely from the world.

For unlike his forebears, Daham was a firm bdiever in an immemaid Wamphyri madm - thet anonymity is synonymous with
longevity. His ancestors, however, had forgotten or chosen to ignore this Smde rde they hed mede blood- and eggrsons
indsximinetdy, so spreading their plague abroad... but where were his ancestors now? And where his egg-sire, Egon,
last-but-one survivor of an dien padld wald, and brave ddfender of Walladhia Snce atie when the horseshoe mountains were
known as Dacia? Gone the way of dl and even vampire flesh, aye! But not Daham.

And not the Ferenczy Brothers, Anthony and Francesco, now the 'Francezcis,' grown rich and strong in their
Sicilian fortress. Nor the dog-Lord, Radu Lykan, the last true survivor out of olden Starside, who six hundred years
ago had gone to earth - gone to deep, hypnotized himsdf into a state of suspended animation - in some far
hyperborean lair.

Which was why Drakesh had sent Mahag and a party of 'disciples into Europe (and eventually into the British
Ides) in the first place: to seek out the lair of the sleeping dog-Lord and destroy him before his planned awakening. It
had been part of an even grander scheme; Drakesh had seen his opportunity to play agent provocateur, to set Radu's
people and the Ferenczys against one another in an al-out bloodwar. Then, when dl was finished, he would step in
and pick off any survivors - dl as a prelude to his Find Solution:;

Thetotal conquest, the vampirization, of planet Earth!

This had been Drakesh's burning ambition ever since learning of the death of his egg-sire, the so-called 'Count'
Drakul, dl of ninety years ago: to meke himsdf the undead, blood-red Emperor of a vampire world... but not while his
ancestors' enemies were gill diveinit. And so for haf a century he had used his 'emissaries - the thralls he sent out
into the world ostensibly as ‘ambassadors of his sect - as spies to seek out other pockets of Wamphyri infestation.
That was how he had discovered the Ferenczy Brothersin their Sicilian manse, and the approximate location of Radu
Lykan in his Cairngorms lair. And so his greater plans had been stalled for atime.

Asto the detail of those plans:

The Drakesh Monastery stood close to a junction of many lands, in a place which one hundred years ago had been
mainly inaccessible. But distance and cold and inaccessibility, what are these for obstacles? Nothing, to the
Wamphyri! Territoridism, on the other hand, is evarything! When firdly Dahem dedded to exqpand, it would be the very simplest
thing to send out a handful of chosen lieutenants north into the heart of mysterious Tibet, China and Mongolia;
south, into Nepal, India, Burma and Bhutan. And when they were established... the rest of the world would be waiting.
By now, the first of these outposts - dl masguerading under Drakesh's 'religious banner, of course - should be in
place. But some twenty-four years ago, even as the last Drakul was making ready his expeditionary forces...

... The Chinese Army had intervened. And Drakesh had seen at first hand how the Wamphyri are not alone in their



lust for territory, even for aland as desolate as this.

Tibetan cities were swept under; monkish orders were brutally suppressed and temples fell; the Dda Lama himsalf
fled to safety in the west. But the shunned 'monastery’ on the windswept Tingri Plateau survived. For Drakesh had
long been aware of the Red Army's feasihility studies in parapsychology - and of its experimentd EFRUnt, the
Sno-equivdent o the Soviet Unions and Engands E-Branches - and had deliberately courted the attention of its controller,
Colond Tsi-Hong, at his headquarters on Kwijiang Avenue, Chungking.

He had been called to Chungking, been 'studied' for over ayear, had alowed them to learn what he desired them to
know about him: his alleged 'philosophy,' his longevity, immunity to disease, tenacity for life - but no more than that
And Colond Tsi-Hong had even visited him here at the monastery, to see for himsef the extent of Drakesh's weird
abilities in his own environment

Drakesh had let himsdf be frozen into a block of ice and had mdted it from within. He had demonstrated his
night-vision -sharper than Tsi-Hong's, even when the Colond was using his British nitelite binoculars! - and scarcely
needed to point out the benefits of a possible military application. He had fasted, and after a month was fit and well
enough to wak out ten miles into the snows to meditate.

Td-Hong hed brought sdentists gendticists and mutationigts, with im They hed teken avey samples o Drakesh's soam, frazen for future
experimentation. And ten years ago, findly they had eqaimented with it, to produce, asit latar tumed out, monderd All of which
was predsdy as Drekesh hed wamed the Cdland it would be- thet T9-Hong could not hope to grow orchidsinaypeddy fidd without they come
up peleand twisted. But if they were tended by
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caring gardeners, watered by familiar rains, and reared in their natural, their native soail... ?

The Cdond hadhtt listened, nat then. For how might thismen -even with &l hiswaird tdents- father the nudeus o an invindlde mutant ammy
in such an inhogpitable and unyidding wildemess? But Drakesh was mare then amen, he was aLad of the Wamphyri! By sher force df rmil,
and thelansd dien gandtics he hed passad onhiis instructions to the very sperm that Tsi-Hong's scientists had takenfromhm

And in Chungking, his children had been born. Fifteen of them had been deformed, destroyed at birth. But fifteen
out of fifty? It scarady surprisad Drakesh; ancording to Egon Drakud, frek births and - grotesque maformations had been common
among the Wamphyri o Sarside But asfar the athers they had survived - far thetimebeing. And left to his oan devices in his agig Dahem
hed waited for his prenatd, genelic triggers to trip.

Twoyearsagothey hed.

Magjor Chang Lun, military commander of the army garrison at Xigeze some ningly minutes away by snow-cat, depending on
thewesther, had brought him the news. Now he remembered Chang Lun's words, and how the Mgjor (no great admirer
of Daham Drakesh) hed rdished thamt

The last half-dozen escaped. Only eight years old; apparently pafet exogat for thar eooderated growthrrate, but they murdered
their keepers and instructors. They not only bit the hands that fed them... but fed on them! Drinkers of blood,
cannibals, homicidd maniacs! In only eight years they'd grown to men, and sexualy voracious women! Fndly they wee
hunted doan to the legt ong and eradii cated. But it wasn't easy ...’

Drakesh had known no pain, no parental anguish, for he had known whet the outcome would be Indesd, hed aranged it
Cdad Td-Hong's people hed tried to teech his bloodHorood to be humen -albeit humen medhines sldiers warriars But the next brood would
be under their vamgaire father'singrudtion, and hewould nat fal. Nar would hiswariars bdong to Chira

Nor werehumenbeings men, theonly kind of warriors..

Earlier, before coming up by internal causeways and claustrophahic, fluelike diimneys onto the dome of the dal whae it
doped bedk under the overhanging diff, Drakesh hed peid avistt to the ather kind of wartiar; three of which warewaxing, as they'd wexed far five
years now, inthe vast stone vats o alower levd. Far the momart: he contralled ther gromth, ddayed thar emergance, wated far the right time
But when firdlly he dlowed them to be bhom," brought up out o thar stone wombs they would be mindess killing mechines such as once
were bred by the Wamphyri of Starside. And despite that
these were other, ill they were kin to those anomalies born of his frozen seed in Chungking. For these, too, were his
‘children," the produce of his undying vampire flesh.

He thought back to his visit:

Down there in the dark of a reeking cavern, Drakesh kept metamorphic protoplasm - the living or undead material of
his warrior creatures, grown of his own flesh, spittle, sperm, and sweat - in a cdl apart Human flesh, fluids, teeth, and
bone, when they are shed from the human body, die. But vampire flesh lives on until it is destroyed or ossifies. The
last Drakul's flesh was especialy tenacious; its... extniviae lived on the offd, tripes, skin and bone left over from the
aerie's provisioning. But despite that it was mindless, it 'knew' its father and Master. Some residua instinct in the adien
DNA played the part of aprimitive brain.

Drakesh himsdf fed the - creature? He must; it would be too dangerous for a lieutenant to even attempt it Entering
its cavern cell withapen d dffd, hed sat doan onafla-topped rodky outarop in the centre of the dark place, and waited. Dark or
light, it was dl the same to the vampire Drakesh. His ferd eyes turned to blood in the darkness, and lit like lamps in his
face. The cave appeared to be empty, but the thing was here, he knew.

At his sandalled feet the earth was loose, churned up. The Other was a creature of darkness, as Drakesh himsdf. It
burrowed in the earth as if hiding there - or asif lying in wait? And feding the firg tentative tremor beneath his feet
Drakesh smiled grimly to himsalf and kept his thoughts guarded, his identity shielded. It was a grand amusement a



game he liked to play: to tempt the thing, and then to deny it

And with the pan of vile stinking offd in his lap, in the utter darkness, he sat there smiling and fedling his creature's
presence. Than—

—A 0t sound, assail aumbling, behind im The thing would sneak up on him. Oh so dowly, Drakesh turned his head on its
scrawny neck and looked back and down. A mound of dirt was faming, pushing up framthe loose, lumpy floar. And inamomat
agrdl euption, asaleprous grey-green tentade ar pseudopod pulsed up into view. It thickened, rising like some weird beanstalk,
and famadawaay, udmentary eye What thething saw - if it 'saw ar ‘recognized' or remembered’ anything at dl, in the accepted
sense d thase words- Drakesh could nat say. But whet it sensed wasfood! Thefood in hislap, ar perheps Drakesh himeif,

Thetentade thidkened moreyet and Drekesh fdt ashuddaring inthe earth dl around. The eye dissolved, reformed into faceless

gaping javs and twin ronvs o tecth thet dongated into fangs even ashewatched. And asthe dry sail & hisfest erupted inadozen places
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and put up writhing peeudopod extendons of the thing, caging him in, as it were 0 the main body* o limb-like tentade
swayed towards him, its ggping jaws droding ayelow, samind bile

... Atwhich the Madter Vampire opened his mind, reveding hisidentity. Anct

Enough! hessid. Thusfar, andnofurther!

It was asif the thing had been electrocuted. The writhing tentacles were withdrawn, snatched back down into the
earth; so rapidly indeed that one of them snapped, spurted bile, and I€ft its tip like someward Hindwvom seking on the floar.
Drekesh kidked & it and it quiddy wrigded down out of sight, to join up with the grester mess Behind him, the principal thigh-thick
pseudopod slumped, melted down, poured back into its hole, and disappeared with a squelching sound like squashed
ripe fruit or athirsty drain. In a matter of seconds, dl that remained was a puff of exhaust stench from the trembling,
collapsing mounds, and two or three snaking runs, like panicked mole tracks in the floor. Then dl was gill again.

And Drakesh gill amiling, for he sensed the thing's fear. Which was only right.

Then, upending the pan to dop itsvile contents onto the dry earth, he said: Know e Far | amthe Drakul, your Madter, and | am kind. You
have no sssg, knowledge ar intdligence | amall the intdligence you will ever need. You have no diredtion, but | give you purpose You ey
nat live without the sustenance | bring you, ar die without my approval. But you may yet be more than you are now. Your brathers -groan out
o you, asyouwere groan out o re- are dirring e/en now in my vats dimgamorphism | have devated tham and mey yet devate you... o
desroy you. If you remaber little dsg, you would do well to remaber thesethings

He moved to the exit, pausad and looked bedk. Now feed and be grateful. So beit.

But as that mindess octopus, thet living or undead cancer of metlamorphic tissue oazed Up out of the floor and fel like a
mertle on itsfoock

Now hald! Drakesh st awhiplash thought - and the thing fraze a once, asif tumed to sone. And remamber: this place is
yours. But beyond this place, (he used hissenddled foat to draw a line across the mouth of the cave), belongs to me Thus
far, and no further...

And then he visited his vats of metamorphism, great baths excavated from the sdlid bedrodk of anearbly cavern es
dak and even darke then the place of the pratoplaam. They prospered in darkness his aregtures, egpeddly these crediures
which were or would be the true warriors Hylrid mondgers waxing in their vats these were to be the fird of Drakesh's many
Guadians of the Curfew, saouring the dark, shattered city bottoms and dustbow! valleys hi the long
worldwidewinter of nudear aftermath, o that survivors of the wars and the vampire plague bath could nat scathe among his
nework of regring agriesin the dengerous hours of daylight

Butin any case, thered belittle enough of daylight in thet world. That, too, wes part of his plan - it would be the firdt part -
when findlly Drakesh was reedly to be Lord of Alll. For whet good to st out to conguer awardd of light, when the light itee/must
conouer inthe end? But in awald where thelight is weeek, filtering through swirling douds of radiation, and graping blindy in
the rubble of man's greatest works..

Drekesh was med, of course, and knew it But parverse as evary Gregt Vampire before him, he revdled in it For if the
Empaa hesthelagt sy, and if hisword islaw, thenwhoisto say thet the rest aren't med and the Emperor sane’? And one day,
hewoud be thet Emperor!

Thevasof metamarphiam... Drakesh stoad & therim of ane such and looked doan into it the gdatinous surface of alliquid
warh, surging with long dow ripples They waxed, his warriors They could be brought on quiddly if nead be or lie here
anather hundred years jug wating to be bom. And as he gazed the ripples quickened to wavddss - asif the inchoate inhakitant
o thevat sensad him there -and something chumed judt beneeth the surface: Then the autline of a grotesque heed gppeared,
languidy tuming, plated with whet was as yet a oftly tranducent grey-gleaming chitin. And for one brief momant a great
vacant eye rdled in the guey liquid

'Srong!" Drakesh mumured to himedlf, nodding his skull heed. 'And faithful to the deeth.’ It was true Bred from his oan
maamoarphic flesh, from the burowing thing in the ather cave, these creatures would have no mind but his, no thoughts but
those he gave them...



Then helooked @ the troughHike conuits thet serviced the vats, rust-coloured runndls carved in the rock, umbilicd duices to
feed the fredy-given blood of the brethren to the foetd abnormdities being bred here. Blood-beedtd - and thet fod of a Cdond
in Chungking, Td-Hong, would have him breed humen warriors? W, 0 he would - 90 he wes - as withess the pregnant
Chineze and Tibetan women who worked the gony fidds and tended the farm in the waled dity. But as for the monedary's
priegts its bratherhoodt

The Cdond knew nathing of them, thet they were Drakedhi's children, too. And what of these ather warriors waxing in their
vats? Why, Ts-Hong woud suffer a droke and die if he knew of them! He woud die aye... would have to, even if Drekesh
mud atend to it himsdf. For toknow of themwould be to know thet the High Priest of this place was nat a man; another reason
why he hed bullt his agrie hereinthefird places because of its seaming audterity, itsisolaion.
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Because it was less than welcoming. And because in the main (and apart from the prying eyes of Mgor Chang Lun,
that other fool in Xigaze) Drakesh was left much to his own devices here. So that even when the Colone and his
so-called 'scientists' came to visit, which they must eventually, they would only visit the city. For the monastery was a
'holy' place, where Drakesh might grant them audience, however briefly, but where they could never expect to lodge But
then, who would wart to? The place hed nat been designed for the comfort of strangers...

Turning these and other things over in his pit-deep mind, Drakesh had followed a tortuous route up onto its roof.
Now he stood here, face to face with the night under a canopy of brilliant stars, and fet the fluttering of his red rabe bloan
bedk againg hisgaindly body. One night - soon, perhaps - he must test his talents to the full, shape his body to an airfail,
and fly out from here. For in their time the Drakuls had been grand flyers, and his father, Egon, a past-master. To have
seen that one, circling like a great black bat over the high battlements of his Transylvanian castle ... it had been awe-
ingairng.

Yaurs intime' the Count hed tdd him ‘Al yours Only be my true son and kegp my place in my absence, and you too can be Wanmphyni!'
And sedling the pact, before leaving for England, he had passed on his egg in a fond fatherly kiss. Then, a brief
moment of unbearable agony ... and when Daham had regained consciousness his egg-sire had been gone. And in the
space often days, Daham, too: fled out of Romania en route for this place, with a handful of Szgany thralls, a pouch of
gold, and a parasite leech - the very seed of greatness -goningwitinhm

Then for awhile he had feared his father's revenge. What would the Great Drakul do when he returned to Romania
to discover his egg-son flomnfromhiscadleand his trust betrayed? And it hed been a rdlief - not to mention a delight! - later to
learn of Egon's demise, his true death, at the hands of a vengeful Doctor, a student of such 'legends’ as vampirism...

Again thewind Hew againg himy he indindivdy lifted up hisarmsand leaned into it, was tempted to launch himsdlf, and denied
the temptation. All in good time

Butfornow:

The plaintive cry of ayak, thin in the gnawing bite of the plateau's night, was blown to him on the blustery breeze,
some three miles framthe dd wdled aty. Thisweswhet Drakesh hed bean wating far. For thoughtful master as he was, he tended
the needs of dl his creatures and familiars.

And: Up now, youtrueflyers he sent Carel

And fromvaiouscracksand cranniesin the carved domeof the

agie- up from ther cdony in the darker recesses of thelaoyrinth of caves - the trueflyears they came..

With regard to Drakesh, Mgar Chang Lun hed hisingrudions hisorders - such asthey were. ‘Make paiodic vidtsto the welled
aty. Supid orders ridadous orderd Y et that wias what he hed been tdld to do, all he hed been tdd to do: make paicdic vidts

But how peiodic? Freouently, infrequently, or what? And whet to do or to ladk far when he went there? What, should he
fonde the rounded bellies of Drakesh's enforced whores? Complimant them on thar sucoessful couplings with thet cregture?
But no, nothing ebout these things judt thet he dhould vist Haht!

Oh, Chang Lun knew the problem wel enough: lack of sdf-dsdpline and orgenization in alargdy avilian, sdf-meneging, covart
and 'experimentd’ branch of the military. It was that this... this so-called 'Colond,” Tsi-Hong, in Chungking - this
dreary, dreaming metaphysician - did not himself know what to do with or about Drakesh and his aleged sect But on
the other hand, it might also mean that Tsi-Hong didn't trust him, or was himsdf suspicious. In which case Chang Lun
might read his orders very differently. Such as

'Spy on the waled city. See what you can find out about it But whetever you do, doit carefully, far weve spent time and money
hereand we don't wish to aienate this foreign charlatan in case he redly does have something we can use.' Chang Lun
would know exactly how to interpret such orders as these. Much as he was interpreting themnow.

Heand hisdiver hed came out fram Xigazealitie efter 1000pm The westher forecast had been good; bitterly cold, of course,
but dear with litle ar nowind, and no snow forecast Chang Lunsdffidd visits (he had been obliged to devise his own roster) took
place once every Sx weeks. This was not one of those.

The driver he used was his usua man, a Corporal, whose name didn't matter. But he knew every crevasse and
boulder en route, and that was important. Over terrain as rugged as this, and a night it woud beonly too essy tomekeafad
midae Somed the aadksinthe earth around here seemed to go down forever! But the snow-cat had given them no



trouble, and they had got here safely afew minutes after midnight

'Here was agaat inthe lee of outcropping rocks on the south-fadng dope of ahillsdeto the west of the dd wdled dty. As an
obsavation part the place was ided A dinb of two hundred feat from where they'd secured and camoufleged the cat and sug
behind awdl of rocks theyd huilt during previous vists Chang Lun and his driver coud even brew up amy-rdions tea on a
dgpossbledove,
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dice canned megt ar cheese onto breed, and mekeamedl of sorts And fram hereamen with a good peir of nitesites could kesgp watch nat only
onthe andeat aty, its gates and well, but even the leaing facede f the Drakesh Monegtery threemilesaway acrossthe vley.

The one dranvbiack wias the avesome cdld. Even the best winter warfare dathing couldnit kesp it ot It would find awey into your bones, and
dhew onthemlike a bed aramp. The srong tea hdpad, but not much So that ime and agein Cheng Lun hed tdd himedf to hell with this!
This would be the last time he came out here, no matter his hatred for the unnatural, perverted bastard who ran the
moneday.

Hatredt astrong word, and ane that Chang Lun didn't uselightly. But he hed heted Dehem Drakesh fram the fird ime he sawv im and dl the
timesince And baing T9-Hong's messanger, asitwarg heéd had more than enough contact with the man. But to cal hma man ...
wdl, as far as Chang Lun was concerned, even that was a méter for conjedure And he remambared Drekesh as he hed ssen him
on somefour ar five (but il far too meny) previous occasions

The physical appearance - the very presence of Drakesh - had never fdled to impress Chang Lun, but never favouradly. It
wasnt jugt his height (9x and ahdlf fedt, as comparad to the Mgor's Sixty-eight inches), but an over-all sense of something dien
about him, complemented by grotesque distortions of human shape and propartion. Thin to the point o amedaion, he
neverthdess managed to convey the impression that his pipestem body contained an awesome strength. His hands and
feet were freakishly long and tapaing, thar shaply pointed digits tipped with thidk ydlow nails hooked into daws His shaven skl wes
thin a the front and lantemjanved, lang & the beck and bulbous as the heed of an insect on his scranny nedk.

But his eyes... ah, his eyes! They were the worst or perhaps srangest o Drakesh's features In daylight - whet little ever filtered
through into the monedery - they looked glassy, even trangparent, asif dl neturd cdlour hed been lesched out of them But in the dakk o
smi-dak o the monedary’s comidars and cavams, they weare as luminous and yellow as molten sulphur. Their gaze was literdly
penetraing; tumed upon amen, they ssamed to dare right through im asif their target weremaregohamad then Drakesh imagif. And when
they amiled...

.. Chang Lun shuddered whae he leened on the low wall of piled stones and gazed through his night-vison binoculars He wes odd
outside from the sub-zero temperature, but colder in his soul from leting himedf dwel too long on Datem Drakesh. BEven the
dmpemechanical act of focusing his glasses on the monastery's leering-face facade, to bring it closer, seemed in a way
to draw Drakesh
dos, too. And Chang Lunknaw this sensation - thisfeding of dreed - thet in kegping watch on Drakesh he hed given the men powver to keep
watch on him. Almost asiif his binoculars worked in both diredions 0 thet whilehe looked out, some unssen Other looked in...

That yak,' said Chang Lun's driver, causing the Mgjor to start 'Hesnoisy dl of asudden. The Corpard's hinoculars were trained
onthedty.

Chang Lun thought to rerimend the men (meinly because he hed ben causad to gatt, nat because his dhiver hed forgatten the usud
oourtesies; the privileges o rark) but let it pess Andinany cass, it westoo add for dl that customeary bowing and sorgping. Back in the barradks
they wareMgor and non-commissioned dffioer-'3r; and, "Youl G your ase over herd' - but out here they werejut two meninthe odd wadte

The cold,” Chang Lun replied. Tethered out there in the place of bones, full in the face of the wind blowing round
the base of the townshipswael, youwoud ay o, tod!

'Why have they put him there? The Corpard wondered out loud. 'Sy to diein the odd?

TheMgar shrugged, kept his glasses foaused on the monegiery. Was that some kind of motion on the roof of the place? White
snokear seam gaing up? And wes thet atwicHikefigure up therg, abscured inasnirl of -wll, whatever it wes? For dl the adld, ill Cheng Lunls
skin caMed. Abssntmindedly, he ansvered his driver's question:

‘Maybe theaimd wes dseesed, infectious They've separated it fram the herd, thet's dl. Oviaudly its whet they do with dl suspect beedts
tether themin the boneyard to die’

‘W, itstrue there hes been some disseseinthelocd animels' the Corpora agreed, 'but | was one of the drivers on several of
the details when those animals were driven out here. They dl seemed hedthy enough torme- nat thet Iman eqpat. But they were
the best for many miles around. They aways are. Only the best for the Drakesh township...'

'Sr!l" the Mgor snapped, suddenly irritated. 'Cdl me "sir" when you soeek tome’

Yesar!'

But what he had said was true, and it had been an inordinately lage numbe o animds & thet All far the fifty women in the
andert aty?Wdl, posshly, Snce helf of themweare pregnant and wel on their way to goawning. When Chang Lun thought of Drakesh dring
children - epaaily out of aimings such as those women hed been given - 'spavning wes the only word thet camereedily to mind

Asfor theboneyard, thenamethat theMgor'sdriver hed given
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that place outside the aity wall, when they'd first discovered it onaprevious visit, it was smply that: a pile of bones littered around
a tethering post. There had been one occasion when some of the womaen wae out gathering the gridy ramains to giind them
down far ferilizer, Cheng Lun suspected. Thethin sall of ther fam could use the sustenance

But he-1 meen the yak - isvery naisy now.’ the Copard uneedily, unnecessarily dated. For Chang Lun could heer it well enough for
himsdf: the neighing bleat of an animd in distress. 'He's kicking, jumping, trying to free imsdif!'

Silently cursing his gloved hands, Chang Lun focused his own binocuas jug a fradion mae - nat on the aty but the
moneday - and suddenly hisview o the domed rodf, the carved skull, gorang up in much degrer ddfinition. And there wes afigure up there,
yes atlikea this digance but vary ddinitdy there But doing what? The didk-figures anms seamed rased in ... suplication”? Or invocation?
Then Chang Lun fdt his mouth go dry & the thought thet he knaw that figure, that he had recognized the skeletal frame of
Drakesh himsf.

And asfar the doud of 'smoke (nat smoke & dl, as the Mgar now saw, but something else, something a lot more solid): its
spira around the distant figure on the roof of the monastery was rising, widening, behaving far more sertientiy, s its membars
headed inaoartan diredion - Sraight for the andernt dity, itswells possbly thisvary vantage point!

The yak's nerve-rending shrieks had now risen to an aimost human pitch. And the Corporal gasped, That creature
must soon drangleitslf! See how it legps kids hauls on its tether. Srdy you were right, Sr. The thing is med or diseased - or
something is tomenting it, diving it out of itsmind’

But Chang Lun anly thought Or the yak knows sensss; issomehow aware, of something that we cant passbly undersand. Or maybe the
Mgor dd undergand. And trying to hdd hisbinoculass morefimrly in suddenly trembling hands, he followed the line of flight of
the weirdy purposeful doud; nat heeding hiswey a dl, ar only roughly 0. But vary ddfinitdy heeding far the boneyard.

Kill the stove,' he husked a once, as he felt the short hairs diffening & the beck of hisneck.

BH? The Capord didnit move fasdinated by the frartic adivity of theyak, he couldnit ook away.

1 sAdkill the fucking stovel’ the Mgar dbowed Him in the ribs ‘Rut the fire out And do it quiglly - do everything vary quily!' His leet few
wordswaeahiss ashefixad hislined Sght on theleeding flyers And without knowing why - ar nat exadly why - Chang Lun found himsdlf
tarified Nat of the flyers o much astheffaf of tham,
thet they were here a dl, and the fact that Daham Drakesh hed... what, cdled them up? Up from the depths of his
blagohemous monadery.

Hyes yes gredt bad The way they swoopad and flitted, they coud only be But white bats, dbinos ad by the Mgar's
lightsfar larger then any bet has aright to be. With or without binoculars, these things weere judt too damn bigt Cheng Lun knew
somahing about zodogy, wasfarly sure thet these monderswereway out of place here They were like the giant Desmodus
bets of midde and South America, and...

... And Desmodus wias a bloodsucker, waant he? A damned vampire, yed

Meanwhile the Campord hed killed the stoves chemicd fire A find wigp of amoke - red amoke - wert up, which he
dispersed by flgpping his aams. Then he retumed to his place & die waD of stones; todk Up his glasses, and quidkly focussd
them on the tethered yak. Butin ahoarse, uneven whisper Chang Lun wamed him: ‘It ssemsto me you're a sendtive men. That
being s, dont wetch!

‘Donit wetch, 5r? What could the Mgor mean?

Chang Lun himsdlf didnit know jugt what he meant But he hed this ideaiin his heed and it wouldnt go away. He would do
anything if it would, but it wouldnt

Ardnow the Carpard wias training his binoculars in the other direction, to see if he could soot whatever it was thet Chang
Lunwas concarned abaut The Mgar fdt im give ajark as hetoo saw the bats "Whet the devil.... ?

And Chang Lun nodded and ansvered. Thedevil, indesd!!

Bath men svank down, hudding low behind their wal of gones, garing amoment a each ather, wide-eyed and fearful. Ard
asthar eyeswant back to the yak, each fdt hisoan privete pang of rdief to nate thet the poor animd hed given up the ghodt; or
if it waant deed, thet it hed collgpsed in exhaudion. And s the stream of great dhinos flew overheed nat too far away, for a
momat they heard the leathery flutter of membrane wings

Whileintheandent aty...

... Lightswere coming on. Dim lanterns were baing lit in windows in the walls and towers and pale faces were flitting as
egily asthe bats themsdves from window to window. Drakesh'swomen hed comerto... towha?

They're watching!" the Corpord whigpered, as if in answer to the Mgar's ungooken question. Those women are gaing to
watch!' Hewas amitting his 'srs again, but his superior officer no longer cared. Chang Lun knew that no less then himsdf, his
driver hed guessad whet was about to hgppen. Anywhere dsg, it would be.. unthinkalde to even think such dungs but nat inthis
place Herein
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this place- which both men hed comerto loethe- it seamed the only thing to think.



And those women: the way they ghosted about the city smiling thar Sk amiles But whet could they have to grile about ina
placelikethis? Oh, they were under thar mestar’s odl, no doutbt about it Buk whet sort of spdl? Qimindls convidts they might well be, but whet
oould have hgppened to them - to thar sairit, thar humenity -thet they could wetch something likethis?

The column of great bats spiralled down, plummeted out of the night sky to thar unprotesting targe, fel as forodfully as stones
and clamped like leeches to the head, neck, body and limbs of the yak whereit lay shuddering on its bony desthbed. They
dugered toit, turned the grey mass of it white... and then red!

Red in amoment! From the blood that escaped their ravenous mouths ar gourted from arteries hitten through!

'Sr!"theCarpord choked, tuming hisglassesaway.

‘Didn't | tdl you so? Chang Lun growled. That bastard in his bloody nightmarish "monastery,” he breeds things.
Even as he's bresding things now, in those hdlish women | suspect he even bred these betd And far no good purpose, you cen dake your
lifeonit Withwhichit suddenly danwned onhimthet in being hare they mey dreedy have daked ther livesoniit

But no, thet hideous travesty of amen on therodf of the monedtery didn't know they were here, didn't know what they had seen.
Vidowdy, the Mgar smung his glasses beck to thar arigind ange and quickly realigned them on the dome of the carved skull.
The didfigureweas4ill there, and Chang Lun supposed hed belodking inthis diredion. And:

You cant seerg Chang Lun thought to himedf, but | can sseeyou. And | pramise you this Daham Drakesh: that if the day ever dawns when
| can bring you doan, then Il doit. And with pleasure!

Then... the ar was suddenly dedrid In the ned momat Cheng Lun remambaad that ealier feding thet werd senstion of some Other
peering back at him through his own glasses. Utterly impossble of course, and ye—

It wes asif the figure on the dome of the monedtary graw lageinasplit-saoond, asif Drekesh expanded in Cheng Lunis bhinoculars -and in his
mind-toagant! They stood faceto faog and Drakeshiseyes were blood red, fuelled in their pupils by the molten-sulphur fires of
hll.

Aha! said avoice in the Mgjor's mind, and there could be no denying thet he recognized it immediady and knaw its owvner. And
0 you Py on e A mdake, Chang Lun, for | too have my spies my watchdogs, but gresdy dogs such as they are, and ever hungry. BE?
What? You think | am threatening you? Ah, no! For my dogs are
obedient and would never harm you - not without my permission. Indesd | shall have them sse you hame, back to Xigaze And
when you repart the resit of this your latest misson, to T9-Hong in Chungking, be are to gve imny best regards.. With which Drekedhi's
dniger, shilat tdepethic "voice' rgaidy devolved toaped o fading laughter, and wes gorne. Likenisethe iindly redrobed figure on the dome
o the carved sl.

'Sr... §ir?

Cheng Lun sngpped aut of it, and knew his driver hed been ydling in his ear for several long seconds. He closed his gaping
mouth, blinked hiseyesand sd, B?Whet?

Ir, awindiscoming up, blowing sronger now. It might bring alitle snow. And those betsare on the move’

The Mgjor scarcely needed his binoculars to know that the Corpord wesright. He could fed the wind and see the dbinos risng
wp inasard fram ther feeet Also, the dm lantams in the windows o the anaeant aty hed besn smothered, put out <o thet now the place
resambled nathing S0 much as somevadt, graning necrapdlis in which indindive ar automdtic andogy Cheng Lun wes vary nearlly comredt,
exogt anecropdisisadty o thetruly deed.

'Quickly now," the Mgor husked. 'It's time we were gone from here!'

The Corporal needed no urging; he was on his feet, making to cdlett up the gove and any ather evidence o thar having bemn
here But: 'Leaveit be,' Chang Lun told him. ‘It doesn't make any difference Theyll know weve been hereayway. And the momant
he'd said it he knew it was so, that he hadn't just been dreaming it when hed heard Drakesh spesking in hismind What wes mareg
heknaw thet Drakedhis threet - to have him escorted bedk to Xigaze -hednt been anideane

Those bats,' the Mgjor's driver muttered. He was directly ahead o Cheng Lunwhere they wart diding and bunping doan the
frazen dope d the hilldde They ssamed to be heeding—

—Thisway, theMgor cuthimshart 1 know!

And then they both knew, for certain, as the ar overhead thrummad with thewhup, whup, whup o lesthery wings

Oh matha! Dear fathe!' Fearfully, the Copord looked skywards tripped, wert tumbling heed over hedls to the bottom. But by the time
Chang Lun was down he was up on his feet again, stripping the camouflaged canopy fram the snow-cat

'Ess/! Easf~ Chang Lun tdd Him, with alat mare bravado then he fdt as his diiver yanked again and again on the darter. ‘Dot flood the
fucking thing!'

But soon the cat was ticking over, then purring into life, and the two menwearedambaing aboard esif the vehideware aliferdt
ad
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their shipwasgaing down behind them.

The bats! The bats!' The Corpora moaned, and dewed the cat dangeroudly, tiltingry, as hetumed her about

Fo thelegt time, teke it eas/f the Mgor velled Do as | say o 111 shoat you and drive the fucking thing mysdf! The bets wont attack us
Theyll jugt.. fdlow us dong theweay. At leed, thet is | meen. if that bedtard Dralkesh isgood ashisword,

Getwhitebes- woar threedren d them ardwoadabelf feet aoos wingrip to wingHip - flitted, svogped, ad sdedippad dredly oveheed Ther
exatad daoao chitteing wes deady audble they aommunicaid with esch aher. Ard pathgs with somere dss? For oatanly thet somere bed
ammunicaedwith thel

Buwhetindl thets.. whet thehdl aethey darng?" theGapoard shilled, whenaper of flagaing prkeeyed nightimeres dareed for amomat o o in frart



d hiswindhidd ad casd imto sveve "Whet cb they wert?!

‘Nathing' theMgar shouted bedk, ard prayed thet hewesright Theyrejust seang usaney frambarg thet's dl. They ... theyreaur escart Which soundd like
somethingamechmenmight sy, but Crang Lunbdiesad it anywey. Heaouldhit retiardlize it, bt hehed to bdieveit Far his sanity'ssske

Andgypaaty hewesrigt

Foremdts it dated soning dill read the Capad krew thet the beiswere with them They could fed, seee cocedorlly Sight them thrauch the
daning, dinging, sofly hissing sow, adwhanthewindwesright they codd esen her thewhup  merbraouswirgsintrewhiding ar dl aound.

Something lessthentwo hourslate -whenthesow siopped & legt and thewind essed dit ard thedully flidkaing lights o Xigeeeard the gaison Haad antre:
haizon - thar ‘esoart fell bedk, seamed e upin dtencead dakness

Tren findlly. Mgar Crang Lunfdt heaoud begin breething aggin Hedbemnbreething, o aourss bt it scaradly felt like it Likenise is Capad diver: he
too, essrlpalitiead rdaxed histense nevousgipanthecortrds

Whichwesarirdy thewragthingtodo.

Trey@reypframronheg ssif ot d thevay eath awhite dhilling, santiert doud o them Thebetd Trevanmire betd Frkeyed ad nedletoathed,
with their convduted noseswiinided bedk, flet to their wekdeaming lesthary faces Three d them whinled, huled thamedves in asLidde atack dredtly & the
winckhidd

Tresrenwesd dear plagic whichaadked anthefirg impedt qlintered antheseoond, flew patt asthethird greet bet careright

through it in awelter of gore-spattered fur and torn leather, straight into the diiver'sfaod Two mare hit the Carpord fram the Sde
while behind him another pair attacked the Mgjor. Their massed impact was such that the cat rocked on its skis and
teetered, so that the driver must yank on his handlebars in an attempt to straighten up. But a the same time he was
fighting for his life as the great bats clung to him, wrapped membrane wings about him... and hit!

One of them was hiting at his face, his lips, nose, eyes! He screamed and let go the controls, heard, Crack! - Crack!
- Crack! -like explosionsin his ear, as the Mgor sobbed, cursed and pumped shot after shot into the things that were
battening on him, then rammed the snout of his gun into the white-throbbing creatures clustered to his driver's head
and upper body and blew them away, too.

But the snow-cat had sewed aside, and now its riders saw where the bats had come from, that indeed they had
come up out of the earth: up from the chasm that yawned directly ahead!

The Corpora cried out and yanked on the handlebars. The cat dewed again, then toppled sideways in a seeming
dow-motion. And over and over thewildy renving medhinewernt - and doan and down - with Chang Lun and his men hanging on for deer
life and for deth, &l the way to the bottom.

But in the seconds before they hit

Farewell, Chang Lun, said that faint mocking voice in the Mgor's mind Youll go no nore aspyingfor Ts-Hong, | fear! Oh,
ha-he-hal

‘Lia Liar!'theMgor sobbed, ill twirling

And coldy: Always, Chang Lun, thevoiceagread. Awayd

With which the Mgjor's world went out in a single tearing shattering roar that lasted the blink of an eye...
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THERRANCEZQS

Therittd & LeManse Madonie hed been snpeand sdemn Thefunered wegther - adamp, blugery breeze off the Tymhenian, thet snatched
the women's vells this way and that, first obscuring or mesking thar pele sad faoes in badk ng, then framing tham in dak,
monochrome relief - had seemed entirely in keeping. Frequently disturbed, but never auite disupted, by iio Sddani's agony - his
pitif but entirdy forgiveble bouts of waling, and wringing of sweaty hands - so far the interment of his daughter had gone
smoothly, entirdy asplanned. Its arganization hed bean inmeauaein evary odail.

But then, inthe company o such esteamed fdlow moumears insuch a place, and since the Francezci Brothers were themselves
responsible for the arrangements, perhaps this was only to be expected. It had bean out of necessity, of course - in order to avaid
untoward complications - that the brothers had settled for stark smplidty. And thusfar no complications hed aisen

Orly & the ed - when gaunt Franoezd bearers in bladk-bended top  hats and tails took up the young, beautiful and now
tragically decessed Jiettain her b, to cary her fram the courtyard into the darkly shedowed mense - arly then did her father, Ulio, lose
contral compledly.

1 mugt s hat' he aied, sagoering faward, soueszing hisway into the house proper through the varnished Mediterranean
pine doors, and putting himsdf in the path of the bearers. 'l must!" he imdored Tve seen her but once in awhde year! But now,
thisonelagt time | mug! Oh, God Her sivest mather in heawven would never forgive me, if | let her go to her grave without seeing



her one last img!

Q0" The Francezdsweare onhima onoe, each halding fet to anam The rest of the moumers had bean Ieft outsde, and the doors
waenow dossd onthem ‘io, Jid" Anthony Franceza sad agein, sheking hisheed and sighing. Flesse try to bdieve me we know how it is
for you, how it mugt be Jietta, in these - what, four years? But the time hes floan! - she has beoome allitle Sgter to us Why, just lodk &
Francesoo! How gaunt, how ssd! No onewes marefond of e

But..’ Lio tumed to Hm, dung tohim fat, week and trambling againg Tony'sleen, implaceble srength.

'‘But... this is Le Manse Madonie!' Francesco Francezci's voice was harder, and Julio glanced a him through
red-rimmed, tears-blurred eyes. 'It iswhat it is and what it has been for generations,' Francesco wart on, but in agentler tone
now. ‘A private placg, Uio. And your Uigta hed beoomelike one of us You could even ssy she wes. farmily. Which in tum mekes you family-
That baing 0, please dontt meke things any herder for us then they dreedy are’

But to ss=ha. Only to seher thislad time Why nat?1 beg of you! Befare she goes down to the vaults?

The brothers looked at him, then at each other, and came to a muiLe, ungpoken agreamant Then, ldting Sdefan disengege,
they nodded silent instructions to the Sx bearers where they stood petietly wating Anct

Onthelong tehlethare’ Tony tdd tham. But be gantle becareful. Dontt.... disturb her.!

Thegreat hell wes suitahly ill and shedowy. Thewdlswith ther arched-over recesses or entranceways into secondary rooms -
the stairways, fixtures, furniture and hangings - were barely visible in the goom If Jio Sdefan naticed this & dl it wes anly to
fiditwel in keeping. He scarcely remembered that on the two or three ooccasionswhen hed been invited to vist Lietta, Le Manse
Madonie hed dways been goamy. He couldnt know thet it dwayswas arwhy it was that no chink of sunlight was ever adlowed to
filter in here, whareeven the allen light of Sdlian winterswes hdd & bay behind thick, dusty curtains...

Asthe drgped box was lovared to the polished teble, Lo gaveadrangied ay and sumbled fawerd The brathers a once gat inhis wey and
agan todk hisams *We.. we supposad you would wart to see her.' Tony explained. That is why the coffin has a window of
glass. But Julio, you know the circumstances of her death...’

‘A wadting diseess, yes' thefat menmoened. ‘A.. whet dd you call it? A pernicious anaemia. "Pernicious,” indeed! A dreadful,
taribe murdaing aneamig morelike Your private doctar, thevary best could do nothing.'

‘All true,' Tony nodded. 'Which means that... well, that she isn't the Ligtayou knew. Thisthing weslikeacance. It e & her. It
hed itsown pacuiar odour thet cantt be.. mesked. And Jliettamey not
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be touched, or kissed. Hence the glass.' '‘But... | mil know her?

'Of course. Our only wish was that you should remember her as she was!'

'Stll, | must see her.'

'So beit,' said the brothers together, and released him. Sclafani wobbled to the head of the coffin, did back the grey
slk cover, looked down on the face beneath the glass. It was dim; the glass was touched with a trace of dust; its
sheen obscured the features of the palid face within the frame. Sobbing, Sclafani clung to the edge of the table for
support, and blinked his puffy eyes to improve their focus. And as the Francezcis silently took up flanking positions
beside him, his Julietta's beloved features seemed to svim up a him. Being short, his face was quite close to hers; on
the other hand, the Francezci Brothers were like trees, shading him and Julietta both.

Stll, Julio could see her fairly clearly now. And though her eyes were of course closed, she was—

—Sniling?' Thewordtremiledframhislips

The pain-killers,’ Francesco murmured. ‘At the end there was... oh, aded of pain. Mercifully, we were able to relieve
some of it But at the very end, your Julietta spoke of you... and smiled! Ah, yes, she died with a gentle amile on her
face, ulio, just thinking thoughts of you!'

Sclafani's eyes had made the adjustment now. They saw more clearly. But in dl honesty, he couldn't say he liked
what they saw. Thinking of me? But... this smileis like a grimace!'

The pain,’ Francesco said again. 'Despite the medication, she..." And he paused. '‘But she hid it well.'

Sclafani kissed the glass over her lips; his tears fdl on the dusty surface, acting like tiny magnifying glasses to blur
and diminish the detail. 'Just four short years ago, she looked like a girl!' he groaned. 'She was - she is- agirl! Yet now
she looks like some strange pale women'

'Four years,' Tony repeated him. 'She grew up, Julio. Your Julietta grew up, and was changed...'

'‘Changed, yes. So waxy and sunken in." Sclafani hugged the top of the box.

'Depleted,’ said Tony. The anaemia- like a cancer.'

‘And yet her lipsare full and red!"

'‘And dl wasted," Francesco put an arm around the grieving Sclafani's shoulders. 'Our efforts, | mean. Still, you have
the comfort of knowing she never shamed you, never knew aman.

‘A comfort? It scarcely comforts me Francesco! Where are my grandchildren? And would it have been so
shameful? What, in this

day and age? Her mather loved tolove, even a men unwarthy as mysdf! But JUlietta, she is untried, denied such knowledge
Wadted, you are right. To be beautiful, and never have a chance to give of your beauty!"
There, there’ said Francesoo, dagping his shoulders and tuming him away, while Tony did the Stk bedk into position.
Sclafani struggled for amoment, then findly surrendered to the inevitable. 'But | will be able to visit?



This place, where she spent her last years? (Francesco seemed unsure). Well, we shall see. To wak where she
walked, in the grounds of Le Manse? Perhaps. But the vaults? Alas, no. Not even now. The Francezcis are there,
Julio: private in life and death both. We were ever proud, and proud to have Julietta, too. We had hoped that you
would be proud knowing she is here. Perhaps in this we have elevated ourselves, but...'

'No, no!' the other protested. 'l didn't mean to—'

"... Buif s0, then we devate dulietta, too. Nat to mention your good sdif!

'Y ou have been... too kind to me and mine throughout'

Francesco saw him to the door and outside into the courtyard, hugged him, shook his hand and gave him over into
Mario, their chauffeur's care. He watched him driven dowly away in the stretch limo. By then the other mourners,
mainly Francezci people, had already dispersed.

Then Francesco returned to where his brother was speaking to the bearers.

‘Quiddly, now," Tony tdd them. Take her down to the it and wit there for us But dontt go in until were there' And as they
|eft he tumed to Francesoo. Thet dl went very well!

‘Hmmm? Do you think so? Francesco seemed distant, absent-minded; his thoughts were elsewhere.

'What? Tony frowned a him. 'But whef sthis? Dont tall me youire actudly missng her!”

The other stood straighten 'Perhaps, perhaps not. | don't know. But one thing is for sure: she's deeping the last
deep, the Sleep of Change. My fault, | know. But whether | "miss" her or not isn't relevant. What is relevant is that we
can't afford another Ferenczy in the house - and certainly not a Lady!"

'Good!' Tony nodded, and his eyes were fard in the goom and gowed red in ther cores 'For a momatt there.. why, |
thought yould gone soft onmé’

Francesco amiled, however gimly. 'Soft? Ah, no. Jietawasjug... 9 accessble Having her hare medeit dl <0 vary essy.
| suppose I'm basically lazy, that's al. But miss her? | shall miss fuding her, be sure Shewas 0 vary good & it!*
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‘But then, you taught her,' Tony chuckled.
WEell yes, there's that, of course!" Francesco laughed.
With which, they followed the bearers down to the pit...

In the lowest levels of Le Manse Madonie - in the very bowels of the place, mainly a natural cavern, but in part carved
from the bedrock -the mouth of the pit was like a wdl, with walls of old hewn masonry three feet high. Indeed, it had
been awdl in the early days of Le Manse, many hundreds of years ago, when it had drawn water from an old cyst in
the volcanic rock al of eighty feet deeper ill.

Now the Francezcis stood at the rim of the pit and paused to consider what they were about And quietly, a little
uncertainly, Tony said: 'Our Julietta - or rather, your Julietta- is hardly pure.'

Rure? Francesoo shrugged. "Who s these days? Show meagood-looking virgin in Pdermo over sixteen years old, and FD
show you a lia'

Well, true," his brother mused. ‘But ill, you know how he likes them. And she's not even clean - not scrupulously -
as heis used to them.

'What? Francesco was short-tempered at the best of times, and this wasn't the best of times. "What are you
suggesting? We should have purged her, perhaps? Put her through the usual ritual and chanced waking her up
prematurely? | mean, in case you hadn't naticad, brather, our Jigta - ar ming if you will - is Wamphyri! She could do severe
damage! I'm not worried about us, you and I, but the men, our lieutenants. The last thing we want is to lose someone
at this stage of the game.’

'What stage of the game is that? Tony was suddenly pessimistic; unusual, for he was normadly the optimist 'Has
there been some subtle yet remarkable change in the last two or three years? Did | miss something? ... Pessmistic,
and sarcadtic.

"Yesssf his brother hissed, rounding on Tony, glaring a him from eyes as red as hel. The time has changed,
narrowing down to his fucking time! Radu Lykan's timel And the grotesque thing in this bloody pit has changed:
Angelo, our dear father, more unreliable, and more demanding than ever. And our fortune has been depleted, which
we gill haven't done anything about. And worldwide the Families are... they're laughing behind our backs! | don't
know about you, but | can fed it! And since we started asking questions about this British E-Branch, and this Harry
Keogh, and this fucking Alec Kyle - questions about dead men, for fuck's sake -the CIA, and the KGB, and everyone
else we used to use don't want to know us! Then there's this Drakul "sect" in England and Scotland, and our man's
report more than three months old now, and we 4ill haven't done anything about that either! What? And does it
amuse

you to ask has something fucking changed?

'Cdm down, calm down!" Tony sighed. ‘All right, so things have changed. But that's not what | meant Or maybe it is.
It's just that I'm Sick of the inactivity... of that and everything else: dl the things you mentioned. Yes, that's right: I'm
just as sick and frustrated as you! And asif that weren't enough, | now have to tak to him, try to get some sense out



of him?

'Huh? Francesco grunted, at least part-mollified. "Well, | have to admit | don't envy you that But that's the way it is.
He won't even adknomedgeme!

‘Which is why | wondered if giving him Julietta will do us any good.

Then stop wondering,” Francesco answered. 'Instead, just ask yourself this: what good will she do us undead? For
thaf s what shell be if we let her wake up - and Wamphyri! So then, it's settled: she's Angelo's. And dl that remains—'

—Istheberganing, Tony nodded. "Yes | know.

'‘And anyway, it's probably best this way.' In arare show of camaraderie - a show, at least - Francesco actualy put
his am across his brother's shoulder, which Tony at once shrugged off.

What's best? he asked, suspiciously.

That you're the one Angelo talks to. | mean, he was ever difficult, aur fahe, but never more <0 then now. Lef s face it iy
tamperistoo short; | haven't the patience to... well, play with him. But you were always good at his word games. And
anyway, he likes you.'

'Huhr Tony grunted. That's a compliment, isit? Plainly he was nervous, theway helicked his lips kgt dandng into the degps
o thewdl, o maore propaty the pit Thef' s supposed to mekerrefed better about it eh?

Francesoo naronved his eyes and sad, What isit? Y aure drad? But whet of?1 meen, thisis hardly thefird timethet youve—

"Yau just dont understand, do you? Tony ganced a him, autting him short No, thisisnt thefird timg or even the ternth o tweartieth that 1've
had to tak to him like this. But recently... every time is worse tha the lagt time Dontt you redize thet when | go into Angdo
Ferenczy'smind, ar let iminto ming the kind of jeoperdy | place mysaf in? And before Francesoo could ansiver, if hewald: "Yes yaure right |
wasdwaysdose tohm | wesadeto "get on'* with him, and he seemed to be genuindy “fond" of me But do you think | don't worry about
that too? Wdll, | do, Francesco. | do...'

B?How, wonied? Francesoo fronned. Thet he could herm youin someway? But if therés one df us hemight wart to ham it would have to
beme | honetly believe he hatesme And anywiay, he cant hurt either one of us from this pit'

Well, & least youre condstant Tony sighed pdtiently, sheking his
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hedawhet hedhvioldy s ssthe aher'sreivaly. Far moethen treehundred yearsyovereer thought of imasanytiing aher trenamorder inat.!

Wiag' Faneesnasvaeal 1vedo thought of imasaur fahe - and [\velcathed theidsathet weware savred o thet thing! But whet hgpaned to im
weshound to hggoen Why, een histwinwesamorde, srathared & hirth and bumed asafresk. Ard doyoukrow whet hespreyed annry mind these aarturies
bratha?1t shoudnit ke too had to guess Thretweae d thesareflel Ardis it wating far us tod? Gven timg, will aur meamaphism dso un ranpat,
reclaing usto omuch igaang, filthy pratodas?

Now Tay gipped isam Almeet!* hesgped Foramomat theeyou dmod hed it. Butyou left ot aevay impartant wad: So much lgoaing filthy,
siat pagdasm Ardaredhe thing, Franoesoo: thefact thet hesWanahyi!

H1? AganFanoesseyeswaewice puzded, daing.

‘Andwretaethetraitsdf the\Wamphyi ?

Treahe's eqression dargad & ae A wad gare' hesaad Thishesto beawad gare Why, yadre asbed ssheid Wecart een hdd asimde
aovasionwitholt..

Indugeme Tany ingded Thetraitsaf theWanphyri?

Fanceso dook himedf laose "Vay wdl, if itstheary wayweengoanfram hae Accoding to thet thing in his pit, the Wadhyi wae knonn far thar
ged g, liesad tenitoridiam

AP

B

Anrdthar teredity.* Tay seded Now chyouse? Itswhet | meartwhan| seid you dmoet hed it Foryou painted aut thet he hed "oanned Ls' - without
mentianing thetweweearly hisbloodsond'

Francesoodhook hisheed 1 ill dontundert—

—Hedill heshislesth Tony athmshat

Hislesd?BLt by row.. a.rdy thet too, hescaadved to 0 ma—?

No farif thetwaeso hesnly woudhtwart togoan Hisleechis histeneaty, thearly thing thet kegoshim gaing, Ard hislescth till besits e

Isthet whet conoarsyau? But youae dreedy Wanmpahyi! Angaaslesch aregg cantt couldht possidly, ot into you

1 krow, | know; Tay wespelernow, peler thenever. Tid just recartly, whenever Im ddliged to talk to him - likerow -1 gt thisfedling thet hess.. wating!

Wating?

Wiating, danning, wetdhing Dartt ask mewret far. |l tdll you somathing, thought | thinkweweredanmead ludky to get Hmdowninto thispaoe in the firg

Place’

"Huhf Francesoo snorted. Heweasthe ludky one A hundred and maretimeswe could have done away with him during the firdl years o his
devaution. And for thet metter, we coud do it even nos Send doan afifty-gellon dum o kerosang, adtick o dynemite.. no mae Angdo
Ferenczy to gt concemed about!”

‘And nomareorade Tony ansvered im No mare powerbese. Thet'sthelogic f the defedtit, brather. Ten minutes ego you darted raving
when || asked you whet hed changed. Al right, | wes baing flippant. But you pointed ot thet the Families were garting to laugh a us behind
our backs; aso that various intelligence agencies are badking df fram us But how much marergpidy would they desart us without
Angda?



'Except for one amdl detail,' Francesco answered, your logic is impaxcaile Thet svel ddtal bang thet were aready "without”
him When weasthe legt ime our father uttered asngle ussful word?Or one thet mede any kind of sense? Hels gone, Tony, dipped beyond the
pale. He's no longer of any use to us. Well, except on this one occason, ssameansd digoosl.

'And posshly s our mindgpy on whetever it isthat* s heppening out there.!

Yes Orelag dhance to pinfpaint Redu Lykarislalr, and lesm the hour of his resurgence: Orelagt opportunity to sory on thisdanned Drakul's
Tibdan agie and maybeleam something of hisplans And if we're lucky - if Angelo feels like co-operating, assuming he's cgoeble
 it- onefird gimpss into aur oan futures!

Thefirg two, maybe' Tony wes thoughtful now. But nat the lest How can we hope to learn that from him if he isn't a part of
that future? Hewontt advise usto bring about isovn damise.!

Francesco's jaws aradked open and hiseyeslitinamongtrous gin. 'And & legt | ssewhet afod | wasto have doubted you!' hesad

'Oh? Tony looked & himoodly.

'Y ouhave conddered putting anendtohim!’

'Outof pity, if nothing e’

Whet?But amoment agoyou fered him!'

‘And arethetwo soincompetible? Feer and pity?Heisour father!

‘Heésamonga™'

‘Andaeweay les?

Y auareplayingword games' Francesco flgpped isams

'We go round in circles, Tony's tone was sharper; he was done with this now. Weve taked too much, sad too much And
weve doreitin thewrong place’

Whet do you think he might have been eavesdropping? And if 0, that he would have understood? And then that hedd care?
Nothing mettersto im aymore well, exagat that heraves and bebhles to hisvictims, the minds that share his hell.
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Tony'sansver wasto put afinger to hislips gance onceinto thepit, and whisper, Well, he isn't babbling now...'

It was true: the psychic aether seemed breathlessly ill. But the pitsmiaama- the bregth ar éfiivium o the thing it contained -
watup as ever: astinking migt that vaporized on contact with the dedrified irorkmesh of the hinged cover thet seded the throet
d theddwal.

For long seconds the brothers looked at each other, until Francesco said, 'l don't envy you, as| said. But...'

... Ithasto bedorel know;, Tony finshed it far im 'And yes | have thought of daing away withhim For diter l, hes the only thing thet ties
usto thisplacg, and | fancy Le Manse Madonie has had its day. We could be dsewvhere, as ather peole, doing ather than we do now. Yau
have suggested afifty-galon dum of kerosne and astick of dynemite But whet if | ware to suggest auffident highrexpladives to How this
atire place df the face of the mountain?

Twoudinevay indance egree with you!' Francesoo ansivered. /And to theword let it ssam thet wewernt with it

Exoqtt even if we were to leave this place in ruins thet wouldnt solve our problem - the fact that we are known to the
dog-L ord's people and prabehly to this Tibetan Dreku, and thet sooner or later we must run into them. For you can be sure that
they would not bdievewewere deed!

‘Besdeswhidh Francesoo saled, 1 dont liketheideadf becking of f while this secret intruder - this Harry Keogh or Alec Kyle
or whatever his bloody name is - goes unpunished. And we actually knowwhaeheid Thet'sthe moet gdling thing!'

We know something of whet he can do, too." Tony was quidk to remind his brather. "Which is dso gdlling. This men goes up agangt
vampired Heand the Miduwomen, they took out aDraku lieutenant and thrall. And our menin Soatland ssams o the opinion thet Bonnie Jeen
Miduis now Wamphyri. Indesd hewould siveer toit, for hels seen et leet one df her kills'

'‘Our men are in position,' Francesco was growing ever more heated and impatient. "We should go ahead and do it:
order our lieutenants to kidnep, intarogete this E-Branch hypnatigt, and our sleeper in Scotland to take out the Mirlu woman,
along with any dever hdp eney have eliged!

Noned whichwill hdp usfind Redu Lykan, Tony's pessimiam perssted. Thewomen mugt betaken dive’

‘Andif sheredly isWamphyri?

'It would mean that we must... well, do it ourselves.'

'‘And if dl went in our favour? Francesco seemed eager to get somehing, anything, going.

Then blow this place to hell,' Tony answered, but without his
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brather'sfavour. ‘And thedd aredurein his pit with it. After thet, st up again somewhare dse And evenudly find away to run this ainging
Dred to eath’

Nomare Francezds' Francesoo nodded. "Ferenczy's maybe? And why nat? Ifsacommon enough namein Romenal

That would do iti" Tony wes in agreamant ‘Romenian dissdents -dd arigoarecy, even - fledng fram the medmen Ceausesculs tyranny. But
whereto? Ameica perhgps?

'Why not? Francesco laughed out loud, and the echoes came bouncing back from the cavern's walls. 'New York is
nothing so dreaty asthisplace And thereare plenty o perthouse aaries on 5th Avenue, bdieveme!”

'So good they namad it twiod' Torny chuddled, however diily. The Big Apple- just walting to be bitten into!!

'And o an evening,’ (Francesoo added), *we coud stand on aur balcony and watch those dectrical rivers of light and life
flooding through the canyons o the aity!"



"Podtic’ sAd Tony. "Yaou know, brather, why, 1ve dways suspected there was a poet in you? But rivers of life? Are you sure
you don't mentivasdf blood?

‘But the blood is the life, dear brother,' said the other. And as he finished spesking - asif invoked by dl their tak of blood and
life- alow moen sounded fran dosea hand.

Thebrothers amilesfdl avay; thar heeds tumed s one to Sare a Jlietta Scalefani in her ooffin, whose dlasspandled lid now lay to one Sde
Jietta whose heed hed tumed alitile asiif to ladk & them, her toopdle face no longer amiling but frowning. One o her hands had dlipped
from her bosom where they had lain crossed, but her eyes were ill closed and there was no breathing - as yet
Perhaps the bearers had jolted her when bringing her down here. And perhaps not...

Nomaretdk now, sad Francesoo, histone sariousinamomat. "Wll, nat to eech ather. Insteed | suggest you tak to im' Heindined his
heed to indicate the pit. Try to dat a conversation while | s=e to this' Switching off the cumeant to the hinged giid coveing the pit he
commenced cranking it open. But Tony's expression was more sgious ye - even diavn - ashe caught a hisbrathe’'samand sdd:

'One more chance! We give our father one more chance. I'm pleeding far im, yes Oh, | know yauire right hés no use to us the
way heis. But let's make this - our success or failure on this dl-important oocesion - the dedding factar. If Angdo comes through
for us if he can prove hisvaue now, when were modt in nesd of im, then we carry on as before. We stay here, tend his needs, and
use himasour arade aslong as he continues to fundion

Francesco freed the cradle from its mooring, lowered it to the
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natural rock floor. 'Help me with Julietta,' he said. And a moment latar: 1 thought it wes too good to be true your suddenly ssang
thelight - your urgefor flight, to throw dff the sheadkles of this plaoe: No, nat youl Y aure much too much of ahome bird!

And as they took Julietta from her box, placed her unprotesting body on the platform, and did her loose cerements
from her clay-odd, undeed figure "WdlI? Tony demanded. How isit to be?'

Shinging theamdf the hoigt out over the pait, they weited until it found its equilibrium and stopped gyrating. Now dl wesin place it only
remainad far Tony to Speek to, ar bargain with, the thing inthe pit. And findlly Francesoo sdd

1 sy that onewey ar the ather Imout of hare Therésalhig wide warld out there, brather, and far far too long 1ve fat confined to orelittle
corner of it. So, I'll take what's mine to take and go. You can aamewith mea day here as you will. For I sface it, wemey be
brathers but were dso Wamphyri! And the Wamphyri are lonars Welve hed a good nun s the Franoezals and meneged to kegp fram each
others throats, too. But dl good things must come to an end evatudly.

‘Doyoumeanit?

'Bvayword. My cardsareonthetale Andyou?

'If our father comes through for us,' Tony answered, however domMy, -if we aome through whateva's coming - then 111 day
hereinLe Manse Madonie and carefar im Imusad to thisplace | likethe idea that it is or will be... mine. Mine aone.’

‘Wamphyri territorialism,” Francesco told him. 'Stronger in you then in me Do you sse whet comes of bang a hame hird,
brather? 'Y auve groan kennd-proud - likeadog ket too long inacagel Only let someone step over your threshold... why, you'd
even hite the hand of your kegpa But | wes dways the onewho was out and about inthewald. And T will beagan'

Inansver towhich Tony could only shrug and say, Pathgpsyadreright. If so, then so beit...'

Anthony Franoezd wies no greet tdepath. Severd centuries ago hisfather Angelo had told him that in the Ferenczys the talent
was sporadic. It skipped entire generations, but given sufficient time it would generally resurface even in the most
'insensitive’ family mamba; whichwould gppear toiny thet Tony and histwinwere entirdy insansitivel This could be because they ware
moeneady apart of the modern world and in large part - especialy in their thinking - divorced from their origins. In this
world they had not required theat to combet dien, enemy vamgare influences thusit hed faled to developinthem. Now thet they did ned
it,itwestoo late. Unused, the metaphysica 'muscle’ had smply atrophied.
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Betwean esch ather, however, ome vedigid tdepathic avarenessremained. And between them and their father, whose ESP was
incredibly poweful, thereweas ar could beavary grong link, even as strong as common speech ... if and when Angelo alowed it
He knaw his powers however - knaw thet they donewere the resson he hed lagted 0 long - and 0 guarded them jedloudly.

Reoantly it hed been maorethen ever diffiault to establish contact with im: He recuiired briking; the only bribes he would aooept were of the
humen vaidy; thething in the pit hed litlear no usefar any other sort He was what he was. a mass of ungovernable mdamorphic
varpreflesh amonder of mery patsin contrd of none of them. Not even his mind... not entirely. A madman, then. Cramed
mutant thing, oatainly.

Orazy, Tony muitered to himsdf where heleened over thewdl of the deactivated shaft. "His mind goes in circles. There is such
knomedge initl But dl confused, jumided, filled with the stetic o his mui-minds which saills over into his constiousness: et he wortt
abandon them, extrude them, and let them die. They are his incorpared "thralls” dl he hes|dt of connection with the metaid warld,
dl thet remansdf ponver. And even in thet respact his power is limitet he cantt contrd the multi-minds exogat to dose them aut How can he
thregten whet hemay nat hurt? Tenible to have such avesome tdents and yet be trapped down there in his it He can oy onawald, but is
corfined here he can disoover dmogt anything hewants to knows but cannat use such knowledge exogt to passitonto us. Frustration ...
hunger... and madness. Oh, our father is aazy! But then, who wouldnit be?

‘Cragy? Franceo0's nervous grunt sounded fram daose & hend, where he stood with his arms folded on his chest trying to
appear rdaxad Hesthat dl right - aaey likeafod'

'Shh Tony cautioned him His mird is dirring, attempting to concentrate. He... he fedls me reaching for him, opening my
thoughts to him. Look down there...!



Francesoo took a Sngle pece foweard and locked doan into the resking wall, whose fumes were rising thicker now. And fram degp in the
daknessd thelone regions of the et whereit expandad into the dd valcanic cavity, hisfather's eyes dared beck @ im A gret mary eyes
urblinking, red, and heteful inthe smoky resk df the pit

Tony had to concentrate. Without so much as a glance at his brather, hefdt im gep fataingy beck again. For dl Francesoo's
bravado, he feared the dd Ferenczy. Nat without cause, far:

Treacheroussd caretha sngewhigparad ar hissad accusation, asif ther father hed breethed the word aut inasream of adld ar over the
shrinking contours of their brains. And in the next moment.
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strengthening: You, my son. Yesss, you, Francesssco - treacherous as ever! And infectious. Why, your poisons have
even infected your brother!

But Nat yet, Father, Tony tdd him, spesking out loud, trying to kegp his vaice even. 'And in ary casg isit treechery to condder an adt of
macy?You misay hesbeenlong adlog..!

There was a moment of stunned silence, until: Oh? And you knout thet for afadt, do you? Thet | ammiserable? S that you
would demit a mercy tocondder rdeasing meframmy burden ? But how kind o you. How thoughtful -you murderous bedardd Your
nother died giving you hirth. But if shéd known the sumshe gave birth to, it would have killed her anyway!

Ligening!’ Rranoesoo grated. /Ard didhnt | tdll yau 537 Qagy likeafad Now heer mg Tany: dontt day hiswad garesbut put it to him sraght. Qur
bdoved fether hesaddcetoreke Solet imimdeit rou

Bequid!' Tay raunded nhima ace- bt inmediatdy, anxioudy, tumed bedk to the pit. Ard over his shaudar: 'Hels nat anly listening but speseling,
tod Hesmekingsereedt let - ol im!

A Artrony, nylitle Arthony! Butisthisthessne sl boy| bourssd annykreein thecod Sededf LeMarseeMedrie? D guildess- wl, withinlints
-and full of quetions? Thresnwhowes o nesr and deer tome e far knowleog whowaud leart fram his father's lips and witness in his deads e
wasd teVarphwi?Why, inthosedaysit wesasif nyeaywardwesaradaion o yau, 1o be sdad up ssa oge seks wae. Ad | kewvyaufor a
truedoockon, aye..

‘Nathing hes changed, Fether, Tony ansivered. Far hereweare as dways you and |. And dill | come to you with my questions, reedy to
dhink up your ansivers Exogat you rady answer any mae'

Oh yes, / know. (Angelo Ferenczy's mentd voice sounded full of sdlf-pity in Tony and Francesco's minds. But it
was dl affectation, they knew.) / was listening, it must be admitted. Listening to you and Francesco ... which might
well have been a dream, for all | knew. Or a nightmare! Praying for some word of comfort. Seeking some act of
Dlace, honever el - o hoping, perhaps for some svedt tidhit with which to relieve the unrelenting boredom of this
hellhole? But what | heard... was none of these things.

'Yau heard thewards o angry, despairing, even desperate man, Father, Tany ansvered. Forweaea aloss'

And do you say that nothing has changed? (The thing in the pit continued as if he had not been interrupted.) Ah,
yes, and | recall you said it to Francesoo, too. And that healso denied it. But | amchanged, to this areature who is less than a cresture
And you are changed, into
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ruthless men And thetimes are changed - until they are charged with grest dangerd

Eagaty now, Tony leaned out mare yet He gripped thewdl of the pit's aoping with one hand and leened his weight on Jliettas saying
pafomwith the ather, o seouring himeeif & therim ’And do you know of these dangars? He @med his quary diredly into the sheft 'Can you
ek o tham? Arewe threstened? For dwaysremarba, Father what threatens us threatens you.'

Aye andyou areful of threats you and your brather.

Now had!" Francesoo could no longer contain himeaif. He stepped forward and glared down into smouldering darkness. 'If you
were listening you must know that Tony championed you. Oh, | can be hitter. | can wany about whet is happening out there in
thewarld -of whichwewould have knonedge, if you would only goply yoursaf, Yes and | can meke dire threets if only out of frugiration, and
despite thet there can be no substance in them. But when it conies doan to it, as dways Tony champions you. If you were eavestropping,
surdy you heard imdedt to ramein hare and carefar your?

For two or three seconds there was tota silence, a stiliness both phydcd and megphyscd. But in the ne¢ momat the
amogphere in the cavem took on the weight of a thunderdorm. The patlights illumineting the mouth of the pit ssemed to dimg Angdo
Faezy's éflwium, his bregth; sreamed fader and cdder fram the mouth of the shaft, and the darkness in the pit its8f gopeared to seethe
Thet

Hedoem't wart to talk to you! It wes some ather's vaiog, nat therr father's. The voice of one of his long-absorbed victims, his
multi-minds who were as med, and mare o, then Angdo himsdif. To spite Francesco - to ignore and refute his presence - Angelo

had ddibaady rdaxed dl condraint upon thart and now the regt joined in ... a lunatic babble of denia, dl different, but dl
directed into Francesoo's buffeted minct

Hewon't talktoyou!

Muuurderer! Kintkiller! Do nat invite conversation. Do nat forceit upon him Hecan turn your dreairs turn your nrind. You vist him now
to torment him. But if he were to visit you...?

RUN CH RUN'WOULD YOUBEA VESH. TOHIM, ASHEISNOVAVESH. TOUS?
Heturns his back an you. Go now, before he turns his face towards youl!
Youareall cursed, you Ferencays but Francesoo aboveall otherd



OH, HAHA HA! YOU HAVE YOUR METAMORPHISV NOW, BUT HOWLONG BEFORE IT HASYOU?
Thesnsof thefather, Francesoo...
Your father isglad that you are cursed!
HEWONTTALKTOYQU.
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Nat to you, Francesssoo... Thevacsstaled off alitie Anct

Ga anay/! Tay hef-umed framthe ait, hissed & Francessowheehebedkad dff, his face pele, his hends held up ad fawards asif to wad dff the urssn
mand presances 'Ga beck framtre it aney franhim Trettenper of yours.. youdace yoursf, dacebah o us indargat | kow hell tak tome | enfed it
Butyaureright: hell revenahing todowithyou Ardcarmyau | dort Harebin

Ardwhet aeyau hisfudking kegpa? But dill Franoesoo becked aney, hisfeetLreswiithing, "W, youcanhavehim Bum theusdess frathing dd bedtard),
thetswhet | sa! Im finshed with him! Fudk him andifudk you, too!”

Hureadinaiwhteaendnd teargyi bteedt S, tmed ad lodked bedk Sl dresad in funered dathes the drarge thet hed teken daein
Faneesowesaemaeggaat, adtoay nomrd pason gdling For hishloodwesypad hisvamarelesch fudled hismeamaphism

Hiseyeslike scalet lanps hisnodrils gaang wideinaconvduted, betHikeflange d asnout; hismouthafanged geshinalesdangrey mesk of afacd At
Damyaubahto hdl; resaded For yadretwodf akind, youadmy “dex fahe™ bath!'

Ardtrepating $at framhis'deer fathe™ wesasnider mentd hiss

But wearedreedy dammned to hell, Francesssool And son, if | wareyou - which | thank ny gars1 amnat -1 would kegp a tight rein onny
metamorphism For weared one blood, Francesoo, and Wanphyri blood runstrue Whose pit will you oooupy, | wonder, and whose orade
will you be inonear two o three hundred year's time? Oh, ha ha.ha ha haaasal

But Francesco had aready left, and only the fading echoes of his footfalls on the stone stairs came back to the
cavern of the pit. Where eventualy, breathlessly Tony asked:

'Can we tak now? And will you answer truthfully, to the best of your knoMedge?

His father's thoughts a once came groping, like fat cold graveworms in his head - and paused, startled. What? But
what have we here? Have | discovered... some other?

Tony was ill leaning on the wdl of the shaft, with one am outstretched, steadying the suspended platform. He
frowned, pondering his father's query... which amoment later he understood anly toowl.

'Eh? Jduliettas first, gasping breath - her waking query - was like a sharp stab in Tony's awareness, Juliettal Awakel
Wamphyri!

He snatched his hand away and felt her fingers scrape the skin
from his knuckles where she had amost caught hold of him. Then she jerked erect - bending at the waist - sitting up
like a corpse waking in its coffin. An accurate smile: to return to consciousness, to life, to undeath, on a swaying
platform over a nightmare pit! But Julietta had never been down here in her life before, and for a moment she was
disorientated. Then she saw Tony, his expression—

—And her eyes widened as, with a vampire's understanding, she knew! Knew that this was to have been, and
might gtill be, her end. The tenacity of the Wamphyri. Juliettals dender ams, marble-grey, with fine blue veins,
reached for him; their inch-long painted nails crooking like claws to hook into his flesh.

But they never reached him. Tilting with her sudden movements, the suspended platform tipped her into the abyss.
Bulge-eyed, she dlipped from view; her hair floated over her head as she plunged; her shriek - of outrage more than
terror - echoed in the throat of the shaft. And:

Mine! - came that guttural grunt of sheerest lust from the depths o the wdl. A tidbit after all! From my Anthony to his
ever-loving fether!

Tremblingly, Tony cranked the wire-mesh grid into place over the mouth of the pit. Only then, as he activated the
current, and heard the hum and buzz of the fied re-establishing itself, did he begin to breathe more normaly. And to
Angelo:

"You knew that she was here, of course. Francesco and |, we spoke of her when you were listening.'

But Angelo was no longer listening. Now it was his son's turn to listen. To the obscene, disbelieving shrieking of
Julietta; her panted, tortured, ignored denials as the thing that was Angelo Ferenczy explored her. Then to the
splitting sounds. The sounds of suction, rending, finaly of flesh exploding outwards as Julietta's screams echoed into
silence. And Tony redling at the rim, as he redlized how close he, too, had come to being dragged shrieking into the pit.

And if he had been, would it have been any different for him?

Probably not...

Almog an hour later, when Tony dimbed up fram the bowds of Le Manse Madonie to its ssner levds he found Francesoo wating far him.
Tony was exhausted and made no effort to hide it. Without comman, Franoesoo drove tham in the Land Rover aoross the bruid
terrain of their scrubby plateau to arocky promontory looking out over the Tyrrenhian. Parking on the far side of an
outcrop that shidded thamframLeManse, firdly Franoesoo lit two digarettes, passed oneto hisbrather, and sddt

“Well, howdditgo?
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Vaywal, Tay nocbkrl Good ap, bed aop A goad idkea It warked vy well inokesd!!

Hehl" hishrohe laghed 'Good Ardrovwhowetdhestoomuch Amaican tdevigon, 12

Ttwatwel, Tay sid agan, but without endion - esif heware drained df emdion - ard $owing rever asgn o his brahe’'s dation. "Whidh intum
prestsitsomnpradars

B? Francescosiopped dudding Comeaga™Whet prddas?

Rddarsaiaty, Tayasved f weenbdierehm Ardl thirkwecan'

Tdl meaboutit’

Tanysfaewesgey intredaary light A besedf thessablavalok o hishiadk her aosshisarkendesks To dat with, it will besoon) hesad 'S
litde ime Redusresrganoe- anly treenarths until &l hell bresks oo

Our fathe hesfaresemit? Fanoeso gipped hisbraha’sam Ardyauhavefath in his predidians?Howveanhebes ré? Hov an we ke sre? Artdo isa
medren dte dl.

But"madlikeafox;" thelaet imewegooke’ Tany ramindsd im Ardwhendd youeser ko imtobewra P Also, heignt prediding anvthing, nat this
time Heovsehead it

Hewhet?

Fo tre lag two a three yearswee teken his slenoe his moods hisinareesingy camdex reture ad ganard unwillingness to cogpaete - in o, his
graat lak d mentd eqpilibium - s smptoms o aswift deganeraion into medhess But & 1ve 0 frequently asked befarg who wouldnt go med inour
fathe'sdraumdances? Rt yoursdf in his postion Whenteisludd, in aonird o Histdents leeansay - a gy - antrewald Heen ar coud, sen something
d fuLretimes Heenlocteasngemenout d amillion ten thousand milesanay, and rgpart an his draumdances Hewes aur arade, framwhomwe prdfited
fa moethen treecaniuies Ardhrewesamezngy suocessul! Itwesasif, whenhismeamaphismian aut o aonird, aonfining his body to thet dae it gae
hismirdfar gegter fresdom.!

Rancesogaeanimpeiat nod Now tel mesomahing | donit know. Tl meabout aur intruder - who ke redlly is ad how hesslinked to B 1 Miduad
RacliLyken Tell meabout thedogladt hislocaion, e remes o his thralls and the edat  his pone. Then tdl medoout this lane Drakd in his Tibden
moresay. whet reisdl about andwhy hesdhosntodow hishard row. If youeantell mesomed thesethings 7 might begintohave allittle faith in aur fete
o

Smed theeethings' Tay asveed reroning hiseyes 1 eantdl yousomed them Far thet ispred sty whet Argdohesben
warking ondl thistime Snce theintruder - whoever ar whetever heis- broke into the vault and robbed Us'

‘What? Did | redlly hear you say "whoever he is?"' Francesco's voice was full of a biting, furious sarcasm. 'Are you
telling me we dont dreedy know who heis? Has Angdo dhanged his mind? And did you d<o sy "working?' Has aur deer father been
working, then? He pausad as he naticed Tony's expresson - the reddening d his eyes and angy flaing of his dak nodtrils - sghed ad
changed histack. ‘As uad, Im short on petience’ he gruffly excused himif. "Vary wel, tdl it your way!

And baween degp drags on hisdgarate, Tony tdd it He heslocated B d Mirlus mind, and gained limitad access Sheis ddfinitdy Wanphyri
and he darenit go too degp. Shewoud know it if he was less than discreet. But one thing seems sure: she has a tvdl o an
assdant - hdp of sarts-inaplace cdled Invardrue, in the Camganns 1t fits: its whare she and her EBranch friend, our intruder, took out the
Draku lieutenent and athral. As to what the Drakuls ware interested in the dogrLord's den, dlvioudy. They came too dose to finding im
Inverduieisahame, acountry crossroads ascatered handful of houses We can have our men check the place out house by house if
necessary. If BJ Mirlu's main man is there, wdl findhim

Thae ae aher thrdls too: afew, perhaps in Soatland. Like Bl hersdf, they're descendants of dd Szegany dans who came through from
Saddeinthedd times Noned them are changdings but they are of the blood. "Moon-children," Angelo cdls them. They are
degpars and thewamen can cdl onthemfor help as and when sheneeds it. And of course, we also have it from our deeper and
lieutenant, Angus McGowan, that dl of the girls working at BJ.'s wire ber in Edinburgh arein thrdl to her - as wes the onewe
gaveto Angelo that time. But Angus can't be sure of their status. Smple thrdls & aguess

‘Asfar this EBranch type: hels ddfinitdy our intruder. Goes under the name of Harry Keogh - who we know to be a dead man!
Convenient, en? But in fact he's Alec Kyle - who by dl accounts should likenisebe deed! And yet here.. wall, it hesto be sad thet
Angelo is confused, undecided; and understandably so. There's something about this onés mind Angdo cant gt ino it, o
doesnt want to. This man is different in more ways than one. He's ex-E-Branch, yes... dlegedly. Or perhaps he's ill
with them: a double agent warking far Redu Lykaris downfdl? If so, he hes B1 Miru foded. They're lovers But as| sad, Mr Keoghisa
tridy one our father smply doesn't know what to make of him. He talks of him "coming and going," whatever that
means, and dill insists that he "taks' to deed manl Which is something of acoinddenceinitsdf.
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Farif you remamba, theKGB tdd us that the red Mr Keogh was some sort of necromencar. Myt | dont know what to think; | gve up onit;
but Angdo maintains thet Hany Keogh isthe valy wordt of our enemies, and | tend to agree with him. Assuming he was our
infruder anyonewho can get in here Sight unsean, and get out again with millions- and go unpunished far aslong as he hes- has to be pead!

‘Somuch far the dogrLord and the people around hm But these are strong leeds youlll agres, which we mugt fdlow up. And soon. And
personaly. Then there's this Drakul...

'‘Angelo has been into his mind, too. Touched upon it, a least. Enoughtoleem thet Dehem Drakesh, as he cdls himsdf- or the
lagt true Dreku - knows more then enough about uis Which mekes us a future target, obviously. But tadk about madness?
Francesco, compared with this Drekd, our father is the sanest of manl Drakesh plans to engineer a nuclear war - just how is
uncertain - and in the dtameth will st up anawak o agiesin the rubdde of the aties under cover o the ladt long winte! Indesd the



gpparaus thetriggersfar this devagiation, are dreedy in place, and aur father isdill trying to discover wht the catalyst will be

'S, troubles enough, youlll agree And avadtly tanged skainfar ustowark our wey through. But wark we mug, if we wart to aurvive And
wehaveto gat without dday.

Francesoo hed ligened todl of itinasullen slence But despite his volatile nature he was wise enough to redize that Tony was
deedy siousin evarything he sad, and sansitive enough to fed the winds of change blowing over the mountains o Le Madonie Yes ad
they blew far more ominoudly than the winds off the grey Tymhenian. And firdlly, now thet Tony wes done

'So, what's next? he asked, his tone sombre. Tsit time we got invaved, do you think?1 meen, in parson?

‘Havent | ssid as mud? Tony looked & im 'Oredf us & leedt, withahendful of our men In Soodand, yes'

'Onedf us? Francescoraised aneyerow. Meaning me?

‘Unlessyoud prdfer to 9ay hereand carefar Angdlo, and lodk &ter our other interests.’

'No, his brother shook his head, flicked away the stub of his dgarette Youwee eve the home bird, while Im far more & eese
out in the wider world. And as for that loathsome thing in his pit | woud probedly let himrat! Solmthe onewhdll haveto go!

He started the Land Rover's engine, reversed into the open, and hesded far LeManse Then: '‘About LiUetta he began—

—Bu hisbrather cut im dhort 'She wes... gratefully acoepted,' he said.

'Redly? Despitethat shed been mine? Francesco made no attempt
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tohidehissurprise, perhgpseven hischegrin,

'Because she hed been yours' Tony tdd him, and shook hisheed in dlert reprodf. Y ou never heerd asinge thing he ever tdd
usdd your? For if you hed youwould know itsone of the traits of the Wamphyn. Where blood and sex are concerned,
we've always prefared our own. And whenit ws finished, Angdo tdd me he coud smdl you on her, and your essence in
her!

'Huh!' Francesoo grunted.

'Oh, yes,' Tony grinned, however mirthlessly. 'And there's one mare thing you should know. Our faher dso tdd mehis one
rege was that it wasn't you yoursdlf...!"
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thegapostia etyrench adaheraganaes

In Moscow, Turkur Tzonov, a young man destined for a measure of greatness - and one with the capacity for an even
greater measure of evil - made report to Yuri Andropov's officein a coldly austere government building on Kurtsuzov
Prospekt His footsteps were sure on the marble flags of the echoing, high-ceilinged, unwelcoming corridor whose
offices were the nerve-centre of Andropov's organization; which in itsdf said a lot for Tzonov's self-assurance. Few
men, when they were summoned here, would arrive with their heads held high and their consciences clear. But in fact
Tzonov had been expecting Andropov's cal and it scarcely disturbed him. On the other hand, what he would report
might well disturb the head of the Komissa Gosudarstvennoy Bezopasnosti, the KB
Attread d theaanidar, Taoov aretoahét & thedosed doudedoas o the lagt dffice Harking this temmingl room, o lesser raons sood with ther
coasgon Tresewaeseadaid dffices momentaily unoooupied Taorov coud reradaguesswhy: thederks hed ben sat aney. Theeae some sxes thet
emsdaiesoudit Sae
Heknodked wicean e doorsardattin, add vdceframwithin sad, Come' Tarov raronved iseyes and inmediaidy aomposed himsdf. Asheweswel
anae thet vdeewesapafet medh for tremirdad soul thet issued it. Heatered the room, ad hiseesswae @ aredann o trefigue o aed the most
ponefu - smewadd sy themost powvaful - menin Russawharehewessested @ hisdesk. Conrads armoepraparty Direldar, Arorgoov.
Andguov didhit lodk yo bt studied perawak anthedesk befiaehim Gy light fram the froded dass o lagg, bulleiroof bey windons framed imina
midy slhoudte tumingthelesssd hisspectacl es, the larger dome of his polished head, and the lesser
gleam of his chin to an ankh-like design of silvery ovals. But as Tzonov approached his desk he offered him a
cursory glance and said, 'Good morning, Comrade. Please sit'

Slightly inclined to the angle of the great desk, alarge leather chair waited for Tzonov. Answering, ‘Good morning,
Comrade Direktor Andropov,' he sat down, put his briefcase on the floor, made himsdf as comfortable as possible...
and waited. For much like Andropov himsdf - and despite the natura enthusiasm of youth - Tzonov wasn't an
impatient man.

Eventually Andropov was done with his papers; he shuffled them aside, put his elbows on the desk and steepled
his fingers before his face. In that face, only the ovals of his spectacles were visible against the haze from the
windows. And:



'Wdl,' he said eventually, his voice cold, measured and emotionless. And twice more Well, well! But such a young
mean, which was my opinion when first we met Yet so persistent, and full of such large ambitions. The reorganization
of abranch of Soviet security which on a least two occasions has proved itsef an absolute ligbility to the system.
Furthermore, a branch which in the past stood in direct opposition to my own rather more orthodox, er, institution
and methods.'

‘Not only that' Turkur Tzonov spoke up,'—not only to reorganize ESP-Branch - but to run it Er, with your guidance,
naturally. That was my proposal when first we met five months ago, and it till is. As you required & that time, | have
now procured evidence d my credattids far the jab. Direktor Andropov, | wes anly dghtean years old when the ESP facility at
the Chateau Bronnitsy fdl and the Branch more or less ceased to be. Perhaps fortunately, | had been too young to be
of service as afied agent and instead had been ordered to attend a four-year course of studies to prepare me for my
duties...'

Tzonov paused and waited, and when Andropov nodded, continued: 'Even after Bronnitsy fdl, | continued with
my studies and Sx months ago passed dl necessary examinations with honours. Since when, | and a handful of other
Bronnitsy survivors have stood idly by waiting for a decision from... wel, let's say from a higher authority. That
decision has not been forthcoming. And we don't know if we're coming or going. But we do know that our talents are
going to waste - or have been.'

While Tzonov spoke, the heed of the KGB wes nat only aterttive to everything he said, but he dso took the opportunity to soutinize his
vigtor minudy. And whet hesaw didnt entirdy dialesse im For in just a few months this precocious youth seemed to have
become mare propaly themen

Turkur Tzonov wespart Turk, pat Mongal, dl mae Therecould
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be no question but that he was an 'Alpha mde, a future leader, an outsanding mind in an ahletes body. His penetrating grey
gyeswaethe sort that could look at or into aman; and indeed that was his dlegad taent he resd minds through eye-contact with
hisaubjets Which was aso the reason that Yuri Andropov had arranged his dffice this way. He warted the light in Tzonov's
gyes far themomat a lesst Far Andropov must firgt let his vistor conmit himsaif before hewould show hisoan hand | this men wias as good
asthe rgports Andropov hed reed onhim, he cartanly didnit wart himinhismind Nat just yet And prabebly not ever.

But you careto s mefive morths ago; Andropov ddiberatdy leened bedk in his dhar, diffusing the slhouette and contours of his face
maoreye in thelight fram the bay windows aurving around Hm ‘Somentet preemptive of you, waant it? The "higher autharity”" you rdfer to can
only be Ramier Leonid Brezhner imagif- the menwho ingtigated this mindgpy orgenization inthe fird place: And by sesing e did you hope to
jump the gun on Brezhne/? Did you think it likely | would bewilling to risk going over his heed? And whet mecke you bdievel might be prepered
to randate ESRBranchin the firg place? Far diter &l, the Branch wasathom inny Sde What ismarg its fird: Direktar, thet dd wathorsee Gregor
Borowitz, wes an atud paininmmy arsl’

And while Tzonov thought about that, Andropov continued to study im

The youth's eyebrows were dim as lines pencilled on paper; upward danting, they weresiver-blond againgt the tanned ridges o
his upper arits From the eyebrowss Up hewas compledy hairless but thiswias 0 in kegaing with his ather festures as to mekeit ssam that in
his case hair was never intended. Certainly this premature badness waant adgn d ill hedth; the brarze dome of Tzonov's heed
glowed with a vitdity matched by the flesh of his face, where the Sngeanomdy lay inthe hdloas of his eyes Degp-aunken ad
dak, they seemed bruised asif from long hours of study or implacable concentration. A symptom of histdepethy, goperantly.

Tukur Tzonov's nose weslong and draght; his mouth weswell fleshed if alitie wide, over achin thet wes srong and eggressivdy suere
His chesks ware vay dightly hdlow, and his svel painted ears lay flat to his head. The overall picture was of a too-perfect
symmetry, where the opposing halves of his face seemed mirror imeges In amgaity o people it woud be a dissdvantage,
Andropov thought. The physical attraction of aface, its 'good looks," are normaly defined by imperfections of balance.
Tzonov was the excgation to the rue far peradaxicaly he wes avay atrative young men Tdented remained to be sen, but ddfinitdy
outgpoken.

Mearwhile, Tzonov hed thought over what Andropov hed sdd to

him Now, inane/an vdce he asvered, Conracke Direlda, it weant acase d my hoping youwalld go o the Paty Lesda'sheed Indeed] | cant ssehow
ayaeaudbeansd o thet. Far oy konledtethereisnt ayare- ar anything - insdethet heed Lebnetry to eqdan Assom asimy sudieswaea an
adlwat to s Bregmey, an berdf o thet hendu of Bromitsy sunvivars | gadke o his saoreiaty, who krew o the Premia’s interest in the Brach | wes
gated an gopaintmat Twoweds later | wes diven to adedaa Zhukovka whae hewes sjpposed 1o be "redting” But something hed hgopened to him
baween times farwhile Leorid Bredhey westhare wignped in aldarket ad hundhed anaaouch hewes nat redlly .. there Itwesanddewho dd dl of his
dkingfar im'

Andgov hdd ypacadtionaty hend "Whet aeyou ssying? Hisvdcewes iteemdiariess

tisdsoanadewhnsgnshisdily raund o pepasfar im, Taaovwat on ‘Artides o date, thet is And an d@dewho prggs im ypwhen regosas an
tdevison Ardprdedy anather whoimitateshisvace. farly difficuit, thet legt for toneit dweys et likethe Paty Lesolr wes eding celboege Ard thae
me ddinitdy beanathe adetowipehisbedadewhmntehesten o thetale! Sowhet | ansaying isthet hesazomtie Gamvade Diredar!

Ardqov st W draghter ad hisfabearenaevidhle but ill his eesweae siver ovds Treesn then' e sad If whet you sy istrug it is tressn
Yauurdadand e, dont yau?Y alreundamining the seauity of the Sate Ardiif it isnat trug, il itstressmn Yaur youhisroexasse Doyouayes?

Na'thedhar $ock hished '| dont think so Chy it woud betresson if | sed it toanyared<e.. epedally toafadgnponvet But it if | repart it tothe heed
d theKamissaGoa.oarvanoy Bezopesncod. Togethe intelligence- tobeanaed esaything - isyaur jdb, &ter dl. Ardurdy thisisimpartant intlligence”



Doyaupresmeto tdl meny jad? Andrgpov/stare hedhit dargad in the dightest degree Anywey, it weart your jab to gether achintdlligance!
Tzrov s 1 meceroeffart to gether it | mady dosaved it
Andhow aourdewaethes.. dsavaios? S ffidat to povideprodf thet Leornid Bredrey, the Russan Rraie, is an deethis doortep, ket dive - wll,
noed less- unil smemedsecanbededsd in hisdesd?
Tormy sidadion yes'
‘Ardbyvirtved your... idet?
Yes
Andrgpov leened bedk agein hisfacedissalvinginomidy white
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ligt. Thisisthe prodf you waould offer methet you arefit to heed arevamped ESRBranch of Soviet Seaunity, right?!

Natdl ofit!

‘Butsomedfit?

'Somedit, yes'

Thenwhy didht you tal methese things on thefirst oocasion of our meding?

'‘Because | would not presume to tell you what you aready knew. Yau ae the heed of the KGB. O course you knew. Yau ae
probably responsible for this continuing - and very necessary -ubtafuge’

Twenty-two yearsdd, Andropov mused, 'and dreedy degp asawell. | believe | may have work for you. In what capacity | can't
yet sy. A revitdizad ESPBrand? W, parhgps but | redlly do nat think so. To date its Direktors have been... shdl we say, less
then co-operaive? They ssamed to devdop alugt far powver -dl of them! 1t is a power thing, after dl, the gathering and control of
informetion. And asfar exteric infommetion ... 1 want no secrets kept framme!

'Y ou would know everything that | learned the very moment | leamed it' Tzonov assured him

I would put one of my own in charge,” Andropov continued to musg 'S0 asto have y finger on the pulse And if and when
your loyalty wes proven, then you might one day reglacehim’

'Only gvemetheoppartunity.

‘And isthet it? Andropov's faoe camebeck into focus but his eyes rameined invidhle ‘Are we done here? Is this whet it bails doan ta: you
oould nat get what you wanted fram afdling Brezhnev, and <o tumed to me? But why me? After dl, Im only agpedd pdicamen'

Vary padd, Tzonov answvered. 'Acoording to my colleagues, & leedt!

'Y our collesgues? Theather urnvivars?

'Futurologists, hunchmen, locators...'

'Psychics!" Andropov snorted, findly displaying something of emation. Barowitz wes cornvinced, and he convinced Brezrev.
Bu where is Brezhney non? Wheat good dd it do hint? Smilaty, Feix Krakovitch and Ivan Gaako were true disdples of these .. these
"metaphysical mysteries," and they're dead, too! And the Chateau Bromitsy -whichwashometod such "sarit medums' - isa
gutted Sl

"Yau have nofathin us' Tzonov amiled.. and Andropov didnt likeit

He leaned closer across his desk, and his spectacles lost somathing o ther opequeness Hiseyeswearenow part-vishle but not
enough. T havefaithin proven sysems’ heansvered. 'Sow me
srerepat, adsovnetebandits- redl regpat, red bardits red podf - ad 111 gveyouwhet youwart

Tmnatlacking in regpedt; T2oov tdld iminaneanvace 1 waold never havedsrad to aare hee without it Nar without red prodf. Asfar the ltter, ad
thebedits youmue bethejuce’

"Whethadiits?Areyautakinginriddes?

Maosoowisill sanding, sill ssoure It thet bendfitenough?

Masowisdill... ? Ardgooy wesaoviaugy myified 'Bxdan, and quiddy.!

For trele faur yeas inmy e time, 1ve ket my goup toggher, Taorov asnveed Nat difficut Trey weed aloss whet to cb with thamsdves the
Saehadlog dl ingest intham smed tememtodk murdarejaos Ard. | haveaontinued thar training, [vekeat themuypto sratch!

"Y auhavebangpaaingamindgyy odl?

Ivelen gathaing prodf o ther effediveness 19t thet whet youedked far thefirg imewemg?

"Wearly metfivermonthsao!

‘Atwhchiimel ddnt raethepod - nat thekind of prodf thet waud sney you- nat uite
"Whethesdl of thistodowiththefaat thet Masoow is-whet? Still sanding, still seaure? | an goning impetient now. Yau hed better let meseethewide
pidLre!

ltsacomplicated picture’

Sovmeaywey!

Doyaurararbe the Pags/ddagicd Caorvention hed in Massow o yearsago?| fay it wesakranchild of Bredre/s though & thetime e preieoid
todard dodf framit. Itweshislag afampt to ranvet ESRBranch andrewarnied tokrovwhetweweep aggind intheret o treward'

| coramamte, yes' Ardigoov redied. Pyydhic deterte, oetiasibly. Sooonadasfrom Iged, adwata-dvinesfram Egyt! MentdissfranMagdiaad
1yasfran Syid Benacoyded fulrdoggsiram Brdad- prabedy fram ther ovn EBranth - ard aher maigahysdansfrom dacesasdvarse as Chicagp
adChrd'

‘Ard Tibet T2orov remeined aod.

B



Tibdars pat o the Chinese ddeggiion Woddbe ssoaeurs ssit hessncetumed ot
‘Sthotaurs? Ardgpov goaed Andwhetwerethey trying to ssboteogs, pray?
Maosow, Taoov tdd im without futher adb a epheds Thet for a gatt, anywey. Mosow and wald peseg ad bt far y team they wald have
Claeciacal
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'BExplan. Andropov moved out of focusagain 'Myself and several of my people attended the convention, naturally. Brezhnev
required it" 'l remember something of that, yes.'

W, wewerethare to oy on passhle mindqaies to ssehow good they were. | was the group's telepath, of course. But there
was also my precog, and a hunchman.'

"Your precog..." Andropov's frown wasn't quite visible in the haze of light but Tzonov fdt it dl the same. 'And -
what did you say - a hunchman?
tsdifficut to eqdaninlaymen tams' Tzonov sdd. ‘A hundhmenis a special kind of esper who makes clever guesses - except it's
not just guesswork but his talent He's aware of - oh, dl sorts of things. About what's going on in generd. If he can
pinpoint a British nuclear submarine in the Barents Sea, then we cal him a "locator.” If he dreams or nightmares about
someone's death in aweek's time, and seven days from now that someone dies, then he's a futurologist or "precog.”
At the convention, | had a precog and a hunchman with me'Goan'

The Chinese attendees were paramilitaries, from the ESP-Centre on Kwijiang Avenue in Chungking. We've known
about them for along time. They were doing what we were doing: seeing if they could find out what the opposition
was up to and how good we were &t it. Nothing strange about that: apart from dl the, er, "spoon-bending," and Zener
card reading, it's what we were dl there for. But these Tibetans were something dse...

There were Sx of them, sect members of an obscure monastery somewhere. They had shaven heads and wore red
robes, usually with the hoods up. They moved together, aways, dmost as one man. One of them, their leader, |
supposed, had tiny bells sewn into his deaves
'My hunchman told me he thought they were up to something. When he concentrated on them, dl he got was a kind
of smog, amenta smokescreen. The same sort of thing, incidentdly, that we occasondly expaience with Briish expars My
precog wes Smilady confused and very nervous in their presence. He preferred to be nowhere near them. Precogs are
generally peculiar in that respect: they fear to "see" too much, and are never or very rarely interested in their own
futures. They say that the past and future are immutable. Since they can't change the future, they prefer not to know
it, at least not with regpect to themedves It mugt bean anful thing to know you are going to die, when and how, and not be able
to do anything about it... '| was curious and tried to read the minds of these Tibetans. | pride
mysdf on my ill, thet its dmos undetedtable exoept to other, dilled tdepeths But somehow the red-rabes knew it They
acognted - far more readily then anyone dse @ the convention - thet | was the genuinething, and avaided melikethe plague. But
whet litlel did see ... was very worrying. They were definitely hiding somahing.

'If you recl, Comrade Direktor, the convention accommodtion wes the Centrd Committee Hatd, in the Svisev Vrazhek
ddria of the dty, and the convention rooms were right here on Kurtsuizov Pragpekt - which | imegine medeit essy for your men
towatch the comings and goings of foreign attendees. Easy to collect their fingaprintsand other ddls too!

Andropov nodded. 1 bdievewe gat themdl, yes A faw dazens to go with the many thousands already on file!

'Indesd. And if you didnit, my peopledid...”

Agan Andrapov's face wias dravn bedk into view, and his frown -of disgpprova? - was planly visble But before he could
sy anything, Tzonov continued: The convention wasincondusive there weere too many fakers; the cause of pargpsychologica
research was nat furthered. But we did learn thet there are many budding tdents in Ching, thet the British are prabably |leaders
inthefidd, and thet the Tibetans, whom we supposad to be warking hand in hend with the Chinese, were up o ... something.

'So, the convention ended and | made report to Brezhnev. By which time he was far more interested in Russian
successes - and infuriated by our failures - in the Olympicsl The American boycott seemed to have upset him greatly.
| think it was about then that his dow dedine firg became naticssble But in any casg, he commended me for my  efforts before
sending me back to my studies...’

As Tzonov paused, Andropov put in: I sincerely hope dl of this is going somewhere? | have other things to do
with my time, young Tzonow!'

"It is going somewhere," the other assured him, and went on:

I have alocator, aman whose speciaity is the detection of fissionable materid. In his time under Generd Borowitz
he tracked the flight paths of American bombers, also the movements of their mobile missiles, kept watch on NATO's
nuclear capability in West Germany, and Greet Britain's atomic submarines in waters around the world. His talent was
largely dependent upon the critical mass or amount of fissionable materid with which he was... sympathetic? For
example the many Trident missiles in the belly of a nuclear sub made it easy to find, while a single test bomb was far
more difficult In Generd Borowitz's time, however, he had noted an ammunition dump of bombs in Chungking, and hed
recorded its9ze Likenisshehad records of many other such dumps worldwide.
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But inthe eghtean months fdlowing the convention, my locator was a puzzled, even a worried man. He had not attended the
convention, because histdat would have hed no goplication there Yet now hefet imedf dravn to- or repdlled by - a catan district of the Gty
Thisdty. Mosoow..

Thistimewhen Tzonov peussd, Andropov immediady nodded and sad, Yes go on, you haverry atertion!

Hrdly, Tzonov continued, ‘three months ar 0 dter werre, you and I, far the fird fime my locator cameto mewith his pradem. By which time
hisinexdicable repulson with regard to acatain disria hed becomeamortid obsession!’

Tdl metheddrid, Andropov atin

The Sivtsev Vrazhek district, Comrade...'

Goan

I went with him to the Central Committee Hotel, and we stood outsde together looking a the place Far the locator, snly being
therewasatarible arded! He warted to be amywhere but there: The innglications were abvious but proving our suspicions without causing a
peric - agigantic peric - woud nat be egsy. Fortunatdy, an unde o mire in Krasnoyarsk was scheduled to pay me a vist. He had good
connections, was adleto book himedf inat the hatd!

‘Qut it short!" Yui Andropov's hands were pressing doan on his desk now. He hed thrugt hiss faoe faward, and his gaing eyes were mare
then ever vishle

‘Oneingdethe hatd, access to the odlars- and fram there to the subsstructure - was easy. We went down there when the hotel
was deeping, in the middle of the night And after my locator had pinpainted the goot—

—Youdugtherd' Andropov sad.

Inded. | hed to, for my locator was now usdess | saw whet wias in his mindt adlaing bell of light, a nudear fumeoe buming bright, sudden
Oeeth by atomization. But iy futurologigts hed foressen no such disaster. So...

1amno aomic physdg, Comrade Direktar, but | thirk it issefe to sy the device isa aude ane The mogt surprising fadtor liesin its compet
condrudtion. Those dx Tibetan "monks' could esdly have brought its components in as patt o thar luggege Likedl the other attendees,
they had been met at the airport by officias and seen through customs. You will recal that at that time we were being
"hdpfu" to fordgners and trying to improve thar opinion of us? It nesded improving, far it wes the same bed attitude thet hed impected so bedy
on our Oympics Wewearetrying to mad our bridges, asit wae'

Andropov was giff as arod now, bolt upright behind his desk. Tzonov, do you know what you ae tdling me? Thet there wes
an

aomicbomb under theCartrd CommitteeHatd for over twoyeard ?

Was,' said the other. That there was one, yes.'

You ... moved it? My God!" (Which came as a surprise to Tzonov, because he would never have considered the
Direktor of the RGB a bdiever)

‘Not a problem," he said. The device was equipped with a radio receiver - a trigger. It would have to be detonated
remotely by a prearranged series of signals. Remove the receiver and the bomb would be made safe. | removed it
mysdlf...

'‘My God!" Andropov breathed again, then sumped down into his chair. He waved a loose hand. 'How... how long
ago?

'Five weeks!'

Y ou've waited five weeks to bring this to my attention?

To anyone's attention! To know that this thing was done was one thing, but to prove who did it... took longer. But
it would have been totally impossible in the confusion that would follow an actual detonation... with Moscow reduced
to so much rubble, and every nuclear power in the world blaming everyone else. A beautiful piece o sshotege, epedially
if this wesnit the only bont!'

What!?

'Ah, no, Direktor,' Tzonov read his mind the hard way: by guessing what he was thinking. ‘Not here in Russia but in
some other part of the world.'

Bxdan' Andropov wes sitting up draight agein, leaning fawerd, and his eyeswerelike windows to Tzonov S0 thet he could lodk right into
his soul. Exagat right now there was nathing in there but shodk, confusion.

Tzonov reeched down and pidked up his briefcase Hadng it on the edge of the desk, he apened it - and Andropov immediatdy leened anvey
framit. But Tzonov anly grinned with thet too perfect facedf his and took out agell piece of dedronic goperatus abladk bax with a cailed wire
antenng, attached to somekind of meter with adid and flidkaing nesde behind asdl glasswindow. At one end of the scle the dd wes painted
red

Thetrigoe, heeqlaned, ashe pleoad it infront of Andropov, and wetched until the nesdle jerked to a gandiill. 1 hed the meter wired to it in
arder to know when the Sgndl hed been st - and "recaved”’. When that happens, the needle will swing to red and freeze there.
And thetimewill be recorded. Thetimewhen you and | and Mosoow were supposed to die and World War HI begin!!

'Chinese bagtardd" Andropov's uadly pelefacewes now ddk white. 'Knowing that we'd be mainly interested in them, they
used the Tibetansto do thar dirty wark for them!’

But: ‘No," Tzonov shook his head. The Chinese knew nothing about it The Tibetans were the ones who brought the
bomb in and
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Baluniy
pantedit; thar fingaprintsaredl over thewegoon patsandthet recaiver there But .. tharearefingamrintsandfingampins 'Bxqdan’

My locator "sriffsout” thetyped nudesr fud. Bvay betch hesisnddind v TredlnpinCGhurddovnetesuedtechiice yes Buwhywold the Crirese
wartto shaagethamesdves? Ard quiddy: Le megpan...

Trednpin Crungdng heshen dedeted by treeimestheamount o fissoreble metid inthet borh Theebomiswath, te—

Watl' Ardrgpor pdked Up his tdephong, didled, and inamomat sad, 'Sagd? Yui. Arewe an syantde? Good | reamambe aur ligening dation
inerogaed argoart concaning thethdt of threenudesr davioss.. Chiness yes [twes- Imnat s re- wo o threeyearsagd?But | cb ramabe thet heeds rdled
aroygtehge ehdmintheChinese Ay, Dig ot aaqay of thet repart far me will you? Good! Heput the phane down and lodked & Tzomow. Tm sany.
Gm.!

'S/ Taoov sad Thefird piesein the puzde Chiraovaran Tibd, desroyed mary o the moredtaies ad aregted @l kinds of havoc. Now the Tibdars
walddhaether revetg adssfeantherodt of thewaldwetththeres of usdesroy eechdthe. It mekes e’

Tdl meron, whaeaethedher bomes?' Andropov/sfacewesgimrow. | tekeit your locetor hesfourd hemfar yau?

By thar psydhicfingaqrints yes But Gomrack Direktar, cant | " itnywa?

‘Cdlime... ch Yui! Butyes goon goan!'

Laing thelborbinMasnvwesessy, berasewedont g8 mudhnuder duif inhere Bven the missles in aur anud prack ae dunies they haero
livewahests Of aoreena Nosarshle govarmant waristhis Suff in thar highly-populated diies Eqpealy cartresdf aonmarcead cortrdl!

Thetswhareyour menlackedfor then?inthediies?”

Yes Thaeisae"hagpat’ inLadm... HydePak webdieve- a " ol ad HycePak' sswerder toit non:”

‘Ardthecthe—?

— estreChireed thehodk, vay ddinitdy. Far it ddnt mosetoofar. Its ill in Grungking Nat far franacatan addesson KniagAva e

TharERCatre?

"Yes Thesamesgeure Ardrnovweseitl!

Redly?Thenbesogoodasto"seeit farmd”

Ataretimeinthenes fure- makeatimed high tansion bewean East adWed, a prddemsanthe Sno-Soviet bader -ae
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d thebombswauld edaioretsd Trewaldwaoud gointo $hodk; bridly, befaethe anausstions tartad to fly. Then sy thirty-six hours it the firg bar the
szad- retdiation, dovioldy. Corfusad messages- o peace, diierte, conunosanee, plesding, and threts of course- aefladhing dl aourd threwald But those
rubbegrawn catresd conmmaeweedo e aairesd’ communication! Nowthoee communicias ae dovn Ard in ay cae o aeis ligening! Barb
rume treefdloasingat ad..

L. Ardrunbasfaur, five 9x, s Girathroasin dl es gt Ard her bamtsae auk, dirty. Qe British 3b wietks Rusid Haoe drikes & ar
sadlites The Amaicas dedck to mrekeit firdl ard finish whet they sartad & Hirodimaard Negesd. Ardwe- whets et of us- redy in kind Ard the
Tibearscount beeds barg gongs ard begin rilding tharr monestaries If sGadswill efter dl, far hesad hed destroy ushy firered e

WemLttdl theBritish, of courss” Andrgpov wessivesting now.

ar

‘Butdf coure Theywauld cartainly Hameus- asswold the Amaicand Ardits ssyou sadt aftawerds thered bero proving wioddit'!

Na 0. TreewoUdbeanaonric Sgreture, too - painting & Chirgl

Andawa with ChireP?Onaur doartgd?And Chiraaur nedt satdlite arederursaut o seaf?Na it cartt be dlonved Weeaare oo dose to nudesr
wainthepedt Trepuposed theeethingsisto 9op wskilling eschathe!

O

Tradaewems tdl Ladm .. ad China! (But Tzoov s how Andigoov wesless enthusiastic ot thet) ‘Asfar the Britisht theyll oneusabig fazaur.
Ardit will gveusamessvebarganing dipwith Chirdl Taorov - &, Tukur?- yalvedoreedrandy wel!' Thehesd of theK@wes an his fet now;, aaining
autframbeahind hisde, hdding ot hishard

Tarov ok it, ok it, sAd T'm dad youre deessd’ Ardrelodked Ardigoov diredly intheeyes

Nat arly am/ pessed, bt the Ralitburo - and Brezrey, who hesben gving mealhad time- will dsobedessed Hermey e dop doddng my right..' He
siogpad, freed hishend and begen to tum angyBLttoide

.. Tosuesa?Ch | asreyautewill, &, Yui. Hemug, ad oo | think... Agan Taoov lodked depinto treather’'seyes

Ardgooywert beck bahindhisoesk, st doanaggin fededoa
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dakHategarg theheredf light"Y our precog?

Did | net tdll yourmy pepdeaorsida youavey goedd ma? Taov asnveed Tmarel dd.”

Traewasalag peusethen, but s T2oov took the detrical goparaiusad rgdaoed it in hishriefcasg 0 Andgooy sddt If - and | menif - it camesto pess
thet | andeded tothe Redday, youhaemywad thet | el randate ESRBrath Ard you, Tukur Taooy, Sl bethe hesd o thet branch, reqoorsible
alytomsf.

1 4l befaae inyour ddt, T2oov asvaed Butaddt thet Megynayinenaiese

Oh | an’ Ardrgoov smiledthinly. Andnow | beavermuchtodo!

Likenise' Taoov aswvered Hebrought hisfeet together, boned dightly franthewaist, welked o thedoas

‘Ard Tudar... ctaword!

Of coureent

MteEod

Tes Yui.Bxagt.

Ardgov lered nhisdesk, lodked & Taooy anostheraomwhaehehed paussd & thedoars Tes?

"Wheneedly will it be?l men | read it inyour mind youurdadand?And | ayeeit hestolbedore Farwemus haeadrong leeds, dter &l - epaadly in
timeslikethese- ad Breg ey islitle maetrenavegeedle Itsdmod like dang imafasour. Sowhen eadynNoarieawil ite?

Andguov thought abat it foralang ime, befaredoMy ansnveing, 'Y auredlize of coursg thet whilel now oot your werd tdart - ad thosedt your goup
- pargs/ddagy isnat genadly acogaed? Ard oatainly natinevidance!

OhyesImanvaed e

Ardqoov nocdked TrenyauteD newhan exadly, inNovarbe, Bredrey will de Far efter dl youred it inny mind!

Tretenth) T2oov asvead & ae 'Hdl begventrefird doeeantremanirg d treterth’

"Vay..des, sidtredigtly Sekenvdced tefigueintrehae

‘Ardonthedevath | dl behesdof ESRBrach’

But Andrgpovs silhouette anly nocbisdl and sad, 'Gaood dey, yourg Tukur Tzoov!

Qusce Ardrapovsdffios Taorov reroned hiseyes giped hishrigfcaseand conmancsdwelking thematdeflagsto the gairs Ardan hiswey e thought
Youd better kegpyaur ward yauarrogart bestard Having chlivered tanific poner into Andrgpovs add hends hewertedd somahing o it bedk - ad som It
waldhave teaysm)yeskasToomarytondaseR s
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Premier-elect wasn't destined to last all that long himsalf...

Three days later, at E-Branch HQ in the centre of London, Ben Trask hed just sooken to - ar rather confronted - Darcy Qlaiaein
hisdfice

‘Just how did this come up? Darcy asked him, when he was through.

I had alittle time to spare,' Trask told him. 'I'd finished with the pdice casel weswarking on and thought | might catch up on
someddfiles | never hed reed evarything in connection with thet case up in Scotland - those Tibetan monks - and 1'd never been
too happy with the result of that telephone conversation you talked me into having with Harry Keogh, to see if he'd
had anything to do with it Yousadit hed to bedone but | ddnt likeit ayway. Hell, wered on the same side, you know?

Wee' Dacy tdd hm "We were on the same side Exogat Hary ldt us remamba? Oh, | know the argument - we donit spy on fdlow
mindsaies etogterg; our oan, thet is- but | hed my reesons, bdievee!

"Suff you couldn't talk about?

Ttwesdl ana"need to know'" beds' seid Dargy. 1 nesded to know, and you didn't’

'And even now, thereés dill something youire ot tdlling me’ Trask accusad.

'Sounity,' the Heed of Branch ansvered. And: Lok, Ben | like the Necrosoope as much as you do, ssmuch asswedl do, but when he |eft
the Branch...'

'Hebecameaseounity prodlam?

‘Caud have bacome ore .. whichisas much asimgaing to sy’ Darcy knew Trask's talent for getting at the truth of a subject
- the fact that he was a human lie detector - and so tried to change the subject ar & leedt divat it 'So, what did you find in the
files?

"Somathing thet the paice hed covered up, fram the generd pubdlic anywiay,’ Trask ansvered. 'Probebly because they'd been asked to do so,
and probably by us.' Looking at Clarke's face - his changing expresson - he knew that he wes right He reed the truth f it in the
athe'sfroan, theway he binked hiseyes

Thecarasshow baits' Caicesad.

'Right, Trask answered. 'Silvered bolt-heads. One buried in the door of that bumed-out dationrwagon, and ancther in the
heart of aSunday roest thet usad to beamen The same kind of balt-heeds thet were used in the garage that time. The same ones
that Harry used, a sowebdieve Buweneve dd find the actud crossbow.”

Yauveagood memary," Qaketdd im ‘But didnit you ever stop to think | might be covering up far Hary?

I
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'Doeshe nead covering up far? Theway | seeit, hedid agood jab thet ime Heaways dd agood jab!'
Thet's howyox seeit; ssid Dacy. But the pdice s it differently. To them, murder is murder unless it's a state execution, and
we stopped daing thet along imeago!
'What are you saying? That because Harry had quit E-Branch, because he no longer hed our cover, the pdlice could have
dragged iminfor the Soattish job?
‘Maybe' Clakeshrugged. 'If hedleft duestotiehimtoit And dd he?
'No, just those bolt-heads - which tied the job to us instead, because the police knew it was one of our agents
who'd put the whammy on thet auto-theft gang!'
Trask cocked his head alittle and pursed his lips. Darcy Clarke wastdling the truth, heknew, but he stifl weant tdllingdl of it And
that galled. 'So, Trask mused, 'since you aready knew that the Necrasoope was invaved with these Tibetans - in fact thet hed
teken them out - why did you requirermeto check im out? Whet dse weare you wonied about, Darcy? And whet are you dill worried about?
Cakedumpad alittie benind hisdesk. 'Isit thet dvious? Tome yes Has bean far more then three years now, ever snce Harry walked - or
"went" - out of here. But especially in the last three months ar s, Snce thisinddent with these Hai Krishnatypes | meen, why canit
you ek about it?Isit the dd Departmant of Dirty Tridks again?
And even before Qake could ansiver, his expresson d it dl, sAd yes it westhat department again
Trask nodded. Now tdl meabaut it; he seid. Because | redlly do "nead to know." | nesd to be resssured thet Imwaorking far the right Sde O
& et the best 508
Jakesat up draighten and sighed. ‘Al right, Ben, 111 tdll you. But since you expect straight answers from me, first let me ask you
something. Do you regly think thet if you or | ar any aone of us should dedice to leave the Branch it would be as essy as that? | memn like
gpping your fingars? What, you should bedlowed to walk out of here - knowing dl weve done, something of whet we il might do, and
evaything were cgpable of doing; withdl theweird guff you have seen and dill gat studk inyour heed - and no questions asked? Trask saw it
a once We"fixed' im hesad, and hisjaw jutted avay litle How wesit done?
‘Ben,’ Darcy said, Think it over, will you? Without getting too exdted? Were nat jugt tdking ebout an ordinaty men o tdent
here There are no ordinary talents, not in E-Branch. But we are talking about the most extraordinary talent of dl - the
Necroscope, Harry Keogh. He can go ... anywhere, instantly! He talks to ... to dead
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people, far Gads sskel OF which there areaGreet Mgarity whdll do just about anything for im And we could just let im welk? Well, maybe
we could, but there are others higher up the ladder who couldn't’
'How wsit done?

Ben' Darcy was reeching the end of his tether. Tmthe onewho's hed to livewith it Why cant you leave it & thet? Rut it this wey: thiswas
the soft option...'

Far along momat thare was slence, until Trask eqdoded, 1 donit bdieveit!’ But the trouble was hedid, because hedf dl menknaw it westhe
truth.

‘We recruited him, remember? Keenan Gormley recruited him. Andif hecould doit nicdly, then someonedse might try to do it
nedy. And anyway, itsno big ded, Daroy fdt like he was lying, but hed no choice. 'Harry's lost nothing, except he just can't tak
about it anymore Hecan dill do histhing, but no onedeisever gaing to get to know about it

And now Tresk understood. ‘Hypnatism!' hesad.

And Darcy nodded. The soft option. But ill, and as you yoursdf painted out [veworried about it ever Snce
And Trask saw the truth of thet, too. 1f sbeen on your shoulderslikeatangible weight

‘Anedrawedght Dacy answered. ‘A few edraounces on top of the ton or so that's aready there.!’

Yau knew it weswrong - o thet it wesnit right - and | sensed itinyou. You fdt that you'd lied to Harry...'
... No,' Darcy said. '‘But that | hadn't told him the whole truth? Yes

The reason | fdt it was because it wasn't you. The moment Harry's name entered a conversation, you didn't read
uite right'
| All ri;tS)I'mgjlty!' Darcy sngpped. ‘And what about you, if ar whenitsyour tum to run the show? Do you thirk it will be any eeder for
you? With your tdent? Wl it wont be Ifil bebdll, Bal!
The ather thought about it and sad, ‘And therés nothing we can do about it?\We canlt put it ight?
No.. yed Nat far Hary, no. But far me?'Y auve dreedy doneit Ben A loed shered isa burden helved. Now youll have to cary it, too. But
youll get used toit And &t leest well beableto tl oursdlves thet Hamy'sdill divel’

Foramomatt they dared & eech ather,, then gradldlly relaxed.. and Dargy's intercom came araddingly dive 'Sr?
Darcy thumbed the Duty Officer'sbutton. Tes?



‘Miniger Respongble Urgent Doyouwart it on screen?!
Yes Tharks'
A momat lae hisdek sreen camedive flickered for assoond

r
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atwo gatagy withitdf inagadded datic, then sgped ino Sapfoas It dgdayed thislegat

Oigretiont MinRes Detireion Diredar INTESR
Duy Officr INTEEEFORYOUREYESONL Y! Messsoefdlons.

Trak hedareraund to Dagyssded thedesk 1 better nat lodk, right? Thewey hesad it, Day fet theesbedf sacasmin hisvace Ad
'Oh,dontbefuddngsily!' hesngoped
Tremesagefdlovedt

For pubiccosumption (Press BBG [TV, ) ‘A tress resaskar with amad-ciistar hes found aWald Wa Il bob in Hyce Pak. Trearahesbemn
sauadadadl huldngsinteimmedae vianity aebang vecated..
MrQake thisignt asitsmeckalt tobe A menframmny dificehesbemn fully hided Heard aher eqatsaean the sreright row. Tdesare d
yaur best menad get coantoHycePak. | Sdl nesdyaur fird impressonsand best gpinions
Godluk-MirRes
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'Good Ludk?' Trask mumured. And: "Whet thehdll., printed itsdlf under themessege:

Mr Cake in the event thet | ar any other
Miniger should berequired, the usual
Whitehall telephone numbers will
not auffice Yaumey contact mean:

Fdloved by anumbe. But there wes something
about the number thet Darcy Clake didnit like O
if not im, histeent

He waited until the screen cleared,
punched in the number and queried it.
The computer asked him for his security
clearance, the firg tme that hed ever
heppened!

Hepunched that in, too, and findlly got hisanswver:

An dlegedy 'decommissoned nudear bunker
in Uxtridce fifteen milesout of the aty.

'Chid!’ Darcy gesped, ashefdt the shart hairs
risng on the beck o his nedk Its demn
underpants ime gan!'

That bed? TraK's quary - histone d vace -
sditd: the ather stuff was over and done
with and he was Darcy's strong right
am agan.



RADU:HEDREAMSON

Raclidreamed hisddan, recument but freppartly fading dreamsdf Hood. Aseve, hedroveto resrudireard reindatetram in the ge df amamay oacesiargly
filmed over by Sx centuriesdf degp, hisurdead hibameion Hedreamed o ages pedt ad thelife hed kroan then, ard o themary lives hed corsumed since
then Qimsndeansdt Hisbagmingsinavanrpirewald o his conveson to something dher tren amany o hisesartLd beridmat into arew, etirdy
dfferatwald adhisevaladingad soontobeangaing Hoodwver sgang thosewhohed darad o rgpeand uinwi et little hehed loved
Lessthen vivid, his dreams unless they were reoounted, rénfaraed revisitad over ad o 1o bring them into righimere ddfiniion in Redls et mae
nghtmaishmrd For theeweethingsthet he desired 1o remants faese. They wae hisarereoous, his aly mears o kegdg his hetred divewhilehe
waled ot histimeinaresn tob, degaing but nat desdl
Herecdled ramesframthe saiding mids o afa-ditart pest Gatg lon adLexadu Ziresa, ad the Feays Lagdaad R, Inandther imead
waild theZiresushed ben hisdiret enamies and the FeazyswaeOda Latsdf Sarsde Novtheywaedl lag deed, ad Redl relished fod manaies
o howhehed delt with them .. ard thoughis o howvhewaud ned ded withany anvivar ar desseadant whenaeenarerewesUpard abreed in adrerged ad
aa-dagngwald Fo tedogladkrew thet therewaesch desoadants ddinitdy...
- Alroadin thewald, aye Ardindssdl upmatime heand hisvatiaus pedks hispups hed ben 'droed. S ffidart to dat, ar catanly to renfaog, legpds
assddssmarkinditdf o thewarendf ad thevarypire- ar d bah. For ReouLykanwesbah-Wargy
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Hisdreaming mindwert beck, bedk bedk... tohow it hed bemnin thoseeatliest daysof hisaaming here.

InSarsdehe hed ben faud quilty o tresan. As punidiment, Seiten the Urtoom, sif-tyled High Magisrete o dl the Wanrphi, hed hed Racliad a
herdu o hisraanas- aliesenant arwwoadafew thrdls- troanino the o-cled HAHas Gae framwhchroareese reumed
It hed bemn like along, dow fdl into somewerd white hel, and far atime Recl ad the ahars bed thought thet thiswes dl theewes o it to dift
cownnad (a scenvays a y??... theGaewesadragedae) faese, ar until gavation put ped tothemandthey driveled to husks Bt thet westt to ke
devweydit
Trered hdl bepmwharethe Gaegoanad into thiswarld, inas karanesn cavan caved by anurdaground river., Lit by the dare o the Gae the cavaris
rarow lecgeswaeadd and dary theriver wesin flood ad e trauch itsboredeinafrazy o Hack wete. Alag the caue o the river whaeit it
trecae thewdlsbatienadked ad therewes carady aggp benen theweter ad e adirg
Bladk, nuehing weta: the Wanphyi feared it Nt far any supardtiious ressn (for aortray 1o aatain myths they snvam as well as ary aestue); bt
dgaived o ar ad light, buffetted agging donewdls ard aushed by urfethomed dgaths howlong meyamenar esnavanpire anvive? Heth iftars falls
adisdaughed aney. Ardwhenbody ard brains el goatt, dl thet reveinsisineked bone tobebrdkenypand raundad to pettdes Rahgs thiswesthe retre
d theehdlHands
Raliredadace but i muthd are haetrengingwetas a day sfemaletbea aanmadinsameaeiicetill hehed rogragh to moe but got
a@ratadinpdaxhy layesd dipdoe Ad
Doasyausfit, hehad tdd the ahas with im This river mey un doarhll foer... inwhch ceee it's goodoye Radll But simenrare alt thareis
moanligt, whichl wad fed siveing my nedk aggin-ar my ruif if themomis full! Ardwith thet hehed junped fram thelecbpard benboreurdi.
Tredha Ladsad ther menhedfdlowved <t likenise Redus lieuterents ad afew thrdls sime df whom aunvived o suface in Dedanesr aRaman
bater anpanthe Danvius Treyear wesAD 371, ad themoonwesindssd full. Famwhichimefawad thedacewaud dwayshekronnas RadLjevec.

Trethedbemnatime (Redliscreamsspadflegt befaretheeyedt hismind). NightddmmisheswithlegioréiresdangtheDanubeandin
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the Dadan hamles piracy on the merchart shipping; bloodHfeests by thelight of thefull moon. And asfar themend thet ea they'd been neive
a6 children when fird Redu and the athers came among them. Their stiences weare young, superdtitions mery, and ther blood sivegt as ay in
nddeinthefar vampirewald of Radus arigin But as compered with the Szgeny of Sundder ther numbars were vad, thenrraces diverse,
their courage unbelievable and their skillsin battle phenomed!

Sill, in thefirg hundred to two hundred years the werendf hed flourished.. and the true vampird For the dog-Lord Redu wes nat the only
Lod of the Wamphyri benished by Shaitan. Indead, severd great rivals had come through the Gate with him, at or about the
sametime. Such as Nonari 'the Gross Ferenczy, and the Drakul brothers, Kal and Egon. In Starside the Drakuls had
been Radu's dllies against Shaitan; here, they were smply rivals. And as for Nored:

Norai hed medeablood-oeth: to wipe out the dogHLord and every lagt trace of imfar the dleged ‘murders o his father Legaand his unde



Rekhi. But in Redu Lykan's eyes thesewere never murdars but the putting right of a great wrong; for Rakhi and Lagula had been
mambasd afoud Szgany gang who hed repad his S Magda of innocence and life Hahl The Ferenczy's ware Survivors no mare -exoqat in
Lagulas son, Norai. But savage as that ones blood vow had been, it was equalled and even surpassed by Radu's. For him
there'd be neither peace nor respite until the very name Ferenczy wesforgatten asif it never existed.

Ther bloodfeud camewith tham into Earth; it might have been sattled there and then, in Dadia on the benks o the Danube But thiswas a
nevwald and srange and survivd wies ever the firg rde of the Wamphyri. So the Drakuls went up into the stony mountains
(leter the Capethians), to find ar build their aaries Noreti fled eedt fram Reduiswrath and took anew name the dogrLord crossed theriver with
his smdl pack, spread out into the lands around, and eventudly became an adventurer and meroaraty inawer-tomwarld

Bu whilethat Clasdcd Warld wes vadt beyond the dreams of any vampire Lord who had ever been, ill it could never be big
enough...

Raduislife (and withit the history of awarld) passed in pegeant over the buffed and dippery boards o ismemayy.

Thehigory of aworld. Of wars And of men.

The Romans But the Brarewas on thewarg, & leest where the dogrLord and the athers came farth. Aye, far the Gaths were coming, who
werethe merest harbingers of what dsewas coming! Such wars such bettles such blood!

BLL.. hdlHands? Ahnd! It hed been nore like some Wamphyri heaven.. far atime But dreedy Redu hed noted how men reected to the
presence o the Wanmphyri: fearfully & firgt, inawarld rifewith superdtition - but then they fought bedk! Forwhile men mey auffer their lands to
be gden, ther wives seducad awey and their children egten, when firdlly there is nathing It then theres nathing to lose Urlike Sunddes
Sgay, natdl of these mend Eathwarefamasor hunter-gatherers. Great armies of warrior tribesmen were svegping the ward,
and swegping dl befarethem. And asfar fear of the Wamphyri:

Freouently these esstemn invaders hed nat even known they wert up against vampires, they were merdy murdering rich
Dacian landowners in tiigr gloomy castles, or hairy hafling creatures in foothill keeps, caverns and lairs. Also, these
warrior hordes knew how to destroy their enemies: how a lance or arrow through the heat would kil amen, end how his
head onalancewoud guerartee thet he was deed! Then how to reduce his cedle and its contents to ashes, until nothing remained.
Such was the way of the barbarian warrior, by no means reserved for the Wamphyri. But did these methods work
agang the Wamphyri?Beaure they did Indead they were the only ones that could! The stake, the sword, the fire..

And because df the times- times of chenge, tumut and aiss - the legend and fat of the Wamphyri, o the blood-crazed vanpire and
werendf, was almost eradicated. What nesd far mongtrous mythsin a world that was in redity a bloodbath? Forty years after
Radu's advent the Visgaths hed sacked Romeitsdf! And forty-five yearslater it hed fellen again, to the Vanddls exognt then Radu hed ben
with the Vandas. For like every vampire Lord before him he was unddeto resig blood - oatainly nat in such copious amounts

Wa, to which Redu wes drawn likeamath to the flame, and which shged Him much the same Or if nat the wars the commandars he fought
under, whowere treecherous to afault. But suck warsto bewared as nothing conodved by even the mightiest of the dd Sardde Lardd And
doandl the decades and cernturies; the dogrLord wasabloody meraanary weehed hither and to by the red tides of conguest. Gifted to some
degreein ondrameancy, Redu used his dreams to sy on future baitles By this means he would often know in advance which Sde to jan
Likenisg he sayed dat far portents and Sgns of those olden enemies who came through the Hdl-lands Gate with hm And
timeand again he cursad himedif thet hed nat dedlt with them then, when they were at their weakest But then, he had been & his
weeked, too.

And naive? Aye, he'd been that To have sold his services to walards and think he would adully get peid and acogpted as
thar equdl.
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Gaesaic df the Vandds hed bean thefirgt to use and misusehim After the ssdk of Romg Redu hed mece hiscanpin the Calli Albani twelve
milesout of thefdlen aty. OF courseiit wes necessary to kegp his e fram the common sldiery; they were nat only maroanaties and guerilles
but moon-children; he knew that fratemization could only leed to disoovery, and one of the prime tenets o the vampire wees thet longevity wies
synonymous with anonymity. If men should guess whet Reou wiss they would do away with im and his & oncd And because o the
dogLords preferencefar night-fighting by thelight of the moon, Gaeseric had already dubbed him 'Radu, Hound of Night." And
so it were best that the full extent of his wolfishness remained a secret

Be that as it may, gill Gaeseric had tricked him, turned on him. For what was he after dl but a scurvy, hairy
mercenary with a handful of howling berserks, like wolves of war? But the city had fdlen now and Redu and hislat hed bemn
pad off. And having peid imin gald - having let im teke women, wing, and ather boaty out of the aity—

... By now héd bedrunk upinthehills end dl thet gald gone to wade

Or pahgsnat.

By means of alie- an aleged counterattack by a fleet of the Eastern Empire - the dog-Lord's forces were split into
two contingents and dispatched to 'defensive positions,” where Vandal ambushes reduced his men to ten out of a
hundred and fifty. His women wae ravished and dain, his gdd stden, his deninthe Cdlli Albani destroyed. But Radu and his
handful had survived to head north for the Appenino haghts thet stretched thefull length of Itdia Inaland awaeh in Vanddls the rugged
mountainswould be the sefest route ot

Asfoar the treacherous Gaesaic: the dogHord mugt add assoond blood-oath to his list. And where the Vandds as a race were
concamed... fram thet ime foweard Reduwould dwaysbe on thelookout for away to take his revenge...

Hedng Itdy, Redu took histime took his muchreduced band bedk to the Danube, then east through the woods and mountains,
and eventuely down intofamiliar Dadian taritaries This wes berbatian country now, but south of the river the people were meinly Chrisian.



Radu had only one religion: blood! The various faiths and superstitions of locals and invaders adike made little or no
difference to him exoqat it wes sHer to joumey among the Chridians
Firelly he headed narth agein, into the mountains o whet woud much later become Wallachia For asin Itay, he believed that

in taking the high ground hed be saaurefram the tides of war weehing
Nerasre Tre afen \all m

dl around. Henesded sometimeto think andfomulaehisplans

On hiswey fram Rome to Dadia he hed 'aocumulated monies fram Romen ditizens flesing the vanddism, and fram svel paties of the
Vandals themselves gill scathing in the land around. And on the Danube theréd been alegt hendful of Romen travdlers and
tradars Now, sncefar thetime baing the dogrLord hed hed enough of war, he dedided to put hisgald to use

Thusintheyear ad 467, he and the peck wintered doaninwhet would be their lair for the next sixty years: a great cave in the
mountains of western Moldavia. He employed refugees from the Mddavien plains which were dill suffeing under gporadic
atacks from Asiatic warriors on horseback, to meke his crag or aerie habitable. And he recruited (in his way) the
strongest of these warkersfar hislieutenants

And because day by day, year by yea, fresh refugees were fledng the wafare dimbing the mountaing reduoad to scavenging in the
heights, there was a steady turnover of workers and no lack of ... provisons Alsp, there wes never ary tridkling away of Radus
gold, which he would sed bedk fram anyone fodlish enough to attempt desertion. And while work was in progress to meke the
cavern liveehle heweas nat ramissin saang to its defences; he disguisad itsappearance externdly, until it was smply a part of the
crags dl around.

It took time, even years before Walfsorag wees finished to Reduis satisfaction, following which he had no more use for his
workers from the Moldavian steppe. Or at best - or worst - only one more use...

Duingdl df thistimethe dog-Lord and hismen hed gonewithout their ‘comforts: good wine and woman-flesh, which even as
mercenaries under entirely human commanders they had come to exqedt asthar rigt. No one ever gumbled, however, far Redu
was knoan to ded with complainis in shart order. He did understand the problems, though, for he shared them equally with his
lieutenants and trdls

There were now trappers in the mountains; Radu killed or recruited them, and took thar women far his oan. And fram now on,
any who entered thet region of the Mddavian heights would auffer the samefae And now Wafsorag wes mare truly ahome, or an aaig for
hHmand his

Ealier, aware that the Huns had had the run of the steppe for decades and wondeaing if ther Supramecy wies dill halding,
Redu hed sent soouts esdt to disoover the date of things Othershed been sent west along the twin spurs of the Carpathians, and
spies into vaious mekedhift hamlasdinging to the flanks df the mountains nat far removed fram Wolfsoreg,
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Eventually these scouts returned; the dog-Lord learned how the ramshackle hamlets of Moldavian refugees and the
more distant Capathian villages wae ripe far conques. The paople weare pedifids isolationists who had cut themselves off
completely from Dacias war-torn regions and the great battlefields under the mountains.

Radu couldn't say he blamed them, but in any case his intentions didn't run to conquest - not yet, anyway. Or at
best a very subtle conquest. Instead he would offer these people his services as a mercenary warrior, a Voevod
against who- or whatever might brave these mountains to attack them. And in fifty more years he did just that.

But as well as hard information, his spies and scouts had brought back rumours, too. One of them had heard it that a
Ferenczy was in league with the Vandals! Good luck to him, whoever he was, be it Nonari the Gross - if he yet lived - or
an aleged egg-son, one Belos Pheropzis. For if that bastard Gaeseric dedlt as badly with al of his mercenaries as he
had dealt with Radu... well, that was at least one Ferenczy that the dog-Lord needn't bother to hunt chan..!

Meanwhilg inthetwin goursdf theWestan Capethians the Drekuished geined goperently inyregretle foathd ds Throwing cauion tothewind - ignaning their
onntare thet langevity issynonymauswith anonyrity - they rled gperly ardby tarar. Reode ke o them ard their warks True vanres they flew - ad
daw, ad anvated - by nigt Racuhed sat gaiesto sek them out and leem trelocaions o their agries is men rever rumed. Thet $aud havelben warirg
euchd Drad apaiaity, but.. ReduwessHein Wdfsrag Or oheredaned

But evauelly Drad incursansinto taritary thet Redl aonsdred hisoanbecametoo much and he ddaminad to ke beck: They hed mery advariages
Madasd maamaphism they caud $epethar bodesfar flying Longetehished in ther daoss therr agieswae dlegedy inpregretle But they hed some
dsadvaniages too. Childend thenight, they coud not go aut in daylight; evay maming mugt fird themsffein their becks f <oll autf Sarsde Ard they wee
vay wedl anaed thedogladsruhessnessand savaggy:. thet if hedd aameypon tremtherewaud bero berggining, ro gLty romay.

Trenntheeed Radlisdrikeweswad, afresh rumowr, but arethet hecouldhit possibdly ignore Hewert donninto thesgape, to Bacauwhee thiswhisper
hedaign Ardthetruhwesleamed there:

How the Emperor Justinian had commissioned a fleet under Bdlisarius, to strike at the Vandds even across the
Mediterranean, in
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north Africaand other parts In short, to take back the Western Empire

TheVanddd And Radusdd vow unfulfilled! And aFerenczy among the treecherous scum at thet! Old Gaeseric hed gone
theway of dl or mogt flesh Sxty or more years ago, but the Vandd kingdom remained and & leest ane Ferenczy! Wl, even



ater dl thistime any surviving member of the Ferenczy dynegly wias far and away Raduis direst enemy, spawn of the origind
Jedroyers of his dearest lovein anather warld, another time, but dl of it like yesterday to Redu.

Tomtwo ways- batween attacking the Drekuls and jaining Bdisarius as ameroenary and an expart in Vandd tactics - he
retumed to Wolfsrag inthe haights...

... Only tofind thet the Drakuls hed peid avidt in his dosence. The place hed been destroyed utterly, and mogt of his men
and women, thrals and lieutenants, with it No choice now but war on the Vanddls for to go againg the Drakuls with his
remaining hendful were madness

But later... ?

There would always be a later. And Radu, who was ever the opportunid, saw & leest one diging posshility:
Jinwith Bdisaius ddinguish himsdf inthefidd of bettle, eventudly retum to these desdlate heights as VVoevod of dl Dadia..

dl with the Emperor's goprova! Then seeto these damned Drakuls with an entire legion, perhagps to badk im up.
Itwasagood, even agrand scheme Andirresdible...

Radu's expart knomMedge of the Vandds a war sarved imwal. In Hikaon the Black Seg, he broached thet vary slljet to a
L, yelow, scar-faced and dant-eyed Hun condattiere, the son of the son of an Adan invader who hed sattled the steppe
gxty years ago. Commander of a force of two hundred, now Tok Heng had hed enough of faming and wias retuming to his
grandfather's trade. Butinfact, and as he admitted to Radu where they swilled winein atavern, he had never left it His
land had been stolen for him by warior ancestors; the Romans hed gden it back/rom hisfather, and gven it to pessants;
Taok hed dden it a third time - with the resuit thet the Romians hed put a price on his head. Snce he couldnt bet them held
dedded tojan them; there was a pardon in it for him and his men - and a promise of dtizenghip and of land - if he would jan
Bdisaiuss force and fight the Vanddsin the Meditaraneen and Africa. Now he was waiting on ocean transport to
take them to Condgantinople

But Tok was fifty men shart of the contingant hed promised to Bdisariuss rearuiters; perhaps Radu and hislat woudd care to
jan foroes with him and meke up his numbers? Catanly the fact thet
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Raclired kroMecbedt VaH bettle tedicswalldbean advartege TredogLad laughed & thet Hefought under o mers adaurs but is oan Make Tk
waldaetojan hin?Or patgsthey cold ayeecnafomd dered lesdadhip?

No TokHegwoudrthaveit BLt..

[twesthetimed theful moon thet night Recliaonverted theHunand thusbecanelesty of hismarcanaty berd..

Asfarmixinginwiththe Romans:

InCordantinole it wesdosaved how Beisariussany o fifteen thousand - ten thousand foat sldiersard five thousand cavlry -wes conrposed meinly of
maaaiesudy cordatiere acommandes Of adld Romas. thaewaeafaw. Thiswesthe bet thet detinians gened codd muges. Ard © theeweso
tradea dl mixingwith e Romens anly infinding them!

Raiwesdlatted tn vessaswith aensaut of aflegt o fivehunored, ardwes ddiged to teke horsesanboard, too. But sSeeharsess didhit caefar im ar his
remace e thet his'commend vessd wesket free df them and thet they wart with Tk Herds pegde who undedood them Thusamgaity o the
dogLadsaigrd paty, anvivarsd themesaaea Wdfsray, travdled with him

ArdRalilodked fawad to killing VacHs Nowesthaelag towat..

Thebes of theVanH fleet ad sddeswarein Sadinia putting doanarevdt; thus Bdisaiuss any wes abe to dsamoak without raukde ner Souse:
Gdime theVai Kingmusiredwhet rereined o his foroes and met Beisatius heedkon & adace called Dednum. welnemed, far theee Gdimer's farcess
waedzimeed Treanvivastled into Numida ad Bdisziusmadredinto i

CGdimer hed mat fellen a Dednum Herecdled histroops aut of Sadinig musiredwhet raeined of the VandHs locdly, bought the ssvices of Maas ad
firelly, inmidDemambe, dfeed betleanthegaroech rauteto Cathege Butweskensd by recart losses adinary caee enaveted by acantury o ‘dvilization!
theVaHswaeromethfar Bdisius

Trewesthe- weswamemfa midDesambe. TredogL adsmoondhilden dayed thesarepatt in thefirdl bettleasthey hed dayed & Dednum leaving
TdsHusin oot o Bdisaiuss cavdlry, they wart faward ssadvance soous an theee o bettle (during the night, o courss, ad in the fdllowing night

ragedfa adwiceto ssk autay anvivaswhomight try tofam podkesd reddane—
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—While Radu himsdlf sought someone, or something, else. A Ferenczy was here! He could smell him! Disguised
asaVandd, or aMoor, or whatever, a Ferenczy was or had been here!

Who, why, how? Redu couldrit say. He.couid have been herefar fifty yeers or ahundred; he might even have stood dff and witnessed the
conquest of these parts by the Vandds But hearing of the bettleat Decimum - and perhaps fearing a Roman reconquest - he had
aomedoanfran hishigh paceto janin thefighting, ar Smply to obsarve and o know the reaLit & firg hend. But which high plaoe? For Redu
knaw that aFerenczy - no less then aDreku, and far mare then any dogrLord - mugt have hisaaie



Reou hed chedked charts of the land around. Sure enough, there wasapeek mightier then any Starside stack nesr Zaghounan. Why, franup
there & night - looking esgt through hisvampireés eyes and employing Wamphyri intdligence’ senses mare then the usud five - this Ferenczy
wauld have known ar even 'sen the gpproach and landing of Bdisariussfledt! Beare hewould have known thet Reduwes part of thet fledt

And cowled against the last rays of sunlight in the evening after the battle while his men ranged abroad, so Radu
had scoured the amoking fidd of combet like some drange, carion dog. He found some that might have been the Ferenczy's - some that
seamed deed but yet moened, ar ware full of weird, aresping mation - and showed the men he had taken with him how to deal with
them. Hun scavengers were aso in the fidd; perhaps they thought it odd that Radus escort were beneading and buming deed

men but they sad nothing...

Later, Reduwent upwithalieutenant and some thrdls into the pesk near Zaghounan. This rearing knoll was or had been on the
very border of VantH taritory, with Berer landsto the west In short it wes neutrdl taritory, no-merisland.

Nea the top, they found earttworks and andent fartifications and within the mounds and ramps an agie The place wes only recerntly
deserted; there was evidence of an urgent departure. The aerie itsdlf... took the dog-Lord back more than four hundred
years, to Saddeinanow dien wald It wes unmidekeble that uimete gaire of the mountain, like a great fang thrudting far the sy. No
windows faoed eedt, just suntbleached rods; dl hdllow within and tunndled beneath, with roots going down into darkness. Radu
and his men descended spirdling stone steps. There were vast, echoing chambers down there, and mighty stone vats,
dl unfinished. This Ferenczy woud have bred mongters here - which gave the dog-Lard pause. The time might come when he
must breed them, too...

A thrdll lookout celled down: adoud of dust was gpproaching out
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d thewest. Itwesape ty d cameHidas Batars hesding thiswey. Reoli let them aome and as dLsk fell emagad fram ajunde o rodks bahind tremwhare
they dimbedafrepuently used tradk. TheBetars hed three beautiful Hadk ginls trussed like drickens doultiess far trading with this urknown, fled Ferenczy.
Reaclitradad deeth far tham, but nat until hehed tartured the Batbarsto find aut moe doout the Feranczy. Wedamar Faradg wes his rame- aGamend W),
adowaeteVarHs hu they hed benhaetn a moeyeasbdare Wddama: Thisthe Bataskre fram ther fahasbdaethem

S it samad thet Reduiseadier infometion (with repard toaFeretzy having Sdad With! the VandHy wes anly partly right Sixty-five years ap - patgs
anly afew yeasheiare Recl himseif hed anived in theMddavian heghts- Huninvedarshed diiven thisWiddama, thisson d Bdos Fhergmas (himedlf the s
d Norai the Gross Faazy), ot of hisMddavienkegn Urde theasimed Gamanicraedt Fararwg, hehed bean acogated by the VancHs ad dlonved to
sdlehare Rreumedy hewestich, far hed benddeto tradewith the Batiasard buy ther frienddhip. But row thet the Romarswareheck hehed fled aggin

Herl But it pessed thedoglad o believe thet the Fereczy hed fled framhim and pathgps on bath aocasardl Ard o hewesaconadly, summy Feay,
likeNsanetasin Sarsdebdaehim andmoeresat faebeasin thiswald W, it west o/ et thar tradksimight aross agin, exagat the next time Redu
waldhae beter ludk..

Hequetioned thettanified gifs Theywee rincesses' they sad Daughiasd anomed Shek, they hedbeen dden by the Babasfar rasmar trading Tret
o, &t leeet, wesas Radlihed 3 gpedied] Hekdssed Al three (mardy kissad tham)), gavethem the Baber cards and st them an ther way. Wedamar Faradg
waddraedst il with them whadare aorrary to hisreture, Recl degtt well with thel Ary aher imehewalld heveused them, ad fed them o hispups.

TredogL adwald hevegorebeck with Bdisaiusto Condartinode towitnessthe ganard'striunph. But dreedy umoursweredradding asto his reture It
wesal 53, ad theMedtaraneanwestrosd ad deg. Radl cdained tobeapirae farawhile
But in Cathege wheetre Romenfledt musared and provisanad priar to siting <Al for Byzantium heleamed mored thisWedsre Faravg
Afisamen tdd im how adhip hed saled by night fram Tunis anly wesks dter the desrudion of the Vardd amy, ad how a 'greet dak lad - the
ammradk o thisNumiden vesd - red ied to
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recruit him as a crew-member. The fisherman had seen charts; he knew his sea lanes; the ship would be heading
north for Sardinia, pest Cardcaand 0 to the maiand

S, by now a Farenczy wias beck on the Meditaranean's northemn seaboard, perhaps heading for those same Moldavian
mountains ‘bdoved of hisfather, Bdos and hisgrandfather, Nonai the Gross befarehim Or maybe Weldemar hed detaminad to become a
pirae too, inwhich case Redu might yet come across him during hisoan voyaging.

And maybe not...

Thefirg night out fram Carthege Redu called amist up out of the seg, avampiremigt likedime againg the skins o Bdisaiuss aews By thetime
hismig digpersed the dogHLord hed sailed avay, and now he commanded a fleet of ten ships...

In Redus mamary the pegt spesded ULp asif awind were tuming the pages o hidory; seouences of events became blured, they began to
ovelap. He wes like a dying men, recounting his life in the moments before true death. That was a thought that disturbed him
even in his deep. For indeed he might well be dying, if the seeds of the plague were iill dive in him and working on
his vampire flesh. But the pages of history were gtill turning, and he couldn't ignore them

.. The Vanddsweare no morg, thar kingdom destroyed farever. Thus onedf the dogrLord's blood-oeths hed been fulfilled &t leest But again
he hed hed enough o humen commandars and it westimehe moved on to ather things

For ahundred and twernty years Redu wasacorsair, aseandlf; his sandard wes awdlfs heed againg aful moon Time and time again he
replaced his aging ships with the vessels of traders and their escorts, ar vanguished ships of war sant out to hunt im doan. But
helog ships too, fill firdly histenwaedoan to three



Theninad 664, near the idand of Rhodes; he wes engaged by aflest of Arab warships out of Alexandiia Two of his vessds weart up in
anoke and flames they sark jugt before nightfdl; Reduwes it to linp dff to Crete to meke repairs and firdlly on to Sdly. By which time he
had known that the Mediterranean was no longer a safe hunting ground. Idamweas now apower, and the dog-Lord wouid do wel
tolook to hisfuture Butin any case, he hed hed enough of sealbettles On land it was one thing to engegein hand-to-hand combet -when with
ashidd and sword, o tooth and daw, hed bethe equd o any ten normd adversaries - but on the sea it was an entirely different
thing. To have your enemy stand off and use his hurling-engines to lob szzling bals of fire a you... to stand on a
burning
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dakintrehegt adtheresk, ard fed your dhip Snking undr youl... Whetwesthet farafer fight? Nat thet hehed e el much for faimess.

Farahudred ad sixty yearsRaobivesabendit drief in the mouniains of Carsica, fram which he rdided an the aoedtel tovrs ad villages A wdif, rewes
imposshieto track over therugpad tarain -andwhowauld wert o track i Narewro st aut &t him ever reumed Ard o hewesfirg inalong lined
Cascanautians But the Saaoaswaetill aaming Mugim irstes ot of Sdly quiddy beeareafar grester sourgethen the dogl_adt eveniuelly hemugt
noen

Ratliad hissdl berd sideashipad saled north for theland of theLambards landed and Igped eet far Bulger taitaries ard chwnto the Dankewtich
helkrav owd—

—Arda aeypinto the Capathians whenhedsoovaad how fiecewaethe Bugad Ah but the Draadshed dsoovared it, too, ss the myths ard legands
d Buger gatharsa thar heathfiresweewart to aorfirm

Hovitwo hundred yearsagp, rareanosstarshed sought aut the doours thewampyrsin thar mountain cedles and hounded them fram the land. The doours
weaetoooka ddng aedureswholived onbeimsard virging and codd S geethemsves ssbetsto flesinto theright. Thoughsame d them hed escoed in this
fahion, therr thrells' ard ocHises hed bean dissovered in hiding Hissing like snekees; they hed been audified and bumed to adhes Ard e cedlesdf the doours
hedbenrazad o rurs..

W, good Butin hisheat of heatsRacuikrew thet the Drakusthamedveswarediill dive Thar poner mey havebesn desroyed -far the momart, & leedt -
bt they hed auvived, Far theewesapeinin imwhichwoud not goaney until they hed s ffered thetruedeeth, Rrefaedly & hishard...

Whntimeswaequie hesat aut gasstolean thewey o things adasdweyshedayed dat farwadd thewod o hsddm aemies the Feazys- far
heas.mad thet Wedamerwoud pradLe dffgaing. HLH Itwauldbeafurther fourteen decadkesbdiorehehead of imand hisagein ..

Andmesnwhile sseva, thewaldwesinfiux..

ltssemedrotimea dl (out infadwessevanty yeary befareMagyasooapied thefetilewesan pans Sreethey weehasaren the doglad felt sfein
tremounians.

SHeadboed Bu whiletreMayasweemtreparns Radliwaud day inthe heghts- until Sxty yeaslae, wheninadeambesavtrened gegt betle
inwhichthesesarapehorsamenwald suffer thar most dadsve ddfiett If it Shoud cameto pess the plains and harsetoe mounians ad the Deneitf,
waldkewpfate
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teking! And ill Radu considered these lands hisoan, as he hed from the beginning.

It wes affident to send him and his pups north to skirt the plains: then west into Gammery, whae they jained Ctto the FHirdt's forces a
Lechfdd in the year 955. Then Radu's oneiromantic dreams were seen to be accurate in every detail. Loaded down
with loot, their mounts exhausted, the Magyars were swatted like flies. Offering litlear no resstance, thar blood minged with
therr sailled gold on ageaming fidd of bettle And when the fighting wes over, their lesdarswere executed to amen

Radu and his band were mercenary foot soldiers. Paid off - but remambaing ather payments nat to mention harshly enforoad
repayments - he retreated at once back into the east, back to the mountains...

- Whare afew years lae he leamed o a'grest Boyar* with acegle in the Khorvaty north of Moldavia, a men caled 'Vademar
FRuradg’ Now aurdy this mugt be thet same Weldemar who hed fled from the Romans, or from Radu, in Africa; that son of
Belos Phargprs and grandson of Naorati the Gross Ferenczy? Aye, and Redusimmanaid enamy - and ablood-oeth il outstanding!

BLL.. inthe Kharvay, esgt of the mountains? A fried of Kieven Russia, then, this 'Vademar,” with an aerie within its borders?
A Boya, hewould haveland and men and probebly the pratection of the Russan Rince And whet wes Redu but a bendit in the hills? And if
the dog-Lord had knowledge of this Vademar, presumably Vedamer hed knonmiedge of hm Danmation!

Thearewasno putting it off; it wastime Raduwason hisway again.

Hracy! It hed hed its good paints, and could have again. Anywiay, the Seraoanswiarein Raduis ddt - adeat of blood - and it wes high time he
cdllected. When he leamed from travdlers how men of Western Christendom (chiefly freebooters out of Pisa and Genoa) were
fighting Saraoens on whet the Arabs now considered thar oan ‘great leke! in Ligurian and Tymenhian weters the dogHLord wies firelly dedided
and knew what hemugt do. A further hundred years of sea battles...

.. Redu was with the Byzantines when they took bedk Qreie and Cyprus from the Saracens...

... Hewas a pirate out of Pisa when Corsica, Sardinia and the Baearics fdll...

He was rich on Arab gold beyond dreams of avarice, and a legendary ssawdif ... when, in 1118 fortune wert againg him and
hishoat wes attacked by the Saracens off Syracuse Fished fram the sea burned, gouged, and half-drowned - taken hostage by
the
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Saraoans who hed leamed to respect Hm - he was hdd for ransom in Ascalon far five of his longest years But who wias there to pay far his



fresdom?No one knew ar would aooept imy eventudly hisjalersmust weary of feeding him and smply dispose of him. Also, his
prison was thought to be inescapable, and in any case he wasin no fit state to even try for an escape. Thus he spent the time
healing himsdf—
—Urtil the Vendian nevd vidory of 1123 whenin the penic and hysaiadf thetimehefirglly brokejal.
Having leamed the Mudim tongue, and indesd looking likealong, loping Areb (and thus fearing to gpproech the Verdian crews whare
somed thar ships hed landed), Redu, amen done now, took to thedeserts and the high ground and made his way north...
... For years he fished the Sea of Gdlilee...
.. Hebecameahdy man" asea who reed the fulurein dreams in the Monastery on the Great Pegk at Tdat Musa..
.. Bveriudly the redl haly menwere no more Redu hed anaw lar and by night wesleeder of afine peds; whileinthe daylight, thidk monkish
robes kept him from the sun...
... For long and long his leech continued to hed him. He had suffered thet fime off Syracuse, and his convalesoence hed its ups
anddowns...
- Timegped by. Aseve, thewhdewarld wes & wer. The Fourth Crusade came and went, and became part of the past however
recent...

Territoria as every Lord of the Wamphyri before him, Radu had ‘adopted Arabig and ‘adgpted, as best possble to its aid dinete
With the coming of the Mongols, however, it was time for him to shudk df hisillfitting monkish robes

Agan the dog-Lord wart towa, thistimefar two reesons One the Mongols were a threat; certainly if they succeeded in their
expansion, he would be uprooted again. And two: with the extermination of the Assassins and the fdl of Baghdad in
1258, rumour and evil dreams hed forewamed of & leest one Wanmphyri maraanary among the Agaics fighting for Hulegu. Hisneme—

—WasFaagtheBlak!'

Fereng? Faenczy, marelikdy! But who? Weldemar? It seamed urlikely for by Radus lights he wesacoward - if hewesdill divel Some blood
ar eggrson then? But whet metter? Hewes aFerenczy, and thet wesall that mettared e Reduis dreams hed hinted of marethan one Lord,
and in more than one dream he had seen a bat-like figurefdling out of the sky towards thefidd of bettle Whet, a Draku? A Ferenczy
and aDraku, together on the Sde df the Mongals? W, why nat; it hed happened befare, more then athousand yearsagoiin
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Starside. And then as now the pact had been sealed in order to face down an even greater foe, Shaitan the Unborn. Or
... perhaps this time it was to gang up on a wesker one.

Radu tried to work it out

What if this Ferenczy and this Drakul had both been established in the Wallachian mountains, as they were known
now? News of Mongol attacks and overwhelming victories in the east would have reached them even as it had
reached Radu. And the brilliance - the sheer ruthlessness - of the Mongol cavary armies would have seemed to meke
them invincible. Surely the best way to ensure survival must be to join with them, at least until the tides of war had
once more swept by?

Thus (he reasoned) Fereng the Black and this unknown Drakul had themselves reasoned. But he knew they had got
it wrong! Radu's oneiromancy had forecast a turning point in Mongol fortunes which would be redized - & Ain Jaut!

In Caro the Mameluke Sultan was massing his well-trained army. Radu janed them near Jausdem, ad in the legt days o
Augug 1280 marched north with them on Ain Jaut...

RADU:THERESTOF HISHISTORY ... HSAWAKBENING

Thebatlea Ain Hut! Bu there ae fights and fights - and there are massacres. The Sultan, Qutuz, was totally committed. Ealier,
recaivinga Mongd envoy who demended his submisson, QuiLzz hed floan into arege and hed the envoy executed. Now he mugt win dse
dsamboweling werethe leegt of histormants

The Mongol forces were split between severa fronts many hundreds o milesgpat. Thar cavdry amy riding south on Ain Hut
numbared ‘anly’ ten thousand. Led by Kithugg, a Chridian Turk, it was outhumbered more than ten to one by the Mamelukes.
Moreover, the Mamdukes hed knonedge o the Mongd advanceand of the territory; they set up an ambush in foothills flanking
afertile plain. The plain was an historic invasion route not far from Nazareth; to enaure thet the Mongadls woud come thisway, a
paty of Bebarswes deployed on camdsto atract their attertion and so luretheminto the Mamduke trep.

'Ain Jalut,' the Egyptian commander of Radu's group told them whaethey hid in the evening-shedowed hills looking down on



theplain. ' "The Spring of Goliath." Goliath was a giant of a man, a warrior who was brought down by a stripling boy.
This time we reverse the process Thistime we are the mighty, and the sripling -in the shepe of these Mongdls - is the pegen ey o the
fath But thistimehe sl nat preval.!

The trap worked. Where the valley narrowed between steep hillsides, the Berbers dismounted behind ditches and
old earthworks, turned and defended themselves with bows and long goears Meanwhile the Mamdukes came swanming doan
aut of thefoothills and engaged the Mongols from the flanks, and a reserve group of cavdry and infaniry as srong as the entire
Monga force came siwegping fram behind the hillsto aut off any retreet

Raduand his'monks' despitethat they wereonfoat inthelower
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foathills wereamong thefirst to engage the rilling Mongad amy; which waswark they might have been bom far! To hedk and hew among
that melee of reeling, astonished flesh! The raging, the shouting and screaming! The blood of hamstrung horses and
skeweaed manl Thescarlet dduge erupting into the green vdley, toturn it red...

Thelegt raysd the sun were triking the westem mountains as the Mongol army fell before the Mameluke onslaught. In the
twilight before the night, when the sunlight had faded entirely, Kitbugas screams were his last when he was
captured and quartered. After that—

—Nohirds sang over thet fidd of blood, only adoud of kiteson high, biding their time, and wolves (but true wolves) in the hills,

waiting. Which waswhen Redu and his paty wart among thefdlen It was the same as in Africa that time; Radu knew what he
was looking far, and wagted no ime Hismen found lifein bodies where there shauld benollife and illed it with fire and ged. And aye, there
were a good many thralls - even a lieutenant or two - among the 'deed. Then, a srange thing, though nat o strange to the
dogLod In a gulley between steep-sided spurs of the hills on the northern flank, a pocket of mist... where no mist
should be! He sent out a vampire prabe, hismentdiam, into the mig and felt its tedure, the way it clung - and knew it for what it
Was...

The sun was down now. Redu took two lieutenants, two pups withhim into the gulley, into the heart of the mist, and found it
aready thinning. But sending afierce presance, hedimbed arock ebove thelevd o the vampire mig and looked up. There on the sheer well
o the diff, moving like alizad towards the high rim, amerlike figure Exagat, adhaing to the neked rock in thet weird fashion, this was no
ordnary men Wamphyri!

But who? Not a Drakul, surely? For since the sun was down a Draku would have trandformed himeeif for flight A Ferenczy then -
'Fereng the Black' - fleeing the consequences of a lost cause. Cowady, treecherous goavn o Norai the Grosd Treacherous
aye liked o tham beforehim Then, in the next moment

'‘Radu!" a lieutenant called to him, cautiously out of the thinning mis. The dog-Lord hed been on the point of huling a question
dter the dimba: WHO?A quedtion the Ferenczy would nat have been adeto resist; it would have surprised himy and Redu would have reed
the answer writ large in the confusion of his mind, doubtless confirming his suspicion. Cursing, because that time
was past and the sranger hed vanished over thelim Redu gat down fram therodk and Igped to his men gethered near the foat of the diff.
'What isit? he barked - then stood in stark amaze, for it was
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obvious what it was. Treacherous," held caled the fleeing Ferenczy, and now the full extent of that treachery could be
seen.

A body - a'man’, dl bloodied and broken, but not dead lay in a cluster of rocks, where tomorrow's sun must
doubtless find him... if Radu had not found him first. And the dog-Lord knew him, remembered him a a glance, of
course - Karl Drakul! An original Starside Lord no less than Radu himself. But less than Radu now, oatanly.

Helay in an ungainly tangle, sprawled on his back like a spider struck by a stone. And even as Radu watched, so
the unconscious Drakul's naked body commenced a complex metamorphosis. Thick webs of rubbery grey flesh like
the hairy, membranous airfoils of a bat - which joined his arms to his trunk down to his thighs, and aso fomed an dasic
*V bewean hislegs- shrank back into im And as his pipestem limbs thickened, so his body firmed out and put on a little
extra weight

And oh, this was Karl dl right. The fleshy lips and bald dome of a head; the purple orbits of his deep-sunken eyes;
the squat nose, showing only too clearly its convolutions. And in the lolling cave of Karl's mouth, the split tongue of
alying Lord of the Wamphyri. And those teeth, and those hands like a beast's claws.

Radu's lieutenants had seen something like this before - in their master, at that - but never to this extent. One thing
to instantly develop the aspect and mannerisms of a great wolf, but another entirely to emulate a great bat! They drew
back a pace, muttered and glanced at each other. But Radu stepped forward and, snarling, said: 'He was preparing for
flight when the other bastard struck and cut Hm down So much for peatd” And with en oath and akidk he tumed Karl Drakul
face-down in the bloodied dust

Then the worst of it was seen: the sword slash along this undead creature's spine, and the ragged flaps of flesh
wrenched aside to expose the knuckles of the spine itsalf. They were ribbed, warped, notched, those bones, with
grooves and smal drilled holes where something had clung like an dien organ. Karl's vampire leech, Radu knew -
which Fereng the Black had torn out and probably eaten!

'One has escaped,’ Radu told his men then. 'l saw him on the diff face, climbing like alizard. The pair of them, Drakul



and Ferenczy, they came together to side with the Mongols and join the bloody butchery. For the hdll of it? Possibly.
To befriend this marauding Agaic soum, and savether oamn missrable kins? Prabebly. Becausethey knew | was at liberty in the
so-called "Holy Land"?... Ah, very likely! But when the battle went against them they tried to make their escape. The
Ferenczy ... maybe he was injured and unable to transform? But he could not bear the idea of being left behind while
the Drakul made a clean getaway! Or perhaps they had argued?

Whichever, while the Drakul was prepating for flight, Fereng the Bladk cut him down and tore aut his lesch. Good, for it saves
methe trouble’

Kal Drakul's dhirt, bresches and doek were nearby. Radu brought them together and piled them on the shuddearing shepe of
an ex-vampire Lord. But when hewould have grudk fire, Karl's no longer scarlet eyes sngped open. Tuming his heed this way
and thet, he saw his predicament. Anct

'S0, he guged, his forked tongue flogaing in his mouth. ‘It is you, Redu. Wl, better you then thet ather dog, the ane who
brought meto this'

Timeisshort, Radu tdd him. 'Doubtiess therdll be an uproar when you bum. The Quitan's troops could find us a any time,
and | woud not want themto see..’

The Drakul managed a ghastly sharp-toothed grin. 'Anonymity is synonymous—
'—With longevity,' Radu nodded. 'But mine, | fear, not yours.'
'WiD you makeit - ah! Ahhh! - quick? Karl squirmed a very little, then lay ill, panting.

'If you'll answer metruly.’

'‘Ask away, but quickly. 'm a husk, drained... | have no leech... | hold my pain at bay, but not for long. It is quite ...
unbearable. My screams, such as they would be, would doubtless attract attention.'

Radu nodded in his grim fashion. 'But if you do scream it will be quicker ill. Very well, let's get to it Who is he?

'‘Now? Fereng the Black,' Karl answered. 'Before that his name was Faethor. Great-grandson of Nonari the Gross
Ferenczy. And ... he's a one to watch out for.'

That seems obvious,' Radu said. 'How many of you remain?

Wamphyri ?'

'Drakuls. First Drakuls!

‘Mysdf only!

Liad What of Egon? Redu looked degp into Kail's eyes and when he would turn them away grabbed his large fleshy ears to
hold his head till. Karl could not resist him: Radu's eyes penetrated into his very mind, even his soul, if hed had one.
And: 'Ah! He lives!" Radu let go Karl's ears, sat back on his haunches. 'But no egg-sons, nor bloodsons - not yet at
least Perhaps when he learns of this—'

'—Hewill, in tile moment of my passing.'

Y ouwill... communicae?

‘Hewill know. WeDrakulsare gpecid that - ah! Ahhh! - thet way.’

‘Now the Ferenczys' Redu growled. ‘How mary?!

Karl's eyes were starting out and grey sweat oozed on his face and bald head. 'l think | want to die now," he said.

'l amin total agreement,’ Radu answered. 'But | want to know how
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mary Ferazys Doyou ot wert neto krow?For dter dl, it wesaFaenczy dd thistoyou Hecoud hevefinished i, bt [eft yau to fry in tamarons nom
3n Ardemtreserodswold not haveddterad you then”
Three thet | know o, Kal aoughed out thewards "Wddame, Festhar'sfather, hedwo sors Treareisgreand anly this bestard Fedhar remeins But he
too, hestwo sors clled Thibar ad Jaos AdrmeronoaVirelsone
Whetdoyouknow about them, Feathor'ssors?"YauaeoudHeHRAe b 6 Clausyaaeaam IVVeasWamphyn! Butdill, inthesedraumeiances youareaud!
No' Redidmied it. They waeaud - theFaanzys- tormeand nreadovioyauiNave nenrdiva chionvadd dtisisa aned!
'Y au-ahhhhh -youmug know thetyouiaredanmed?" Yeshiya ik Aroya dreachoiddteFeercaaNonvdine
Thibor is Festhar'segrsm A fieace Wdlach even bfare Feethar todk Him, hesrowaeevad far the Wlladhian ard Russian prinoes Janosiis Fedthor's Soary
Hoodsn Hehesbenaaorsar e snoethe Gt Qusstke Asfar - Al Aehdthl Feshor himdf: heiis in thidk with the Magds Lack far him there!
Thae?

Wheese they ae Itisdl | krow. Buwheieser youdb- dd ArAA Killhimfame'

NgRaldakhisndidhredFomyst, Heom pNowhdd il Hesaped agride Kal ard sood anhishends then sgrelled o hisliewenarts aredf which
canedacuved Sxacn svad Hisahe manlay anKad'slover body to hdd it in pace whilethe arewith the svad raised it an high It wes all vay quid<.
Ad

'Oodreeant.. r Kad'sgegt ay cammenad but gat rofuther. Hisheedflew free Tre—

—Hisloner trurk burd genard trermenwholay anhimwes toselaic Treokgl odinpeintlydeard teariuam adthe lieutenent with the doodied svad

bed<ad off. But befae mettiers aould further ctriarete, Recli gt connanarekreeard sruk saks o silk. All wartupinflanes

His man piled deed brandnes bt from adidance, besause Kal's yaoer wes mordros: Mirdess lqrous tentades leded the night &s & fird his
maamaphcfleth rdusad to s oumh Far, degate thet Hislescthwesno mae Kat'sflesh hedbenWarphy for log ad log Hewdlirdy gaengyotisagpyad
kst huthisody woud nat - unil thehegt besametoo muth far it, and thegregt twining anemored dien fleh begento mdt Theninalitiewile
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al that remained was the smoke, stench, crackling and popping.

And the dog-Lord's amile was grim and terrible as the commotion died down, and he approached and warmed his
hands by the fire of Karl Drakul's passing. For by his reckoning Karl should be happy. Hed lasted sixteen hundred
years, after dll No mean fegt, not even faralL.od o the Wamphyri.

That was the way of it, at Ain Jalut...

Reou dept on, but now he wes likeamen between dreem and weking, caught in the limbo that precedes redity. Except for him his
dreams were redlity: memories out of a past that continued to direct his future. And the pages of history were ill
turning.

... Large contingents of Qutuz's army commenced a withdrawa into Egypt, and Radu and his party went with them;
for his part in the defeat of the Mongols he was offered citizenship, Mameluke protection, land if he desired to stay.
He told Qutuz that he would make his home in Tunisig, in an ancient redoubt which he knew to exis high in the
mountains.

The Sultan warned him that Tunisia was now Hafsd territory, and, in the hinterland, Taureg! The Tauregs were
notorious dogs of the desert who could not be trusted by any man. If Radu wished it, however, Qutuz would arrange
an escort to see him to his chosen destination; for there were bandits on the land and pirates in the sea, and this was
no fit time for an honest man to be journeying abroad.

Indicating his 'pups,’ Radu told Qutuz he had dogs of his own, but he would appreciate an escort nonetheless.

Asfor Redusplan:

Since he could not return to Wallachia (because of Thibor, who as a Voevod would have an army behind him), or to
pirating (for once hitten, twice shy), or anywhere north of the Mediterranean, where the Mongols were still a power
despite that they were on the wane, instead he would try his luck in Africa.

The African routes were opening up, and Radu had heard of fortunes in gold and ivory and slaves. And where
there's great weslth, there's also the need to protect it. Also, he fdt limited in his wanderings; the world was a big
place and this was his chance to explore alarge part of it.

Given fine Arab horses by Qutuz, Radu and his men spent a six-month ‘taming' (but in fact 'training’) them, getting
them used to their new masters. No easy task; the horses sensed the wolf in Radu and wee rdudart to acogat him, but
firelly they succumbed. Thenit wastime to head west

His sea-escort disembarked Radu, his men and horses on the African coast south of Tunis Thedog-Lord hed been here befare
o course, with Bdisarius Heknew where hewias gaing, and how to get
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there Radus pack wes mece Up of jugt three lieutenants and fifteen thralls; they looked very grand in the ornate saddles of their
white Arab horses, pratected fram the sun beneath silk-tassdled canopies In thar black pentaloons and flowing, goldHfringed robes of Hladk
dlk - with their curved swords in jenvelled scabbards, and their fingers dripping gold - they must surely be the emissaries of some
rich esgta Sultan ar Tukic king.

S thought a large soouting party of badk, broan and ydlow-dad nomads who had seen them land from camouflaged
observation paints Whet the nomeds hed nat seen wes how figee wae the eyes of these rich strangers, burning above their
heavily-veiled lower faces

Bvening was tuming to night as Redus esoort sdluted im and st <dl; shedows weredreedy dhifting on theland ... and some of tham moved
mogt oddy. Raou amiled in his gim fashion. Now we have asecond escort,' he passed the message on to his men. ‘Be a the
reedly, but meke no sudden move Let's ssewiet thisis about, and who these people are!’

Zaghounan wes twerty-five milesinland to the west. After twelve miles when it wes night and a hetf-moon hed risan, and the ground tumed
hard and sony, Redu mede his camp. Though a wetch wes scarcely necessary (the ears of his men were acute as those of
watchdogs), he posted aguard. Heknew thet if he did nat - and if hisslent 'esoort’ took it assasign of weskness ar supidiity and dedided to atteck
- then he wauld have afight on his hands Since these were proboebly local people, it would be a bed dart It wes importart thet Radu be
allowed to set up his base here as Waldemar Ferrenzig befare Him, in the ruins on the mount. Then when he wes propaly
established, hewouid srike out into the heart of Africaiitsef.

But as Redu st with hismen around their fires reports begen to aomeinfram his watchdogs (wdfish lieutenants) who weae ranging the land
aound. Ther ‘'esoort’ outnumbered them by ahandful. They hed candsand some ponies and were probsbly Tauregs Even s, they could il
belocd; inany case, they ware bandits And they ware gradldlly dosing renks endrding the canp.

Redu dedded to preemt mattars Loping ot alitle way into the rough land around, he stood tall, threw back his head and
howled long and loud to the helf-moon. And when the echoes hed died awey, he called out

1 know you are there, you desart walves But as you see, | amawdf mysdf, and dl my men Soif you wartt to de this night why kegp us
waiting?We have nothing againg dying. Butif you aremeardy aurious and if you would tak, | have nothing ageingt thet atha! The night is dhill,
andwehavewamfires Yaour chief and his guard would bewdoome So comefaward ... unless you are cowards | anone

men asyou e Donat fegr, farwhenyauwak with Recuyouae stte!

(W, sy, But far thetime baing, anywey.) A minuie pessed, and another, Then Secbns gew Lp aut o the night. Threed them Velled, doeked, dak..
any their e/esdong bt never asyellow asthe dogards Herret them, held hisarmswickin peecdful gredling, esoarted theminto iscanp toalfire They &,
trvew bedk ther hooos Soned their faces Bladks with someArebinthem Na Tauregshbut aloresd goat. Ardt



‘Whoaeyou?RadLinouired 'Y aukrowvmy torgLe.!

Wekrovmany tongues thar lesds, thetdles o them asveared Thisland heshed many vistars agrest mary cooparas’ Heswupad They aaread
o Buwe... aeatiibe Wenaeawayshae'

Andweaeyau heermaethen ssven hurded yeasagp, whenthe Gamars the VatHsare? Ardwhenthe Romarsunoly Bdlisarius destroyed thenf?

Tredhe westekendbeck. Yaukrow hidary, srange. | wesinat herg, g, but my ancestorswere Numidans Babas ad Hads aut o the southen forets
adsardsWehaesomahingd dl o theminus Weaenameds but nat Tauregs Heqet ino thefire

Ored my ancedorsweshag too, thedogad tald im Hehed my reme Rl ardhefought for Rae killing Vandds Ard wheeseteVadleon?Goe
foeeButyoadaedll heel think it woldbegoad if, dter tonightweweredill here.!

Rahgs’ sid theahe. But yauaetraveling in thewrag diredion. Theeisamountain adwehdd it deer. YaunLg sairt it kesowell aney, dsewernrey
mthe. frieds aylogg!

' know theplace! Redinodded itismy dedtirgion’

Agantreahe westekendoadk Yaukow it? Daesyour ancesir goek toyouanosstre cantuiestran?Dossheguiceyour fed ?Ard dd | hexr you sy thet
hisrarewes. Redl.l?

Inded - amenlikeagrest waf. | hevesan rgresnitionsd hin hisdharadaidicsaeevidat inme hisdessaoirt. But doeshegpesk tome?Ales o But
|amasthda adheleft alegad adwitings | haveleamed ebaut iminmy joumeys Heweshag in thisplace- and yaonyour mounian | think - inthelong
ap Whidhiswhy [ wadd vist, ad patepsay...

Watl' (RedLisnight visitors espadélly their lesder, wereagjietad row). They agued bridly inatorguehedichit krow, but dovioudy ot him andtren—

—Ther lesdr reeced aut ard toreaney the strip of Hadk Silk fram his mouthl Reol hed ket it there becase  his walfidness which wes pronounced -
epaddly & night ad ude themom Ad
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'Ahlkkr sad the three as one men, as the dogHL ord's men stepped up dose and fdt far thar sivords But he waved tham away, and sadt

‘Now sy, whet isthis?

'Sand up!' sid theleeder, imsdf ganding.

Radu did 0, and theather saw hisheight asif for thefirst time.

‘Now gamile,' said the visitor. And Radu showed him that wolf's grileinagin thet medehimlook even mare the mongrous dog.

Atwhich hisvigtors svark alitile and their lesder ssid. WAll you comewith us?

Whee?

Will youtrugt me?

Well, would he or wouldn't he? But... so far he read no harm in them. Only astonishment and more than a little awe.
So findly he shrugged and said: 'So beit'

Mounted on his horse, alone of his party and side by side with the leedar of the nomeds and flanked by his men, Redu rode out
into the night. They rodewest, dredt far the mount Zaghounan. As the peek rose up to blanket the sky, they skirted its southern
flank to the windingranp df acoess Anddl dong theway no ward wes uttered. Then they weare therg and the nuins stood dark againgt the
moon

‘Just as| read of it,’ said Radu. Thisisthe place. It is asif | ramabe it (Whichd coursehedd).

Indesd it isthe plaod” said his quide. Gat down framyour horseand see here!

The paty dismounted and the nomed leeder showed Redua great rodk, part of the mountainis fang, outcropping fram the desiccated eath.
Hedruck fireto atorch, jammed it in the loose sail, and by itsflaing light they gared upon the face carved in the rod—

—Radusfaoe ginning!

Bven the dog-Lord wes 9atled, but inamomat heknew wiet thiswes Now le meguess' hesdd. Y our paople arerare among the men of
this land. You are tribd, nomads, aye, but probably a matriarchy. You revere your queens, your princesses. And
seven canturies ago in this place, three Sidters, princesses, mothers o your reos, were st freefram bondage by the men on therodk!

'Yes, yes." the leader of the nomads whispered. 'His name was Radu. And then... ?

'He tortured and killed the men who held the three princesses cgptive Then he gave tham camds to ride bedk to ther people
and st them onther wey.!

‘Butfird? Theather bresthlesdy presssd him.

'BEN? Redu cocked hisheed. Fre?

Tharewassomathingdsehedd, thisRadu!

'Ahl Hekissddl three... likeablessing. I sthet whet you mean'?
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'Indeed,’ said the nomad, and took Radu's hand and kissed it 'A blessing, no less than this.' He stepped back, and
said, That Radu, that grandfather of your grandfathers, was the saviour of our race. The three princesses were the
mothers of our mothers. This is our legend: that they returned with a man who worked stone, and described to him
their saviour - whose likeness was then chisdled into the rock. Since when this islike a holy place. Or perhaps a place
that has been waiting?

It needwait nolonger, Radusad. | hdl livehereif it plesseyou?

"It would please my mother!" said the other.

o

'She can trace her line back to one of those sisters that your ancestor saved. Without him she would not have life -
nor any of us!'



Thendl iswdll, said Radu.

I would bring my mother to see you!' The nomad was eagerness itssf now.

"‘When we have made this place worthy,' Radu told him. '‘But meanwhile, give her this. Tdl her it was made for me by
a Sultan of the Egypts." Which was true enough. And he took a golden ring from his smallest finger. Its crest, when
the nomad turned it into the torchlight was the head of a howling wolf...

Radu never did scathe among the People of the Rock, who claimed dl the land and watering holes for twenty miles
around. Rether he 'befriended' them, and from time to time protected them from other nomedic tribesand Tauregsdike And in
thar tum, they showed imthe routes south into Niger and Chad, and south-west into the rich' kingdoms of Mdi and the
Hausa Traders. He took slaves for trading, hired himsdlf out to protect caravans aong the trade routes, was rarely to
house on the rock of Zaghounan. The sun was ever a curse, of course, but the dog-Lord took precautions; whenever
possible he travelled by night, eeping out the days in the inner heart of his great black tent whose walls were thickly
draped. Mercifully, he had never been as susceptible to sunlight as the great mgjority of Wamphyri Lords...

In his various ventures Radu covered many thousands of miles by horse and camd, mainly the latter, and learned al
the Saharan routes from Wargla to Taghaza, Ghana, Gao, Timbuktu and beyond. It took years, even decades, but it
was an adventure and earned him afortune in gold. In 1324 he organized an endless rdlay of escorts for King Mansa
Musa on his pilgrimage to Mecca, and was in control of eleven hundred men to fight off Tauregs and other bandits
along the two-thousand-miles route from Kumbi Saleh to Augila, where he handed over to the Mamelukes. Paid off in
such gold that he couldn't
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cary it dl, il heknew it wesapittance to Mansa Musa. Late, in Caro, the spending-power of the Kingsretinue-in sdlid gald - wes <0 greet s
to dgressthelocd aumancy!

But thiswas oned the dogrLards lagt gret ventures. He hed lived too lang in one places hed bacome too prominert; the People of the Rodk
hed grovnway of him, and during one df hislong absences they even weart o far asto deface his partrat’ on Zaghounan.

The dog-Lord's dreams had been bad for long and long. His oneiromancy - frequently a gift of great benefit - now
seemed a curse. He couldn't go to his bed without recurrent nightmares plaguing hm Nightmeres about plague, faming blood
and dedth. Hisdegth, or & leest his suspension framlife

Once weking withaary, hetore the ambar bauble thet hewareabout his neck loose and hurled it away. He had dreamed of the
bauble- but in place of thefly trapped iniits golden aore he hed seen himsdlf Himsdlf, but the merest husk of the man he was now,
degoing but nat deed inaresin gravel

Redu peid dff helf of his pups Therewereagrest mery of them -moontchildren dl, if nat acud werewolves - but they would get by. If nat...
wall, too bed. Some of them digpersed into Egypt, others the Meditaranean. The ones he kat, however, hed a gpedd misson: to buy (or
steal) large quantities of resin from the Greeks and the peoples of the northern Mediterranean shores, and bring it to
their master wherever he determined to settle. He gave them money to buy shipsand sant tham about ther busness

Then the dogLard and his catarie wert doan into Sousse whate he purchased afine vessd. His plan wes asinpe one as dways to buy
himsdf back into those old territories which he had aways consdered his oamn. Far the horseshoe mountains were Hungatian
now, and Radu believed that with his wedth he could sway the autharities and becomeaBoyar and apower there

In Sousse, however, the atmosphere was strange; he sensed unease and panicky stirrings - the first redl intimations
that his oneiromantic nightmares were about to come true. It was the late autumn o the year ad 1347, and the Black Degth wes
vigting itsdf upon the Meditaraneen.

Shipsout o Sdly, Sadinia Cordcg, weare being refused entry into the ports. But plague ships had aready run aground; the rats
that infested them hed swammed to dry land; locd peoplewerefdlingill, developing hideous Hladk pustules, dying.

Radu was immune to human diseases by virtue of his vampire leech... so he thought Likewise his men (certainly his
lieutenants and inner catie), should beinune through hisblood. Yet even before satting sl far the Adhiatic and Hungary somedf his men
fdl sick, and Radu expelled them from his company. It had been the
same in Sunside/Starside some fifteen hundred years ago, even before Radu was Wamphyri: if a man contracted
leprosy, the Szgany expelled him. This new disease, this hideous Black Degath, seemed so much like leprosy inasmuch
as vampires were not immune to it. Maybe even Radu himsdlf, Wamphyri, was not immune to it.

Radu's dreams returned, to 'plague’ him, but now they were more than mere dreams. In them he saw a great rock
risng from a canopy of trees; but the climate was cold, 'northern’ in the true sense of the word. He dreamed of a den in
that high place, and of a massive stone coffin within the den which he knew was his...

And mesnwhile news wes finding its way ashore fram 'deai ships The Ottoman Turk was dying in his thousands. The
Mediterranean Islands, and even Marseilles on the northern mainland, were pestholes. The plague was spreading into
Bulgaria, Serbia, Wallachia and Hungary. It advanced day by day and ate up entire towns and villages. It raged out of
control, like a monstrous brushfire blown by a relentless wind out of the east. Suddenly Hungary was out of the
question, and the sooner Radu sailed - for whichever destination -the better. At least there'd be no plague aboard his
ship!

The plague came from the east; Radu sailed west, for Barcelona in Aragon. At the entrance to the harbour, plague
inspectors came aboard. The dog-Lord paid a heavy bribe, was cleared for landing, and sold his vessel at a great loss.



He purchased horses, carts, caravans - everything a a premium, for plague-fear was at its height - and set out
north-west for the Bay of Biscay and English Bordeaux. But his arriva in Aragon had not gone unnoticed; nor had he
faled to observe a ship out of Sicily, whose velled, secretive, closely-escorted master was given an especialy difficult
time by the 'dedicated’ port officids, and doubtless paid a crippling bribe for the privilege of being alowed ashore.
Indeed just seeing that ship -sensing a definite aura about it that had nothing to do with any plague, or a least, not
the Black Death - Radu was keenly interested.

So much so that he sent a lieutenant to follow this Sicilian party, with instructions to join up with him later and
report on his findings. Except his man never did join up with him later, nor ever returned...

The journey between ports was three hundred miles; it took thirteen days and exhausted Radu's animas. Also, en
route, the dog-Lord was given arude reminder that he wasn't the only one deemined to proong the centuried blood-feud with
ather Wamphyri factions. He had half-expected it, ever since seeing that ominous-seeming ship in Barcdlona; but ill,
under the circumstances, it came as a surprise.

It wes January 1348 and in Toulouse they were beginning to bring out their dead. Carts loaded with the bodies of plague
victims came trundling out of the central district to block the approach roads,
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which deemined Redlu to skirt the town. But inthe confuson esheturned his smdl caravan off the main highway into a forested
regon—

—Suddenly hewasunder atack!

What they were was obvious: vampires. As for their leader: Wamphyri! How it heppened:

Radu was seated in the one smal box-coach he'd been able to purchase. The sky was grey, overcast; a drizzly rain
fdl; a ground mig swired up from the forest floor. And therewes... thisfeding. The forest way wes narrow and Raduis coech was & the heed
d hisodumn A plague-cat hed aurk to itsadesin themud. And as Reduis diver menoewvred hisvehide around it

Ha great do™ Thesewords tatdly unexpected, seamed to burst in Reduis brain. VWealmodt et in Ainjalutsome ningly years ago. You ware
fortunate that time, for | had suffered atrivial hurt. Alas; thistime you are unfortunate, for I'mfit and well. But your injury mil nat beso gdl!

Treidenity of thesader rag dear asabdl in Redismind thet Faazy legt semlizarding upthe e wall of agagein the socdlled Hdy Lad But 0
doedthad

‘Clos tenyouthink!” Somecrewesright autsde Redlisaoech Hehead thendighing of ahorse yarked goen the aurtains ad tried to gt his svard fram
itsseetbad But trgped inthedoseaorfinesd hisbax, hekrew thet hislifewesin jeoperdy; hewesthepafiedt target! To the right, the dague cat dodked his
edit Ardotreldt...

... Agett Hak hosepaoad in the treed] Its ridsr - conded I in the seddle, and dressead in Hadk heed o toe - leened fawerd, dove his deder svad
thraugh the dogHLardis dhiver. Ard kidking the howding thrall out o hiswey, he dambared fram his hae U ario the dhive'’s dafam. Redlis door wes
hetf-gpen, but thebdedf atreeblodked thewey. Heydped far isman

TreFaatzy looked inddetrrauch theview dit ard ssw hm-ard laughed franamauth likeamentrgd At "Whet useto at yau? heshouted 'y ou wauld
arly hed. Why, | might eswel 9eb desd men é? Withwhich helesned doanard gosarad the blioetad bdlly of acopeeinthedegue cat, ad dew ot issvad
dl dimed TreRatldrak cownastessvwhetwesinteahea’'smind Ad

Oh hehaldl' aied thet are hiseesddare. sshedove hiswet Hadethrough theview dit & an anvkwad ade yet il mereged to 42b Recliin his scke
Tredoglad diifled hispein, dewakrnife thnud it aggnad aggin trauch theview dit. But theFaazy wesgone arly hissvad tunmed theewhee hed

et it, jarmedinthedit.

Reduis men came svaming - too latel The Ferenczy was up onto his horse athers joined him out of the migt; they wheded about and were
gone And arly Feethar's modking mindrvaice came bedk to taunt: May you rat donly and your death cause you anesome agonies, Radu
Lykan. Then at the last, when even your Wamphyri flesh auntles remarba who dd thisto you- the ghed warrior, Fagthor! My
Ferenczy forebears arefinally appeasad!

Radu commanded his leech: 'Hed mé!'... and immediately collgsed shuddering to the floor of his coech, which sarved to drg
the sword from his side. But his shudders weren't from the pain, which he had aready stilled. Rather they sprang from
the sure knomedge thet indead the plague lived inhim now, and the tormert of knowing who hed put it there, without his baing adle to reum
thet favour. But mostly it was the uncertainty of his vampire parasite's dility to diveit out. Neverthdess

Ferenczy, he st asnad, but no hint of hurt, fram his tdepathic mind. If it were at all possble - e if it meant trying a litle harder -you
should have mede srel wes deed thistime around. Too latefor thet now, though. S run asfar and asfast as you can, and hide where you
will, it will meke no difference Thenext time you lay eyes on this 'great dog, hdll sink histesth in your throat and rip it out, besurd

Then he let go, and ldlled and shuddered the rest of the way to Bordeaux...

Therest of Radusjoumey - to adreamedof but as et unrecognized dedtingtion, the greet rodk rising fram the trees - wes a nightimare of severd
anidies The wound in his Sde heded less redly then the norm, and he began to experience an unaccustomed mdaise, a
weariness springing from deep within, asif a hidden part of him fought an unequd betle And he bdieved heknew which part

Svad d ismentodk ill in Bardeaux; he gave tham some maoney, st them on their way, then hired aship and again fled the plague far
Engand Other menfel Sdk aboerd; Redu hed them put out of ther misay, disposed of theminthe sea

London inMarch ssamed aquagmired mud, mist and sench. If ever aplace wes ripe far the plagug, London wes it But it catanly wasn't
the high northern territory of the dog-Lord's prophetic dreams He mede arangamants for a bid day in the best posshle
accommodations, made known his location telepathically so that those paties hed digpetched fram north Afticain search of Gresk
resin woud know whareto find Hm, studied mgps o thetimes until & lagt he found whet he believed to be the refuge he sought. Thert



Digyuisad as the relinue of arich pdlitical refugee fram Franog, his party heeded narth and in Newcadle boarded ancther ship bound for
Gasoony -which of course, waant Raduis destination. No sooner out
1%
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d port, he took command of the vessd, sdiled north, and eventudly wrecked on the wild coast north of Edinburgh. The healthy
crew mambas became pat of Raduis pedk, srengthening it, and the perty in its entirety became ostensibly the retinue of a rich
Boyar out of Hungary.

At last, however briefly, Radu seemed to have outdistanced the Black Degth. But his srength wes fadt falling, and he knaw he
mugt Soon redire to alar, go down into the resin, ad give his lesth a chance to combat the disease within him without the
complications and addtiond effart of kegaing up with hisexdand, physcd adivities

His Meditaranean pups found himy they wredked ther shipsin the Maray Firth, joined Radu where he camped and recuperated in the wild,
woodad country under the Caimgarm Mountains: And thiswias it: these mountains were the great stone of his dreams rising
franthewoodlands of the midy Soey velley.

Reduis people became ‘gypsies now; dl thar rich robeswere put aside for rags, their golden rings came off their fingers and out
of thar ears and through the gring, Smmea and autumn of 1348, and &l through 49 they guarded the foathills and found routes up into the
high places, to the massive labyrinth of caves which they had dscovered there

Thar laboursware enamous on the dogrLord's behdif, but therewas game in the land, locd clans not too far afield, and loners
or peopleflesing the dties who were wort to come this way; S0 thet provisons were never scarce And by the autumn of 49 Redu's lar was
reedy. Ohit wasarude plaog be aure, but secret and high, and his moon-children - and their children - would dwaysbe here to tend him through
hislong desp.

A long,long dep, aye OF morethen Sx dow oanturies

Bveudly it wes the anmma of 130, and as the aegoing evl of the Black Death tightened its grip even in the sparsely
populated Highlands the dogrLord could no longer deny thet his peradite wes lading its - and his - fight far survivd. And so he wart doan
inotheresin...

But that weasmen and thiswas now. And as the consdiouswarld cdled to him, 0 Radluis dreams of other times receded. Stiing, though it wes
menly hismind et quickened, heknew his confinement and fdt the oppression of dense, dlutinous, ever-thickening resn weghing onhim

Thud...!

Now what wes that? The sound hed not been threstening, & any rate. His own heartbeat, perhaps? Maybe that of some other?
Not Bonie Jaas for it wasnt her ime He hednt called for her. Whose, then... or what's?

He drifted awhile, histhoughts gradually clearing.

Thud...!

Radu was "awake now, or awake as he had ever been in Sx hundred years. At least his mind stirred - consciously,
under his control - if not his physical body. And he knew that from now on he must stay awake, and that because he
was out of practice it would have to be a question of mind over matter self-hypnosis, to achieve resurgat, rdicde and
continuous madklity, adivity, inabody wadted and atrophied by centuries of dothlike torpor, suspended animation.

But awake, redly awake, Radu longed to breathe! He gagged and fought down the near irresistible urge. He
couldn't breathe, not yet, and didn't need to ... for he was Wamphyri! But in any case, his metamorphic body put out
hair-fine filaments into his resin matrix and the pele ssc of softer fluids surrounding Him, to Sphon off minute traces of oxygen
directly into his sluggish bloodstream.

It gave the dog-Lord ease, and he thought Air! It will be so good to fed it anmy body againt And blood ... 1 could liein i,
and soak it up, and bloat to burding init! Coud- and waud! Theblood wasthelife and it would renew Radu's life. But first he must
stay awake, concentrate, instruct his leech, regain his strength. If only he didn't fed so wesk...

... At which he remembered.

Remembered his dreams - which were nothing less than his previous life - which was in fact the problem. Radu was
Wamphyri; he was undead, but had never been truly dead. Even now his mind was dive and wel. But what of his
body? He had put himsdf down into the resin sure (he had had to be sure) that his leech would hed him. But hed
been so long ‘disconnected,’ as it were, that even now heddnt know.

Or perhaps he did. He felt so wesk.

Thud...!

The dull reverberation in the rocks, the resin, the otherwise emptiness, came from a distance. Always the same
distance; it neither approached nor retreated. A heartbeat, yes - and the beat of a great heart, a that - but static in
space and uneven in time A fumbling heartbeat, not yet ready to burst into life full-fledged. But burgeoning,
definitely. With which Radu knew what it was.

His creature! His warrior, created here, of his own piss, sperm, plasma, and metamorphic flesh - and part of the brain,
but a very stel pat, o oned his lieutenarts - befare the dog-Lard hed gone doan into the resin. His aregture lived Why, of course it dd
Hadhtt the treacherous Bonnie Jean Mirlu, and later that cretin of athrall Aud John, tdldhim as mud? And hednt they nurtured
it, even as they'd nurtured himf?Heknew they hed, and recdled now how hed heard that great heartbeat before during Bonnie Jean's
and Auld

Biarlunky
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Jimisvists Butif hiswaricr lived - ard snceit wesmeced hisfleshand fiuids- a.rdy Reol himedf mugt bedesn Srdy his persite hed wanits carturied
fight with the Black Desth thet Feethor Feranczy hed seboed into hissygam.

Thuddd But dully this timg duddaing, unoatan Ard ss quiddy asthet, Reduis mood drerged ad e, too, wes unoataing His wariar wes nit..
parfet &t dl. Ardsneeitweshuilt framhisfleh ard fluids.. ?Hiseadier conduson mug dard reversed

Bu nahingwesprovcn asye, nrwauld it beuntil rewesup ar reedy tobeup Ardif hecoudnt beup in his aumart body, wel... those aragematswae
ovaa] to

Histhoughisfloned fester and fedte, dso hisHood, sshesroveto camett upthetwo, mindard body. Hewes hurgy and thought to cdl on Bamie Jen a
maid ho thet dl o his moondhildren nesr ad far wadd hear. But it wes't imead lewestt reedy. And in ay e Sewesatratar, o & lestt de
arterpaed treechay. W, with Hary Keog?Bt it wesridaulousl Hewesarly amen and hewesRadls Shebdagad to Redlu

Ahhuthewast aly amen hewestre man RedlisManWithr TwoFaoes hisMystiiousQre- hisrew bodyy, if nesd bel But petieoe, peience Timewes
reroning doan adter © muhtimewretwesawesk atwa a three. aresna? Saanwesks Itweschanto thet row, ad Reduhedwak to co

HisHood ranfegter ill; hislimbsfdt theadd, lifesgtaning liquidsaound iy hisheat gareadnge sdlidsounding thud depin his dest, sshe sart
tdepathic praesaut ino awald thet wesentirdy drangeto him, goatt framwiet little Borie Jenad Aud Jdn hed mareggd to aonvey.

Hismand pdosswart out, whilethedamandsd hishody, hisparasite, st physcd prdoes- inthefam df tubevamsdf mdamaphic fleh - ptrauhtre
resntofind aadksin itsawet. Airt Itwesdranninto hishody with arwithout theinvadvemant & hiscorsaauswiill, itsaxygan filtered aut ad punped diredly
ino hisquidaing blooddreem At

Thud Hisheat gareanathe lurch ad fter sverd lang ssoondsathird Thd

Twoheatsheding row, hisand hisaetures but bah o them urdeedy ssyet. Radlilaughed dapingde, beyed likethegrest hourdhewes- faranamatt...

. Ardpauszl ety eshismindjrdoescareinto s.cbin adlison with ahers o alike retiure Vargres if na Warphpil Thls then o lieutenents
bt Drak o Ferazy Raduicouldnt say; the cortat hed been thet brief befareheld sretdhed beck Hisprabesard danped St hisrind. But judt toudhing yon
trembhed benan dettric eqaias Muth o thet ismdanoptic
siphons hed automdticaly dravn bedk down into im through the resin, leaving a trail of tiny bubbles to rise to the canopy of
crusty resin, get trgoped there and faminto ydlow frath.

But vampires! They were there - they were here, right here in Soatland - and they were ligening! For him, dovioudy. And when
firelly he cdlled far Bormie Jeen, they'd hear thet, too. Exagpt by thenit wauld be too lete for hed be reedy. And she too would know thet they
were there, which should make her put aside any... plans she may have made in her own right. And oh yes, Radu was

sure she woud have mede plans- far Bonnie Jeen was Wanmphyri! And no métter how often she had dwelled upon the fact and he hed denied
it, by now shewould beare

Wamphyri, aye, but inexparienced and no metch for the Magterswho were out there searching for the dog-Lord's lair even now.
Bonnie Jean would have come to that conclusion, too: that if she would survive to live out her span, she needed the
instinct, the expertise, even the merciless guile and savagery of someone who had already lived ten times her fragile
lifespan! And so she must raven fathfu* to her dog-Lord even to the end. Which shewould, Redu knew, for survivd wes everything to
the Wanmphri.

Bvaythingtohim, anyway. Asfor Bonnie Jean: shewaantworthy.

Shewasexpanddie
Shewashlood.
Shewas mest...

PART THREE

THEDARKNESSGATHERS
VISONSANDVISTATIONS

Thistime it was a fortnight since Harry had seen BJ. He had missed her - and he hadnit The lagt time he had bean
with her was when he'd woken up in a sweat, thinking he was lying with a hary dogitch, whose multige teats hed
fet likepupy dugsinhishends

Perhaps the nightmare was why he heohnt missed Bamnie Jeen as much as he might because he dd not want to dream
awythinglikethat ever again, not about B.J., but was aware that recurrent nightmeres were pat and percd of hm
now. He hed wanted to get it out of hissygem, thet was dl. And maybe hed succesded a thdt, for it hednt come back. Nat in
the leet fortnight anyway. Nat while hed been degping done



In that same period she'd contacted him only three times, sounding nevousand jumpy anthe phone asif she were
teking care not to say too much. Harry had likewise called BJ. three times, asking her when hewould be ssaing her
again and hoping - because of the nightmere - thet she wouldnit say tonight

But the dream hed dayed away and 90 hed BJ. And afartright is a lang time: Also, certain things she hed sdd to im duing
their lagt phone converstion continued to bather hint

‘Hary, it could be that we, the gilsand |, will need to be moving on from here pretty soon now. There are pegple watching my
place Nat judt the watcher, thelitie man you saw thet time but people Pegple - and some who proaely arentt people Addic
types | meen, but no longer dressad in those lying red robes of thers They're diffiaut to oat, until they'reright ontop of youl And
therés do apar of shady types who jugt might be palicemen, but | donit think so. | dd have some dedlings with the palice but
thet was before | lagt saw you. since when I've heard nothing. I'm pretty sure that no one suspects me of...
wel, anything! So these strangers could be
BrianLunley
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Ferenczy thrals, or smply ordinary menin their pay, or just my imegingion But when Im ot | find Im frequently fdlowed - the
gils too- and we canit stay cooped up farever. Wefed likewere trapped, and as time goes by it gets worse. So maybe now you
undergand why | cantt bewith you as much asl would like- because | dont wart to put you in jeoperdy.’

Harry had been switched on at the time, capable of holding a nomd' conversdtion. B J's "wee men' hed knoawn exadly whet
e was talking about; more than Bonnie Jean herself would have bdieved. Hed fet her fesr, not only for hersdf but for Him -
inded mainly for him - and that had put everything right and made him wert totdl her oh so much ... Exogat he couldnt possibly,
because it wes forbidden.

But by whom forbidden? By what? By something indde im was all Harry knew. Something that restricted his powers until they were all
but usess to hm He couldn't talk about them darent display them fdt less and less indined towerds usng them exen for his oan
protection.

ButforBJ.'s?

'Why don't you tum meloose?" hehed asked her then.

What? (Asif the thought hedh't ooourred to her -whichinfadt it hadn't. She loved him, and you don't unleash the one you love
on things that would dady egt hisraw, smoking heatt right out of iml Moreover, hewould haveto be there & Raduis resurgence. Fird to see
him up, and then to put him down! B.J. knew that now: that somehow she mud find awey to use the dog-Lord to destroy their
enamies- before destroying Reou himsdf. It was the anly way, if she and Harry wereto survive and go on togather.)

1 know about tham,' hed tad her then. *You tdd medl about them - that the time might come when we would have to go up
against them. I've accepted that and I'm ready. So don't try to fight them aone, B.J. Also, what good can it do to run
from them when you know theyll anly catch up with you? And you even know where theyll catch up - in the lar of the dog-Lord!
Why leave it until the last minue?

It wes asif he hed reed her mind But B knaw thet infact hewas only remambaing wht litle shed let him retain. Yet dill he ssamed to know
90 much, and to aooept it 0 reedily!

Hary, you ligen tome' she hed snarled then, in something dose to panic. 'Yaull kegp out o itt Oh, youire good, | know - but nat that good.
We were very lucky that time, up there in..." But there she had paused in sudden confusion. For it was something
she'd erased from his mind: the failed attack of the Drakuls. Or &t least shethought she hed erased it Ye when shed mattioned
Asdics 'no longer in their red robes,’ he hadn't queried her. It had been a dip o the tongue on her part but he hedn't pidked it up.
It wes asif
heknan Sowhetthehdl wesgaingonhere?

Andaggnitwesasthoughhehedreedher minct

ThoseTibdan priests' hesdAd, inanaddy neutrd torethet dfined her hypndicinfluaoeantiim (outbov muh df aninfluence®) 1 felt therewes something
drapedoout temtrefirt imewesaw them TheAebenanny mindes snce.!

AtwhchBamienhedle ot anadbesghd rdic sodexr thet Hary heed it o/ theline Ardhe too, sghed hisrdlief, dbat iwaudbly, farae aggin
hed praedad hisponas Ardt

‘Anyway, B hedgrem e ahridf paseto gt her thoughisin ad, " thet's whet wete Lp egaret The Tibdans - who | bdieve ae Drakus - ad the
weiche ad hisfriends whoaepraoelly Feraoys Liauaerntsa sndethrdls aramix, we dont krow. Madly thrdls | wodd guess Ard thar intentions
wecarit beabsduidy catain exagt thet theyrelodking far Redut’ But in fadstecoud beaure far the Draldshed tried to kill them thet fime: Hary didntt krow
thet, honeser (arhreaoudhit remabg), whidweshow Seprdfarad it Sreddnt wat histwoledsd avaeesmagng aggin ad aatanly nat g atinre like
this

Yaudoudle mehdpyou hed tdd he. Dant sitchimedf. Lemeametoyau, pratect you Twod ustogaher, wehaveto haveabdter dencetren ae
ArdBJ, yareright | am... good a thissart of thing' Then huniedly, asif to daify whethed said Ttswhet| ussd todo, remeioa?

Tvessnwhetyouen do’ $ed tdd imthen 1 haveloisd eidresssownrayaanchBuyaudty townaiteyanc Aryney, its daddad. Pretty soonwell be aut
d hae. auid BISWireBa, | meen ArdHany, it might beagoadideaif yougat aut of therg aut f your house If they dadde yadreattiredt - if they Sgpedt
yadenaoetenjuetnylos..

AmHatinAmyaroe?AtieanteBIoaoan®

Dartyaukowit? Shed sghed agin thistimeavay diffeat sgh asshumenasoudssded e mecke Loveyal?Hary, | loethe sght o you, thear
yauhreghe thegaund yauwek an thetouch o youingdeand aut - thevay thought of youl | donit knovwhy, bt | do!

Butyouwortle mehdp!



Nog | fatid it. Ardwhenl switchyaudf youlll revembe thet Hary: thet yourefatidden to gt any mareinvaved thenyou aedresdy. Ard thet you wanit
atexgtanmywad ainads to praed yoursdf inmy eosnce Istret dea?
Yes' adhstorehedbenvecart raodic agan Rafedly der. Buifyalenoirgadtaifinoeatimbow Ikvwresofrdya ?
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Oned my griswill bewatching, fdloaing you. Yaull know her but you musint try to talk to her. And don't go anywhere too far ar too fegt; |
meen, dont lose her. For whenit comesito lasing people, well youire too denn good &t thet, Mr Harry Keogh! Andif she loses you we mey have
troublefinding you aggin. But if wedo somehow get separated, as alast resort you can dways try my place. | can have someone
wetch out for you!

Andwhen hesaid nathing: Well? BJ hed queried.

Thet'sit, then? he hed firdlly said, inawavery, misundersanding tone o voice thet medeher heart wart to ay out loud. A tone thet qooke dl
too doquently of histangled emations, demeged parsondlity and bewildered psychedl inone. And atone that he redlly shouldn't be cgpeble o,
not whilehewas under her influence like this, nat even while converang nomraly.” Sill and dl, thet was why she loved Him: because there
was no one ese like him, not who BJ. had ever met before. But whatever else she did, she knew she mustn't wesken
N

Thetsit, yes Unil weretogeher aggin But Hary, | wart youtoremamoe this too: thetwewill betogeher again Asfar theret, theus | des gy

Thewsd rues?

o abaut the Draks the Faays thevanrpireswe ae Up againd. Unless you acome urdlr thret, farget them But if arwhan you ae thestened, then
youll reverbe evaything Ivetdd you oot temadbeabeto att aggind them Itsfaryauroangood | jugt cart haveyau fighting tem anyour omnad
oetting yoursf killed Foryouses | dont think | could beer thet, Hany... menweemen’

After alog peusehesdd, Til... revarba? Ard tret westhet..

Ardhehed mreriaad- if aly whet the La e nules dlowved him to - and wondkred ard waried ebot the rest of it Heremanbered thet B.J wald soon ke
nmovrg aut of her daeintheaty, but didnt knowvwhy. Also thet shed advised imtomoveaut, too. (But thet hed bemnmaeinthewey  advicg nat an adir)
Ardrewesvagey anaethet oatan enamieswaedosng ineenow ut thet heaoudrt go agairg them until e sd 0 a until he imedf wes threstened
diredly. Heremabeed too thet Seloved im thet they walld betogether agein ard thet deaite dl theseaming arbiguitiessewesinmooat

She was innocent!... innocent!... innocent! The shout of an idiot in an empty church, echoing in the Necroscope's
aching head. Aching because o dl the srange Suff thet wasin there trying to find itsway out, and dl the neturd - or unnaturd - uff thet wes
thered
Hary Keogh thet herolage daedolet at

All o which futher saved to remind the Neaasagpe thet his life wes smened up ad bang soened tighter dl the ting pahgsto afad degeg ad thet
SMErea Smereswesarwaeregoonsble Like- maikeBarie Jnhadf?But o, far Sewesaninnooat Trenwho?Ardhon?

If anly heaold gt alook - tekeapeek, asrge dimpee- & the pidurean thelox, thenhemight e ade to wak it aut far himedf, the whde Hoody jigsaw
puzde Bu dl rehedwestrefrare adawided frarea thet adropidirea dl. Ora et ajurbde o pieces thet wouldht intalodk, because they waked in
trreedmesarsad Hary weswakingin arly tiwo df them wesarly dloned towak intwo o tha), adthennat & thesaretime.

Treaonvasation with BJ hed besn yesardy maming Inthedtanoon, the Nerosgpehed gt ot hishioydeand peceUad it furioldy five milesand bedk: His
filnesspagarme(a ohetdd himedf), ad Gadhewas!/. Inhisbody anywey. Then leaving thebikein the yad aut frot Hary hed gretrough the house
ino thelbedk gadn - rolonger an utter wildemessbout soething of agadn & leest - adwalked therivaterk o thetiny bight thet weshisMasgae Ardfara
long imehehed sood therein slence lodking & therufled wets.

Hewaudhaveloved o tak to hisMabut couldnt.. arwouidnt Sekraw &l ebout her sonswerd tdent returdly, ad hekrew e weatt doout o baray
Hmemnif decud- hut itwesthisthing agan Simeremight bewatdhing im ad someoremight guesswhet hewes doing: telking to desed pecpde:

Q& Whoin hdl wadd ever guesshewesdaing somathing like thett ? But nonethdless Hary hed looked dl about ipand donnard anosstrerive, to seif
ayarewestere Arddamit if merewestitl A paked &, deaming inthe peedtanon andhing mavkeahurdied ad éghty yads upiver antre gas
vaged theroed thet ran perdld with thewetsr. Ardaldured figure & the desring whed, whoebresthwessteeming thewincons

Thenbak to thehousewith hisheatt beeting judt alittle feeter, walking briskly, but trying not to adt ar look oo aonoamed abaut anything (andwandaing just
howvfed isabulet anywey, adwhywold ayorewat to soat iminthefird dace?) adyp to hisbeotoom whaetehed tried to foashiskinoauasthrouch
adhirkin hisauntang anly tobefrugreted by hisoan bresh anthe wirdiwae:

Andthentheedbennahingdefarit..

..BuaMOhiusjunpiothedesated country roed sometwo
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hundred yards 'doanwind o the uspatt G, whaethe Nerosopehed steped aut of ismdaphysical door behind ashidding dunp of bushes There peding
thraugh fringing fa<.;re firdlly hed gt hisdassssfoasd antrecar.

Zaennssa! Qred Bamie Jrisgils Tregageoustack gin with thelegsthet wert upfaever - well, dmoet. ArdHary hed o chuddedt thet in his
stution, wheteser it wes heweslill caeled thinking dag such lines But nat quite, becasethe sight o the gil sanding there aut o the car now, training
bincadasdf heroananhishouss hed saved to lbring beck therest f Hisconversdion with Bamie Jsen Soredf it, anyway.

Treewalddhaeaed ha grisfdlor hm kespangeanhim... pratett im?Ard somahing deg abaut the gl harsdlf. Ard abaut dl o BI's gils A



quesion hekrew heshould ask himelf, without kroningwhet the quetion wes But ridadlausanywey, becasethey wearedl asinnooat esB J

—Waattg/?

Whet inmooert?Zatening too? Reelly?Withalody like tret? Ard thisimehehed dudded, albat wiyly, as he aorjured adoor ard reumed to the holee-
whaethetdgdhorein hissudy hedbeninging, inging.

But forhow lag? Hisansnvaing medhinewes t switched on ad thisaoud ke B! Hying aorossthe room and gretdhing the pharefram its aadle, rehed
dmod tripped, bfaedunbing to hiskressbesde hisdesk. Ardt

'Halo? hehed parted into themoudece Ardinamament, whentherewasro ansiver, ThisisHary?

Sill rorgdy, anly slence Or & bedt, themeres 3.opedtion of adrellow, simaow snider breething And, Hary Keog? hehed fdt diliged to ponpt the
e, wadkingy, befare dopping himsdf adpassng o think it ot

Butinthened momatt, kneding therebdfiae his desk, hehed sated o think, ard thought: Thisignt BJI
Whotha?Ardanyway, hisrumberweslisted. Nat thet thet meart anything;, thereweewaysraurd tre, if samerewes ceiamined. But having cdled hm
why theslence? Farwhet good, o bed ressar? Shit, how hed wished thet theansnvephone v

Ratgstheurknoan cdler hed heard hisgep, faramomart later thetdephonehed gone chdidd and Stated to pur & hime Arnd daing & the deed plagtic
thingin hisherd, the Neorosoopehed felt aweird peric rising in im ashewarolred if thet weshedk aggine

Hisfeeradlcething of thetdephone

Butro, audy mat, far it hed benalang imerow sneeanything like thet hedhgppaned

—Whichinitdf hed beenlikeaninvocation!

The ground hed ssamad to move under hisfet; Hanry adudly felt hisbody swaying to compensate, dutched & the desk with his free hend,
tried to throw the tdgphone away framhim For hed known whet wes coming - knoan &t leest thet something was coming - and thet when it gat
here hewaant going tolikeit too much

It was in the sudden goom that seat through o over his study -in the fading light that turned the garden beyond the patio
windowsto night asif someone hed switched dff the sun - and in the bluning of redlity as the vedigid tdent of a dead mentdity surfaoad like a
drowned thing from the swirling deeps of Harry's id, or the contours of his re-inhabited mind. It was Alec Kyle's
prescience which, as goplied to the Necrosoope, could only mernifet itsdf asaoursd

Hehed tried to hud the tdephone avay. But the ydlow hand thet hed squeezed itsdlf out through the oesker to grip iswwigt and Sirk its long
aurved ralsinto his flesh unil they drew blood wouldnt le him! And the basin of the speaker was expanding, warping out of
shgpe as the fingers of a second hand, twin to the fird, came writhing up onto the rim, clawing their way to freedom. Then both
hands dongated out of the tdephone, and while the one continued to dagp Hary'swig, the ather want far histhroat!

At fird pardysed, the Neorosoopes jaws hed falen open, and gpart from a spontaneous goeem as he hed tried to jak away from whet wes
happening - an instinctive recail from the horror of it - he hadn't moved but an inch or so. But then, galvanized by
terror, he had fought bedk. And it was asif hed fought far hislife far the strength of this thing wes Supeméaturd.

And even knoning thet this couldnit possibly be heppening, ill it hed looked, fet, and even svdted likeit ws happening. Srdled likeit, yes
the anid gench of dien sweet, and a poisonous resk thet hed struck the Necroscope an amost physical blow as someone or
somathing bregthed diredtly into hisface

It hed come fram the tdephong, its goesker grown to the Sze of agredt fleshy pipe a hugdy convulsing vulva, as aut fram between the
soindy, rubbay, reeching amsalbed, domed yelow heed dragged it into view. Thething wesdl frath, bubbles, svest, and muaus it wes as
if the mutating tdephone hed tried to give birth and soueeze this loathsome anomely out into Harry's Sudly.

Haf out, the thing had squirmed in its own juices as it used Hary's sraining againd it to dreg itsdf fram the cdllgpaing tube of
the tdgphone But then, inthe nedt momat, asif the effart hed bean too much far i, it too hed cdllgpsed!

The hands on Harry'swrigt and neck hed tumed to so much mush and bone: Pulsing ydlow eyes hed fdlenin on themsalves, sudked
BrianLunley
Narasrye T afveas\all
210
21

bedk into the medly wabhling heed. And in thet same moment, before conlete katebdlism, Harry hed seen thet the ydllow face waant so much
honifying as horified And even as a ratting tongue wrigged between crumbling lips, he had heard his visitor's choked or
whigpared:

"H-hh* et messssay

And then theanfu gurgling and dopping of thething asit meited like a black and gold candle under a blowtorch...

Withwhichdm daylight hed flooded Harmy'sroom, and abird hed chinped degaly in the garden s his tattering universe warped bedk into
something of focus however undear.

There hed been no blood on hiswrig, no dimeon hisdathing, no marks or hurt to Harry's throat But ill he'd dumped there in
the aalls of the tdegphones Faird cable, leening on the olid redity of his desk for long, long momerts sisfied Sy to ligen to the grest
pounding hammer that was his heart

And it hed taken im aslong again to get to hisfest and find the strength and spit to swallow...

Thet hed bemn yederday aftemoon ... fdloaing which hed dedided to teke BJ'sedvice (thet meybe he should get out of the houss) allat more
sioudy. And indesd he hed determined to do judt thet But hisfrustration - that he wasn't able to grasp the meaning of such
oocurrences - and his evar-increedng imitaion o obsession with his own patently flawed faculties, his reasoning and recall
processes, plushisnaurdly subborn naiure, hed served to kegp im & hamefor at least one more night. Perhaps he had been
hoping that the tdephonewaudring agan, if only to defy thething ar maybe leam something from it now that he knew it wasn't
capable of physical ham

But despite that he had ddliberately left his answerphone disconnected, his sleep hadn't been disturbed except by



recurrent nightmares, the substance or bulk of which, as usual, he couldn't remarber onweking... exagat for onething, onefaog
onefearilled vissgein hisminds eye that continued pleeding with him even &tar hewes aweke

'H-Mi-help meeseeeer

Theydlon men ar youth, as Harry now ssamed to remamba him fram his - whet precognitive? - vistation. But wes thet redly what it had
been? Was that all it had been? Alec Kyl€e's talent resurfacing agan dter dl thistime? Somekind of waming presence? Somghow

Hany didnit thirk o, nat thistime

Yellow men... Tibetan priests or monks... The monastery on ike frozn plateau... And the leeder o those redtrobes in London
that ime, taking picures at the soane of the bonbing in Oxford Sredt... And Ike
samegroup, or another just likeit, in the Forest ofAtholl.

All of these things, yes—

—But what else did Harry know about them?

And his Ma: she hadn't come to his rescue or ‘interfered' this time. When the telephone had been a wolf- (God! But
the Necroscope felt dizzy! Whirled along on his own wild thoughts, he could hardly believe he was turning such stuff
over in his mind, having this conversation with himsdf!) - but when the telephone was awotf his mother had come on
like the cavalry! So why not this time? What if she hadn't been able to on this occasion? And why wasn't he able to
hear the dead conversing in their graves, which was as 'usud’ or 'normd' to Harry as red-life background
conversation in a crowded room to a norma man?

But when he thought about it, at least that was something he could figure out for himsdlf.

It wasn't his Ma, wasn't the Great Mgjority who had given up on him, it was Harry who had given up on them! It
was this... this somedamnthing indgdehimthat didnt wart imtaking tothem, and it was getting worse dl the time. This need in
him to protect his secret talents, his powers as a Necroscope and his use of the Mobius Continuum. He was like an
addict obscuring his addiction, learning how not to give himsdf away. A difficult thing when using the MShius
Continuum, for his physical movements on entering into or exiting from the Continuum might easily be observed, but
very much smpler in the case of his commerce with the teeming dead; for that was metaphysical, mentd, invisible. He
had ssmply erected barriers in his mind, shields that had aways been there, which done alowed him to lead a norma
eddance Bxagat now they warethere parmenently; far without evenrealizing that he had done it - and even now not sure - it was
possible that held left those barriers in place and so cut himsdf off from the deed

After alate breakfast, coffee and a bowl of cered, the Necroscope had tested the theory, opened his mind and
instinctively tuned in to that ethereal Vaveband" to which he aone had access. Letting it flow through him, he had
known at once that he was right. For they were there as aways, the whispering dead, the Grest Mgjority, taking to
each other from their unseen, unknown graves across the world. But before they could sense him or fed the warmth
of his lonely flame flickering in their long night he had reinstated his barriers to shut them out

But why? Why do that to tham, when the teaming deed wae the only red friends Harry had ever had? The answer was
smplicity itsdf: the best way to kegp a saret hidden forever isto lodk it awvay where it can never be discovered. This secret was
locked in the
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Necroscope's head, and if he threw away the only key ... that was whereit would Say.

Then for a while he had known regret, remorse, even something of surprise, at himsdf - that he was so ready,
willing, and able to discard so much of what had been good in his life. But he knew that whatever else he did he must
not risk anyone else finding out about his talents.

Hecouldn't tdl anyoneabout them, digdlay them or—

—uete?Yesadit migtemaredonnto thet, evatLely. Ardwhet hopewaddrehavetren d finding Bradaard his boy? Nare he ayposedd
Smatehedoud ge with thessath far them- invdve hisef pasorelly init again- whilehe il coud Whichseaed like anather good reessn (anvelid
aeayway) far geting himedf aut of thisdd house

Asfar Bamie Jrisressrs Hary didnt enkrovwhet they wae exadly. Somahing $efeared? Somahing redhoud feer... ?

Atwhichmamat, asshed pushad his plate aney ad sood U the tdgohore hed jangied in his study. Ard thet wesnayvbe something hedhould fer. O
smahingredoudfigt, whdese.

Hary hed breslfeded in hiskitchen At fird thesourd of theprorehed fraeenbim rigidt, then he hed teken amomant ar two to unfreese, deddewhet to db
adge mdile and saved ssoodsmaeto meehiswey to hissudy. Arddl o thetimethetdganonehed ket aninging,

After thet... hed found himedlf setdhing & thething, rolanger giving himedf timetowardar arwany aboaut it but dang it Ardesenin full deylight, ar s full
ait e gt olethistimed yer, il Hary hedfet thedhat hersrisng a teback o hisneck ad the aegp o his fleh ashe artidipeted the Urkeoan. ..
Fedingswhdhwerestill with imwhen hed heat

Hany, isthet you? Day Aake hisvdcemacktinny by thetwo o three indhes Hary hdd the goreaney fram his ey, hisfae At fird hehed faled to
recnyizhiscdle, patly becauseit hed ben s lang, ad dso becasehed bemn eqoadting,.. wall, dmod anything dsd But thart

Dary, heredasvared, dmost gegang his rdief asheflgped into his drer. Its.. it's good to hear fram youl' Ard thet wes somathing he rely hedht
eqoadter to sy appin, notand reelly meenit

Darcy wesaLick ontheypteke, ssusLe. Hany, isanythingwotiMag?
Y ousourd-1 dortknow-sart of tense?'| weseqpedingacal fram, ch someonedse Sowhetsonyor
mind? He had tried to sound as much at ease as possible, but a the same time had redized that he wasn't the only



one who sounded 'sort of tense." And his heart - and his guts - had given alurch as he asked: 'Is it Brenda?

‘Brenda? Asif nothing could have been further from Darc/s mind - which after dl this time might well be the case.
'Oh, Brendal No, no it's not your wife. Harry, it's something else. And we have to tak -1 mean face to face. And | do
mean we have to talk!'

Well, and Harry had wanted to get out of the house, hadn't he? 'A tak? You want to tak to me? But his voice had
turned sour in a momat. 'Jug atdk?

Tor the moment yes."

‘Not about Brenda and my son?

'No... and if | may say S0, it's bigger than that. Don't give mea hard time over this, Harry. | mean, considering what
I've just said, you have to know now that it redly isbig.'

"What if | tell you | don't much care?

'And what if | tell you that you'd better care? Thistimeit's not just the Branch, Harry. It could be everything...'

Everything was alot especially if Darcy Clarke said so. 'And it's something you nesd my hdp with?'

'Maybe,' Darcy sounded uncertain. 'But on the other hand, it could be that you need ours...'

Harry had thought about that, briefly, before answering, There's atran out of Wavaly Sation about midday. 111 be onit It
waant thet he had smply accepted Darcy's argument, or given in to the veiled threat, but... who could say? Maybe the
Branch had the answers to some of his many questions.

‘A train? Darcy had seemed surprised and Harry knew why. But his thing, his obsession, was redly starting to take
control now.

‘A train, yes,' he had snapped. "What, and did you think | would walk it? With which held put the phone down ...

His train had got into King's Cross alittle before 5:00 in the evening, but there'd been E-Branch or Special Branch men
aboard from Darlington on down the line. Harry had seen them and known who they were, but said nothing. They had
sat close but not too close, just keeping their eyes on him. Only a handful of people would have naicsd, but the
Necrasoope hed hed plenty of expaience of jugt such people. So, were they escorting, protecting him? Obvioudy the first
probably the second. But from what? 'Something big,' as Darcy Clarke would have it

Darcy himsdf, Head of Branch, had met him at King's Cross, diven him to heedouatersin the heatt of the aty. Which wes
whaethey were now...
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Deqited o Dagy/sdfatstothecntray, rewssrnevassssacat Heled prddars gdeanty, dl o whichweear ssaved conadtad to the Neoosqe to ae
edat a antha. Hecoud havehed imweidhed & hame o aourss but hehed lang sSnce praised Hany thet rewaouldnt inefere with im a his s if e
they Soud find im andhewestt about to lresk hiswad SodnceHary wesafriend o the Branth thisssamad thebes wey: afaceto fare corfroniation
Infect therehed besnro ather route Or therehed been bt thet wesaraute Dagy wald aad & dl aoets Theaherweywaddhave ben o tdl the Minser
Resporsbleabout Hary's possteinvadvamant in aatain mettars st bedk and let immekethededsons
But in the pet Daroy's deelings with thet spadific govarmat body hed taught him anube o vdueble lessons nt leest thet it aould be. wll,
heawharcd to sy theleest Heweswell anaethet in thebet interestsdf the country, even innocart menwere cacesianelly eqoancitle But the Neorosoope
Hary Kecchwoudrt beared them, nat while DaoywesHesd of EBrath
TreBramhweshousad in, a an ahatd; thedevaar & therear soppad onanedrafioar, thetop floor, EBrath HQ Ban Trask wes peding the lag camicr
whnthedevaor doorshisssd qoenand Hary and Day dgped out Trask fdl inwiththem inamoment hisguff gresting, Hi, Dary, Hany!' ednarngin aace
wheedficeswaenaetren hef-arpty. [twesdta fivead ot of Dargy/ssdf hed greto thar homes whidhwesjug aswl, bera e the busness in herd
wesmadridly nescHokiow bess Ad
Opsroomy Dany séd lesding thewey. Enraueframthe sationhehed sad vay litle Whanhed sodkenat dl it westo ek Hary how hisssrch wes gaing,
whichthe Neorospehed arsvaredl withadeke d hisheedl Daroy hed desparatdy werted to ask, Why the train? bt hed hdd it in. Thet weswiet they wae
garngtofind ot Thet ... ad hopefully arearwo ather things Or hapefully nat
Tregosraomwesenly, daamy, dailelooking. Dany pitan the lights drapged three ged drers araurd atedle, thvew his cost on andther dher ad st
cban Hary ad Ben Trask fdlowved gt Ardwhenthey wae sttt
Sowretsgang af? Haty lodked framfaceto facg teking intre little tdl-tdle dages Na thet Day Qake e dagd alat ot thet youd natice He
wesdll thewarlds mogt nondesaript men micding inevey wey exagt far hiswerd telart, thet guerdan angd' thet ket imaut o roldeardmecehim the
iced menfar
the job. As for Trask: if anything, he looked younger! A human lie-detector, the last three or four years had tightened
him up a little, sharpened him, taken away his jaded, lugubrious look. Or perhaps it was the job ... or maybe it was
whatever this was now.
'You mean you can't tell ks? Darcy leaned forward, looked him straight in the eye. 'See, the fact is we don't know
what's going on. We were hoping you would, and that you'd want to tell us about it'
Ben reechad out and let his hend fdl on Dargy'sam Yau sdd you were going to tell him straight' he said.
And Harry said: 'So that you could judge my reaction, eh, Ben? What is this, good-cop, bad-cop? Or is it just
inquisitor and adjudicator? He asks the questions and you tel himif I'm lying or nat?
They said nothing and Harry began to stand up. But Darcy said, 'Harry, don't Please don't If you wak out on us,



then if s out of my hands..." The way he said it - so cold, yet a the same time brokenly, as if he had to force the
words out - made Harry sit down again.

'‘And whose hands will it bein, whatever it is?

‘Harry, were covering for you,' Ben took the opportunity to put in. Foralongtimenow you havenit bemn draght with us' But
hisvaoe too, was shaky, because he knew that for a long time now they hadn't been straight with Harry. Which went
against Trask's grain. It wasn't just that you couldn't lie to him, but also that he didn't like telling lies. Not even white
lies or half-truths. And to him not telling something -hiding something, especially from a friend - was tantamount to
lying about it

'‘Covering for me? Harry said, uncertainly. And again he looked from one to the other. Then, shaking his head,
"Well I'm sorry but you've lost me right from square one!' And angry now: '| mean, what the hell an | supposed to
have done?

Ben Trask was staring right at him; he blinked and looked & Darcy. '| can't read athing. There isn't one lying hair on
Harry's head, not where werre concerned. A lot of uncertainty, soul-searching, but no deiberate mendacity." And to
Harry: ‘It could be you kept something back that time four years ago, but you certainly aren't doing it now.' Then he
frowned. 'Not that you're aware of, anyway..." Then back to Darcy again, 'So do it the way you said you would, and tell
it to him straight'

And Darcy sighed (gladly, Harry thought), and said, "Very wdl. And to the Necroscope: 'Harry, dl sorts of things
are going down, and we don't have a clue what it's dl about. When weve told you about it, then you'll understand
why we thought you might be involved. And then, too, you might be able to suggest something. Or maybe we can
work it out together.'

Before they could begin the Duty Officer looked in, asking if they
Necrosoope: ThelLogt Years-Val. i
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wald likeadffee Dary sad yes adthey st inslenceuntl hehed braught it in ThenDary tdd imto seto it they werant disiurboed, ard dter hed left they
gtcbmntoit..

Leaingevaythiing deadt far themamant, Dagy wart Sraght tothedary df the bamb in Hyde RPak. And Ben Trask, df course, monitored Harry's reedion:
Hark atorisment &t firg - then something uitedifferat

TreNerospesunivarereded ad rekrewwhet wes aoming Hebed just commerncad saying: WA nudear daice?In Hyde. whanit hgppaned

Hisfarewent pee hedudhed therim df thetadleard groened, On, no'

Dary adBaflacked iminamamat, thar hedsanhisshoudas Hary?

Learit, hegesped 1 kowvwhetitisand ifll pess' Well meyioe but not right row. Far ineteed theroom, the gperatiansoom, ‘pessed right ot of eddiace
Ard

Bvearything weswhitd S white, 30 blinding white, thet he gagoed with the hurt of it, dosad his eyes and turned his face anay
-andanomat later fdt adap. The hard dap of acdld, gritty hand, or ahandful of ice - like a snondll with a rodk in it, such
asthe cdlliery kids hed used to meke when hewasa boy-on hisface, dinging it. And then a punch, or rather a bady-blow, full
body, asif someone hed dammed agiant door onhim It picked imup, soun im head over heds like a legf ina gale hurled
himdoan in a degp snowdrift, o thet he left a mantshaped depression where he broke through the thin crust and crunched
donn degp into the sow.

Ard overhead, suddenly, there was a wind! A gald A hurricang as the white light turned red and sound, momentarily
ugpended, returned - with a vengeance!

Acadding o dedricity; atracery of dectrical firesradng acrossthe sky, a runbling bomout of nothing thet grew louder
and louder until it was deafening! And then the debris, dirt, now and ice, chunks of rock, a horizontal avalanche passng over
Harry where he hugged himedf doan and tried to disappear into hishdein the snoadrift.

It wert on for long seconds, and when it wes done and the ground stopped shuddering...

Harry gat to his knees, looked out of the trench héd compressad into the snow... looked aut on an anesoe scene.
Near-didant, some two o three niles across a dirty grey desdlation a low, squat mushroom doud buiged upwerds; ill
eqandng. At its base, ground zero wes hidden in the balling flame-shat gem where rocks and rubble were il tundling from
the sky. And asa badkarop, gaunt grey mountains capped with white merched into a familiar disance

‘What... 7 hesaid. And:

"What?* Darcy Clarkeechoed him. ‘Areyou OK,, Harry?

And the ops room was there al around him.

For awhile he couldn't speak, licked his lips, was glad, (a hdl of an understatement!) to be back. Not that he'd been
anywhere; not his body, anyway. Anather of Alec Kylés bloody indedpherable precog-nitions, it must have been. Brought on by
dl the tdk of an atomic bomb in Hyde Park. And he spoke the thought out loud even as it came to him: 'One of Alec's
glimpses into the future.'

Trask knew the truth when he heard it. "Y ou've retained a part of Alec?

We thought thet hed left you by now,’ Darcy put in Howv woudweknow any different? We're never in touch these days.'



Sill disoriented, Harry redled, clutched at the desk. He looked at their concerned faces where they flanked him,
redlized that what Darcy had said was true: that these were friends, red friends, and he'd been too long out of touch.
And steadying himsdf, he blurted, The fact isI'm atotal fuck-up! Alec Kyle? He's only asmdl part of it But yes, | ill
have something of him in me- which | don't understand any more than he did! That was an example of it abomb blast -
anuclear blast, was how it seemed to me- out of some unknown future...'

... Future! Future! Future!

And theworld reeled again!

‘Jesus!' Harry gasped, as the room started to rotate, and Darcy and Ben grabbed his shoulders, holding him till.

Trentgwaregreadakirdy, leamed fere-alaglae withgeygeswhoseinme atitsanadinotelricdeda dragt, eenrose o dagdrg
nmodedesthet odedthecomasd Hssrl butby ronmersmen nouh pegred info Hamy's Trenarsiodeed weslargead qoan Hsdedswae
nudy; hisearsprarnuckd dightly, with Scumsthat loned connintoafull gddatroan beerd But hisgeswaelhisnog revaledefedture for aae
adtesareinetgmaenaeadsriing Adaswel ssdsiding agest hurarity-enineicclemaidsm- saredtoHaeamerdstamtem

Then:

'Ah, son of myvisond' hesad. 'Or are you in fact the father? But away with you now, for | amassured that asyetitis
not your time'
Ardtretwesdl. Tregmsroomsvemback into foausagginad Hary feit likehewesabout tothrow up
Wretthehdl... ?Ban TraKseyeswaedaing. Whaewaeyau just tha? Far hehed been urddeto red thetruth of arind thet wesdsenhare
ArdDaoy wartad to know: Hary, how lang hesthisbengaing a?
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They stared so hard at him - they tried so very hard to pierce the vel of the Necroscope's metaphysical mind - that
he fdt their gaze was almost hypnotic.

Hypnatic! Hypnatic. Hypnatic!

He couldn't stop it. His every thought conjured new, even stranger visions. 'Just hang onto me!" he croaked, as yet
again the universe stood on its head.

Thistimeit teesamare nomat, a dgplacament, a genuine 'ginpse” sudk asthe precogAlec Kyle had usad to eqoarience A frazn pidure
likeasnge cdluloid framethat gets jammed too long under the hat dare o the prgjectar’s lanp, until it broans, arigos and bligers out o
edgence

Harry good & a crossrcads Onthe one hand beyond a low wall, the mainly untended plots and leaning headstones of some
unknown graveyard were half-obsoured by long grasses While on the other a Sgnpogt said 'Meardburg along with a digance in
kilomeres None df which had any rdevance to Harry - not yet et leed.

But then the picture browned, carisped, distorted all out of shape and vanished—

—And Darcy and Ben were holding on to him for deer life.

Thent

It hurt! Something in the Necroscope's head hurt like dl hel! And just exactly like the single frame under the
burning glare of the projector's lamp, he felt or sensed the something being burned out of him, too.

Those unique connections, near-magical synaptic triggers, in what hed once bemn Alec Kyles bran, firdly disconnedting
themsdves redligning, conforming to Harry's menta patterns. For he had overburdened the old system, channelled too
great a current along its circuits. And at last the fuses had blown.

It went out of him like a sigh, with asigh, as he stopped straining and fdl back in his chair, where for along time his
face gradually, tentatively unscrewed itsdlf as the pain ebbed until it, too, went out of im And:

'Done,' he said. And Ben Trask knew that it was so.

Thelast of him, gone,' he said.

Darcy looked from one to the other and back again. "What?' was d he coud ssy. "What?

And eventualy Harry was able to tel him: Tou know, I've never been too sure of God - that there is one, | mean.
And I'm gill not But if there is, well, | thank Him for this at least, that at last Alec is out of my system for good.'

Which was dl he was willing to say by way of explanation. But at the same time he knew that thered been much of
value in Kyle's talent. In the beginning it had warned of an IRA bomb in Oxford Street and saved lives, a great many.
And at the last or dmogt at the
last - it had warned of another, greater bomb. The meaning of the first was now academic: it had worked itself out But
as for the last?

'Where is it now? Harry asked out of the blue, after Ben had replenished their coffees. "That bomb, | mean.'

'Made safe,' Darcy told him. 'And in avery safe place.’

Tdliketo seeit.'

Tonight?

'As soon as possible, yes.'

Til make the arrangements,’ Darcy said. 'But it's quite a distance. Just how do you propose to, er, get there?

Harry looked at him almost in surprise. 'Don't you have a duty veide?

'Of course,'Darcy nodded at once.'Silly of me. ."Then he left Ben and Hary on thar oan for afew minutes while he wart to



mekethearrangements.’

Darcy made severd calls from an office next door to the Operations Room, then turned to the saturnine figure who was
seated before a one-way window looking in on Ben and their guest And despite that the walls were soundproofed,
sill Darcy kept his voice low as he asked, Wéll, have you formed any opinions?

Doctor James Anderson, hypnotist, turned and looked at him with eyes deep as space. 'Severd,’ he said, in that
sepulchral voice of his. 'Even some about our Mr Keogh! But tdl me, this bomb story. Isit true?

Darcy sighed. 'Look, were short on time. As for anything you've learned: | know | don't have to remind that you're
still subject to the Officid Secrets Act'

"Itistrue, then? My God, but...!"

.. But that's the kind of thing were up against here in E-Branch,' Darcy's voice was cold now, even harsh. 'Now
forget it and tell me about Harry.'

Anderson nodded, took a deep breath. '‘Maybe we should reconsider. It could be | went... what, too deep? Going on
what you've told me, and on what I've seen, it seems to me he's developed an obsession; he's now denying these
ills of his as if even he no longer believes in them! And that's a kind of schizophrenia. And it could get worse,
manifest itself in a variety of ways.

Atwhich Darcy knew whet hemugt do. T wart it reversed. Butwill he know? | mean, will he suspect what we did to him?

‘Not if we do it the same way. In fact you can be certain hell only fed a gresat relief - because that's what 111 teU him
hell fed.'

"l convince him to degp heretonight' Darcy sad.

Ard again Anderson nodded. That will give metimeto prepare mysdlf, he sad.
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‘And youlll beherewhenwe get back?
'Y ou canbesuredf it,! Anderson answered, because he hed noway of knowing that hed be somenhered e antirdly...

ACHSIN THE BOMB ADR' S (H

‘James Anderson, Harry Keogh, Darcy Clarke ‘introduced the two men as dl four of them, induding Ben Trask, entered the
devator. But he ddiberatdy left Anderson's 'Doctar’ prefix undiated. The hypnatis and the Necroscope shook hands and Harry
showed never asign that he recognized or remotdy remembered the ather. 'James! Darcy want on, feding as treecherous as a
dogwho tums on hisoan magter, 'Harry wias once with E-Branch and dlill hdps us out occasiondly.’ And to Harry: ‘Jamesisa
Feddig who ds0 gives us a hand now and then. Nathing to do with the currant Stuation; were just dropping him off & his
home thet's Al

The conversation terminated there and then, which was what Darcy hed intended. The leest sdd by bath parties the better.
Ard twenty minutes later, as Trask sopped the car & a jundion in upper-dass Knightstridge where James Anderson gt out
jugt ashort wak fram his home, no ane gave a sscond thought to the vehide that pulled up dase behind, or the two pessengers
who dighted & the same junction. The stregts were full of people going home:

Fdlowing which Trask sgt out in earnest to drive west to Greenham Common near Newhury, Berkshire, the US Air Force
bese that housed NATO's Ameican-owned Cruise missles..

Andwhen at lagt they were on thewest-bound matorway: 'How long? Darcy leaned forward to ask Ben Trask. '‘Anhour and a
hdf, maybetwo, Trask answered. 'Dependson thetreffic. But now thet therush hour isover, if slooking good!

'S then,” Darcy tumed to Harry where they sat together in the bedk of the car. ‘Renty of timeto tak. And with ludk thet
gagde of OND haridans a the Common will have quietened down far the night and wewont haveto run the gauntlet Can you
hear usback here OK, Ben?
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The driver glanced at them in his interior mirror, gave a thumbs-upsign.

Vay wdl, Darcy said. And to Harry: 'So, if you've got any questions for me.. ?

'‘Bomb questions, yes,' said Harry at once, with the white heat of hisincendary vison il buming on the eye o mamy.
like whose bombisit?

Darcy understood and nodded. 'Its design? Chinese. Dirty as the "rough”" technology thet produced it. But mriles aheed
o anything the West might have suspected of tham In other words they're catching up on usfadt

‘Andif therewasonebomb— ? Harry sad, or questioned.

'—There could be more? Darcy cocked his head. 'No, not awywhere in the UK, anyway. He looked uncomfartble Bt
wedo know thet therewes onemarebomb, & lesst

'‘Where?

Would you believe... Russia, Moscow?

Hary'sjaw fdl gpen. "What?But how doyou know?

'Even harder to believe,' Darcy grinned, however humourlessly. "Yui Andropov tdd us Hes the Big Chief over there
now, you know. He also told us about the bomb in Hyde Park!'

I Now the Necroscope shook his head in astonishment "Well it
beats me!' he said. 'Gregor Borowitz established The Opposition
under Brezhnev, but Borowitz was anti-KGB from head to toe. And
the Russian outfit, before we wrecked it was just as covert esoteric,
as E-Branch itsdlf, and hated by the KGB even as much as Borowitz
hated them. And God only knows they have to hate us, or you - or
me- even more! Yet now Andropov, ex-head of the KGB, is taking
time out to warn you of nuclear sabotage? A bomb that the Chinese
have buried in a London park? It doesn't make sense!’

It makes perfect sense," Darcy told him. 'Because while the Cold War was one thing, World War Three would
be something else entirely. Can't you just see it? These bombs going off at some time in the near future - let's say
at atime when East-West relationships are at alow ebb - and the utter chaos that would ensue?

Harry frowned and shook his head. "It till doesn't work out What China? The agent provocateur? But surely
they'd get dragged in. Don't nuclear weapons have their own signatures?"

‘China would get dragged in, certainly,’ Darcy answered. 'Sheld be answerable eventually, but much too late.
What, with London and Moscow in ruins, and dl the world's big guns targeting and firing on eech athe? And
because the West isill weay aheed, you can bet wed obliterate China, too.'

Then how can China profit by planting these bombs?

"Who said she did? And Darcy grinned his mirthless grin again -

more a grimace, redly - and as the Necroscope fdl silent told the rest of the story.

'So that's if he said a last. Tibet. The bombs were planted by a bunch of Tibetan extremists, the crazy devotees of
some kind of sect Which leads us to your involvement...'

H1? Hany jeked upright Me? You think Im invalved? But how? In what way? And his indignation was a hundred per cent
genuine, Dacy knaw, dse Ban would have spoken up about it Ye while Trask remained silent, he was in fact conscious of
something strange; he had definitely ‘felt' the Necroscope go on the defensive at first mention of Tibetan involvement
and again when Darcy had spoken of ‘red-robed monks.’

We were hoping you could tell us,' Darcy said.

And now Trask came in with: 'Like | said back at HQ, you haven't been straight with us for quite Some time, Harry.
And you're not being entirely straight even now."

"I haven't told you any lies!" the Necroscope snapped.

'‘Maybe not,' Ben said. 'But neither have you told us the whole truth. It goes right back to that "werewolf" job you
did in London. That's where it started: the night you - well, did your thing - in that garage.'

‘Where what started? Harry demanded. But in fact he dready had an inkling of what they were talking about And
they were right he hadn't told them everything about that night

Darcy answered his blustered question anyway: Where you began to deviate from the true facts a bit... ?

Then, after along, thoughtful pause, Harry sighed, sank back into his seat The night Brenda and my boy vanished,'
he said, his voice subdued, his thoughts going off at a different tangent atirdy.

‘But that's not what we're on about—' Darcy told him, and a once shut up as he redized that his tone wasn't as
sympathetic as it might be. Tm sorry," he said then. That"s not how | meant to put it

‘Harry,' said Ben Trask from the driver's seat it isn't fair of us to be grilling you when you can't see the whole picture.
| mean, we're not interrogating you. We're not trying to meke you trip over your own tongue. So it's only right we tell
you what's bothering us and let you take it from there. OK?

‘So tell me,' Harry said.

And Darcy took it up again. ‘Do you remember when | called you about those Tibetan sect members who got killed
in amohile shoot-out? It was in your neck of the woods - the Spey Valey?

I remember,' Harry said, frowning again. T wasn't involved..." (Wes|? Bloody wes|T) 'Sowhat of it?
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Ardintrefrat o theca, Ban Trak likenvisewardarad Wesheinvaved? Weshe? Whe thefuck weswiarg with histdet?Hecoudnt meeay sseed it
Fartohimthingswaeather Hadk arwhite but neve, nae gg! Uniil row.

Ored thoeemorksin thet bumedkou wiatk wesshat withaarossoow, Dary sed Thaewes andher balt in the door of the car, and bath of them hed the
saresiversd heecsthet waefound in thebodiesof thosethugsyou dedlt with in thegaragethet night inthe Bt Brdl Yautdd usyau shat thosetwo Ardl if s,
doestt it fdlow thet you might dso havehed something to co with the Saey killings?Or thet youd krow ebout them, &t leest?

Harmy'sheed reded in 9otk aorflict - of identity, fatiddean kromecte ad loyalty - but hequiddy brought it urder contrdl. It wesrt im ey wee diter but
Bamie Jen addewssimooat. Deinitdy innooent of wheisver Dary wes telking ebout, because $e hed ben with Hany thet dby. Thedty $ed cdled off
thar dimang ard huniing eqoediion. Heramambeed it well... didnit he?Cf coursehedid

Trey hed dayed & Aud Jhrisdace ovamight, sdiing off eaty the ned maming to go dining in the Camgomns Exogt B hed cdled it off & the lest
mamat Majteded rekaed rewas tt ptoit. Ard then they hed diven bedk to Edinburch, Tretwesdl therewestoit.

.. Ydlovrmeninredraoed
~Abumingcar!
.AdBJ.-withacroshowinha hard

'Harry? Darcy pulled him out of it, offering him a target for his frugration. Anct

1 donit know anything about any shoot-out!' Hary sngpped. ‘Asfar the garagejab ... no, | didntt doit’ CTherg it wes out But it wes dl they'd
0. Hewaant about to betray B J)

Darcy nodded. "'Y au never dd adudly tdl us you were responsible thet ime So, you were coveing for someone de’

'Someone who helped me yes,' Harry said under his breath. 'Someone who saved my life, stopped that lunatic
"Skippy" from splitting my head with a machete - or would you rather have me dead? Lodk, you sad youd bean coveing for
me W, isit 20 hard to understand thet | might wart to cover far someone ds=? Surdly its a question of loyaty. Asfar my loydties theyve
dwaysbeanintheright place’

Dacy pulled & hislonver lip, looked for commant fram Ben Trask. Trask saw Darcy's quarying lodk in his mimar and gave a puzded, imitated
ghrug. Daamit to hdll, heweanit surd

'So we have to assume,’ Darcy said, ‘that if you didn't take out those redrobesin Sootland, whoever youtre protedting did.”

*'No way!" said Harry with conviction. 'For she was with me..." Andinthenned¢ momat he saw Darcy'strap, exoqt it redly heoht
been intended thet way. Anct

'We didn't hear that,’ Darcy said a once. 'So it makes no diffeenoe And ayway, thet mekes two favourswe onvehim o her, o
whoever. Orefar pulling your fat out of thefirg and two far getting rid of acouple of sabateurs. Bu— (and he couldnit hald it beck) 'she must be
orehdl o agn!

And something dicked into placein Hary's mind - incoredly asit happened, but to the Necrosoope it seamed toffit just exadly right

For he had in fact seen those red-robed priests when he and BJ. had stopped a the tea-shop in the Forest of Athall.
Hed seen and remembered them; and since the sighting hadn't been part of the action, BJ. hadn't thought to erase it

But now, to Harry, it ssemed thet if B 1 hed hed reason to fear the Tibetans it might bewhy she hed cdled dif their tip so suddenly. It might
also explain why she'd suggested he should vacate the old housefarawhile if the four rameining morks wae athredt to her, they
might also be athreat to him. But as to her connection with tham- o to the baits that hed killed one of them - he didnit have the
foggiest ided

Didhe?

Andwhat ebout thetde-Tibatan? Thet bloody anful vidtaion inthe old house, when his phone gave birth to a yellow Thing
that tumed to o much dop, but nat beforeit aried far help? Olvioudy therewas aconnedtion, but whet wsit?

Fam the driver's seat, Trask half-looked bedk over his shoulder and sdd, 'So you see, Hary, welve been mare then allitie conoamed about you
eve Snce thewearendf thing. And befare you adc no, | waantt checking on you & theime Andlif | hed been Id have asked you for the truth
there and then. But your back-up on that job was Trev Jorden, adamn fire tdepath. His report odtalls how he detected someone
elsein that garage but couldn't get a clear reading. The same someonewho yauire pratedting, avioudy.'

"Which leaves anly one question unansivered,’ Darcy sad. Thet o the siivered boltheeds Maybe thet's something youll lodk into some
time, eh, Harry? | mean, surely you can see why were interested? When it comes doan to people depositing nudesr wespons lft,
right and cantre, we cant &fford to leave any loose ends dangdling. Thereisno leed thet we ar athers wouldnt fdlow up. So someone shat those
two red-robes, fine. But why were they shot? And where have the other four gone to? And who is it that seems to be
protecting our interests here?

'll... gveit somethought, Harry tdd him, knowing - or hoping
- that he wouldn't...
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Meanwhile the Necrosoope hed ather things to think about: such asthe last three precognitive 'glimpses bequeathed to him by
some revenat of AlecKylestde.

First the bomb blegt. A truevison out f future time or Sy a connedtion, aglimpss, brought about by Dargy's sory of anudear device
discovered in Hyde Park? Harry wasn't sure held been told enough about thet as yet, and likeit or nat he suspected hed have to
‘gveit some thought' dter dl. Orif nat thought, some conversstion a leest.

But turning to Darcy, he saw that his head was down where he dumped in the corner of the seat. Looking back,



Trask said, 'He's hed atough day. Let im degp. Did you wart something?

'Did Darcy tdl me the whole story about the bomb? Harry had dwaysfdt essy talking to Trask. Yau couldnit lietoHim, no, but &
the sametime hewaant likely to liebedk. 1 meen, how did Andrapov find out about it? How can we be sure this was the work of the
Tibetans o "our" Tibetans these morks?

Trask understood his query and answered. The Soviets have always been interested in parapsychology, as witness
The Opposition, the Russian version of E-Branch. Brezhnev was very kemn on his mindgy arganization. So when the Cheteau
Bromitsy fdl and the best of the Russian espers were taken out, he wanted it built up again - not the chateau but the
organization. He fixed it faraconvention o espersin Mosoow, perhgpsto ssewhet hewasup against. We sent along apair of our
lesser lights; they woudnt geenahdl of alat, but they wouldnit give too much away either. The Chinese had a delegation, too,
from their outfit on Kwijiang Avenue, Chungking. The Tibetans got into Moscow with them. We presume that what's
left of the Soviet ESP-organization wasin on the convention, and that they found out whet was going doan’

'Chinese bombs planted by themambarsof a Tibetan sat,’ Hary musadl 'So in fadt - Since the devioes are Chineg, and the Tibelans were
part of Chinas delegation - the Chinese are responsible after dl, and the Tibetans were only their dupes. Probably
because the Chineeknaw that they'd be the ones the Russianswarewatching, nat the monks But Darcy sad the Chinesewearant to blame!

They aren't,’ Trask answered. The bombs were stolen. And something Darcy didht t8l your therés athird bomb in Chungking!
Andropov's usng it ssabarganing chipin the Sno-Soviet border disputes. He isn't saying where it is or who planted it, just that
it's there ... and that there's this little strip of dirt in yak-land that belongs to Mother Russia, and he would very much
like the little ydlow solders out, therk you!'

Bladaral?

'‘And of the worst sort Political, nuclear, nasty. But our locators have found the bomb; o rather, they know whae it is
gopraximetely. And now weve gven Andrapov adeedine he has two weeksto tdl the Chinesewhet heredlly mugt - whet hessmdy got to tll
them the location of the bamb, which aty, whare - ar aur govemment will. Which will take any kudos away from him. Now Harry,
thisisdl highly classified, obviously, on atop secret, need-to-know basis. Whichiswhy Darcy didnt meation it On the ather
hand, snceyou do "need to know"..."

AndwhenHanry talledtoreply: Isthereanything de?

But the Neorosoope shook his heed, sat bedk egein, end was soon lost deep in thought...

Heoonddered hisather visons or Vistaions'

After the devedtaion of the imegined nudesr bamb blagt, he hed tried to tdl Darcy and Ben whet hed st a ginpse of some future
cdadyam, ar an adliquewaming thet such acdamity weslikdy to ooour. All of which ssemed to find an explangtion in what Ben hed jut tdd
him But theword future hed bean likean invocation o trigoer, and again he had been whirled away to some unknown place... or
rether, an unknown feod

Those eyes that were simultaneously severe and smiling - blazing with humanity and mystidam bath - and blazing full on
Harry.'’Ah, son of my visions!' the owner of the face had said 'Or are you in fact the faha? (But the father of whet, this mydic's
visons?) And then: ‘Away with you now, for | an assured that as yet it is not your time!'

Not the Necroscope's time? So did that mean that his time was coming? But what ime?

For along time Harry pondered it, and got nowhere except to accept that the mystic had not posed a threat. If
anything, he had seemed to offer shelter against some unknown storm...

And then there hed been thefirdl visitation, or perhagps vist wasabetter word, far oartainly Harry hed been trangported somenhere

Aaossoadswithalovwall to one 9de shdtering the untendedplots and leaning headstones of a graveyard. While on the
other side a signpost pointed to Meersburg...

None of which made any sense, had any meaning (he'd never heard of Meersburg), or seemed in any way menacing
to the Necrosoope far graveyards and lichenroovered dabs were familiar matifsin his warld, by no means frightening, Yet this gimpse hed
ushered out the last trace of Alec Kyl€'s taent, had been its last throw. It was gone farever now, bumed out of Harry's idertity.
Andif only because it was the last throw... surely it must have meant something?
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‘Hary? Ben Trak's vaice Harry looked up, shook his heed to der it, wondered, Havel bean degping, too?

Darcy Qakewes sretching, yavning, and Ben waslooking in hismimar & bath of them Wl bethere in four o five minutes' he said. Then
he switched on the car's police radio, tuned in and identified himsdf, gookeinto the handsst Andt

'Uh-oh!" he said. The Greenham crones - sans knitting - are gathering for the exeaution!’



‘Prddems? Darcy wasdatinamoment

"Shouldnit think 0. A coupled® OND higwigs dong with the usudl tibe of retards’

"Y ou havenotderance’ Darcy tut-tuited.

1 know the difference between the truth and allie’ Ben tdld hm 'Nukes are a bed thing: true But without tham wed have bean into World
War Three years ago: aso true. The organizers of this sort of thing know it, yet gill use the terrorism of lies for their
own political ends: definitely true. Biased? Sure | an. How can | be otherwise with a taent like mine? It's the old
question: are espers blessed o cursed?

They drove dong acountry roed, turned into alane lesding to a huge wirefenced endosure And asign tdld them thet this wes the US Air
Force Besea Greham Connon

Dacy hdd up hisID, and a unifamed pdice dfficer sluted and waved tham on. On bath 9des wells of pdicamen hdd bedk a cond
composad manly of angry wamen The striped guerdroom gate wart up, and Ben drove through. But as the car began to cross
the threshald afa, red-faoed young wamen brokefree of the cordon and threw adod of wet earth & the windscreen. Ben avoided her, usad his
wipersto twitch the mudk asde

‘A hary one’ hegrunted, asthedod fdl away.

Themudad!? Darcy said.

Na thedlly conv who threw it Ben reglied. "Whet, ben the bomb? Thet one could fall onabloody bomb and smather it Then they ware into
the bese and dl the bellyhoo Ieit behind.,

Hary wanted toknow: 'How did they know wewerecoming?

Darcy shrugged. "When the pdlice come aut in farog, someoneis coming. Doesnt metter whoiit i it's dways the same reogation”

Thenahuge back Amaican Air Farce dfficer flagged them doan, got in the car, and took them where they wanted to go...

Trask drove doan ararpintoahangar’ thet waant switched dff hislights in the floodlit interior. Their passenger directed him into
an devator thet could have taken atark, and Ben drove in and Sopped when red lights blinked on. A warning bell clanged, and
the cage
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descended threelevds And asthe doors opened:

‘Ral her foward 9x or ofedt; thedfficer said

Bendid so, and goplied thelbreke

‘Leave yo' ve-hicle hdf-in, half-out the cage,' the American, a Colond, told them as they got out of the car. The door
works on dedric eyes and wonit dose on the vehide And the devator cant move with the door open. That traps the elevator
down heah and enaures some privacy. And inddentiy, yodll are trapped down hegh too, until | sse some ID! He took out an autométic pistal
framhisbdtand cocked it

Darcy showed him hisID, and the Cdond gogdled. Man, yo hes mareright bein hesh then | dol' He put awvey his gun, took theam out of the
devator and downavest arched-over, and goparently endless comidar, over echaing expensss of enpty, floadit concrete, and pedt a dozen
steel-panelled doors to one that was hung with a red- gendlled Sgn onawtite boerd:

NOENTRY!

Unlocking the door, shoving it open with a massive, muscular shoulder, the Colond said, 'l takes it yo'al knows what
yo's doin? Lookdl yo wart but donit touch the glass ‘cositsdamed. Ydl have the whde danmn canmp down hesh - and they's evary one aagy
asmd It's the job.' He grinned, saluted, and left them to it. His footsteps moved awvay fram the door - but nat toofa.

Dacy Qake hed been here befare He led the athers to addis in the centre o the floar, dimbed ded steps and leened on the dde of a
tank-like container to look down on the contents. 'And here's our bomb! hesad, dl riceand tidy - and sHe- under gass'

Hary moved to one 9de of him, Bento the ather. The Necrosoope wiss fasdineted. Thisisan aomic bomb? It looks marelike the engine of an
eqaimantd, medum<gzed motaike!

‘Jugt ahit more poweful, Darcy sid, with typicd British phlegm Darcy's caaud attitude gooke vdumesfar the sy of the device

How much doesit wagh? Hary looked down through plate glass & twin med oylinders - like apar of dongated dumbodlls jained in the
middle by an eight-inch diameter stainless steel pipe, with the entire surface machine-routed into grooves that were
packed with wiring and sedled over with plagtic laminete Thewhde thing hed been st on anudbbar-wheded trdley for eese df movemant

Two large suitcases worth," Darcy answered. 'About a hundred and ten pounds'

'‘And they could smuggle this into Moscow? It seemed unbdieveble

Darcy shrugged. 'And through Gatwidk - dornit ask mehow! But
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tekeit frammeg therésdl hell gaing on right now. Airport sacurity will never be the same again!



Darcy took three paces dong the dis to a ssoond contaner. Hary jained im, looked down through the dlass cover & asrdl sfewith a
combirgion lodk, and sad, Whet?

Thetrigoer, Darcy tdd hm Thefiing mecheniam. Itslocked inthe safe. Which is supposed to meke the bomb safe, or safer.' He
shrugged again, uncomfortably thistime 'And ot does - but to my mind there are enough of the homegroan and far mare deedly vaity of
nudear devicesin this compex dreedy, without they should warry too much about this one. That's what al those women at the
gates aeupinamsabout nukes- of which thisisjust onemare!

Thetrigga? Hary looked for daification

‘Badddly, itsaradio reodver with an dedrica leed thet plugs into a socket in the middle section of the bomb. The bomb would
be amad rematdy, by redio Sgrd, and st off the sameway. Hie people here have rigged a duplicate reodver in an operations room whare the
anly thingitwill edivateisan dam Therésatwenty-four hour wetch, o thet theyll know if or when the Sgnds comein Thetll be the momat
that London would have gone sky high!

‘Butthebombistatelly sfe?

‘Absolutdy. Itslegking alitie rediaion, thet'sdl, whichiswhy they've isdlated it down hereinaleecHined container. But if you teke the trigoer
out of thet sefe, which you cantt, plug itinand edend theantenna alittle: bingo! It's dl set up again, just waiting for those sedd
sgndsout of Tibet Which right now it cantt reodve ... el wouldhit behere!

Hary took a pece to the right, looked & the bamb again. Somehow it hed dhanged: it wes now obsoane: And the Necrosoope shivered.,
'Sudden degthy he sad, inasdl voice

Tor millios yes' Darcy agreed. ‘But the bamb itsaif- this bamb - would only be the trigger. | mean the redl trigger. The darting pigd for a
nudear holocaudt, and anudear winter to fdlow. Nat just World War Three but prabebly the beginning of anew Dak Ages..

And in alittle while Trask came in with: 'Wél, and have we intereed you, Hary?

Hanry looked ahim ... dont any longer wak far the Brandh, he said. ‘But on the other hand, this is something we dl should
be interested in Any medmenwhois cgpeble o thiscould try to doiit agan

Dacy sad, Bxadly. So youwill hdp us out, if you can?1 meen, weknow mod of it, exogat why and who. The resson, and the med mind thet
reasoned it. But finding the ansvers to those thingswill take avary oedid kind of investigator.' He knew he wias teking something of achance
here but risked it anywey.

- Buwhnhesaw the sdk lock thet theNerosrpegaehim then hewished hehedhit

Itwesasif Hary werted to ssy something, asif hewerted to hdp but didntt krow how. For thefad westhet hewesiolanger willing -rorate- bathriwrdrenes
adnrdredoren dchArded meshis dosesson hewoul dht ecct thet therewere aharswho dreedy knew ot im

Ardthough Daoy hed hed douisbefarg row heweshepy with the arangemarts hed mecewith Dr James Andesn. For rekrew thet Hary mugt ket
bekk to rights Soteking the Neorosoopes amresid Ay seardaepisoamaSchriwary oot ay o this now. Yau ek to sethe barhy ad rov
yahesnit

BrovmArtsva dendigiotentakaFBad-HOnLoth—

—BExopthewestt

Arddesatetret e thet night, uniil thesrel hours Dary cdled, ad clled hegat roasver. Ard efter hed sernt acar round tofind aut whet wes gaing an,
dill maswa. Far Dodar AresArcranweatt & hame By which ime Harry Kengh Nearosogpe, wes fast adegp, ad EBrach HQwes vay dill ad quiet
Ardlye uropiet oo,

Whichwasawaysthewey df itet EBranchHQ...

Jres Ardasn hed res meckit in through his frart doar. He hed mace it through the wraught-iron gt and o o the three dhart peces thrauch the
snbay o therarow drip d frantage but & theardhedkover pach o the door itsdlf he hed peused, Hinked ard frovned, and warclred why
trepar o yelow gaetimadighisflacking theaetrancean arete dancswaeaut A BonnilesRdady.

Atwhich hed gegper and teken appecebedanverds asayer o lithe dak figures tgaped fram the dakiness behind the legt o the potted plants and resched for
him Ardhehedkroanthet wheeser thiswesit wearnt afriendly reogation. Then, tuming to run, held bunped into two nare ik figures right behind imad
indgcethegae

Aginwesdl thedodr hedssnard dl rewoud later ravamios - fard eyesthet sssmadl todow yelow inthedak, adagging mauth full of painted white
tegh-astremaninfrart of him grioned im adared the per fromthelbuges put anamraurd hisreck to at off ay Shouting,

Trenhehad srugded bridly, frantically, and dated to kidk sshebegmtorunaut o ar. At ae the presre an iswirgpe hed been rdieved, but as hed
inhdled messively somathing hed bendanped
YR
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over his nose and mouth. Something that smelted of ... .. Chladfom!

Dakly quiet voiceswoke Anderson up. They cameto imfantly & fird as his aching mind surfaoed through the domMy fading resk of dlordfam
fumes and hisdry mouth aradked open asif hislips had bean sedled with Sugar-svest crudts of the stuff. He might well have vomited then, but
darent because he didhnt know whare he was ar why, ar who the sounds of Sckness would dat And 0 he ket it in, swalloved hard and
parfuly, and ligened to the vaioss

.. d yours' one voice was saying. Big Joe owed your bossesafavour, and this was it. But now were out of it and the rest of it
-whatever's gaing down hae - is your busness. s undergtand this anything goes wrong... that's your business, too! Joe's
legitimate now; hesdl paid-up; he owes no mongy, no dlegiance to any patbellied pigs in Pdermo. No offence, you understand.
But this is Engand, and Sdly isalong way dff. So you bays ae on our tuf now. Jugt fine- as long as you dont go steking any longtem
dansinit’

"Hey- it wesafavour, youre right, asscond, far more coarse end sinister voice hissed, rising and faling in timbre and heavy with



unmidskable Itdian accents ‘A litie favour. But youve beenwal paid far it, OK?Well, who can ssy when Big Joe might nesd afavour, too, é?

S what's thiswith &l the threats? We dont nead it and we don't scare any too easy, you know? Just be sure to tel Joe we
appreciate his help. And remember to say thanks, from Tony and Fancesco Franoeza!

Huh!' thefirgt vaioe grunted, fdllowed by the sounds of footsteps moving away, and adoor dosng.

And as ful constiousness retumed to Anderson there were ather sounds, too: along with an evenly spaced, echoing drip, a
steady rushing sound or sensation, asdf vest amounts of water, even arive, duiaing dong diredly beneeth im But benesth hin?

Hewas Upright, seated in (ho, bound to) adrar. Underfoat, rough wooden boards aresked as he shifted his weight to eese the aanp darting
win hislegs And graduely, eqaimentaly, he tried to forae open eyelids that felt gummed down as from sleeping too long or
deeply. Then, before he could open them dl the way, he froze on hearing what could only be a boat or ferry, the
haunted phoom! -phoooon df itsfoghom.

Somenhare on the rive, then? A add, damp foggy night on the river. What, a houseboet, maybe? Or a pa? And - and wiet the hel? -
Someone had to be meking aterrible midake herdd Wheatever thiswesdl about, they'd gat thewrong men!

Finaly his eyelids came unstuck, and Anderson lifted his head fram his chest. Thet was parful, too, sending brilliart, jagged
fleghes

d lightning thraugh his skull. Hehedhit besn hit, hed he? Hit an the hesd? N it westhe cdHardfam, which hed remaved in whet mugt e ben doseto an
oate

Chadan?Kidrggoee? amesArdason who didnit raeanaay in thewaldAWrowaddwart to coanything like this to hinf? Amdahy?

Hedrewahugeddtd artoyel farhdp,and.

~Adoa qoenad beindhim adalight arean It wesdm thet light - asnge urdhedsd bulb henging from twided flex - bt it ame o donytly ad
ueqadedy thet hejaked beck in hisdreir, gaeaninvduntary yep d tarar, ard tried to tum hisheed Which anly caused immorepein

No, no/ arethet sare hoae, saogpead vace- trearewith the ltdian acoart - just sseyor sragth ad St il Ard the ovrer of the vdice Sgped
inoviev framsomenhaebaind Ardranad aoninuedt "Youansave yaur bregth, too, becagero aeis gaing o her yau Ardesn if youwere ddeto
dout thet loud. well, werenat ehout o let you!

Infad treeweetrvod tham but nat the ot of heaviesArdasn might heveeqoadad framtre tedureard tored the vaiee Tall, deda, dak in thar lag
ovaes ther heiss o decethar eyes they sared moedinically sniser trentrethugshisading mndwaddhavepaured Ardrekraw thet thesewere
trecreswhohed fdloved hmtrouch hisgeie ad thet ared themat leet hed fed eesardadiok toothy grin

Trey plled upridkety dreirs st coanfadrgimwith thelight benind them, so thet anly thedinmer o ther eyestdd im theeweefacssthae d dl in
tredecbnsca by the puledtdoan brims o their fedoras Ther eyes andmajbetrewhite dlint o grinning teeth, too. Far long ssoonds nathing wes sed, uritil
Arasnaodddad it rolagge. That

Whetisthis? hegesoed Whet thefudKsit dl ebout? Ardhedraned egeing theindueind tgoelinding hiswwidts alkdes adhesd to thehighbedked drir.

Treper locked & exch ather, thenbeck e Andrsn Ard asheaontinued to aurseard bebble aredf themreaded aut adendl, dnnodt fereehard to greb his
throet But theinareditle drangth in thet hend, the dmcet caaE wey the pressrewes ch 0 dondy inoeesed], the dbiberate and effartiess condridion of the
fingas Sothet Ardasnkren - krew with an ebsduie catainty - thet thiskruie aould aush hiswindaipeto apupl But even asthe knowlece denvred, o the
ged daw df aherd rdessed imardwithcrew.

Heguped ar, degparately warted to messege his throet sellow, but coulaht ard aould no longer hdd bedk the vamiit bailing up fram his gamech, His
Ctorsauiddy good up gatwel at of thewey as
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he gegged, meneged to tum his heed an inch or two to the right, and threw up onthefloar.

They let him get it out of his system, and as he sat there rigid, coughing, spitting out the last of the unutterable
debris, came faward again. And the onewith the vaice ssid, Now ssewhet you dd! It mugt have been dl that abuse - dl o the unnecessary
vitid, eh? But the next time you want to be sick, just tdl me, OK? 1 can mekeyou Sck fader then youd ever bdieve”

Whet... whet isit you want? Anderson tried to tum his face awvay fram the avdl of his oavn vamit but could only menege a few indhes
Swathes o tape across hisforeheed hdd his heed fimy inplace

'We want to know about E-Branch. In fact, everything about E-Branch' The second of the two, whose vaice wes soft and
shilat ssahiss leened dosar. And thiswes do the one with hends likeded daws

'E-Branch? Anderson, blinked his watering eyes. And Darcy Clarke's words came back to him... some stupid fucking
warning about the Offidd Secrets Ad? Wl yfecr the Offidd Saorets Ad! And in any case Anderson didht know anything about bloody
E-Branch, except that it was part... part of the security services?

Hesad as much, and the one with the gravdlly voice said, 'Oh, but you do - you know agreat ded about it Today we saw you with aMr
Qake Dacy. AndaMr Tresk, Ben Alowith aMr Kyle Alec. And we find im - Mr Kyle - epeddly interesting. | meenwefind dl of them
interesting, but especially him. So we can start there. Tdl us about Mr Kyle'

‘But | don't know anyone with that name,' Anderson gulped. T waant with anyone o that name Dacy Qake yes And Ban
Trak, too. But no.. whet, Kyle?No Alec Kyle no.! Hetried to sheke his heed, moved it to and fro, berdy suffidently to emphesize his paint

"Yau dont know anyone cdled Kyle? the hissng one ssid. Butwesaw you inthe car with im'

Anderson tried to nod. Trask, ake and Keogh. The ane youre talking about is called Hary Keogh So you seg, youre meking abig miseke
mel

As the two looked a each other, Anderson saw their faces in dlhoudte gaunt, anguar outlines expressonless nov ad
omehow lifdess Orif nat lifdess then adffeat kind o life.

They tumed bedk tohim And: Hanry Keogh,' said the ane with the snake's hiss. Tdl us about him." And as if anticipating the



doctor's ansver, he reached into his pocket and took somathing out A knife - a Stanley knife - with a knob on the handle that he
did fowad

Anderson tried nat to see the blade but couldnit teke hiseyes dff it. 1... 1 don't know anything about imy he said. And, asthe hissing
one shuffled hisdar dosar: Oh, God 11mem .. | donit know very nmuch about him?'

And the one with the knife tumed his heed to lock bedk allitile & the one with the gravelly vaios asif he were wating far im to meke a
dedson. Which, amomeat later, hedid Yau know, he gromed, 't if welet you, you could waete an anful lat of time So maybewe can dfard
thetime- and maybe nat But our petience hesitslinits So let's smply take ... a shortcut? A short cut, yes. That sounds righ.
Now liger

Whennry friend here hes finished with you, well go away and le you think it over. Then, when we come back, ther€ll be no
more questions and answars Youwill smply tl us dl thet you know in one long sream, one long gush, uniil everything is out. Because
yaull know that if you don't... well, there are nine - or even nineteen? -more shortcuts.'

The whisperer stood up, stepped forward... and Anderson tried to ainge down into himeaf. The krife wat doan, doan to
his left sde- diced through the tgpe binding his hand to the leg of the dnair. Then the whisperer took that hand and gave it a
sudden jerk, dragging it upright, so that Anderson yelped his agony as his aamped dbow jont wes forced through an ande
o onehundred and eighty degrees. Findly the whisperer used more tape to bind his wig agan, this time to the dreir's beckrest
donggde his shoulder, with the pim faoing faward. Anct
No hedkling, pleesg” histormentar grinned, as he shoved ageg in Anderson's mouth and tgped it in place, and showed him the krife
agan.

Thebladewas onedf those gpadd things It wes curved, dmest hooked, shiny and sharp as a surgical tool. Using it, a skilled
man would be able to cut the most intricate shapes out of the toughest timbe. A woodcave's tod, yes - a mafke a
Urgeon's?

"A-aasbout K-Keogh—' Anderson somehow maneged to mumtde around the rag and the tape where it had come unstuck
from his battom lip. But

'Ah, no." The gravelly one's voice was deep now, and dark as a dungeon. Lae, sveit for la. You sse we have to be are
wege itdl. And thisway weknow wdl get it dl. For itsasrdl exarded what'sin soreif we donit!

With which the whispering one trapped Anderson's wriggling hand and smallest finger, applied the blade of his
knife to it, and commeanoad towark on the smdllest knudde Hemede hisindsionjust half an inch back from the quick of the pink
fingernail, at the pamanent cressewhare the finger bends, and with gopelling gpeed and dedaity worked through the thin layer o flesh

and catilageto the bone and around it, and between the interface of the ball-and-
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ke jundion Sotret asthefingatip arelooss thesunphed arly just comanced to urt.

Itwes quick thet Ardarsn berdly feit thepein, nat & first; rather, hesersadit, through gogdling eyesthet berdly bdieved whet they wee ssaing Ard estre
whigoae - a buicher - took hisgaurting finger into ismauthad begen udking anit, likeabeby anaffinger of dhoadag thearewith thegravd vacesaidt

‘Sothaeyaugo. Nirgen dartaus et a makeemafev moe?lt dl dgpadsanyour gopditefar pain'

Atwhichtreadud pan nat to mentionthetrueharar, firdly came Then ssAnderan fanted, thesarenenar morder tock athindefram his podke, lined
it with acttonwod, andl tegped it over the mulileted firog.

Ardhis shilant aonparion sdkead adilbde d Andarsoris Hood fram his lower lip ad whigpered, Weete nat wert nat;’ then poped the severed sedtion,
fingaral addl, inohisnouh

‘A tidott, theaher noctied But efter hestdd sl hekons trermenaoureis dill toaome!

TreNexasaye- therdudant Nearosoope- dayed in Ladm far afurther week It sssmad to imtheided timeand gopartunity to wak afew things out Barrie
Jmnhadsdredhodd get ot of thehousein Bamyig farawhile so thet wesCK. But S hed dso stid he shouldntt werder too far didd. Wll, whet wesfa
didd tohinf?Heaodd ameard go ashewised, povided roaekrewvhovheddiit..

Caudrthe?

Gamingto Ladm hed tsken thetrain because Daryy Qlake hed knoan hewes aamingg hehedhit warted to anive too uiddy - ar weirdly - despite thet Day
krevhmfarwhethewes adwret e ch

Ohyeshecouddill doit, catainly—

—Butrdudztly.

Hary jugt didntt wert tousetheMdhius Gartinuum, thet wesdll, it if heaoud aad it. Asfar isaher thing lewoudrnt evenlet himnsif think aoot thet!
Far the Gt Mgarty krew; dl o them krew whet he wes ad whet he aoud do It mece ro difference thet they couldntt possbly el ayare thet the
Nerospes sraswaesbsdudy sewith them far thedaroe -wheiasr itwes- lay inthefatt thet histdentswearat ssod framtrem

ShedaadinLadmawhile sxndyys adtried towak afew thingsaut

Dary Qakewas gy to hae hm day & EBranth HQ less then hegpy with the fat thet James Andason hed disspeared and the Brandhis locators
aoudnt findhim Initsdf, ther falurewest
thet odd the hypnatist weant an operdive - weant an eper as such - just someone they'd used from time to time. Therefore he
wasn't much known to the rank and file, and his habits were very much unknown. He hed Idt vay litle of an ‘aurd with the
locators, which meant they didnt have much to go on. It wes thet hedd vanished now thet wartied Darcy most And thet he wias probebly the
anly oneinthewarld who could switch Harry beck onto theright tradk.

But having Hary harewasagood thing, evenif hewaant saen too much in and around the HQ itsdlf, and Darcy even dared hope thet one
day his presence might be pamenent For the Necrasoope wiss dill the modt powaful tod for good thet E-Branch hed ever knoawn and used.



Whichwasd course the pradam that they'd usad him and then discarded him- but nat without firgt meking surehed bedf no further use to
anyone else. Not even to himsdf, apparently...

So the Neorosoope wandered the sregts of London, but infact gat vary litle sorted out. And sami-detached, asit werg fram his oan waild of
srange metgohysicd powvers themarehelodked out on the redl world the less hefet apart of it ar of any warld London, which had never
seemed familiar, was totally aien to him now, utterly strange. He was a stranger here, adrift in a strange world, but he
suspected hed fed the same dimogt aywhere: Exogat perhgpsin hisoan placein Edinburgh, or intheamms of B1 Midu

Hewasadift, yes Becausehisanchor hed comeloose

Which waswhy hecdled thewineber & leegt threetimesaday every day, only to get the same message from BJ.'s answering
mechine

‘Ahim oy, but due tee droumdiances beyond meh conird, the bar has been closed indefinitely.” Bonnie Jean's voice, her
phony Edinburghian burr, but sounding oh-so-distant and seeming more digpassionate evay timg asif she too weae dipping
away framhim That would be the redl bresking point he knew. Thet would bewhen theward redlly fll gpart If hewere gbout to let it heppen.

But he wasn't

Hany's legt night & E-Branch wes aresless one He dd desp, but derived litle bendfit fram it He was aooommodited in his dd room (or
‘Hary'sRoom, asit was now known) which opened diredly intothe main corridor; and about three in the morning his foggy but
omehow deparate drearsfirdly aygtdized into something thet wes morethen adream

Aweke, the Necrosoope no longer hed contact with the deed; hehad dl but shut them out of his life. Adeep... he was far more
receptive

And asfar RL. Stevenson Janieson: wal, heweas vary datemined. And no way hewes going to beignored.

Harry? Necroscope? Man, you is hard to reach! What's with you,
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Harry? | mean, you gatsto know | wouldn't bather youif it wesnit redl inportant?

RL?Isit you? Hary mumbded and muttered, tossing in hisbed. 'Gad, cant amen gt any degp around here? At firdt initated - which showed
inhis attitude and gpparent didnterest - dill there hed beenthat in the black man's dead Voice" which went severa degrees beyond
urgency; o that despite the barmiers thet the Necrosoope was tempted to erect, he nevertheless fdt inclined to pay attention.
Sensing this, RL said:

Necrasoope, meand ny abi hesbaen lookin' out far you for along time now. And Js tdlinyou: men, you has enamied You hes enaniesiin
London, and you hes'emin Scotland, too. They's been watchin'you, HarnylJugt bidin'therr time, watchin', and waitin'!

'Yelow men,' Harry answered, because in sleep the borders betwem the vaious levds of knowmledge ad bang ae far less
dealy defined; also because 'yellow men' were on his mind in connection with the bomb.

Dont know what colour or aresd they is only that they's there, R answered, and sighed his relief that the Necroscope was
listening. Then, quidkly continuing: Also, that meybe what they wes waitinfor hescome

'‘Come? What are you talking about, RL.? Maybe you'd better come again!' But Harry's attention was fully centered
now.

Nat what but who, R_tdd him Himy Necrasoope: the one they wes waitinfor And hels jugt 'bout the word! Nat just a wetcher bt a.. a
doer. Aboss And heshere, dose andgettin' doser all thetime Hecarme quidk, tonight, right out d the blue. And | canfed imlikeafogover a
snanp, reachin’ out for you.

Harry fdt the dien cold in RL's dead voice, and said, 'Out of the blue? He clung to that. 'He came by airplane?’

Isthat what | said? R thought about it. | supposeit b Anyway, hes hare and the athersis dugtered to im But like | said: they wes
wetchers kinda el fry, you know? And thisonésa doer. Whet'smore.. he knows where you is Necrasoope!

'Sy, therés danger evaywhare' Hary answvered. 'In Edinburgh, and here too." But the red nature of the threat continued to
elude hm AndRL dared nat enlighten im

Indl three places; the deed men sAd, Sepping alitile outsde the parametersdf hismisson.

Whet? Hary hedht falled to natice acatain empheds Did you say three places? Wheare dss then?!

Buried, Harry. Buried deep. Buried... real... deep...

Whet is? The Necrosoope was ddfinitdy interested now. But hewes anxious too, far he could sense the deed men dipping away fram him,
perhaps ddibarady. "What's buried desp, RL?'

Cant say no more, Harry. Bdieverrg I'd redlly like to, but it gotsto break in its oan snvet time Or, might could be you 'd end up broken,
too, right... along... with... it...

With which he was gone.
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A few hours earlier, some three hundred and fifty miles away, in Soodand:

Zahanine had been watching Harry Keogh's place for a week, which had to bethe mod frutrating, unrewarding job thet Bomie
Jeen hed ever gven ha. And in this adld wet weether, the dreatiest Kegp an eye on Hary? Fdllow hin?Oh, relly?

Thet imeawesk ago, he hed beenin the house. Sheknaw that far sure Then - no longer in the house - gond And she hadnit ssen him o
Snce when, never asign of im No amoke fram the diimney, o lights of an evening; no ansiver when firdlly shed logt petience and gone
knodking &t the door.

The men was ome kind of ghogt! A vay atradtive, myderious ghod, but just s gpooky as the res o tham Which, fram someore like
Zahanine, was acopimant But to be here in the third wesk in February, a midnight, on a night like this... she supposed she
should condder hersdf ludky it weaan't snowing! Anyway, shewoud stick it out for another hour, and then she'd be out of here...

.. But she knaw shewould have to be bedk again & seven inthe moming. Thet wis the routine Bormie Jeen hed st until he wias bedk. For
Harry Keogh was very important to her. And to them, and to everything. And B J hed oared no efart in meking her point

Heisevaything, shed tad the gris befare they quit thewineber and went into hiding. "Without him there's no me no you, no
tomarrow. | meen thet quite literdly: let anything heppen tohim, if sdl over, done, finished. Hesthe one and anly one: In whetever shape ar fam,
Hary Keoghisthe future- ming and yours'

That waswhy she hed tdld imto go missng far awhile because of dl the trouble that was brewing. W, fine, except he was
still missng! A wesk hed gone by and Zaheninewas Sck to deeth of these ssamingly intermineblle Sx-hour shifts spent watching his place But
itwes oned only two places B hed known to lodk. The second wies har wineber in toan, whare even now are o the ather girls would be
kesgping watch far im

Didracted by her oan thought processes; bored by tedium, and no longar concentrating on the jab, Zahanine dmeet faled to natice the
flickaing heedlight beams siegping hriefly over the night'sfaintly gowing harizon and peinting the sonewark of the dd bridge across the river
ydlow. The bridgewas helf amiledown the roed. And by the time shed used her deave to dear a petch in the lightly misted windscreen, there
was only atdlHde golash of yellow onthefar Sde o the water, rgpidy fading to darkness So that even now she waan't one hundred par oant
aretha avehide had crossed the bridge But & leedt it hed sarved to weken her up allitle

Zahanine got out of her car and trained her glasses on the black dlhouete of the dd house Weas thet aydlow dow over the
rooftops- suddenly switched off - leaving the ridge and dhiimney even daker against the velvet sheen of the night? And now she
fdt a certain dation, thet perheps her vigll weanit invan &ter dl.

Saoonds;, then minutesticked by, and alight came on downdtairs Then anather, updtars in the becroom. Hary wes bedk!

Zahanine darted up the car, droveaileinto Bonnyrig - apublic tdlgphone box - and cdling Bl tald her whet shed saen. Then she suggested:
T coud put anatein hisletterbox, let him know where you are?

Na, nathing like thet!" BJ cautioned. No nates o letters Nathing thet might tdl someone dse wherewe ad Firdt let me goesk to im Cdl e
aganinfiveminutes'

And fiveminuteslater Zehanine dd just thet But on the other end of the line BJ. was furious. 'His phone is off the hook!" she
said. Hthe hésuang it - ar hes dill drdd o the dann thing! But e is wasting, so don't ask me about that...' And after a
moment's thoughtful slence

‘Maybe he jug doen't wart to be digurbed, doesnit wert to have to identify himedf,’ she sad. It's possble he want bedk to pidk up afew
things | donit know - but you can find out Zahanine, he knows you. Gotto the house and tdl imwherel an No written messages, but a gooken
ore After thet he can meke hisoan way hare ar comewith you, whichever. Butif hels going to be in the house any length of tig tdl im to be
onhisguard. And tdl imto put the phone anthe hook so | can speak to him. And you can give him my phone number - but meke
hmrameambe it Donit witeit down! Now tl me dd you get dl thet?

Yes' Zahanine ansveared, breethlesdy. Tin to go to im, tall him wheare you arg give im your number - but in his heed. Im to tdl im to be
caeful if hes going to beinthe house far awhile If hesnat,
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thenhecanaomewithmear mekehisonnway toyou Tretsit!

Good Gorow..”

Twoa three minues to g bak to Hary's dae Theewes a@ paked an the rutted track behind the house Zahanine paked ahunded yards angy,
gaathad ssquidly ssdeaodd anfoa Thswessnply Dasnat todamHary. Thendrewesyp the peth and knoding anthedoar. Framinside, o regoorss
uter slece- but theupdarslighswet at

Zdharewatedaminuea s, thenknodked aggin cdling softly, Hany, itsne Zahening aed Bl'sgiris..

Ardasthedoar chsoswiftly apanedl an ocdly-aooanied vace behind her sdid, Why, oit i)' Bt it wasnt Hary'svaice

Zaerewasfad-eyed inthedak, night-sghted asdl BI'smoontchildren Trermen in the doaweay wes medum height, hed dightly tilted eyes- and wes
ydlow. Addid Asfa trearebdind ha: hedbeat o muththesaredah Draluld

Twisting her sypdebody, Zarenrelet fly withafodt o thegain d thearebdiaehe, & the same time sriking with e ecbe o her herd & the e behind
Herfoat found its soft terget, bt thearebehind lesned bedanards aut of range- andfired his slenced herdunfranmomarethen four fedt aney. It meckasoud
likeahig c Faitting.



Trehule hit hr ontreirgde o her left bresdt, wert degp, loohed besicke her heat. Ard it wesasiver builet The asssssin hed dovheding sresan his
firgas aaded fleth, framfilling iswegporismegadrewith siver bulles

Zahenreweslifted from her feet and tossed badk into the aauched, moaning fam df themeniin thedoaway whaehe aaded his aching tesides Her aobn
weght knodked im dff his feet, boaling im over in the rerow conidar. Tre peir of themwert grawling Treare cuisde lodked bedk into the dekkrness -
danoad thiswey ard thet furtively, ard iffied thedr with afetiened nose-then painted His gun dreight dnssd and moved indide: Closing the doar, he droped
trecachanthesaouity lok.

Zaenireweson he fed, her herdspressed to her det Wil walfish, debared Sepwhitetasth, tumed andkidked aggin & the e aurded an trefloor as
Sredgyed o im Thendefied, dumided wert boundngfranwell towell dang the aonidr, and firdlly lurdhed heedang into Hanry's sudy. But teae
withthegunwesright behind her, ard essemeckfar the petio doorshefired agin

Trefird bulle:wesawhitehat agory, ssif somerehad did apd<e into her dhest. Ard it wesapain thet wadd kill he, Zaenire knew, een without the
sdda Bu & lestt thet aeput anadiothepan

Caught up againin the same messive fig, her spine shattered, shewas driven through the patio doors in atearing of glass and a
Flintering of nerrow mullions

Fece doan in the garden she lay, bloodied and dying. And her killer put his gun awey, caught up her ankles and yanked her bedkwards
through broken glass into the room. Barely conscious, she didn't even fed it...

When thekille’s companion wes adle to aomefram the carmidoar, he found him between her legs tearing her flimsy underdothes avey. And: 'BH?
he groaned inthar oan tongue. "What are you doing? Is the hitch deed? He continued to gentle his sore testides

‘Sesdying, the ather grunted. ‘And much too soon. But le'sfaceit, she waan't gaing to be teken dive!

'You should take care,' the other cautioned. 'She could be a lieutenant!’

Na' the one on thefloor gagped ashe etered the girl, & the samettime sucking at the scarlet hole in her breast. But he paused to
eqlan 1f shewas.. rigt now thered be hdl to pay! Wed have to bum the house down. It would afract attenion, and perheps dat Mr Kyle or
hiswaendf bitch! Thet is something we cant - uhl- efford!

‘Butwha youredaing... would Drakesh gpprove?

Thekiller looked beck over his shoulder, said, 1 donit know, and | canit ask him But compered to those dadile, flat-chested cows in the welled
dty, thisoneisjudt ripefarit And shes amamba o the peck. The lagt Drakud tald us to get the job done, nat how to do it. Mysdf, [\ve gone
without long enough. And you - youre putting meadif. Sogo and search her car, find her handbag, anything. But let me get done-
uhl -fudding he!

His partner tumed away, and over his shoulder sAd, 'Tn that case you can fudk her far e tod!' And hewernt achingly bedk down the comidar.

Ginding away inthe g, the vampaire on thefloor felt her body begin to shudder, vibrate: Looking diredly into her faog, he saw her eyes gpen
and Haze up ydlon He sensed har enamous effart; he fdt the contradtion of exhausted musdes, and gaped his disodlief as Zahanings ams
bert & the dbows and her hands camedf thefloor. Her nails were long... and they were bleeding.

Bleeding, as they elongated from the quick and thickened into hooked dawvs He fdt thar trambling - those shiveing,
shuddering claws - jerked back his face as they oh-so-gently touched him. A mere touch, that Ieft five scarlet tracks
down each side, from the oitsdf his eyesto his quivaing din, as hewrenched himedf fred

Zahanine's firgt - and find - attempt at metamorphism, the true lycanthropy.

204
Nercarye TreL oY \all
245

BrianLumley

But it wes over. Her dans Srark beck into fingars her ans flgaped to the floor;, her eyes dazed and doMy dosed, as e bresthed awdifs lagt bregh
Bregthed it atadaut ... until itwesgone

Her killer arsad], adjusted hisdathing, hesokd far thekitdnen to seeif hecauld find ameet deaver. ArdanHary Keoghisdesk thetdganone wart purrrrrree
wheeit hedbamlifted framits aade..

Fanceso Haed hadfloaninfram Saly anund midnight. Threed” his oan peode - ayoungish, goodiodking lieuterant cdled Vinoat Raguss asaiar
thrall, Gy Tadano (o Dag”), adtheRranoead pilat Lug Manaa- hed acoonperied im Saying a theapart had ovamight, thefour menhed tidied up
befaemeding in Francesds site

Thisishowit is' hetdd theathars Taronow, firg light, Vinoart flies up to Edirbourgh and jains yp with alangime “fried” of aurs AnguisMdGonen
MdGonanhestbemin Soaland - ch just abaut faeat Helknonshiswey aoud Knonstheaountry, thepegdeand thar ausioms - and lekmonswhae Rad
is Aoseaough aywey. RedusadLe locetion, hisdnar lar - thet wart beknown until thelegt minute Urnlessweget ludsy. Butssmenhaeinallitie village
intheSoey Vdley theresathral, amoontdhild amenar maykeanwamenwith toomuch fudkingwdf inhim! Ardthisthrall o the doglad does krowwhare
Recliis ddinitdy.

‘S thetswhaeyouand AmgusMdGonenaegaing, Vinoart: looking far Reduisfriend ar friendsin the Caimgams In the evert you find them, MdGonan
kroaswret toch Yaull tekeyour adasfram him Remambes, MdGonan hesben aed aurs aliessrat, far avay long time- lange then youve lived
Hdl krow yau and el ddk youup e Ednourch dipart. Sothoseaethearagmats Ary quetios?

Treahasaoudtretddewaed esses Vinat Reg s less o Wating far imto ek up i heintianded to, Tarviano and Manoalodked & him then &
Facesoa the Franced, asthey thought dhim

Warphyi, Fraesowesaciiiade Inhigh' Sdlien sodety hewaddbe adwes eminantly aoogaisie Onardny dey & Astin the Royd BEndoaure e
waldseem adhed ssered pafedly & hare BuwheninRare- ar inLadmintrecomay o liedenensadammttrals- e codd jud ssesly do
adsy asthey dd Ard think thet wey, too.

Ragsawesmatefivening deds, ad herdsame with an Itdian vamypires good lodks OF dd Mdics siodk, e dressed eqoasvdly ut testdesdy.



Shugng admeregirg o look alitile dsgopainted, resad, 'Y aukrow | weshoging o jain upwith Jmrmy and Frark?
They're my boys. | mean, you and Anthony put mein charge of them, back a Le Manse Madonie.'

Your boys, yes..." Francesco nodded understandingly - or perhgos nat - and dter a momant's thought ssid The thing is youire
all our boys And thisisnt LeManse Madonie Its England, and later Sootland. And wedidnit plan aheed for the fun o it, and we arentt here for
the fun of it. You and McGowan up in Scotland: two strong lieutenantslooking out for eech ather, éh? And alitile later Luig, too?
Three of you? That gives you red strength. And mysdlf, Dancer, Immy and Frank down here in London? That makes
us a strong team, too. Then, firdlly, wedl jain up, and were unbestable.. Now, have you got thet?

Ragusa hodded his understanding, but sad, 'f slike-1 don't know - alat of guys to weete just one lousy dog!'

Francesco sighed and narrowed his eyes. His jet-black nostrils ggped alittie But then he grinned - which would be fine exogt
thet his gin widened, and widened. Unitil firelly: 'Vincent, he husked. Tour grandfather was a Doy heis deed. Your father wes a Don; hes
dead, too. So who knows, maybe it's something that runs in the family? Al thet powver and they dill wind up desd! And now you.
Mare power coming your way than your ancestors would ever believe. Moreto livefar, ala mae And longer, much longer to
liveand enjoy it. Ye now and then, theweay you tak..." Heshook hisnow taible heed. A bed Sgn.

'Hey, Francesco, I'm sorry,' Ragusa saw his error. 'Like, no dffence right?l meen, | know this Redu issomething big, b,

Francesco stopped grinning, stuck his face forward across the smdl table where they sat, snarled, "Vincent, let me
tell you something. This Redu could driveahand through your nevd, grebyour liver and pick you up by it, and before you had
time to start screaming bite your fudking face ot Hisjaws gaped wide and his eyeswere the cdlour of blood. Y es and for thet mette— he
sdd, hisvoice dying to ahoarse whisper,—so could |

1... lddnt memn ..’ Regusdsfaoe dways pele was now white as dak.
'Y au don't mean fudd' Francesoo sAd. 'So, that'sit - it's dedlt with' He dgpped his hands togather in adidng, dismissve mation "YauTl do
exadly as| tdl you. But just to be absolutdy sre arethere any norequestions?
‘Nathing, Ragusashook his heed, hdd up his hands placatingly, pelmsfading outwards 'No questions, no- nathing - unuh!’
Francesoo sconed, sat bedk, and asif Vinoat Regusano longer edided sad Luig, you know wiet your jdb is Whd's this prddem with
the, the... what are they cdlled?
TheCAA, Manozaansvered. 'Givil Avigion Autharity. | haveto
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regde withtham, thet'sal. Theyll isseatampoay licance Anywwey,wetaeaconiad anthar exes | anbuy himif werepudad far ime Noprddem!

‘Sort it out,’ Francesoo tdld him "Wieregaing to resdadnoper and soon Ardit hesto beddeto cany norethen aur medhinebedk inSidly.

Now ligenemayare | wart youtorarerie aur "ress’ far bang here Were soouing alocation far amovie A diming movie, praelly in the Soottish
Highlands TreBritish will dand torrekelasd” mangy fram it - and the British autharities aewase then Amaicarswhan it aomesto mongy. Likenise the
S ad nat arly by rqpuigion g if you wart co-gpadion, try flashing same highrdanomiretion ddllad 1t wak hee like aywhae d2' Giiming a
romd ginthistime hetumed agentoManoa

Whenyovegat apare-adif I'm il inLadon-waell fly ypto Soatiand Theret of us thet is But fird | haealittie busnesshere Itspossblewehaea
red lireantheiniuda. Werrey firdlly find cutwhoheisardwhy adhowhehit aur vaut & LeMarseeMadrie Ardthen 111 ndesrehecart doit - cant db
awthing-e& agan’

Andladly, oGy Tadano: Danog, yousday withime'

Taviao - bhulla-heeded, Sx fodt tal ad Sxtean dore vt light esadanc an hisfedt - acommm thrdl with an unoonmon gopdiite and rgputaion for
brutdity, medy noctad

Themedingwesog..

Dary Aaketodk Hary toKingsQassinthe greyest, ghodlliest hours o maring when the rapped anesare oLt discardad pegess fram yetarday/'s nengain,
difting doft ntredaghisfram ey sregjundions Thoseragpedl anes and theather sort thesumdling kind, with their bottles of remdless Sulf in peper
begs Bath sartswaethinning aut, honese, ard dsgppesing wheese they dsgpesr to. Ladonwes aaming andke honever domy, and the stion dresdy
nasy, tranging with pegde TheNeraspecaght thefird trein narth

Hehed ssamed initeble, and Day himedf weat entirdy ande e, ar hemight heave sy dgped Hany & the station and reumed to EBracth HQ
Frelly, anhiswey bedk, .0ty heredized whet the pradem hed bemn- and feit like kidding himesf. TreNearosaopewauld have prefared to go hoelby his
onnraute mevle but hehedt ben adeto beease Dargy wesin theway. Chwll, too laenow.

Butinfattitwesrit

Tretranweshedy fifteen minuesout o the dation befareHary bought himedf apeper ap o vileadffesin thelouffe cat. Then
swaying right on through the cramped buffet area into the first-class coach, he checked the passengers.

There were only a handful of them, reading newspapers and megazines dl fadng faweard and avay framhim And no areiinthe
buffet car behind him Rarfet.

Without thinking about it (because he knew that if he did he wouldnt), he conjured aMobius door and sepped through it and
out again into his study in Edinburgh...

... Where he dropped his coffee from nerveless fingersl And beforehewes cgpeble o rational thought he thought This hes to

bemy punishment for using the Continuum

His aoffee hed solashed the neked thigh of thebdadk gil, thebladk and red girl, where he had stumbled over her. Zahanine... One
of BJ'sgirldl... Dead!... Here!

Sill without thinking what he was doing, numb, he went to the kitchen and came beck with peper towels gat down and wipad
thecold coffee from her thigh - then dowly balled the towels, tossed them adde, and jaked goedticaly to hisfest



Caifes? Jesus Gad in heaven - ooffes? A Hadk bullet hde gaped in the gif's Idft breest; her skirt wes bunched up round her wagt, and her
blouseweas guck to the throw rug with dried blood! Indeed, the rug wes drenched in blood! Worse, Zahanines heed lay under Harry's desk
whaeit hed been kidked, three ar four fedt fram har body. A bloody meet deaver lay therg, too.

Andthischarnd housswashisstudy.

The Necroscope stumbled back from the girl's body - from everything- andfdl into his dhair; and sorang out f it & once as he
heard acar pull up ot front.

In the corridor, gill not knowing what he was doing, but trying desperately hard to pull it dl together, Harry went
to the door and found it shut but unlocked. As he reached to engage the security catch, he heard footsteps that
paused beyond the door, a double knodk, and abresthless ‘Hary?

B.J! He yanked open the door, fdl back against the wal of the corridor. She stepped inside, took one look a him ...
and his expresson mugt have sad it dl. Then

'BJ,," he sighed and wrapped his arms around her. But as he hugged her, so she fet him tense up again, fdt the
reief, the tendemess thewdaome tuming to something dse

Hary, what isit? Her eyeswere aswide and gaing as his hed bean just amomat eadier. But now, as he pushed her away, hdd her &t arm's
length, and looked a her as if he were trying to look right through her, those ohrso-degp eyes o his hed narowed to become part
o afronn, or even an acocusetion.

Whetisit? herepested her. Maybeyou cantdl me And B J, this
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el comend reCiirgrewis e d daggelhedogthe aonidor, pedt thefront room, gaiwell, and kitchen, o hisdudy -wheedesawvwhet itwes

"Zahenind lt@ameout o her asawal, avay sl ay,ageg. 'Oh, Zanennd' Then Seweasconn an her krness fluttering her hends indhes over the body -
wering totouch it hee there eveywhare-adtouding it ronhae

1 gt infifteen minutes ago theNeorosopelied. Thisiswhet | found' Hegat doan besice BY, ad & lagt wes dde to lodk & the body and ssenmoetren
Hood 'Srewesdt, ad-1 dorit krow, tortured, rgped?- befaresreweshbehesdad Butwhy, BIWhy? Ard kowaukionl Chimseyaeanimosrtwiog elelnt
imomthiyackowhdyigonteeAdaracod me

Hay—

Thsiswhy youwatedmeat of thewey, right? Besagesomething like this coud hevehgpened tome?

Hany—

YdovnehetmippleBJpnnim Whdn tteAsc? Td medm treriFoifsem ditmgtdoedanton those rechdosd monks fitted into his fuiure some
amadionwith thedaicethey/d garnted inHyce Pak? It sssmed moethen gy Butif teyweedm eporddeiowhatadhggerelresten they mod cartainly heda
daein hsfuue... awaldhraeweteadipaihter)

But why this athing sasgtion dagp indcdke? This burgeoning fergd sdigvwdilg bat o keanadanteipd hstage thet try ashemight he couldrit
ravarbe. Wasit Sy thenasd far adion, reegg judice? .. Or something ds?

Hary!'B Jsgoped tryingtopull imautof it. Buk

No' resgyad beck Tl merow; B1' Hewesangy; agy adinpeiat; hislipsweetight, Soningararow ber of gritted th

Blswtenangdydsetgtenieshetinhisses s deandit ce TiirgreterHitle argewaridy inher oan right, mateemn thresteningy - ‘Heearrry) de
begentogo..

- Ardregega reched to cover e mouthwithabhard But toideaBfiridedinsndrgdiaicVidnenal

Thenoon ... thewadlfs head.. the hoMling! And & legt the cdm, descending likeablanket over histroubled mind

Harry hlinked, and the anger, the questions, and the fear wart out of Hm For B1 was here to put things bedk in order agein And she dd, by
tdlinghim, 'TtsOK, Harry; and by hugging hmto sop himreding and maybefdling. ‘St doan!

He blinked again, shook his head, waited for her to go on as he obeyed her and sat in his chair by the desk. ‘It will
be ... OK,' she said again, trying to believe it hersdf. 'But, oh, where've you been? And before he could answer: 'No,
never mind that now. Just let methink.' She had come within an inch of learning the truth, his truth at least, and by her
own command had thrown it away.

B J looked at thebody on thefloor, itsheed benesth thedesk a Hary'sfeet, and grimeoad. Anddmodt or whally to hersdlf: They weremeking
are'sesd.

He wondered, Of what? But inside knew of what. Except that couldnt be because B1 and her girls were innooant How could
they be.... what sheweas suggesting they were when she harsdlf waanit? Hereded egain, svaying in hisdrar, and B saw her midske

'Making aure sheweas deed; shetdd him Thet shewasnit gaing to be able to talk to anyone about... about this.'

Oh redly? Wl the Necrosoope knew someone who Zahanine could tk to abot it. But he couldnit ar wouldhit - and cartainly nat while B1
was here And dill he sAd nathing.

BJ looked & Hmand it wes asif shewerehere on her oan, ar a best witha zombie But thet wes dl her own daing, too. "Yau can tdk; she
sad Tak nomrelly. Tell mewhet | should do'

A naw twig He should tdl her whet to do! But it was a genuine appeal, to Harry and not to what she'd made him. Turn me
loose,' hesad, with thet cartain something inhisvoice

Selooked & hm, and heweas no longer the zombie He hed that ladk: likethe firgt time she hed seen himy ar in the Spey Valey when they hed
killed those Drakuls The Mydterious One- Raduis Man-With-Two-Faces. Mysterious because held been trained to be that way,
by these pegple hed warked far, this EBranch A men with two faces yes The one faoe a mesk, to obscure the true neture o the one
undamegth. Thefaoe o akillerin the ramed judice

And now Harry was asking to be turned loose in the name of Bomie Jeen, ar marepropaty inthe ramed Radu And why not?



Far she hed tdd himit might cometo this hednit he? But no, she would nat, dare nat put im in thet kind of danger, nat har Harry. And not
when there were so many greater dangers ahead for both of them
+Y oudon't know what youresaying, shetddhim.
(But he did! Oh, he did! Only ask me! he screamed, however slantly. For he coudnit tl her whet he knew until she asked himl
And even then he could never tell her how he knew, because that woud beto endanger his sacrets)
BJ saw the siveat breek out on Hary'sface and actudly heerd histeeth grating. It was something she'd noticed before in times
of stress, and she thought: His mind is stuck in neutral where I've
20
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jammed the geard Heknowswe mugt do something, but can only act on ny commend.

Zahaning' she Ad. "We cant let her be found here like this The Drakuls did this They could be on a phone somenhere pesking to the
pdice even now. They could betrying to comer me- ar you, ar us- and gartle us to flight, cut doan on our gptions: Then, when we nun, they/ll
beright on aur heds knowing wherewsere running to. Do you understand?'

To Redu, henodded.

We haveto gat rid of Zahening' B J's hend flew to har mouth. 1 mean, we have to get her out of here. But | can't - damn it - can't
think! Zahanine thought it wes you ladt night, but it westhem And | sent her here - she came here - of her own free will..." She was
ravding far one o only a vay few times in her too-long life B knew she wes adudly panicking. Hany, | dont know wiet to do with
Zahanine! And her car is parked down the service road near the bridge! What can we do with her, and the car? Do you
know of anywherewecan... dup then?l meen- do you know any fudking thing? She grabbed hdd of his adllar, shook his heed to ad fro.
Do you haveasnge fudding suggestion?

These wae drrett questions and he could ansver tham nomrdlly. And  yes, he did know somewhere, and he did have some
uggesions. "You ga out o here’ hesiid. 'Right now, and leave thisto me But firgt tell mewhere to find you. Then, whenlim done, 111 jain you!

Just like that, delivered like aright to the jaw so that she jerked back from him, her eyes wide, wild and disbelieving.
There were depths here she 4till hadn't explored, till didn't understand. Harry gat to hisfest. "Where areyou daying?

Shetddhim the placewhare he and she hed breskfedted, thefird time they had gone climbing together, a roadside pub this side
of Fakirk. They have rooms. The girls and |, were supposed to be doing alocd survey, a census o people living in the area. But
meet of thetime they've bean aut looking far you. Y aureatherd men to find, Hary Keogh. And ahard oneto fdlow. A hard act to fdllow, too.!

Yeshewas and hed sad he ooud hende this Which wesjust aswel because right now B.J. didn't fed she could handle much
of anything. Will you nesd hdp?' She could a leeet mekethe efart For im For them

Heshook hisheed."Y ougo. Il fdlow essoonas| can'

Tm going to turn you off now, Harry,' she said. 'But you will remember what you have to do - the things you do so
wdl - and whaeto find mewhen they're done'

'B.J, hesad, and hdd her tightly whileshewhiparedinhisesr

'Harry, mah wee man..."

It was like waking up from a bad dream to a worse one. But B.J. had gone and the Necroscope knew what he had to
do.

He plaoad Zahanines heed and the deaver on the throw rug with her body, rdled the rug up and tied its ends with gring, firdlly rdled the
whdebunde aganinashegt o dear pladtic padkeging framthe new carpeting in his bedroom. There was a place he knew where
Zahanine would never be found. Or if she was, it wouldn't much métte.

Then he brought a carpet from the front room to cover the dark gpot onthe floar, and mede afird dedk o the house to seif
thereweas anything heéd missed. But no, the plaoe would seam absolutdly nomrdl to anyone who didhnt know better.

But Hary did know better, and therewesacatain svdl thet the draught from the broken patio windows was having difficulty
digparsing. Or maybeit was only in hismind Inany casg, he usad adeodorant oray which seamed to hdp alittie

Then he called a handyman he knew in Bonnyrig and told him about the damage to the window. I won't be here,' he
said. 'So Il leavethefront door lodked Yaull have to go to the bedk of the house on therive’s Sde, and et in through the garden gete When
youire done, leave the petio doors seoured” Asdnde asthat. And then the difficut bit.

Hary wert to Zahanings ca; the keyswerein theigniion and heweas able to driveit beck to the house. Back indoars he put aparknifein his
pocket, hoisted the rolled-up rug and its contents to his shoulder, (it ssamed to wegh helf aton!) todk it out to the car and pleoad it
as gartly as posshleinthe boot

All done, he chedked thet no ane wes about which waantt likely far in this place no one ever was about. And the 'highway’ - which was in faat
acountry roed, and the only vantage paint - wes on the ather sde df theriver on thefar Sde of the house.

Frlly, stiffied thet he wes done, unobsarved, he gat beck in the car and droveit vary domy faward in fird geer. And as he drove, he set
familiar Maobius equations rolling down the screen of his metgphysica mind, to conjure abroed, souat door diredly in front of the
w_

—And drovethroughit!

Momentslater he vacated the Continuum on the Rodf of the Warld, the Tingri Plateau, Tibet... In a snowstorm!

The car stalled at once, sank through afrozen crust into a deep dhift, graduelly settled on compedting show. Hary wound doan
hiswindow, did out backwards onto the crust of snow, and flailed through the drift and the blizzard to the boot.
Already fedling the intense add, he dragged the bunde out and aut it open, men propped
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Zahanineagang thebedk of thecar.

It wes cdd, S0 taribly add, but the Necrosoope knew she couldnit fed it. And he hednit wanted to leave her lodked awvey like thet, in the
difling dak. The darkness of desth, when & laet she hed acogpted it, would be bed enough.

But just looking at her he knew it wasn't right. Zahanine wasn't complete. And shuddering - also from the cold - he
took her head and plaoad it on the nedk. In anather minuteit would be frazen there

And hewoudbefrozen here if hedidnt gt moving!

Butfird—

—There was something he must do. And somehow the sheer desdlaion, the utter isdlation of the place, hdped imto doit Nata
convarsation with Zehaning no (Hanry doubted if shewauld be reedy far thet awhile and he catainly waant), but he dd know whet would be
on ha mind And hereiin this place - this icy, windsiveat, novhere place - he dropped his mantd benias to let a differat kind of cdd come
aegingin

Shewoud fed hiswamth and know it for life She would huddeto it, a frightened mouse. And in that moment the darkness
would recsdealitie and Zahanine would remembe. Qud? Parhgps but nat as aud as whet hed happened to her.. For the Necrosoope didht
know (or wouldhtt acoeat) whet she hed bean, anly whet she wes now - alandly, frightened deed thing, foressken df life

And he was right. Her whimper came to him and the fed of her wrathisams around him likethe Litle Match Gi crushing to the
tiny bonfire of her own worthless matches to draw a last ounce of wamihframit But he weant drad, not o the gii. Thiswes
whet hewes &t dl, and whet he hed used to do; and with the exagption of hislost son hewes the oy onewho could do it Hewsslifeand she
knew it which caussd her to ramamba her oanlifeand how it hed ended. And the Necrasoope wes withess to it

Tredate/ed, lustful ydlowfacelezing donnanhe, adthefed of hisaddeier inhe. Then his geswidaning and the lock an hisfece derging, as
ereedred ptrariing hendstoit; thefed of hissdn caught ypunder her srgaing fingernailsand tornanay in ten red Sfriped

Adthenthis theendescarknessthet Hary hedwden her ipto, S thet nowv Zahenirekrewfor sre Thet bgodary dedovdf adau, Sewes—

—But no! The Necroscope didn't want to hear it, what he had heard 0 often before Thet sudden tortured dhriek of denid. And
hebrought the barriers crashing down on his mind so fast that it unbaanced hm, st him saggering bedk fram the half-buried
ca, dumbling on frazen legs

But he had seen what he'd needed to see: confirmation of her
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It was gill only 850 am. in London, in the disused dockside warehouse with its loading bay that jutted out over the
river, where Dr James Anderson had spent the last terrified, agonized week of his life and ow death. But his torment
was over now, and his vampire torturers were till baffled.

*Yau should have It it to g the Franoezal tdld his thrdls Jnmmy Nicoda and Frark Paterza, "What, did you think you were dill under
ordersfram Vinoat? Did you think you werethe Moa? Yaure ming mine and Anthony's. You're Francezcis! And this... isn't us!'
Shaking his head, he gloomed over the mess that had been a man. 'It's smple butchery. And worse, it served no
purpose. You got nothing out of im'

'Er, something. We got something, Francesco,” Jmmy Nicosa tried hard not to grovel. 'And we didn't have much
choice. We couldn't be here twenty-four hours a day, not and keep an eye on these EBranth types And that in itsdf isa
pradem Yaufdlow thase guys - you look a some of them for too long - sooner or later they turn and look right back at
you! These people are something else, Francesco. Not the kind you'd want to mess with.'

There isn't any kind | can't mess with!" the Francesci snarled. 'But... | take your point. I've heard the same sort of
thing before, and from people who ae supposed to know whet they're doing! That's why we chose this Anderson.' He glanced
again at the remains of aman. 'He isn't - wasn't - part of their organization, just someone they used.'

‘But not any more,' Frank Potenza whispered, amiling his wide-mouthed, emotionless yet oddly girlish amile. All of
the Francezci's displeasure had been wasted on him.

Francesoo sconed & him, but knew it wes usdessto do mare then that. Despite (or maybe because of) Potenzas androgynous
nature, he was musde with vay litle of mind He wes sy weard, he knew how to whittle flesh but nothing of terror's true
subtleties. Therefore paintlessto punish hiny you might eswal kidk a pet cat. He wouldnt understand but would simply lash out
a you, claw you - and then youd have tokill im It wes best to ignore im, which Francesco did by turning again to Nicosia

'OK, | accept that this was an accident. You sought to dow Anderson down - to stop him trying to escape, and
weaken his menta resistance - by weakening him physically. But you went too far. Still, as you say, you did get
something. So go over it again, everything he told you.'

'Four years ago,’ Nicosia began, 'E-Branch called him in to hypnotize this Harry Keogh character - or the one they
cdl Harry
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Keogh Hewesto redrict Keoghs " tdeants' - dont ask mewet tdants- o thet whenKeph left the Brach e couldntt beput to useby any dther argenization. Al
Arcrankrenvwesthet Keoghweshat Suff. Daryy Clake Hesd o Brach ad dl the ather weird fuds thought vay highly of im. But they didhit wart im
dangwhear itweshedd far ayaedse' Hegaeadnug fdl slent



‘Ardthetsit? Francestoweshbefied o maylenat

'Until awesk agp Then Qake aontadisd Ardlrsm agan, tdd imtoaameanin tekealodk & Keooh It westhen thet wesaw theam dl together for the firt
time- Arclran Qake Trask, ad Keoch Ardwhen they it ypwetodk aor deneard gt ahdd of Andasn [t ssared theright thing to do ... nat just
bearewed ben tdd o dbit but beease pflainy Ardsnand Keochkrew esch dther, arwhy wadd they beincompany withesch atha?

TreFancezd nocbid Tauweaetdd topidk imup-nat to kil him Anywey, whet ot Andaran teking alook & this Kesg?Whet wes thet dl doout?
Wrawestelodking fa?

Nicosa dmugged ‘Qakeweswaried thet Andarsorns hypnoss - whet hed done to Keoth trefirst ime, faur yearsagp - hed gore too degp. He waried
Aragrisganon addsotokow if it wesreversble Ardasn tdd himit wes ard thet rewodd gobeck thet nigt and i it

‘Gvehmbeck thesegpadd tHats?

Yeeh | aypose Buthedidht, becausewehedhim'

Butill nomantionof whet thesedllswere?

Franoeso, wetried' Nicosatiren yphishends 'Hel, youcan sshrovwetried But Ardesn didnit know. | sweer it Hed e konniinthefirg glaog!

ArdRacesngoMed Thetstrehit thet killsit Hedidnt fudding koM Well mavkeredd krow but it wes 0 big rewald go trauch dl of thisto hide
it!' Andaggin hedanoad & the ddrisof amen But infat he s.gpedted thet Nicosawes rigt. Nonmenwauld ke capeble d auffeing afradion o this without
telking hished dff ... if hehed anvthing to talk ebout Asfar Kylesar Kenghistdents majkeRanceso dresdy krew whet theyd benand whet they il might
ke

Tremenhedtobesomekind o living ghos;; hearead wert ad left o tradks Sed doars labyrinthine tund sygiems ad aomhinetion lodks couldrit
gop him ad hisdviaus content far dl schwes. desnudive Ardequarsive Naurdly EBrachwaldwart imintadt, espeddly if they wee gding to try
thet sff agpin Or if they krew about Reduiand planed to uieehim againg thedogLad .

HFanoesn, whet moecn| tdl you? Nicosawescomca Thetsit, evaything...” Helodked thiswey ad thet asif widing
there ware more to say but knowing thet the Franoeza wouldn't buy any pretty peckaging. He wes only interested in fadts And Francesco
thought: Yes hed malkea good, loydl lieutenant. But Frank Potlezagpailed the momat by ginning ina gauntly girish, what-the-hdll fashion
and whigpaing:

‘Anyways itwaant dl wade'

And Francesoo knew whet hemeart: that nat too much blood hed been sailled here Nat sailled, anyway.

But Potenza... was an irritation, a big itch. And sooner or later Francesco knew he would have to soraich. But nat while there
wasajabto be done Laea, whendl of thiswas over - time enough then to take care of that.

As for Potenza's immediate superior in the Francezci chain of command, Vincent Ragusa... it might also be time to
rethink his podtion in the grand schame of things Jmmy Nicoda would meke a batter lieutenant far sure And without complaint, without
trying tobean‘aigrd thinke!

But for now:

The Franoezd rdaxed, amiled and sad, "Vay wal, let it go. Later | have to cdl Anthony, tal im whet's gone doan and find out whet's nedt
Hés our contact with the Old Man, whowe hopewill give us his best co-oparation”

The pair of thrals knew who he was referring to: Angelo Franoezd, inhispit & Le Manse Madonie They blanched alitile -even
Potarza- and ingindively becked off apece But Francesoo mady amiled, changed the aubject and saidt

I don't think well be in London too long. Luigi is sorting out a hdicopter, Vinoat is on hiswey to Edinburgh, and Danoer’s &
the Dorchester getting rooms Yau two... do nathing; just wait far meto get in touch with you!

But as he made to leave he glanced back at them and said, 'Oh, yes And befare you get out of hare meke aure that thet,’ he
|ooked for the |t imeon Anderson's ramans, 'goesinio therrive!

After he hed Ieft they did just thet - opened atrgpdoor inthefloor and disposed of the evidence. There were severa splashes in
the moming mig on the Thames some loud, athers fant The lagt thing to go was an am blanched to aabaster. Its hand had a
thumb and index finger, and three sumps

The ather am, dreedy bobbing itsway to the sea- niblled on by smd fishes and fresh-water shrimp - had no fingers at dl...
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Two hoursealier, and morethen athousand milesaway—

It wes thefird hour of admgrey dawn under aloweing aalling of cloud. Slowly churning, the sky released banks of spume-like
maidure nat quite ran, to oram on the high plateau, pile up againg the outer wellsof Le Manse Madonie, and rdl over tham in quessy waves
into the courtyard...

Anthony Franoezd hed been about his business mogt of the night; with Francesoo out of the way - indeed, fram the momat Anthony's
brather hed It Saly far BEngland - their grotesque father, Angdlo, hed been nore vaudle, more farthooming, He hed mare in comman with
Anthony and found Hm eeder to tdk to then Francesoo, who hed dways been something of athom in his 9de As to what they hed spent



time in the early hours of the morning talking about... just such subjects, and one especialy, had served to prompt the
nighmareswhichwouid later plague Anthony's dreams

‘Cdled by his loathsome father within an hour o S0 of Francesoo's departure, Anthony hed been ungdle to attend him immediady. But as
evening tumed to night he hed sensad an increesein the mantd bebkle, the tdepathic confusion, emendting fran bdow, andinthe smdl hours
of the morning he had visited the pit Then, from an anvkwad beginning, thar tk hed firdly evaved into an hor o < of

conversation, broken only by the occasional interruptions of Angelo's multi-minds...
After that

Nat long before davn, Anthony hed goneto aferdethrdl for s, blood - comfart?- then to his own bed intending to desp unil Iate evening

when hewas dueacdl fram Francesoo. With alittle ludk his brother would have good o & leest pramising news fram London; and catainly
Anthony hed newsfar him

Namdy, the substance df his'conversstion’ with the Thing inthe pit Or some of it...

Now, with the dann, he nightmered, by no means an uncommon thing among vampires For the dawn is nat their time indesd it is the one
time when the otherwise mainly invulnerable are most vunadbe - when the word fears in the subconscious minds of such
mongers take on the shapes d redlity, and thar memaries conjure once maretthe tarars of their youths

Tony Franoeza was no exagption, though in his case mamaries out of timewere nat epedidly harific ... not toim Hewaswihet he was by
birth, and as such had developed free of any lingering impressons o Wamphyri converson. Therefore he didnit dream any
common thrdl'sar lieutenant's nighimeares of whet he hed bean and whet hewas now, but of whet he might yet become Which was ahorror
without peer - unless it lay in the hideous shape and substance of his father Angelo, the devolved and
ever-devolving Thinginthe pit under LeManse Madonie

Firgt, before the adud harar, he rdived his conversttion with the Old Ferenczy more or less as it had taken place; except he
was vagudy aware that somewheare behind the 'sooken’ words something darker was building, as in the atmosphere of a well-lit

room that gradually glooms over with the dow but irresistible approach of a
dom

'Father,’ he whispered into the mouth of the echoing pit 'Francesco has gone to England. He has menwith hiny they will sask out
Radusthrdls and fdlow them to the dogH_ard in the hour of hisresurgence. And we have hesded your wards dreedy our advance patty is.
interrogating amen bdieved to bein leeguewith the onewho raided aur vault, this"Harry" of wham you gpoke Also, wel soon have menin
Soatland whowill saek out Reduisthrdls there, disoover their wesknessss, and eventuely destroy them. But now we nead your hdp, too. For
only you can sseda and know whefsin the mindsof men.. Anthony pausad, and inawhile continued:

‘And father, | know thet you have been spending moreand mare time looking outwards, for | have fdt it Even Francesco has
felt it and heis.. wll, far less sangitive than | am So anything you havelearned could be of great benefit...'

The mauth of the pit was apen; its dedtified grille wes switched dff and Anthony hed raised one flgp o the cover. The spatlights in the
cavern wals blazed down, lighting the pit's surroundings in ovalgpping drdes o dak white light Outdde thet centrd dare wes
blackness, and Anthony's shedow an dongeted inkklat poured on the cdld stone floar behind im

The reason the power wes df and the shdft hdlf-open was side it was a precaution the Francezci brothers used to insure
against
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inadvertent sHf-dedrocution. The dd wel wees &iter dl adegp one, and Angdo no longer cgpeble o attempiing an excepe. His disrder, the
rampat maamorphiam thet hed dtered imto aprataplaamic Thing, wes such thet he no longer hed any contrdl over hishulk. It contralled itsgf,
dbat mindesddy, ad therdfore was mainly without meneoe The curant: procadures edgted fram a time when Angdlo hed retained a svel
meeared contrd; thet they weredill in use... wassimply anather precaution. It was never agood ideatto second-guess the Old Ferenczy.

Anthony leened on thelow stonewdl to look down into the slert, sentient throet of hdl. Within the sheft, light penetrated maybe nire or
ten feet; below that the darkness increased commensurate with the depth, until it seemed absolute. And this was a
darkness that seethed...

But while Anthony could fed Angelo's hidden intelligence (or medness), and while he knaw thet he hed his father's attention,
dill the telepathic aether carried no message but merdly conveyed an avarenessa Angdos vest mantd presence; thisin addition
tothat dmost physical foreboding on the im of Anthony's subconscious perogations waming imthet something was coming

Then, ladng petience, unwilling to ramainin this place any longer conversing with himself (and even more unwilling to meet the
unknown something when it chose to arrive) he tried a threat, however atle

Father, dwaysremambe: it isdill true thet whatever endangers me endangers you. Should the Francezcis come to ham and Le
Manse Madonie fdl, then wedl fdl with it. Including the Old Ferenczy. For who would suffer such as you to live exagat myseif
and my brother? Parhgps during the adtud conversation he hed not been o farthright, but these were the words he would have liked to use
and 0 he usad themin hisdream

The pt ssamed to ding to oneward, and threw it beck & imas an echa: Siffer, affer, affer..

But itwesinfatt Arthony'sfather, goedkd into 'qpead & laet. Ard

Sifer? Arngeds teepethic vace - but addfinite vace row, gurgling in Arthany's heed - todk over whae the edo bed et off. And you know all
about suffering, do you? And you can tell me something about affering, eh? Hahl The ward thing you have e suffered was
being born. But what | have suffered... is worse than desth!

Argumentaive But it wes better then nothing. And Anthony wes sdilled & word-games in his oan right. If he codld invalve his father -
inveigle or even challenge him - then with luck he might also be adeto leed Hm in a more co-oparaive diredion Wherdfore



"What?"

he said. 'But if your fate is so disenchanting - if what you are suffering redlly is worse than death, the true death - am |
to understand you would prefer death? If so, then speak up! For as you are probably aware your other son, my
brother Francesco, has been counselling just such a solution to your problem for many a long year!" Again the words
were harder than those he had actually used. But in any case:

Suddenly the psychic aether was ripped apart in a demented tdepathic som!

DOIT - Likeagredt roer of joy! - subsding & onoe to ahoarse, aazed gurge of atidpation: Doit! Kill the Ferencay! Kill the dd bestard!
Kill all of ud

Kill us yesd - A wamenisvaoice thistime and ane thet Anthony recognized immediately. It was Julietta Sclafani, vampirized by
Francesco before the brothers had sent her to hell, bubbling now with an evil thet could never know rdesse exagt in the degth o
the Thinginthepit Kill Angdo. And kill uiswith him- kill all of us now -and put aned to aur hdll!

Andt Oh, ho-ho-hal Ohy herharhaaarrr! A med vaios dmod entirdy insane- yet knowing and willing enough to diek & theend of its burst
o aazed laughter, Kill, kill, kill himl Kill Angdo Ferencay!

Andahogt o athers-dl of the brothers and Angdd'svidims who hed gone to fesd imin hispit - dl janing in the blaet fram the gross med
brain that was the nucleus of the mutant Thing. All of these identities imprinted upon o absorbed within his mind, much s his
protoplasm had absorbed their flesh. And just exactly like that metamorphic flesh, they were no longer under Angelo's
control. Anthony knew it & once hisfather hed logt contrd of the imprisoned muiti-mindd

‘But how... ? he wanted to know as the babble subsided to a background rumide

Because o this Harry, asyou seefit to call himy the Tning in the it ansvered & once: This Englishmen, this Harry whose ssoond nenreis
Keogh, and whose dead friends -and they are legion! - call the Necrasoope' Do you know what a Necrosoopeis Arthony, my dear Anthony?

Anthony was nat an ignorant mar, no ane with theweight o years; the guiled the Wamphyri could be entirdy ignorant ‘A ... aviever on the
Oeed? he ansvered, wondaingly.

Indesd! hisfather ansvered. And more, a gpeker with the dead! But didn't | say o right framthe beginning? The men who broke into your
treasure vault, your intruder, thisHarry is—

—NO! An angry voice shouted him down. DONT LET HIM TALK! THROUGH HIS VAMPIRE SONS HE PUTS
HARRY IN DANGER! And the rest of them joined in - atidd wave of mental emenationsfromthe it
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But Angdo, whose psychic medgram hed sudked theminin the fird plaog, could nat be shouted doan. Aiming his sending diredly into
Anthony's reding mind he ssid: Me they feared, which wesimy only hold on them They didn ‘tknow what | could - what | might-do to them o
what | was capalde of doing. They feared ne because they were ny prisoners trapped in e as | am trapped in this pit, and no hope o
rescue. But him, this Harry, they love. Because he would set them free... by destroying me! And Anthony, ah, my
Anthony, despite everything youve learned and think you know about the passons o theworld, hurmen loveissronger far than fear.

'Father,” Anthony said then, trying to am his thoughts as Angelo had done, to break through the telepathic tumult
thrown up against him, 'this Harry is as good as dead. If he's realy the man who broke into our vault, then he has
always been dead, and it was just a matter of time. But tomorrow I'm speaking to Francesco, and we shall make
Keogh's death a priority. You say he's a Necroscope - what, the Necroscope? - and talks to dead people? Wdll, take it
from me soon hell be in the best possible place to practice his skills!'

Youdorit underdard, coyau? hisfaher sed then Doyouaan bdieene? Dautfu. But ponesachasthis ae posseessss.. yau haero iceawhet yaure
Yagaind! Until hreamedog, ReduLykenwesthe gresiest posshletiredt, thegrestest threet imeginelle But thisren.

Anthony could picture him shaking his head, asif in disbelief.

'But doesn't that say it dl, father? he asked. 'l mean, haven't you said it dl? This man," you said. Wdl that's dl he
is, aman. While we aeWamphy!'

He talks to dead people... talks to dead people... dead people! Angelo started to babble - to echo himsdf- and
immediady reined back. It was the multi-minds interfering with his thought processes. Hetalksto peopleinthar graves he
begen egein And all theworld's knowledge is doan there with tham

‘But even if what you say were possible, Anthony argued, in an attempt to steer his father in a useful direction,
‘what good is dead knowledge? How may anyone harness such knowledge, to make it wak far hin?'

Angdo gaveasnart of daigon, frusraion. Huh And 1 had thought only one of my sonswasafod! Then, befare Anthony could protest o
meake any further comment, Now listen;

Thedead conversg in their graves with each ather. The fird time 1 took a vidim, absorbed into mysdf, | suspected it wes 0. Dont you
understand? The mind wert an, inmel And what of those buried in the earth, ar gone up into the air in soke? It is the same their thoughts
-qaritsif you will - live on. And now;, through the Necrasoope Harry Keogh, they've learned to conversein their perpetual darkness Love
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hinf?Ofcoursetheylovehim andtheyll doanythingfor hin

Even against his better judgement, Anthony was beginning to bdieve Hisfatha weas meking mare'senss then hed ever knoan
himto meke hiswords and idees, however wild, gratesgue, seamed besad in some sort of lagic. Tuming the conogat over in hismind, he said,
'But... but a Necroscope?

THE Neorasoope! hisfather sngoped, dartling im Thereis only one Whichiswhy they canit let imcometo hermi

They?

Thedead, fool! Theteaming deed! The Great Majority!

At which Anthony believed he had him. And: 'Only one Necroscope, who talks to the dead, eh? He smiled into the



mouth of the pit, but mirthlesdy. 'And dl of this a waste of time, eh, father? Of my vdugde fime Far if it was trug how
vtouldyou know?How do you know, father? Or are you perhaps the second Necroscope? Is that it? That you, too, tak to
the dead?

In the long silence that followed, the dark something at the back of Anthony's mind crept closer, and the light
seemed to dim alittle in the cavern of the pit. But then:

No, hisfaher tddhm | cant talk to the dead. But lean hear some df then My dead, talking through me' They converse with each ather,
Anthony, my faithful - or faithless -Anthony. And, Since the Neorasoope Harry Keogh wes here, they also converse with athersoutsde o el As
towhat they say: | hear the outgoing because it goes out framnre framall the minds thet are my mind. But the inconing is saoret, and known
only to my multi-ninds. Exogat they areno longer ming! But | do know thet they accept Harry Keogh's talents And dso that you, and your
brather - that we, the Ferencays- are nat sfefranhim nat even here How can you doutt it? Didn't he come here, commit animpossble aing,
and leave without leaving a traoe?

‘Like a ghost, yes," Anthony whispered, thinking back on it '‘But he did leave a trace; we have him on film.'

He talks to them, (his father ignored him). And all the world's my3erieslie buried in the earth, ar aimlesdy drifting in the ky.
Who can say what he heslearned framthe dead? ‘Like a ghod,'you say - but you donit know the half of it. This men moves through olid rodk,
through ged doars- and through doorsdf hisown meking!

‘Whet?

Do you bdievein tdepathy, Arthony, my dear sveat Tony? Qt wes asif he hed changed the sulject entirdy).

Tdepethy? Of course Among the Old Wanmphwri, it wes the prized <4l of the thought-thief. So youlve dways indructed mg and your oan
mantgiam provesit Asfor Francesco and mysaf: wewere bom into thiswarld, where such skillswere not required!

/tddyounolie my Tony. Many of the Old Warmphyri weregiftedin
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strange arts, but not all of them. | too was bom in this world - it took me seven hundred years to develop ny art! As
for yourself and your brather... wall, who can say? Perhapsit skipped a generation entirdy. Or maybe there's till time. | would
like to think so. But on the other hand, time has been known to bring about changes which are far less desrable Ad
omdimes the bloodlines hald true pasdng things doan to the next in line that... that should never be passed down to
anyone.

With which another layer of gloom settled like a shroud on Anthony's dream. In an attempt to dispd it - or perhaps
delay whatever it was he sensed coming - he made an effort to return to the previous subject

'What point are you trying to make, father? Why this sudden leap from Harry Keogh to telepathy?

The Old One seemed to grasp upon that A sudden leap? Ah, good! So that Anthony feared it might signal the start
of some new word-game But no, far hisfather quiddy wert an Tdepathy, then. It edds we are agreed. But in that case, what of
'sudden leaps?' What of... tdeportation?

Anthony shook his head. 'No, | can't accept that. Even the Old Wamphyri had nothing of that order. At best it is
theoretical. Telepaths, shape-changers - we know they exist. Evidence is immediately to hand. But teleports... ?

And &ter along momat: Theordlical? sad hisfather, vary quidly. Oh, really? Well, | would have thought so, too, upon a time.
But what about Harry Keogh? And even the multi-minds were hushed, expedanty Slent now.

Anthony, too, caught his breath. It was ridiculous - but it would explain the otherwise inexplicable: Keogh's entry
into Le Manse Madonie. his escape, and the fact that but for an automatic camera, no one would ever have sighted
him. So that he fdt prompted to ask, "Youleamed this thing fram the muli-minds?

When they mede inquiiry about this Harry Keogh outside, in the dead void, yes

‘Even if it were true,' Anthony said then, "what of it? | mean, he's ill a man. Can he avoid high-velocity bullets? Is
he impervious to stedl, poison, a garrotte? Right now, father, Francesco isin England. And he will kill our Mr Keogh,
trust me'

Andif hefails? And if Keogh drikes back? Tony, you ssid you would soon be speaking to Francesco. Good! Then tell him to
leave Harry Keoghwdl alone

'But Keogh hes dreedy rabbed us once And if whet you say istrue- why, he can do it again. Any time he liked!'

Whichiswhy you mugt nat try to kill im Annoy; irritate himby all means o that when this thing with Radu is over, ff it is over, he might
want to come hereand ssek you out, but do nat try to kill im Not yet

'‘And if or when he does decide to return? Surely we should get rid of him now, so that he can't return, ever?

But: Where oh where has it gone? Angelo gave a mock groan, his sacaam dipping like add. The mudhvaunted ‘gquiléof the
Wamphyri? Hah! Then, with a snarl: Set a trap for him, fool!

A trgp?But hon?Whee?

Wheredid hehit youthelag time?

The treasure vault'

Bxadly. He bonbed your treaare vault. But this time you bonb himl Trip-wires, pressure points, electric eyes. Only let him
materialize there—

'—And he “materializes there forever!'

Of course. But pursue him? Never! Rather than that, Francesco would be well advised to avoid him and al who run with
hm

'‘And if he"runs' with Radu and the pack, what then?



Then... it would seem unavoidable. Indeed, then you must kill him. For if they are in league.. together they would be
unbeatable! Exogpt it ishard to bdieve that Radu Lykan would bein league with anyone Whichiswhy | suggest you dedl with the dog-Lord
firdt, then Keogh, bath in the manner precribed.

'But what of the treasure, our money, our power base? For such a plan to work, we'd first have to—'

—Moeit, yes Or whet rereinsdf it woud bedesroyed dang with Keogh

'‘Moveit? But where to?

Wherewould it be safet?

Hee' said Anthony, nodding. Right here in this cave Where you can watch over it, and where therell be less temptation for
Francesco...'

... To destroy me, too? Indeed, said Angelo. And temptation is sometimes contagious, eh? So be it. Anthony could
sense his awful, knowing amile...

And again, befare he could deny the ather's ungpoken accusation: So then, gpesk to Francesoo, and tdl imwhat | have adMised. For the
Presat thet ssavsasmuch asyou can do. And in the ned momant changing the sulject again

Now then, tell me abouit... tell me about your dreams, my Tony, iy litile Anthony.

This was adream, as Anthony was vaguely aware; abeit a 'repeat performance’ of a conversation that had actually
taken place some hours ealier. But now, feding that ominous something creeping closer ill - beginning to
understand or remember what it was - he shivered as he answered: 'My dreams? What of my dreams?

But hisfather only tut-tutted, and said: Ah, Anthony, my deer, siveet boy 'But | have ligened to them To yours and to your brather's dreans
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For years| have lisened, even decades: Nat merdy to eavestrap -though thet wes part o it - but because that wes how.. how it darted in
me. In dreams,yes...

And now the something, no longer unknown - but definitely unspeskable- reared up large as mondrous life to come knoding
onthedoors o reity!

Thunp! Thump! Thunp! A timid, tiple knodk & first. But Anthony wesignorng it, gezing into the mouth of the it even as he hed gazad in
red life And hewes asking the same quedtion, too: Father, that was how whet sarted inyou?

| hed thought... perhaps Francesoo? his father ansvered, asif he musad to himsdlf. No, no, let's be honest: | had even hoped it would be
your brather. But das | hoped invain. For | have ssnitinyour drears my Tony, my poor dear boy. Bven asit wasin ing it isinyours

His dreams. those terrible dreams that he had hidden from evaryone, even himsdf. The nightmare thet he wes - or thet he wes
like ar thet hewould belike- the thing inthe pit! But now Anthorty knew, and horror reared up in the heart of him, in his mind, in
his flesh and bones

And creeping up from the pit - climbing the walls in sickening, seething rags tendrilsand graping limbs daing up & him even
ashe stared bulge-eyed down upon it - Anthony saw his own mad future

Then thedang of med on gone as helovared thegiille and thehum and crackle of electricity as he turned on the current, and
his hammering heart and echoing, flying footsteps as he vacated that place to renew himsdf with hisferdetrall.

But even blood and the comforts of the flesh are sometimes not enough...

Now it wes dawn and ancther ferdlethral, but avery differat ong made her patrol through Le Manse Madonie. It was the crone
Katain, who hed bean with the Franoezd's Shoe sheweasagi, for & leegt seventy of her éghty-five years Nat avanire as such - for she hed
never devdopad - Kaeain wes sy 'df the blood* and no longer agaired. But despite thet he wias the lowest of the low in the Franoeza
househdld, shewes trusted abovedl athers And because of her years of experience there was no secret however amdl to which
Keatain waant privy.

But asshereached Anthony'sdoor—

—\What wasthat?

Somesort of wormihing? A seke ar Smilar injurious aresture? For amomatt it lay ill on the madefloor of the high landing, and she saw

that it seemed to be emerging from beneath her Master's door, from his room... Or entering it?

She sepped dosar and the vibration of her foatfdl gelvanized the thing. It wriggled, whipped to and fro; and she saw thrabhing, pule vains
inthe vibrating length of itsleprous flesh. Then, lighiningfad, it drew itsdlf out of sight under Anthony's door. And because she
feared for him- and far hersdf, if she did nothing - she knodkedt

Thunp! Thump! Thunp! Timidly & fird the knodk thet Anthony had ignored in his dream. But when there was no answer she
knodked again, louder, then tumed the doarknob and weart in

Fardl that this9de o the manse feoad northrwest avay fram the aun, the drgpes a Anthony's windows weare heavy, thik with fdds The
entire room was shadowed, gloomy, where barely a chink of daylight found itsweay in Katains eyes were fard, however; they saw
inthedak aswel ssany ca'seyes And whet they saw..

Anthony's bed was of messve cek, an antique four-pogter, with gauzy curtains tied bedk to the uprights on the sde fadng Katain Helay on
hisbedk, neked under the sSngle Hack sheat thet reeched to hisrib-cage and wes lisanly covaring. Asyet heweas dill edesp, barely. Close to
waking, he tossed and turned - and moaned to himsdlf. Cold sweat gleamed on Anthony's forehead and limbs, faming
Fraysd finegrey peais ashejaked his heed thisway and that.

Katain darted & some sudden movamat on thefloor by the bed, darted again when the sheat over Anthony's agitated figure billoved with
award, floning mation. Her ydlow eyes sviveled to and fro, unable or unwilling to accept what they were witnessing. For the
snake-thing ... wasn't a snake!



The harridan knew what the brothers kept in the pit deep under LeManse Madonie She knew thet it wes thar father. And she
knew that this was something like their father - except he himsalf was conmpledy out of contrd and vedter far. Anct

Likefather, like son!" Katain bresthed, Sepping beckwards vary quidly, towards the door. But not quietly enough.

There were a good many - extrusions? As they whipped and writhed, drew back under the black sheet and returned
to their source and arigin, Anthony cameaweke and saw, and perhapsleft the legt of them: thet rope of dlistening metter, a chamdeon's tongue
d protoplasm, vanishing under his weirdly mobile covering. And yanking the shegt asde, eyes bugging, he saw it soek into himl

He wanted to scream but couldn't; there was no moisture in his throat. He had dreamed this before, dl too
frequently, and always worse than the dream before, but this was the first time that he'd aduelly ssanit Now he knaw it for a
fact Exog—

—Hewamt the orly onewho knewit. Anthony's penic passed, wes replaoad by his naturd’ odd, cdaulding cdm The dhilling logic of the
Wamphyni.
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Kaginwesdardng therg abunded dy didssthet hermigt anrso-essily sep At Thedoar, hehusked sitting upin hisbed 'Close the doar, ad care
hae

Sedra-we decdddeds?- adgood besdehished, sivaing Arthony nocded ad hiseesweeflaresstesad, "Yau se?

A ... amoue theaaregespad, gopad aceked 'Somathing very sl | think thet argat underyaur doar..

But hedook hishesdad smiled aghedtly smile No yousawmoetren thet - didnt your?

YesMads, yes.."

Hesghed ad resded aut ahard analang, an inaredidly long am, and gragoed her throet esen as Sremace to gep bedk fran him Katain, | have ford
meniesd you Whenyauwaeagi d fiftean | fudked you webath dd my braher ard |. Retgpsfatunetdy, youweeharen Yaur flieh hed little o ouity,
adnathing secd itdf. Nahing & dl. Sroewhenyouvekroanaur pratedion, thesH#fey of thesesrag waells the sauary o LeMase Madrie It waud
ke... haget dareif youwaeto tun trator now. Hisfingastighiened onher sravry neck, and dd Kaainkraw their tamible sragth

Twoudrneve barayyou Mads, dewheszadl

Hiseyeswaebood; hislips aed badk fram tegh thet warelong ad sdivating; histoguewesfaked and scalet in arechibbed throet. Ard ashedew her
daos 4ill: "Yauaelestren rduse’ hesad /Andif | doud her omuthasawhispa, then | wold throw yau like réfuse - a youwalld ke sen o fdll, like
refuse- framthegret diff. Doyou undasand?

But Ketgin aoud arly gegand reganto hiswiig, ad dick aut her wiigging torguea im

Firlly herdessad he, thiuet her aney, st her sumbling anossthematdefloar. Now go, ad reser aareinio my raom again!' luiching & her throet, $e
wat

Then kowing therewauld ke ro moe dep far him this maming, $uddaing, ad trambing in ey limb, Arthany gt dresserd But sshefinided e
pas] lifted hisheed ligened intently ssavdcecareto hmframfa bdow:

| fought it for two hundred years my son, my dear sivedt Tony, before it won and you put e down hare: But with hdp - with my hdp, ny
knomedge-why, your fight might lagt even longer. And aslong asl ramein ssfe 0 do you But dhl... only see how our rdes are relerssd, eh,
y deer,, deer boy?

And then there was only silence...

Threedayslae:

Inhislarin the high Camgoms the dogrLord Redu wias aveke and aware as never befare in sx hundred long years By now, Bomie Jeen
Miru hed contacted the surviving sons o the sons o his thrdls throughout the land, calling them to Scotland to prepare for his
coming, and to pratect iminthe hour o hisresurgence. Indeed, heknew thet it wes so; & thefull of the moon he hed put out probes o his oan
to sk them out and ranforoe BI'sindructions

And moonchildren that they were, they hed ansvered Hm Redu had sensed their response: the howling going up over the
moors -ove the Datmoar tors and in Badmin - and the whimpaing of Aud John in Inverdruie. But only three? Only three
descendants of his Childen of the Moon? W, four if heinduded B J harsdlf, and ahandful marewith her sl pedk.

But as for her girls. they were more dedicated to Bonnie Jean hersdf then to Radu Which wes only underdandable, the
dogrLord supposed, far B weas Wamphyri inher onn right—

—And becomingmoresowithevery full moon.

Right now, the luner o wissin the centre of its cyde, acresoatt, but inafortnight it would beful gain. Redu's arigindl schedule hed been st
to enaure Hary Keogh's audience with im & thefull of the moonin May. And the dog-L ards rehiirth hed been scheduled far the moon &ter thet.
Aud John, however -whom Redu hed ‘taken into his confidence' - believed that he had brought these dates forward by two full
months.. and 0 he hed, upon atime But now the Old W in hisresin tomb hed hed second thoughts

Add Jhnwasafod far his\Wwee midress; he hed been in thrdl to her for long and long, perhaps even too long. Who could sy what she
might ar might nat have wirkled out of himf? Which was ane o the ressons why Radu hed yet again rearranged his retairth - to the end o
Feoruary, just afew wesks avay!

Anather resson wes thet he could no longer wait to come face to faoe with BJ's mysterious Mrr Keogh, who might well prove to be Radus
ManWith-Two-Feoes 9 frequently dimpsed in predent dreams; the one who would be there to greet, and perhaps even
‘succour’ himy in hismogt nesofl hor.

Now, in just two weeks time, the dog-Lord would see this Harry far himef, in the flesh, and know the truth of it And then, onewey o the
other hewoud usehim- and usshimup! But however it wert, inwhichever evantudity, the mesding was now st to caindde with Reduis ridng.

The find and perhaps most important reason for advancing the date of his return lay in Radu's constant state of



nervous apprehension: his anxiety, the awareness of his own vulnerability whilehelay here’in 9ate’ The knomedge thet should
hisenemiesfindhim herelikethis they could do withhim asthey wished. Ard
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as to what they would do: the dog-Lord had no delusions about that

For they were searching for him even now; and by now, but for B J's vigilance, her diligence, they might even have
found him. This woudnt save her, however, far Redu knew why shewes 0 'dligart: because she could not hope to stand against
them on her own. What, the filthy Drakuls, and the loathsome Ferenczys? And both camps determined to destroy him
and his? Not only were they vampire Lords, in command of unknown numbers of lieutenants and thralls, but they were
Wamphyri, experienced in the arts and wiles of the Greet Vampire! By comparison, Bonnie Jean was indeed innocent.
Even as innocent as she'd fooled her Harry into believing.

And so she must have Radu up; to be her protection, and to learn what she could from him... before turning on him
in earnest in the right place and at the right time. The dog-Lord knew this was her plan, as indeed it would be his, if he
werein her place.

Ah, the Wamphyri! No two dike - not even twin brothers - yet in certain ways dike as peas in a pod.

Thus, being Wamphyri and a beguiler, B.J. had made a great fool of her thral and lover Harry Keogh - because he,
too, was a part of her plan. But Radu had plans of his own.

He was no femae€'s fool like this Harry, to fal under the treacherous spell of any scheming witch or bitch however
clever or buxom. No, he wasn't this mysterious Harry Keogh, not in any shape or form...

... Well, not yet anyway.

It was midday and the moon was a pale sickle hanging low in the wintry grey sky. ThedogrLord Redu couldnit seeit, but he fdt it
there- its influence on him - tugging at the fluids of his brain. It wasn't strong, indeed it was at its weakest, much as he
was a his; for this was ever an inauspicious time for him, midway between his mistress mooriscyde But with just a fortnight
d wating ldt (@ mae fouten days!) there were ill things he must do, precautions to take. He couldn't dlow himself
smply to lie here like this in a gluey semi-torpor, with the resin weighing on him like lead and only his mind free

But sinceit was o ... very well, he would use his mind.

Radu knew the danger in using his mentaism, his telepathy. But he hed been teking risks with it for 9x hundred years now,
evay timehe'd reached out to some thrall or other to cal him or her to his side when he needed sustenance. Recently,
however - since his first true awakening - held used it that much more frequently: to cal his few remaining thralls, or to
seeif the psychic aether was clear, and if not, to discover who else was probing it. And therefore the danger was that
much greater.

For if anyone had sensed his sendings, or intercepted them, they too would know that his time was imminent. And
if aredly clever mentalist were in the vicinity (for example, some gifted vampire Lord) then Radu might easily reved
his location. These were the risks he took.

But vampires are vampires, children of the night, and this was midday. It wasn't the dog-L ord's time, no, but neither
wasit theirs. And so it was worth the risk.

He scanned far, wide and faint, fanning his probe over the far horizon, the curve of the world remembered from a
time six hundred years in the past; but never lingering too long in any one spot. All those years ago, the world had
been avast place in which aman might easily lose himsalf. Now... it seemed so much smaler. But while the world had
grown smdler - a least to the peoplein it - and while the dog-Lord's body must have lost something of its substance
through the long, londly centuries, gill his mentalism was sharp as ever, perhaps even enhanced by his physical
isolation. What Radu had denied himsdf of human sensation, held got back in psychic senstivity, and in his
telepathy.

And from due south, over a distance of more than x hundred miles - a the other end of the land mass, the moor
districts of Devon and Cornwall - he sensed a faint response from his present-day thrals. Just two of them, yes.
Moon-children, like Auld John, their long-awated dediny wesnow dea.

.. Pausng in whatever they were daing, in their everyday puraLits as men, they lifted their heads looked north, blinked suddenly ferdl ees
and hdd thar breath. They were preparing tojoinhimy yes

And: Two weeks, (he used the probe as a carrier). Be sure to come to me then ... And despite that there were no dien
emanations - no covert or inimica thoughts that he could detect in the psychic aether - ill, without waiting for
confirmation, Radu moved on...

... To Bonnie Jean and the pack. They were much closer and the risk that much greater. But even if some vampire
mentalist were searching for Radu at this very moment, and even if there were more than one and they had worked out
asystem of triangulation, still they'd have to find away to conquer the mountain heights, these Camgoms to gt to im
And anyway, Radu had to know whet wes happening, if only to deaden the feelings of desertion and isolation building up in
him.

Bonnie Jean's mind, her mental scent, was so familiar to the dog-Lord that he could find and converse with her - or
at least make himsdf and his wishes known to her - anywhere in the world. She was no telepath, B.J, or a best a mere
beginner, so that while she couldn't read Radu's mind without that he sent directly into hers, he could be into hers in a
moment, even when she tried to keep him out
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And shed cartainly doneenough of that since discovering her Harry!

Rigt now, a thisvay moment, Redus ManrWith-Two-Faoes was
with her. Good! Al a thismoment... the dogrLord Redu wasthe
legt thingon B J'smind. Nat good! Ah, but what they were daing -
thet was very much on her mind, leaving room for litle dse! Sex wes
anhe mind, and the rest of her thoughts weere douded by aswirl of |
oonfused and contradictory emations |

The gigartic emations of the Wamphyri! She hed definitdy ascended, and was a Lady!

B.J. hated what she was doing to Harry. Not the love, for she loved that, but the lies She feared for im for herddf, for
thefutre And the dog-Lord didn't comeintoit. Or if he did, it was only at the back of her mind, where she had pushed him. And
this - the act of love - was her way of keeping Radu there, for she did not want to think of him. Not while sewes
with Harry.

Se s adridehim sudking himinto her core She wanted his sead, wanted to fed it oray her hat innards: She desired to se hisface
tighten up in that oh-so-snveat agony, the momantary litle deathl' refledting the rdease o life its genes's when snarming minuscule
hordes leap to ssek out the egg. Exogpt they would nat find it, for BJ. 'ssgemwes geared to their destruction.

Oh fewould bear him children if she could, if e dared, but what would be their future? And how would she care for
him, for them, for hersdf, once she hed littered? Perhaps oneday .. who could say? And perhaps by then he would have an
egg of his own: a vampire egg, spawned of her leech and vented in the passion, the burning lust of a nomat such
asthis

Radu saw through her eyes:

Se looked down on him OnHarry Keogh, where his shoulderswere propped on pillows and his hands gripped the fancy
scrolling of the headboard. Hisfesrish efesweare on her breagis and tawt nippleswhare BJ. lonvered themto hisface, hislips And as
deroeand fdl onhimeva fader, 0 he panted, gritting histesth and medting thrugt with thrust.

He was near his time - B.J. too - and as their bucking grew more frantic y& he rdeased a hand thet fiuttered like a
crippled hird, finding itsway behind and benesth her to sroke her dippary anus Se crushed toiminafrawy, her breads flattening to
hisdhest; har mouth kissing, sucking at his neck...

... And her teeth pausing, then poising there!

They cae, together, their souls didocating, bodies shuddering - and ill BJ. 'stesth were brushing Harry's neck. And she thought: If |
doit now, the dog-Lard will nat wart il

Itwasonly athought surdy? Shewould nat carry it out But ill:

NO! Redu sert in asudden panic. DONTEVEN THINK IT! Hismentd ho, dirediy into BJ'smind

Log to the moment, goat and gving in to her consdence and commonsense (for surely that was dl the cry had
been?) she adlgesed, rdled onto her dde and drew Harry with her, lodked into her. But then - as the ringing went aut of her
ears - and the Snging from her sex, she wonderedt

What? Her conscience? Was it possible to have anything of conscience in moments as hot and fierce as those had
been? But of course it was, else Harry were a vampire from the first.

Ye dill - and il as a stone - she listened. But dl she could hear was her lover's thudding heart, his panting, and
finaly her own as she, teo, began to breathe again...

Radu had got out just in time. But il his probe lingered in the psychic aether, ready to stab down again, link-up with
her, and act as a carier as he berated her for her treachery. Upon atime he would have done it in a moment, but to
threaten B.J. now... would be to threaten himsdf, his very existence. She was Wamphyri! In thrall to him now, yes, but
for how much longer? If he were to let her know he'd found her out, what then? She would leave him to rot here, that
was what then! Leave him, and run off with her Harry - except the bedard wes nat hersbut hid And sheweshis too, ar would be
Andt

So she loves' him, does she? She ruts with him, en? But | shall rut the bitch to death! the dog-Lord swore, if only to
himsdlf. And then -because suddenly he redlized what his rage was about: damaged pride and jealousy, and because
his need to strike out was so great -Radu opened his mind to the full and sent forth a howl of frustration into the
psychic aether...

... And knew at once that he had made a serious mistake.

Bormie Jeen couldntt heer im, no, for hisrage hed been about her, not directed at her. BJ. herselfhadrit heard him ... but at least
one other had.

It was like ataint to his metaphysical sixth sense. The touch of something dimy, or the smdl of something rotten. A
gurgle of sewage, or a bitter, poisonous taste. Worse, he recognized it a once and knew its name:

Feaxzy!

Francesco was aoft over the Cairngorms. It was late February and would soon beMarch, but the snow wes halding dff, perhaps
finshed for the season. The streams running off the mountains were black and swollen, foaming grey with slush where



they fdl sheer. And the scarred domes of snow-capped summits and jumbles of craggy plateaux were rounded as
outlines on Christmas cards, modelled by the dow mdt. From up here it dl looked very serene, and very treacherous,
too.
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Na the Madonig, is it? Lug Manoza, Francesoo's pilat looked Sddong & Mm in the codkpit of their hdicopter. They ware done a
reconnaissance flight sixty miles to the west from their base at a decommissioned North Sea gas facility in Aberdeen;
the first of severa such flights, planned to survey the mountains for alikely location. Not afilm location, however, but
the location of alar.

Finaly in answer to his pilot's wry question, Francesco gave a grunt and sad, Nao, its nat the Madonie But wdf taritary... yes |
thirk 0. Asit wassx hundred years ago, 01t is now, pretty much’ He glanced at a map in his lap, and as Manoza brought them
snvooping about inalow tum fram the north slid Thet place down there with the skiers, that is Aviemore. Famous, so they say.
They seem to be making the best of what's |eft of the snow. Across the river, that handful of cottages - there, you just
flew over it - is Invadiuie where this bedard dog-L ord hesattral or thrdls'

Manoza was dimbing now, skimming the mountains that were rigng aheed. "Well," he sad, there shouldnt be any pradem
siffing them out. Natinaplace ss sl asthet!

‘Camedt, Francesoo nodded. ‘Our paople are onit right now. Andl through Redus thralls we get to im But the thing is we dont wart to teke
Hm out too soon. If we can disoover his goraximete locetion, welll know when he's set to make his comeback: the moment his
thrdlsand the Drakuisdl gart heeding inthat direction. Then wego &iter them, and get him, his people, and the Drakulstoo!

‘Andheshere youthink?

My fether thinks 0, Francesoo fronned. 'And my brother. But be quiet now and take it domy, doMy over the mountans | wart to
concentrate. It's not so much what | can see as what | may fed. Angelo, that damned Thing in his pit, says that we
should know without seaing, without touching ar smdlling; say's the Feranczy's and dog-Lards have been enamies far <0 long thet it's bred in
them, that the knowing isin aur blood. And while Ive dways bean suspidous of anything my father says, | have to admit that in this
place... | do sense something. Hah! And I'm the one who is supposed to be insnsitive S maybe Angdo istight and a short
rangelikethis | might evenbeddeto... AW Al Ahkh!'

*Wha—? The squat Manoza, hunched over his controls, indindively leened avay fram im 'Franoesoo, whet the fudk.. ? The
Ferenczy's eyes were suddenly red, bulging, staring out and down, thisway and that, through the curved, dear pladtic pand of his
door. Hedagped hisears he ssamad crushed down into himedlf, asby shock or astonishment, as if he'd seen the starburst of flak
and heard thehom o srgond. But it wesadifferat kind of howling hed heard, while Luig hed sean and heard nathing et dl. And:

"Agan!' Francesoo husked. Tum her around, now. Ry over thet same spat again. Doit?

Manazacomplied And again, and again. But whdtever it hed bemnit was gone now...

Later, on their way back to Aberdeen, findly the bulky, toad-like Manozds auiosty got the better of im He hed to know. Well?
he queied 1 meen, do you wart to tak about it? Wasit hint?

Francesco had been silent, lost in his own thoughts ever since adaing ther reum But now: ltstimewe moved into Aviemore!
he grunted, manly to himsdf. 'All of us- far the kiing, you know? Then, as if he hed only just heard Manazas question: "Yes it wes im
Somenhare back therein those mountains, the dogHard hidesin hislar. But nat far much longer, Luig, because hes aveke Reduisawake- and
meking resdy!’
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RVAL FACTIONS THEDARKNESSOLOSESIN

Harry wasn't 'switched on,' not any longer. After dealing with the situation a his place, he had gone to B.J. full of
anxious doubts, urgent questions and demands; 'disturbed’ smply didn't convey his condition. So that she had
immediately ‘down-loaded* him of the cause: she'd struck the most recent, most horrific events from memory. And
what the Necroscope had been left with was a series of 'facts' that were so digointed, disconnected, it fdt as if haf of
his life had gone missing.

He ‘remembered’ in some detail, however blurred and unred, his dl but abandoned search for his wife and infant
son; even places held never visited except in his mind, a BJ.'s hypnotic command. But he did know that he had been



there, definitely; for if not, then he was smply insane. He knew, too, dl of his early life - his time at E-Branch, the
powers he had once mastered, and how he had once usad them- and, Snce quitting the Brandh, histime with Bormie Jeen Butt that
last ... was a huge jumble, a monster jigsaw puzzle with no borders and most of the pieces missing or refusing to come
together.

And thus his memory was as BJ. wanted it... more or less. But there were things in there that she didn't know about,
that she'd forgotten or hadn't had time or inclination to ask about, which were Harry's alone. And because he was
restricted by previous instructions - the post-hypnotic commands of someone who had been there before B.J, that he
must not divulge his powers to anyone - he wasn't able to tell her about them. For example: he couldn't tell her what he
had discovered about Le Manse Madonie - about the Thing in the pit - because in fact he didn't know, or 'knew" on a
lower level of consciousness. For right a the beginning of their relationship she had ordered him to forget anything
she told him or that he might learn about the Wamphyri, because it was for her ears aone. Harry couldn't refamiliarize
himsdf with this stored information until she
ar thedog-Lord actuely switched Hm ondl thewey and sent imout against their enemies, the Drakuls and Ferenczys.

Thus this was alevel that was hidden even from the Necroscope himsdf- but on another leve he couldn't even tell
her that Le Manse Madonie existed! For then BJ. would want to know why - and far more importantly how - he'd gone
there, and how he had got out agein unscathed. Ye even now, if only she would sy the right words and turn him on dl the way,
she could have instant access to much of this hidden information.

But she wouldn't, because she didn't know he had it

Which was why he had gone to her begging her to switch him on and tell him everything; which in turn was why
she had switched hm df said teken moet evarything away! And the only thing ebout the current status quo that he had been
allowed to retain was the fact that they were in hiding from their enemies while waiting for some kind of cdl. That and
the entirely indisputable fact of Bonnie Jean's innocence. So that Harry no longer even bothered to ask himsdf:
innooant of whet?

It scarcely mattered at dl that reality was a blurred and indistinct place somewhere outside himsdf, or that he was in
aconstant daze, little better than a zombie, confused in dl his mental processes. What mattered most was that he was
with B J. And come what may, wdll, redly that was all that mattered ...

The first night they'd spent together at the inn, BJ. had made a mistake. Easily corrected, dill it was the sort of thing
she would have to watch in future. In their room she had started to ask him, 'Harry, | meabout Zahenineg? What dd you—?

—Until she remembered that he couldn't tdl her anything, because she had cancelled it from his mind. By which
time Harry hed been fronning, asking: “Zahenine? Y our lack gil?1 didnt natice her with the other girls. Is she OK? Was she... was
she at my place? He gave his head a amdl, worried shake.

And: "You're quite right,’ BJ. had quickly nodded. ‘'My mind was wandering, that's dl. So don't worry about it'

But maybe it had continued to make connections somewhere in Harry's head, because he'd till been frowning as he
asked her, "Why can't we hide out at my place? | know the area like the back of my hand, and it's easily defended.’

Oh redly? From the Wamphyri? BJ. had smiled to herself, however bitterly. Oh, yes, easily defended - but isolated,
too. And: 'Hey, you!' Despite her gloom, and the fact that she felt chilly within, she'd forced a 'red' amile, and sat on
the bed hugging her knees. ‘'Lighten up, OK, Harry? Wl be just fine right here. Why don't you come over here and
love me?
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And he hed amiled sort o lopsidedty and gone to he. But even as they'd bean meking love Hary hed ben fronning insde Something
about Zahaning and his hous?... Something about a dark spat on thefloar, in his study?... Something about thet frazen plateau on therodf of
theworld? It cameand wert, disgopearing into limbo. For on hiscurrent level of consciousness he wasn't given to remember these
things. They'd been erased - or should have been - and his reality reduced toamigy swirl far less coherent then adream

Infact hemight aswall beadesp and dreaming! And for &l thet B.J. had been redl, hot, and vibrant in Harry's ams, gill he had
wondered if maybe it was so - that this was dl a strange, jumbled dream Inwhich case it was weay pedt the time when he should
have woken up. Bxagat... heweasdrad df what hemight weke up to.

Thet hed bemn three day's ago. Snce when, among therivd vampire fadtions, there hed bean aded of to-ing and froing, anew anivd, medings
much ssarching and aurvellanog, and along overdue (end initsway 'meardfu”) degth.

-.In London, acatan ‘pdliticd refuges hed arived on aflight fram Inda Ogensbly awedthy ex-guru whose edate in Pana hed auffered
fram an ever-increasing inddence o sedtarian videnog, hewassinthe UK to find aquiteble homewith alongtemview to leaving his 'religious
career' behind and starting a business in oriental capes

Snee his aedentidsweae impeoceble - and he aopeared to have dl of the 'necessary qudifications” two hundred thousend of which he'd
aready transferred to a branch of Lloydsin London - he had been granted abusiness visaand medewdaome

In fact he was one of Daham Drakesh's lieutenants, a long-time deeper - and long-distance telepath - who severa
years ago had esablished abalthole and bese far Drakesh in Ludanow. But as the dogHLords time loomed ever doser, the ladt Drekd wes
morein nesd of alieutenant in the British Ides ar mare gpedifically Soatland, to contact and teke contrd o his thrls there: Dahans bloodson
and dhidf lieutenent, Maheg, dong withacommon thral, hed been killedd by Radu's people; since when held had no contact with his
four surviving 'dsdples’



Drakesh was hopeful thet Snce the degth of his bloodson thefour had redlized that their mission had now changed. With their
cover hloan they were no longer incognito; they could no longer play agents provocateurs but mugt abendon dl such plans ad et the
dogLodand the Ferenczys get on with it. But for dl that his thralls were expandede the lagt Drekul couldnt sy leaveit &
thet

His peopewearevampires fter dl, and many miles outside of any ressonable meansd communication and contrd. Moreover, heknew

that the British authorities were looking for them, and he had problems enough with officilldom as it was. That fool in
his office on Kwijiang Avenue, Chungking, for instance: Colond Tsi-Hong, a regular Red Army officer seconded to
Chinas paramilitary Department of Parapsychological Studies.

Intheweskssnoe Drakesh hed been ddiged to murder the ovaty aiaisMgar Charg Lun- the Officer in Gomrard o the el garrison eXigeze - rered
fourd himeef undly inoressing presaurefram Ts-Harg, Nat thet therewesany wey heaoud be comedied with Charg Luns ‘acddarnt; indeed, with the land @l
aoout depinthegipd wints, adthetaranamesd difted sow uda ausly ice they hedrit even dsooverad the Mgars body asyet Ardwhen they did,
wrether?

Thaed ban alizzad the night Charg Lunis diiver nosedived thar son-cat into aaevese anly anile ar o fram the Xigeze ganison, ad desaite thet
Ts-Harg adeowleshed Drdkeh ssamend raetdants surdy hewaudhit consder him ceeded cdling upasorm?

Chredly?Yetfram his st in the fardbooding Drekesh Maoreday, the legt Dreld, High Riedt of his s, hed dorejust thett AsChang Lun hed fled for
Xigae it agyying misson antremorestay adwelled aty, then, caling upalizzad - adwith thead o hisfamiliar bino bets- Drekesh ed divenim to
hiscoom Fdloringwhich

Afavdyysd dlace. ad thenthemessoes rdayed fram Chungking to the garison, ad ddivered by hernd to Deiemn Drdeesh Hebed knoan, of aourss, thet
ChagLuinweshiseary, ad e teMga mug hareaonveyad iscomarsabaut imto Ts-Hag, but hehed bdieved thet the Cdand'scommitment o his
‘eqaimat - todadgpanany d spamn far the Red Chinese Amry - wauld ke affidant to kegp im ssurefram dl but aminum o aypavison ad
ineferete Sohehed ressnad, ayway. But gopararnty hedbenvwrag

Cdard Ts-Hag krew abaut Drekedis pegde in Bgand. Havirg teken Drdesh & hiswad (tret they wae sy agris et into the UK o intigte a
lonrdile investigetion o the British mindgyy aganizaion) hehed even sedianed their visit But row thet the Chinese millitary intelligence savices hed
[idked up British pressreparts abaut thar eqauison, and the Cdand himsdf weshaving toasnver quesionsfram hissupaiars hewerted toknovwiet the bl
Daehwaspajinga?

Whet? Setaien feuding? Firdights? Murdes? Bqudans? Ard whet if the British autharities took Dreledis paople into audody, and meceacomedion
beenthe sat and Redd Chine? Also, theewesrow thisunfarturete thing with Creng Lunt hisdsgpesrance Thet
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such a capable and reliable officer should smply vanish off the face of the earth - even in a region as treacherous as
the Tingri Plateau -was a curious and perhaps even suspicious thing in its own right, without that the Mgor had made
several damning eye-witness reports on certain activities at the Drakesh monastery and in the neghbouring welled dty.

Wherefore Drakesh should take note that a new, very much more rigid Officer Commanding would be arriving
shortly in Xigaze Garrison; and soon after that the High Priest could expect the first thorough inspections, both of the
monastery and the facilities at the waled city...

At first, Daham Drakesh had read such messages with some concern, which in awhile had turned to resolution. His
course was s, and no tuming bedk. So, anew Officr Commending wes coming to Xigaze, and then across the frozen waste to
the monastery. Very well, but his first visit would be his last. What was in the monastery couldn't be hidden, not from
a persistent inspection team. It was here to stay, until Drakesh was ready to send it - or them - out into the world.
Therefore the inspection team could not be allowed to leave. And as for what was breeding in the old waled city...
that was indeed the stuff of anew army, but in no way a Red Chinese army.

So then, Drakesh's course was set. And as for any sort of heavy-handed military threat from China: in two, three or
four weeks time, or whenever such a threat might have materialized - would China redly have time to worry about
some obscure sect in the cold waste of Tibet? Drakesh doubted it, not with Chungking, London and Maoscow in ruins,
and the whole world toppling over the brink into nudear wed

Then, when the earth lay under the grey, windswept gloom of an unending winter, and Drakesh and his brood were
the only kind who could profit from it... then his creatures and children, the spawn of his vats and loins, would go out
from Tibet into the world, and the new order come into being.

On the roof of the monastery, where the vast skull facade sloped back into the face of the diff, a radio antenna
reared even now. And in a room near the dome of the rock, a crude but powerful radio transmitter wanted only
Drakesh's finger on the button.

Asfor hislieutenant, recently sent into England:

He could rdly the four surviving vampire thralls to him, assess the situation locally, and - in telepathic consultation
with Drakesh - make his own decision as to the best course of action. After that, if the group continued to survive the
caadyam soon to fdlow, then it would form the tiny nucleus of a European cdll.

And while the great nations of Earth devolved into a find chaos, and dl their armies and their power came to
nothing in the end, the
measter of their destiny - the last Drakul - would be secure here on the Roof of the World. For of dl the places in the
world, surely this was the safest of dl. What country would think to target Tibet? What was there here that was even
worth destroying? Nothing.

Nothing but the very seat of evil. But to Daham Drakesh's knowledge, of dl living men he himsdf and his red-robed



vampire 'priests were the only ones who knew about it.
To hisknowledge, yes.
Andof al living men...

Meanwhile two very disparate Ferenczy lieutenants, Vincent Ragusa and Angus McGowan had teamed up, journeyed
north, and taken a suite of rooms a a hotel in Carrbridge north of Aviemore and a few cautious miles from Inverdruie.
But right from sgquare one things hadn't been much to the young Sicilian's liking.

Ragusa wasn't happy with the situation: that this little man, the tiny, wizened McGowan, was his superior, from
whom he was supposed to take orders. He had typecast McGowan as a runt from the moment he laid eyes on him - an
assessment he'd since revised, and radically. But &t firgt... things had got off to aless than auspicious start.

And now. as the ugly little man drove his ugly little V.W. Beetle south along blackly glittering roads, between
three-foot banks of snowplough-heaped slush and dirty ice, from Carrbridge to Aviemore, and on across the Spey
where the road was signposted for Inverdruie and Coylumbridge, Ragusa's dark thoughts went back to their firs
mesting (a non-event if ever there'd been one), and to events since.

To start with, McGowan had failed to turn up to meet him a the airport in Edinburgh. That was the first let-down,
when he had had to teke atad into the aty and book himsdf into ahatd. Regusa could speak English, a smattering anyway, but
what the loca's were speaking was scarcely English! And people said the Italians talked too fast! Then, in his room,
he'd got acdl from McGowan:

'Saw ye comein,' the gravelly vaice told him on the wire. '‘But circumstances bein' what they are, wel Ah could'nae
meet ye. Yere room a the hotdl: was that an advance bookin'?

‘No. Sour of the moment | was out on alimb. And whet the fudk's al this dosk and dagger shit about anywiay? Ragusds tone
o vacehad d alat for hisfedings

'S, no oneknows yere there? fThe ather might nat even have heerd him!)

'No, of coursenat! What kind of dumb shitisthis?

For long moments there hed been slence, then: 'Oh? Upsat, are ye? (That gruff, weesdly voice). 'Wel, Ahm sorry about
thet, laddie
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- but as Ah said, it could'nae be helped. So meet me in thirty minutes, where the road leads off Princes Street for
Waverly Stetion.'

'Eh? Laddie? Ragusa had snarled his outrage. And: "What"s that? Rinces Srest? Wavaly Saion? Whet the—?

But: 'Aye, just so, ye've got it,' that phlegmy voice had chuckled -}
just before the phone went dead. !

And half an hour later:

That was the first time Ragusa had seen McGowan or his car, and he had instantly didiked both of them. At the
junction of roads the Beetle had pulled over and McGowan had leaned across the front passenger seat to yank
the catch and push the door open. 'Get in, will ye no?' Then, puling out into aduggish sreem o treffic MaGowen' he had
said, reaching across his smdl body to extend his right hand, while giving his passenger a cursory glance. And,
when that one ddiberately ignored the proffered handshake, 'No the best o' wedhe, isit? Fdloved by that pHegmy
dudded his "Whichisdl to the good, for if s our kind o' wesether, en?

Ragusa had looked at him then and scowled. 'Vincent, he'd said. "Vinoat Ragusa You were supposed to med e d the
arpat Thosewere Francesco's instructions - and the Francezcis like their instructions carried out to the letter.’

'‘Aye, so they do and aways have, McGowan had immediately agreed. 'Fifty years ago they were much the
same... and thirty before that when Ahwesfirgt reauited, when Ahwes about yereage Since when Ah've been wherever they
had a mind tae send me, but manly in the Britih Ides Ahve been - ye ken - oif fil out big dogs as it were? And other
creatures, aye. While yeve been... what? Learnin* the business in Sicily a Le Manse Madonie? Aye, Ah imagine
s0. But it's no the same out here. If s awhole other world -laddie.’

'Cdl me Vincent!" Ragusa had snapped then. 'Or if that's too hard for you, then it's Ragusa. Lieutenant Ragusal'

But McGowan had at once made clucking noises. 'Yere rank doesnae come into it; hed said then, but very
quietly. 'It will give ye away in a minute, be sure. But Ah ken ye didnae mean it. It was smply yere way o
expressin' yere - what? - yere disappointment? Or displeasure? Ah'm no what ye expected, nor the cityation, eh?

The what? (The accent had had Ragusa baffled). 'Did you say "cityation?"

The way things stand,’ McGowan had explained. 'Ah, wdl ... itll & work out, Ah'm sure. Anyway, Ah could'nae
meet ye et the airport Things are no perfec', ye ken? Ah had asmdl to do wi' a polis friend
- but yedl be meeting that yin soon enough. We can even have lunch wi' him, if ye'd like? But see, Ah had tae be
sure no one else knew ye were arrivin', that no one was watchin' tae see if ye'd be picked up.

Butit hgppansthet noanewes Soitssarsweredintedes!

Sowtetsthisabautthe.. thepdis? Thepdiics?

Chagoat d bahe wi' andd fried But dimeefre, if sd sorted aut thenoo- &, Vinoat..!

Ardsithedgone

Trey hed telked about thejdoin hendt tamamow theyd ke travdling narth o the Spey Vdley - 'sniffin out big dogs - ad o on But esthey telked it hed



benmedes to Ry sathet Fanteso mug have godkenin dgpthwithMdConan trewugly litlermenhedadesr pidure o the tesk in herd thet Ieft o raom far
agumata rearaprat SHtd mntetwo o treecccssaswhen Regsamight havethought to question somathing, MaGonen hed aweys hed the ansne,
a hed gt infirg withatimely raminde But thetshow Franessowartsit dore- &, Vinoat Ardssyereanarg the Franoezislike thar insrudions canied aut
tetreldte..

Ardfirgly they hed aived & MdGonasacttessin thet mot dieaty didrict of the aty. On their way, the young Sdllian venpare hed cagt aglimpse o
frathing waveaets anagey ocen nimaing desdate ddes and in the daddy wintry digenos aldeek skyline d dadiatHike monditis thet reminded Hm
(cddy eough) of Pdermo. Oy the gdiid dushwesraw to him - thewey it delike add into his petart legther ldian does

Ragsahed gepad fram anicy pavemart into the drecbw o the dilgaickted Vidiorian taraced proparty thet wes MdGonars home and hed fdlowed the
Jey litlemantrouchawroughtHron gete upwe Soredgsto trediar cove o theadedove etraneeney, bdae amn thinking to ek &, Amgug?Wy
aeviehae anywey?

Areyerohungy? Theaha hed aodead hisheed, rasingalaudhy, inopiring e/eaow, asheurladked the stout cek doar,

Regusahed Smugped, dgoped inddeand srelledafamilier tent thet heawaysassodated with dd buildings Sdly wesfull of ach Weooud hee esten &
nyhatd, a aywhae'

Aye trieenough! MdGonenhed ginmned. But Ahfangy mehfaewill benoeto yeeteee Anyney, yeveaterad o yaeoanfreewill...

Atwhchthe Sdlien hed paused ef-wey out of his aoet to lodk arialdy & his little hot Theeyesd bath men hed ben fed ydlow in the doom Ard
Repsahed sAd, Y aufangy yoursdf esquitetelittle comedian, donit you?

But MdGonen hed arly chudded sshearsvared, "W, & Vinoa1? If amen areehaeajde on himsd, trenwhet ean hellauch &, en? Ard he hed
snihed ndm lights teken hisgues saoet, and uderad im dagararow aonidr.

Novwhee? Reg sabed quaied, draghtaning hiseqasvetiead drading hisrekalittie
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Taesenmentigdd pdlspd, MdGonented laughed framlow in hisches. Doanhae' Ardhed led thewey o e clar.

Ragsahedht benwith it yet 'So, you bribed him, convated him -or whet?

O whet, MdGonenhed arswvared By whichimethey weeintre adlar, adagan trelitlemenhed put andmlights

At ‘At Ragshed sad - bt by romersan eqresson o fear a detestation. Maedt suprisg e admiration. Far Vinoat Ragusahed ssved alag
graticdip aLeMaseMaimie hutemthaethiswaddhaveseamad exagdiond... wall, if the sdtfing hed bemalitie maein kegaing

MdGonanhed sensed whet hewesthinking; inavaicethet wes degper ad nore gutturdl then eve, hed sad, Dye ramamts. Vinoat, how it usad tse ke
before? Why, 0 courseyedd Mahed', Ahcatainly co- rothet Ahd gobedk teeit, yeudadand. Slill, simed thebes meds Alveeser esenweesaved Lp in
treredied litle daoes aye’

Aredy litle Jacs yes Indksed Regusacouldrit ramanos ssdng are thet wes nedlir. The bridk wellswere dresked with ritre the floor wes o sore flags
ladbak inareaame toreved agrdly hde with rusing deins dessading into datkiness; therewesawarkdoath with assarted todls alage fireHladkened
sovewithahoookd flueasedng ad—

—Adningtede inteaatred thefloat A e st far lunch with awhite tebledath, gesming aoday ad highly pdished adlay, gasessadadhips
ccate o redwire It hedben oincongruastret it wesfetdhing; faramomat Ragusahedht bem e to teke his eyes fram the dmoet helludiretory e

Buwith ssssmoetenag addl o temfa naefindy tuned thenanamd humen bangs hehed daected the sl (o rather the o) o food.. @, a8
MdGonanhed pt it, o faethet wesnoeto histede’

Behird the sonegaiwey, the bridk-ardhed entrance to arecessad pesspe ar anex hed bemn thesource df the acour. Od MdGonen sesing Regusss estum
thetwey, hisnodrilswidarning red gimned lit thedump df acardeard tossed theflaing meicthinto the dove Ardlesding thewey into the aanped goece e
hedwamedt ‘Avad brughin egarg thewells Dinrseget yaresd' hodked p- if yessewhet Ahmeen!

Rag smhed ssn By o ar threefedt dag thewdl, mest hodkshed e aamantad into treidavak. Mot of tremweredained, ndy, ey, But & the
bedk of thedoove thelest aewes t. Trefiguehengng thereweshumen. it hedbe ahumenbang Threamswaegareto theshoudas aleg - te left ae-
wesdf & thekneg theright legwesmissing helf-wey upthethigh ad
dl of the stumps had been cauterized. But the neatness of the mutilations was remarkable.

'You're a craftsman,” the Sicilian had grunted, beginning to sdivae

'Huh!" McGowan's answering snort had been one of frustration from where he examined his victim. '‘Damn the man ...
he's gone and doreit"

o

'Died on me! He was dive when Ah spoke tae him this morning -Ah had taken precautions tae preserve him, ye see.
But now..."

Again Ragusa had been impressed. 'He could still talk?

'Oh, aye - but he wasnae strong enough tae scream. Hah! Ah had thought he would'nae be able tae do this, but
damn the man, he has! Oh, he had amind o' his own, did George lanson! Still, he's verra fresh, as ye can see, and won't
go entirely tae waste. Out o' here now, and sit yeresdl' at mah table!’

Back in the main cdlar room, the little man had sprinkled olive ail into alarge ddlow, blackened tray on top of the amoking
sove Andselecting various tools from the bench, held inquired, 'Name yere cut, Vincent - and tel me how yed like it
prepared?

'Oh, chef's choice,' the other had grunted, with his version of an dfade shrug. Butrarg of course - ar maybe even bloody? By
whichtime hisvaice hed been no less datted then MoGowaris Then, asthedeceptive little man disappeared again with his saw and
knives into the annex behind the stairs, 'But tell me, what was it you thought your "pdicamen friend" woud nat be ade to do?
Kill himsdf?

‘Aye, kill himsdl';' the answer had come back. 'Still, it happens frae time tae time. Ye can drug 'em tae stop the pain



and numb the shock, but if they've the will for it, there's no stoppin' 'em." And the whine of his saw had sprung into
being.

At thetable Ragusa hed nodded to himssif, poured aglass o wing then lifted his voice to answer: 'I'd forgotten, life isn't the fire
in them that undeath isin us!

Na it isnee’ McGowans vaice hed come beck to him No hdf the fire, nor haf the heat. And Ah suppose that sometimes it's
just no worth it tae keep it lit." But despite the 'sentiment' in the words, thered been no remorse, compassion or
emotion at al.

Then the whine of the saw had changed to a biting tvhirrr, and Ragusa had sat at the table, thinking how despite
the fact that he didn't much care for McGowan, till he had to acknowledge the little man's flair. And his generosity, of
Course...

So, then: in Ragusa's eyes, McGowan was ill a runt but something less of a yokd. All those years working on his
own had made him independent; perhaps when the Francezci met him again he would
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congdar imtoo independant! Tharewes this sense of autharity, self-confidence, inhim thet would better befit the Wamphyn themsdlves

And stting in McGowan's dd Bedle, the Sdlien thought maybe that was it. It was what he didn't like about the little man; his
knowledge and his authority. Perhaps McGowan had been the Francezcis 'man' in these parts - left to his own
resources - for far too long Until (wasit possble?) hed begun to think o himedf as adhief in his oan right. No snple thrdl this MaGowen,
nor even asmple lieutenant. But a wrinkled old man like this, Wamphyri? It ssamed asurd. Did he agaire? Wes it possble he
might even asoend?

ThisisInverdruie’ MaGowan grunted, tuming hisrheumy eyes on his passenger. 'Oh, and what areye sooMin about?

Thisca, Regusaanswvered, but that was only per t of it of course How aml tofad anyone Im amovie tycoon driving around in this wredk?
InSaly, we consign shit likethisto the sorgp hegp!’

This is a recce run,’ McGowan answered. ' "Recce’ - that's reconnaisance. It's so Ah can show ye what Ah've
learned, so's if anything shid happen teemeyel befuly inthe know. But dd Ah notel ye thet dreedy? Or mayte ye didnee understand e
e

Itsawonder I\ve understood any fucking thing!" Regusa scowded again, then grinned sarcagtically, and in whet he patertly conddered afar
imitation of Rex Harrison, said, "Why cant the English leam how to goesk?

MaGowan'stum to scou. ‘Ayeladdie, but Alm no BEnglish, And if wit wes shit, yed have darhoed!

It was early morning and as yet there was only light traffic: fit young fanatics who had struggled out of their
holiday beds in neighbouring towns and hamlets, strapped their skis to their roof-racks and weae now meking far Aviemores
slopes

This"ladd€' aap..!" Ragusaslipsdrew bedk from eyetesth as aurved and shap asfangs It tops right nowt'

At which MdGowan ssamed to snvel upin his sedt, yanked on the whed and d@med his Bedle draight & an oncoming cat It took vary litle
dfart; the second-dass roed wes bardy wide enough far two vehides aoreedt, and hegped snow hed frazen to sdlid wells on both Sdes
Ragusdis jawsflew open; he gasped, "What the fud—? and thraw up ahand before hisfaoe

But a the last moment McGowan yanked on the whed again, smung left, and aut through an opening in the banked show onto
asavicetrack. Ashe brought the Beleto ahdlt, the ather car wart careering by on the far side of the snow wall. Ragusa caught a
momatay dimpee o the diver sheking afurious fig through his apen window. Then, leaving asattling doud o blue exhaust anoke, the
skiers were gone...

Ragusafound hisvoiced lagt, and sad, "Whet inthe—? Areyoua
complete raving meniec!?

But thelitle men waant ligening to imar even looking & hm Ingeed he usad his deave to der the lightly misted windsoreen, and stared
ahead down the track. And his eyes were red as findly he ganced & Ragusa amae dance and sad Dye see the amoke de
chimney behind they tress there? Thewee house?

'Un? Ragusallooked, scomed, and nodded his heed. Hewesill alittie shelen. The house? Yes Sowtet!

MdGowarls eyesweare theumy again as he sad, Thedweller isamen cdled John Guingy, o Auld John as heésknoan locally. Hes agllie and
hels been hereforever”

BRAgllie?

‘A tracker, gamekeeper, woodsman... and he's one o' Radu Lykeristhrdls Ahfancy!

Ragusds atention now oantred on the house inthe trees Hewes il angry - even furious - but this gave his anger a direction,
atarga "What mekesyou thirk 07"

That ime Ah saw Bonie Jeen Midu and her mentdlan’ out they Drakus it was Auld John's car she wies dhivin. But ldter thet same day, he
hed it bedk again. Soif John Guingy'sno the dog-Lards threll, hes aatainly afriend 0" BI'S'

1 dont sseany car,' Ragusasointed aheed.

‘Behindthehousg Ahshidthink.!

| want toseeit Then|H know it too."

'A quick look, then,' the little man answered, dipping his car in gear. But thisisjugt arecos ramamba? S donit you go forgettin
who's givin' the orders around here..." Asif he deliberately cdauated toinitete Regusamoreyet - whichin fat hedd

Asquidly as possble inalow gear, MoGowen drove over athin layer of crunching, glistening snow, away from the mam road



to Aviemore, until he picked up a track through the naked trees that kirted the picturepogicard house On the far Sdg, modly
obscured by trees he Sopped the engine and wound down hiswindow. There was only awiniry slence, and the Sun adesuitory grey dldb in
the sky fa down thevdley.

There's Auld John's car,' the little man grunted. 'Back o' the house, as ye see!’

"And does this guy know you? Ragusa ragped. 'And if nat why dl this creeping around? | mean, what is he ... some kind of
threat? Onedd men living dong wating for this fudking dog-Lard to come down off his mountain? He started to get out of the
car. But MoGowen cautioned himt

“Where dyethink yere gain? Havenee Ah tdd ye often enough areedy thet thisisonly areoce”

Tuck recce!l' the other snapped. Opening his jacket he showed
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MaGowan his under-arm halger and gun. 'Me, | check thedd guy out. | cantt recruit imif hésa - what? - a"moon child?' In
which case | ask imaquegion or two. Hesjust athrdl, after dl. In fact he's less then a thrdl, nat even a vampire This way
wesaveala of time.. for Francesco, you understand? So, if the dd guy answvers my questions - dl wdl and good and we get
toknow something. If he doent, likewise good, exoept he gets deed sooner. Wl dunp his body where it wontt be found, and
he's one less to wanry about!

"And Vincent Regusagetsal the credit, right™ MoGowan hissed.

'Isthat whet's pissing you? Regusasnarled. Y ou shrivdled little fudk? So why donit you come and help aut”

But 'No'' MoGowan scowled. ‘Go yeresd' - dary boy! Man orders are dear enough tee me!

'Right, Regusa grinned vidoudy. 'If swhy youre dill a fdlower, Angus and why you dways will be But give me ten
minutes and | guarantee 111 know more about whef s gaing doawn here then youve leamed in ten yeard!'

Hegarted avay through the trees; afloning grey shedow among lesser shedows: And MaGowen thought Smooth as a badger's arsg, thet
yin Maethen Aveleamed intenyears ?\WAI, aething Avelearnad intrelagt fevnorthsistheraenme da aartain shergith in Inames - theaewho
neestedat for dnGQng/scartrices ae

Ragusawias kirting a hedge of dense hdlly bushes Inamomant hed be at the door of the cottage. MoGowan tumed the key
inthe ignition, put her in gear and found a gpace to reverse, then tumed about and heeded for the open road. Drawing levd with
the rear of the cottage, he stopped again but 1eft the engine rumning. He a leest had some experience of Raduis dlies. Hed seen
themin adtion - the resuiits of thet action, cartainly.

At the door Ragusa draightened his tig, took his automdic from its holgter, tucked it in his trouser-bend, where it wes
covered by the flap of hisjadket Then he knocked - and waited...

Insde, a the 9de df the house and updtars, Aud John peered through atiny window doan on McGowans car. Andd V..
Bedle, which wasfarly rare up here Hewouldnt forget whet it looked like, evenif he couldnt reed the number plate And as
for the driven hed he seen im before? Wl perhgps he hed & tha But from whet he coud see of im now... BJ's wetcher?
Hefitted the destription, aywey.

Ard again the knodk & the badk door, but more indgtent now. ‘Ahm comin|, aye' Aud Jon cdled out in a thin, trembly
voice 'G* meaminute, can ye no? And so doan the gars in an essy lope -pausing bridfly in his front room - then anto the
door. "Whoiisit?

'Er, you don't know me' Ragusdsvoice, hisforeign accent But
having watched him coming through the trees, his furtive gpproach, Aud John knew exadly whet he looked like Knew it and
ddnt likewhet hed seen!’

'‘Man Ah wiz on the toilet, he caled out 'Ah surely hope this is verra important and no just someone wantin'
directions? Let me just fix mahsd' up..."

'Sure, take your time. But you can bet if s important I'm here to meke you an dffer. Big money, Mr Guingy. | meen, it is John
Guingy, isn't it? Ragusa grinned viciously and tested his draw: thrust his hand under the flgp of his jacket gripped the
butt of his gun. Yesh, it was fire

‘Aye, it is that' John answered, thinking: And you know too damn much about me - man oh so sharp™ookin' young
friend! Then he shrank down into himsdlf, lowered one shoulder, became even more thedd men Thard And nov—

—He unlatched and half-opened the door.

Ragusa knew him a once; and face to face, Auld John knew Ragusa Moon-child thet John was forewamed and foreermed, he
letinstinct take over. For if this yin wasnae Ferenczy, then he wasnae here! But he was, and he was.

'Mr Guiney, were... we're g-going to be sh-shooting afilm... Ragusa had commenced to sammer the first words that
came to mind. But now - as his intended victim came from his hunched-up, rheumatic-old-man pose to the full, lean
height of a sniffing, hound-eyed hunter, and growled:

'Oh? Shooting, isit? - so Ragusa drew back a pace and reached for his gun! And: 'Aye, so it isl' Auld John said, and
brought his right am and hand out from behind the door.

Twin bards dared Ragusain the face, and his hand dill hednt deered the loosdy flgoping materid of his jacket. But then, in
the next momat, hefound hisgun... an entire moment too late. 'Oh, dearie me!' said John, and soueezed onetrigoer.



The blast tore the cold silence, set birds fluttering and flapping in the trees, and a point-blank range blew dl of the
flesh off Ragusa's face and drove his ruined eyes deep into his skull. Performing an amazing backwards bound, the
Sicilian formed amid-air crucifix before his patent leather heels hit the ground and dammed him onto his back on the
frozen earth.

Aud John lopad after him dill aming hisshatgun a him but ganaing et & MaGowen in his car. Then, however bridlly, thar
eyes met, exchanging looks thet weere sheer paison. But as John svung his shatgun to the left McGowan rdessad the duich,
rewed up, and rdled the car aut of Sght towards the front of the house: It was gonein apuff of exhaust smoke

John loped to the corner of the house, saw the car acoderaing
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tonacstreggintrewd o sow. But theddancewestoo gregt; thegresd of theshat waddbetoowide Jhn coud arly weich sstre little men in His little
@ sidded ot oo trerced addoeangy.-

Then dnwart beck to Regssshody -whidhwestwitching ad rying to st g A lieuterat, thisae ae "W, fudk ye' Aud I sad ad tnuet the
bardsd hisgnino thegay hdethet hedbesnamaouh ‘Cuttin' yerehead dff isneete anly way, é?Ahcan jugt asesslly How it dff, right? Ardhe proceedd
tocbjudt thet

Lae, Huewoodsroke-admoetrenwoodsdee- roeeupinanea-vatical cdunmniframbahind Johrishouse Heweshbuming dl the dessd wood aamedonn
framtretressintheauiunm, uff thet wesnt ig enough far firewood Asfar the hatsthet e hed fired off his nesrest ndighboaur lived agood gueta-mile aney
adwaoldnt bebahesd annay. dnwesagllie dter dl... theewaeraihtsabout, ad pigearsfar Histeble

Ard Aud Jdm himsdf warmed his herds by the Haze inacomer o the graning asahe cdled his gardn There hedhit ben much of a.comndion, e
thought; ned to nathin, in fadt Thet yin hednee besn much d aae tee s8d agaret trelikes 0 Racliad hisfdk! Wil mateit waldwaen teret d the
besarcs dff. But asheinteled heatily onthesmdefram thefirg hndouted it

Laa dill, inthehouss hewart thraugh Regussseqasvedahing toseeif hecoud find aut just exedly who this Ferenczy hed bem Infamretion for B,
wowesdill e \WeeMidress.!

.Farthetimebeng anywey.

Tretsaretanomn MdConenmover fram Cartidge to Avierare and acoording to indrudions recaved ealier bodked roos & the Sd Lade for Franoeso
adhisteam Then inthee/aing, hegooketo e Fantern anthetdganonein hisraomand tdd hmd Vinoat Regusssregrettetle damise Hetdd it moear
lessasit hed hgpaned] leaving aut anly thefact thet hewesmainly responsiefar goeding theyourge mento hisdegh

Ardwhenhewssfinidedt

‘Args ligen - youentdl me! theFancezd hedtdd him 'l meen | waredyouthet youwold haveto keppan gean Vinoa, & leegt until | codd firda
fitting sdlution. So.. dd you patgostakeim out?

Ttwesthewey Ahtdd it, Franceson, MdGonenamsvared Tremanwesaldecdy haheed if e Ahsaw arg!

"Yaukrow, dd fried, thet it woud meern difference? TreFanoerd codd beparaesve But 90 aould MidGonen be dodiirete Hehed lied - to adsgyee-
adrovtreliem dadfoese. Bu

he could perhaps embellish it alittle.

Franoesm, themanwesintant an ban boss' heindsted Meh boss Ahmemn Ardaredsy - makeesaybody'shoss? Qs meart nathin taethet yin AHim
sy teehaetzesy it but itsmenpasord ganionyerewd! rid 6 him”

Ming too.." (TheFranoezd's softly gunted agreament). Lt sslang essnahing aomesdf it

‘Aud B Gungy isneedoout teesream pdis if thetswhetyemeany MdGonansad Ard Ahaatanly wort bergoartinl Regsamissnl

Vaywdl, then Whetdf aur roos?

All senaed. Yeannoeino Avieraejud asomasyelike Theyll eenmak autahdiped far Luig. 1t bereedy tomamow mamin. Oh they quite
liketheideathet were sooutint locaiansfar dint

Good | gl lodk fawerd to ssding youtomamow, theny' Frances asvered ad thet westi e

Atabaut thesametimessMaGonanwestaking to the Francezd, Baie Jen Miluwestaking to dm Guingy. Same sixth sasg, o farde - a Warphyi?-
intuition hedwared her thet thingswerant dl they might bein Aud Jhrisreck of thewooos Ard o hed tdld her about his visitors

LikeFanoesmo Hanoezd, Sewesd fird cooamed thet Johnisadion might predipitate things but hesoon esured her thet schwes t thecae It wasneene
butthedoglad they wee dte, lass' he s (Ard Bl waordered, Lass? Wret hed gt into Joh? Hed reer cdled her thet bdfae - patgos it wesjust the
exdamat) Ard ssif ssng her uprise, thefadt thet shed benteken ebedc Bepgin yerepardon, Barrie but if Ahhedreebentrewinner, why, wemight &l
haeetdplosad Trelitleman-yeewade wesindage If rehed gatahdd o rre... maehecadd hraenmece e guide them tee Rl himsd' in his
hghpae!

They mug krow it wart belang now; $renoddad biing her lipwith anxdely. Andyet -1 donit krow - they ssm o beading far inadvaee o anything | hed
eqadal Ard o they dsokowwhaeyau aerow, They krow far sure!

‘Aye’ Irisvacewessraggs then hed ever head it /And they know somethin!’ of whet theyre up acaind! Make they wae- Ah dimeekan - testint the
wele, asitwee?Wl if s, they wouldreefind it much o ther likin. Aweehit too hat if yetekemen meenin!

Faarzs dedivead Ardwedarit ko howmany o them Infadtwedont krovadarm thing about themi' BJ sasad peric setting inaggin Aud o
wesalrareddled hu hewesatraveddfod, to.
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'Ah, but we do know somethin' about them!" He cut into her thoughts adudly seaming to rdish this entire mess Far Ah tumed
out this bleddy foregner’s pockets, and thereweare one ar two varalinterestin itamsintham, be aure™

'Well, then - go on!' BJ. snapped. And immediately softened a litle 'John, Im sure you dont redlly underdand the danger here'

Oh, but Ah do, Bamie Jeen, Ah do. Varawdl, now ligen. There were cards in his wallet, credit cards and such. And even
money. Manly Amaican ddlars but somesTell change, too-inlird’

LireP

‘Aye. And the pladtic is Italian, or rather Sicilian. Also, there's a wee pasond cad W' names an address, and a tdephone
numbe. The card's in Italian, but even an auld fool like me can read it easy enough. It ssys"V. Regusa Parsond Assdant to A.
and ERranoezd, LeManse Madonie™

'Le Manse Madonie!' BJ. gasped out loud as her mind began to whirl. A long time ago she had tracked the ancient
Ferenczy bloodline to Sicily, where the trall had appeared to peter out. And now... now it seemed that they'd been
there dl the timel

Hary Keogh was & thewindow o ther sTell room, looking out disinterestedly into the darkness of evening at the rear of their
courtry inn hideaway. At leegt, B hednit suspected his interest In fadt with every pessing momant, Hary ssemed to be drking desper ad
deper indide himedlf. Jugt whet was happening in his heed - if anything & dl was happening in there - he wouldhit even hezard a guess But
now, datling he:

'Ferenczys,' he said (Smply repeating her?) And: 'Le Manse Madonie The Madonieisarange d mountansin Sdly. Is thet
Aud John on the phone? Somekind of problem?And, continuing to stare blankly out o the window: ‘Margaret Maodowd Ts hare A a4 jut
dropped her dff!

Margaret Maodowl: the palice hed finished with her now, and rightly so. For after dl, she was the victim - or she had been the

intended vidim- of argpist and murderer, and sheld tald the pdlice'dl she knew’ wesks ago. Wesks wias thet dl? But time had ssemed to dow

doan It felt like years to Bannie Jeen! Snce the attack, B hed bided her time kegping Margaret pretty much out of things in case the pdlice
should wart to talk to her egein. But thet was then and thiswas now, and B J nesded evary ounce of help she could get

Aud Johnwasdill onthephone 'Bonnie Jean?

Ligen, John?Im autting this short | think if stime'you were out of that oattage: And | do meen tonight! Find yoursdlf lodgings, but well away
fram Inverdruie and Aviemare Then gvemeaddl to let me know where you ae Do you undarstand? Yaure my mainday, Jon. | cant let
anything happen toyou!

Gt aut @ hee? Heseamed bamused Bt if smehhome WheewadAhgs?

Anmwhaethe youll besfd' Sesgypeda imagdn admeat it thistime 'Sodoit! Nowthen, tdl meyouundadand’

Ardinamomat Aye Ahudadad BuRedLL.!

Whanitstime youll heer hiscdl. Until then.. goodludk, o

Sesrsd hisnod Yau too, Batie en Tdecae mehbomieweelass' Ardthedick ashishenosst weart doavn Thart

'BJ' Hany'svaceagan alitle maeanimetsd then it hed beendf lete Sredancad & hin hecortinued to sereout of thewindow, but hewes froaning row,
Hinking repidly.

Hany?Semecetogotonim

Tret ca, hesad without lodking & her. Islighishavegareaut row, bt it's there wheetrehertpow finides e thised o thesavice lare It dovein efter
Maggretstad, adrow .. if sjud stting there'

Sedood besoehim, gaing hed throuch thegauzeaurtainsard resdhing o switch thelights aut Fram the aonidor mutsd gredings sudd esstreret f the
grisma Magae But BJ westt ineresed inthet her attentionwesoarired dsanvhare ‘A car? Sewhigoaed paging heack ill.

Wheethehertpow findhes' the Nerosigpe sad aggin in thet nat-cuitethere vdee thet B J heted but wes getting usad o, Ard Hary codd ssse, aoud
dmeet fed her conoartration ashewondered however vaguely: The people in that car: are they our enames? But his guard wes
doan; hismegphysicd thoughtsweat out... and a certain member of the Great Mgjority was out there waiting for them

AsfarBJ shewes no tdepeth, nat yet but she weas on the verge o true ascengon .. Wamphyri! Scarody knowing she wes daing it she
found and probed the car, and the Necroscope heard her low, rumbling snarl, a growl that came and went deep inside
her. She staggered alittle in her passion, and grabbed his am to steady hersdf. And:

'Drakuld Theward, the name Ieft her lipslikeapoisonous Sgh. Then, withahiss- and a savage gin as her eyes dowed ydlow in the dark -
Drakuld Aye, asif | hed wished it and my wish hed cometruefar Zahenine Far Zahening!'

Without another word to Harry, BJ. made for the door. As she wat, he caled aheed - loa, husky, dangerousvoioad to are of
thegils Keyd Sadra | wart your ca keyd'

The girls were in the corridor talking to Margaret Bonnie Jean swept upon them... there was a brief, astonished,
shocked exchange, then v, fierog raventhared Sandra Mohrag sesmed whiled dong inB J'swieke, and wart dmodt a arunwith her doan
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thedarstotherear exit fromtheinn.
And Harry ill at the window, looking out at the car in the shadows and the dak Slhouettes indde it; It druptly to his oan
devices and nat knowing whet to do ar if he should do anything. So thet when the vaice came- in his heed - it came dmodt as an dedric shodk:
Enamies Harny! sad thet deed vaice, urgently. You wes right firdt ting, Necrosoope - dead right! It wes RL Stevenson Jamieson, and the

Necrosoopes indindive reponse wes to erett his neglected menid barriers... Which he would do, except there was something he
mugt know fird

‘How many enamies RL.2Andwhat kind of enamies?
Whet? You knonswhat kind, men! RL answvered. Same ones you hes had all along, Only therésfive dfemnow, not six



Drakuls Redhrabes Tibatans but by no mears priests Nat of any desn, hedlthy rdigion, anyway. But wes something wrang here? Five of
tham?Nat four?

/ recognize four of 'em, (RL said). Or at least, my obi does. But nurbe fivés a nencomer. Thar new boss meybe? Anyways
therebefivedfemfor are Yesh!

And Hany thought: Whet do numbers metter arnyhow? The anly thing that mattered was that they were enemies. That, and
maybe something B.J. had said... something about Zahanine? And something dse about adark gpot on the floorboerds in his
study?

But Bonnie jean had been in such a hurry, she hadn't left any indrudionsfar Hary! BJ, inonehdl df ahuny, yes And thet look
onhe fase—

—The Neorosoope knew winet that look meant And suddenly hefet himsdf galvenized to adion.

Out there in the wintry evening darkness, there were five mongrous enamies And hdl-bart on revengg, Bamie Jeen Midu had
gone rushing to meet them head on...

PART FOUR

FRENDSNLONVRACES

BJ STILL INNOCENT?-REALITY'SENDING -A GRAVESCLUTION.

Sl at the window, alone in his room, the Necroscope fet dizzy, nauseous, and clung to the windowsill. His knees fet
like water, asif they weretrying to liquefy and topple im Hewanted to do something - anything - but he hed no orders; didnit know whet to do.

But hedid, and hemudt! And thelast thing he wanted wesfar BJ. 'sgirls to comeinto hisroom- nat if hewas gaing to have to nowe

Hewent to the door of theroom - seaming to dift there, scaradly o hisownwill - lodked and latched the door, then drifted bedk to the window.
Bomie Jeen and SadraMohrag were out there, meking for Sandrds car. So B waan't daone Sandrawould go with her. But go where? And
the Drakuls were out there, too... those silhouettes in thet Snider ca.

Quddenly there wes grength in Hamy'slegs in his body, even in his mind. It was the strength of desperation. Even if what he
was doing was making no sense (and what was sense anyway, in his ssnsdess wald, where even now his various levds wae
tryingtointerface, yet afraid of doing s0?) at least he would be doing something, depending onwhat Bl was daing.

Right now she and Sandra were waking, very nearly running, across the cold black surface of the service road to
the inn's amdl car park, and Sandra seemed to be - what, laughing? - as she fumbed keysfran her purse They were dressed for
indoors but the tamperature outsde weswell bdow zero, And Hary saw thet @ dl times B J. kept her back to the avenue of leafless
trees back there, where hedgerows cast long shadows. The suspect car was some forty or fifty yards away, as yet
motionless, but the furtive, barely vishlefiguresindde gppearad to beleaning faward, intent on whet was happening...
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Astowhat washgppening:

Laugh' B J tdd Sandrg, grinding thewards out asthe sTeller gil gat her driver's door apen. 'Kegp right on laughing, and mekeit look good. |
don't want those bastards thinking | know they're there. | want themtofdlow Lg'

Laughing, doing atwirl, and dandng even - and while she danced daing to scan the area around, but fledingly - Sandra sad, "Wheat
bastards, B J.?| don't see anyone!' Then she did into her seat, and reeched acrossto rdessethefar catch farBJ

‘Dot look for tham,' BJ gromMed. 'Dont even think about them. Onedf themisatdepeth. | can fed his dimy fingars groping & the edge of iy
mind And dontt put your seet-belt anl Wemay wart to be out of herefast Now ligen sart up and drive donty and carefully aut onto the mein
roed in the direction of Edinburgh’

Far the open country? Therésalat of open pece betwean heareand Edinburgh, BJ

'Yed' (The hite of BJ.'s words - and the hundred per cent guarantee o her intentions).

'You're... what luring them? Sandra had seen the headlights in he reaview now, whereahladk sdoon car tumed on to the roed
less then ahundred yards behind.

Yed' Bl salad. For Zahanine And far me Imtired of being atarget. Now tl me- thet shotgun, and the cartridges Auld John sant e dill in
the boot?



'Yes Your aossow, too!

‘Andisitlcaded? And arethere parebalts?

'One spare halt, yes. But BJ,, who are they? | mean, are they Drakus? Andwill they have guns, too?"

'Oh, yes - but they'll be loath to use them. Open country, but plenty of fams buildings pubs, dong the way. And wel have the
demat o uprise’

‘Wherewill they think were gaing? Sandrds feer was beginning to show. But she wias a moon-child and when push care to shove there'd
be no fear. She would be like Zahanine, fearless. But she wouldnt be Zahaning, deed - natif BJ could hdpit

They wonit know wharewere gaing, becausewe dont know; B J answered. 'But they're surely interested. If weve been under
obsavation & theim - if they've been fdlowing our every move-it's so they can know everything about us. Maybe they learned a
lesson that time up north, or maybe their rules have changed. But nire havent! | think perhagps they wanted to teke Zahanine
dive andif so they may want us that way, too. That gives us a double advantage suprise onthe ane hand... and | couldnt gve a
fudk onthe ather! Sodow doan alittie Were going too fadt, and | donit wart tham to think were running!

They ssamto be kegping an even disance’ Sendrdls bresth was coming more easily now. BJ's, too, as she continued to do her
thinking out louct

But auppose they've anly just found us? Margaret Maodowl wes the one who led them to us, because she wes the one who gat left out
whenwemoved When they found Margaret they only hed to watch har movemants until she joined up with us But how did they find her,
manly lodked avay in STe’ Auchterbecky?

But havent you often d that thewatdher hes knoan mogt of our movements for years? Sandra waanit thinking draght... Or maybe e
Wes

The little man, the watcher, is a Ferenczy!" BJ. snapped ... and paused. 'But according to Radu the Drakuls were
always the most furtive of their kind. So maybe you're right and they have been watching theweatcha!'

‘Sowhy aethey fdloning us now? (Sandrdslogic & wak again). | mean, since they now know where were hiding... ?

‘But they don't know for sure that were dl there' BJ. answered. And to hersdlf: And then there's Harry Do they
know about Harry? About hisimvolvement up in the Soey Valley, whenwe took out ther two colleagues?

Bl-whaeaewe gang? The fear wias bedk in Sandrds voice The roads are treacherous and it's starting to snow. We can't
just diveforeva

BJ gancad aut of her window. There wes afam with outhuildings coming up on the left. 'Slow down a little more' she said...
then sighed her relief as the car behind them likewise dowed down. Anather quata-mile and they passed along, operrended,
bamike structure behind the high hedge that lined the road. Further yet a four-bared gate sood open. Andt Thae' B J sad.
Driveinthere turn left go back to the barn.’

But theyll see us' Sandra gasped. They're anly ahundred yards behind us, and were the only ones on the roed!’ She dowed the car toaaan,
and the snow came down harder yet

' know,' B sngpped. 'l want themtossed Doit!

And Sandraddit. Insde thefidd, apotholed medled track led to the bem, infect alarge animd shdter and feeding station. Dipping the car's
lights, Sandra drove inside and stopped, switched off the mator and lights handed the keystoB ]

BJ was out of the car in a moment Her night-vision served her wdl; she hed taken the wegpons fram the boat retumed to
Sandraswindow, hended her the shotgun and the keys befare the heedlights of the sdloon hed aut their first swethe across the ety fidd But
asthe heedlights dmmed and scythed jakily in BJ'sdiredion:

'Say thare' hetdd Sandra. ‘Anyone comesto thewindow, don't
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hesitate but shoot the bastard! Move your body inside the car... pretend you're talking, laughing. My headrest will
fool them into thinking were bath dill inthere And Sandrg, don't wany. Il beright here.!

Then, asthe dipped beamsfrom the bladk sdloon reeched far thefeeding station, found it and blinked out, B J. disappeared into
the shedows—

—But heddntgofa.

The gtation was sy alarge, apentended, timber-tLilt sheiter. On bath sides beles o fodder were sadked dmeet to the low aglling behind
fendng <0 gapped met animaswould be ble to get thar heedss through. Thareweas dso aweter trough, and stout wooden ladders thet dinbed
toaloft so loaded with hey it ssgged inthemidde

Then, asthe sound of the Drakul sdoon's engine died avay, BJ slipped between the bars of the fence into the musty-smelling
darkness between aides of stacked hay...

The saloon was a spacious five-seater. And the dead man, RL. Sevenson Jamieson, hed been right dl five sedts ware in ue
Within the vehide, asthe hat engine codled and domy ticked into Slence, and the wipars scratched allittie as they aroad to and fro, deating wet
show fram the cdld, curved windsoreen, four Drekud thrdlswaited for orders. The fifth member of the party - the new leader of the
group - sat in the front passenger seat, staring forward through his acd blured gass

Ored the threein the beck amoked apafumad dgarette, araeluxury. In the Drakesh Monegtery, such was nat dlomedt inhumen vioes took
precedence ove' the mady humen But anoking wes anly one of this man's vices. His face bore testimony to that sterile
dressings tgped in place over hdllow, bedy scared dhesks

'So, they are waiting for someone.’ The leader - the lieutenant ssconded by Drekesh from Indiaand recently armived in Soatland -
turned to the thrall with the scars and said, "You ... have some eqerience d Radus people yes? Did you recognize these



womat?

'As his thralls? the man answered. "Yes. One of them is caled Sandra Mahrag. | didnt see the ather's face But whet doesiit
metter what they're cdled? They're his thralls, certainly. And dl of them shapdy, goocHooking wamen O hitched' His gin,
twigted by the dressings wes low, ddlow, and ugly.

Their shapes and looks do not concern me' the leader's answer wesadd, endtionless ‘Only ther knomiedge And this imewe
wat at least one of them... alive? His meaning was obvious. But the scared men protested:

That was an accident! We were waiting for the man, this Harry Keogh It waant planned thet the bladk gii—

'—But,' the leader cut him short, 'this time there can be no accidents. And better ill if there is no gunfire. Do try to
remember that. And do not disappoint me, for if you do you also disappoint the last true Drakul. The "accident" with
the black girl was - what? - an opportunity wasted? Try not to waste this one. Now go, and hurry. For if they are
waiting for someone, we do not want to be here when that someone arrives. Or, if it should be this Harry, then we will
want to be here, most certainly. But until we may - question? - we may not know!

The thrall with the scarred face, and his companion from the Zahanine killing, left the car, mdlted into the shadows of
the hedge, moved silently towards the anima shelter. As they went the scarfaced man took out his automatic and
screwed its silencer in place on the muzzle No gunfire? Oh, really? That was dl very wel, but he had seen how these
bitches fought'

The shelter loomed close, a dark blot behind the diagonally dicing snow. Closer ill, and there was movement,
animation in the car. At the whed afemde figure moved, nodded her head, leaned this way and that, and laughed! Not
for much longer, however.

Scarface took the passenger side. The other crouched low, crossed behind the car, inched his way to the driver's
window. And as laughter sounded again from within, he wrenched at the handle, yanked the door open, and came to
his feet dl in one movement In the next moment he was reaching inside with both arms, reaching for the girl where she
sat at the whedl.

Sandra felt his hands touch her neck, shoved the shotgun cradled on her knees into his lower belly, pulled on one
trigger. It was dmost a repeat performance of the scene a Inverdruie, when Auld John killed Vincent Ragusa. The
Drakul didn't know what had hit him. With rags of dathing flgaping, and his lover intestines unaailing fram his blackened flesh, he
lifted from his feet, sailed backwards, broke his spine on the fence as he crashed through it. The sound of the blast
was deadened by wdls of fodder dl around, dl but lost in the moaning of the wind and the hissing of the snow. While
on the other side of the car:

Adirginpafed ao-adngionwith hisrumbe o, thethrdl with thefadd dressingshed firgt tested, then likenise s etdhed hisdoor qon- intimeto setre
fleh d theddoretion, ardheer its muifled booi - asthefigured” hisaamracewes huied beck aut o sight Then moving with freded goeed, re gt hisright
amadgnhaedirsdetreca; but histage wesdreedy dippng ot o thedive's da:

Heirgindively reeched efter her, atthesametimewandaing But whereisher passenger?

The answer came with the three-inch claws that sank deep
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through the dath of his jadket and hirt into his shoulder & the nadk, yarking im beckwards fram the ca, and in the fiay gere of e,
luminoustriangular eyes thet stared unllinking a himfram no mare then twelve inches away, in the olit-sscond before his wegpon wias betted
adde st inning fran navdessfingas

Navdess yes far hewasmady athrdl. Oh avanre but dill only athrall, not even a lieutenant While this...

.. ThiswasWamphyri!

BJ Miluweas anly patwomen now, avay el pat But three-quarters of her was woalf, and not fust wolf but werewolf. She
had nesded nofull moon, only her rege, and the strength o herwill. Therest had been reflex, automatic, and monstrously easy - as
easy as that time afew weeks ago when Margaret Macdowell had been thregtened. During daylight hours metamorphosis waould
have bem highly imprabetle if not imposshle At night, atinelikethis when B J wes S0 troubled and so fuiaus.. ? Shewas Wamphyri, and the
purny marHhing she hld ohrso-eedily in ane awful tdarHike hand -while the ather rested lightly on his jaoket's breest pocket feding the pul se of
his fluttering heart - knew it

He looked & her (he coud only lodk & her and do nothing d<g), & thet farwardHeaning, lesing white beast Looked & the shodk of white
bridling ruf framing aface thet somehow maneged to retain something of BI's humanity; a her figure, tdler by inches then his oan, like arangy
upright bitch-dog; a davering jansthet aradked open, reveding tegth thet medke his onn vampre fangs ssam entirdy indgnificant. Looked, and
shuddered, and might have sreamed but was held breathless by those eyes. For Bonnie Jean Mirlu was a begule, and the firein
he eyes robbed im of dl strength of will. Those gyes... intat upon the dressngs on hisfaod And BI's mind, remembering the bloody
skin she had seen under poor dead Zahaningsnails

Whitefoam dripped framthe comer o her taible mouth as shelifted her free, nine-inch paw from his chest to strip away the
dressings and red fire ssamed to dip fram her eyeswhen she saw his scars Then—

—Those eyes opened wider yet, became gateways to hell, and freed him of his paralysis as they smiled! But there
are amiles and there are smiles, and BJ''s entire face, her entire being, smiled... except this was a amile that the Drakul
wouldn't have time to remambe. Natinthisworld

As ha nede nails dug degper yet into his shoulder and nedk, hisscream came bubbling up over a wriggling tongue but found
no outlet. For BJ hed dased her mouth onhisfacel A gurdewasdl he could menegg, asthe bones o hisface crunched under those janvs And



lifing hmdff hisfeet - lifting im by the feoe- she shook Hm
like aterrier shakes arat and tossed him aside...

Overhead, there was sudden movement. The hayloft creaked. A presence?

BJ.'s senses, more than the usua five now, went out and up... discovered nothing but a trickle of dust, and a
handful of straw, spilling through gaps in the loft's floorboards. But it gave her an idea...

All of this action had taken mere moments. Back in the saloon, the three Drakuls had heard what might have been a
dull explosion, but they had seen nothing. The wipers were having a hard time keeping the snow off the windscreen,
and their breath was steaming up the inside of the car.

When the feeding station suddenly came bursting aive with light however, they saw that clearly enough!

Then the leader gasped, "What the—? For the light wasn't a car's side- or headlights. It was firel

The shelter was on fire, and well on fire. Fire leapt from bale to tinder-dry bale in the fenced area, licked up the walls
and was carried by the wind end to end of the loft. So that in a very few seconds the structure was lit up like day;
brighter, as Sandra's car lights came on and she revved her engine, driving out of the far side of the blazing shelter.

The Drakul lieutenant could scarcely believe his eyes. The car swerved, U-turned, came skidding and fishtailing
back past the burning outbuilding and onto the farm track. It came head on, apparently on a collision course! But the
Drakul driver had had the presence of mind to switch on his engine; he was reversing along the track. Blinded by
Sandra's oncoming headlights, he jerked his whed and skidded backwards off the metdled surface. And Sandra's car
howled by in a derisive wail of her horn, with Bonnie Jean's face -human now - laughing like a madwoman from her
wound-down window.

Shaken up, bounced about inside their vehicle, which they were lucky hadn't rolled, the Drakuls weren't able to use
their weapons and would be loath to do so anyway. But as Sandra's car |eft the fidd for the open road, the leader
yelled: 'Drive to the fire! Quickly!" And the driver bumped the saloon back onto the track and did as he'd been ordered.

The ddter wasafumeace now, whareinmpeled on opposing fence pogts twin figures jerked, writhed and bumed inthe mardless heet And the
lieutenant knew thet thisweant thewak of maettrdls nor even of acesture o hisown datus

That woman,' he hissed, throwing up a hand to shield his eyes from the glare. The one who laughed at us...?
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B.J Miru, hisdiver gesped. But how did she—? —Enough!' the lieutenant snapped, cuiting him short He believed he knew how, but hed no
Oesreto damardizehismenmoreyet And so: "Away from here now,' he said. 'For there's no helping those two... No helping
any of this mess, and that fire will soon attract attention. Now we have to put distance between. So head for the
Highlands. Revenge comes later...'

Hany hed seenit dl. Dimily, through gapsin the lofts plark floaring, hed seenit.. and il couldn't beieve hiseyes Fdloning the cass had been
easy: a series of M6bhius jumps from his room aong the hedgerow that pardlded the manly desarted roed. As for his pat there
hadnt bean ane Only to meke himadf available if B 1 nesded hm How he would have eqdanad his presence in the evert he hed to show
himsdf... Harry hadn't given it a thought There'd been no timefar thinking, only for worrying about B.J

When her car had turned into the field and driven on into the ramshackle shelter of the feeding station, he'd made a
last jump to the mugly laft, got down on his gomech and wated. And with his eyes gradudly adjusting to the goom, he hed maneged to
fdlow moet of the action.

Hehed ssn B J get out o the car and dip through the fence into the narrow gpeces betwean the sacks o baled hay - and he hed d0 ssn
whet cameout of there Much worsg, therewasanamefar it Then, hed seen what she did to the Drekuls Thet hideous srength: to bedbletolita
men, and drivehim doan onto afence post with such farce asto inpdlehim

But he hed it wrong, aurdy? And now, dong with hisather senses, he couldn't trust his eyes either! Oh, and what of his ears?
'For Zahenine' B hed said, before sheran out of theimwith Sandra

For Zahenine?

Theblack girl, in hisgudy. The gain on thefloar, that hed hidden under a piece d carpet fromhisfront room..

Now he stood wet and miserable in the sleeting snow by the roadside. The tal lights of B J's car were aready
disappearing in the dredion of thein, and the Drekul sdloon westuming out of thefidd onto the road, heading the other way. The
chase, or whatever it had been - BJ's lure, her trap? - was over and she had won. She'd won this round, anyway, but
what of the rest of it?

Harry wasn't under orders. Hed been in such a bewildered, mentaly confused condition that B J. hadn't thought it
necessary. Indeed, he had been like a child (no, he thought, not like a child; more like her 'wee puppy,' a little lapdog),
following her around for so long now that she had amost forgotten he was ever anything else. And Harry had started
- or wanted - to forget it too.

But he had been something else, and he was!

If only... if only the world would stand gtill afucking minute and let him find his true orientation. He had to... to stop
running from ... from whatever it was.

Drakuls in their gationrwagon, nose-diving df the road after he had borbed thar car... The blaang wreck, and a lieutenant mdting
where hed inaled himef on his steering colunm... Hisbody fats dopping out framunder the sprung doar, flowing like cande wax around
the shoulders of a dead vanpire thrall.. Athrall with one dBJ. 'ssilvered arossoow balts buried in his heart!

Faster and faster the pictures came - a kaleidoscope of scenes flashing before his mind's eye - but dl of them



dreams and fancies, aurdy? The Necrasoope couldnt contrd them His computa-mindslimbo fileswere sailling over onto the sreen o redl
life It wes what his mother and deed friends hed modt feared, and whet B hed tried to diminate from his We. It was the limbo
interface, where Harry's various levels of consciousness were colliding and merging into cheos; but thistimeB. weant hae
to cdl imha weemen and put it right And far the fird imeinalong timg, he didnit wart it put right He wanted the truth, the whole truth
and nothing but the truth, so help him...

... G-Godf He clutched at his head, sank to his knees in the slush at the side of the road.

He had seen B J. - seen her as she was! Not as she pretended to be but as she redly was (But BJ. wes innoocat.) Oh, redly?
No he fuding waant!

The truth and nothing but the truth. 'Guilty, mlud!

No, sheisinnoceant!’ (Hary shook hisheed, argued with himedlf). 'Everything else is fantasy, a dream, a nightmare - and | can
prove it

A ca watt by, itsheedlights Hlazing, In passing, it sent wvinwaves of yellow slush over the Necroscope where he knedled in the
snow on the dark verge of the road and the narrow rim of sanity. The sudden, freezing shock brought him upright and
sent him sumbling—

—Stumbling through a hastily conjured Mobius door to the one place in the world where he could finaly prove
BJ's innocence. Or her guilt

His house in Bonnyrig...

Now Hary dgat anddept likeadeed men!

For when, for thefirgt time, hed seen thewark done on his petio windowss - work he seemed to vaguely remember ordering - and
after he'd rolled back the carpet on the study floor until the dark splotches of recent stains became visible, then the
fatigue of
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uttermost confusion and panic hed steppedin.

Then... it was his mentd exhaustion that had saved him, at least far the time baing. Nat physicd fatigue far the Necrosoopes
body wasin ramarkelly good shepe, but mentdl.

Theintafaoe hed worked againgt itsef, draning Hary's testaring mind rether then toppling it over the edge. And hed fdlen ddirioudy asleep
in his chair (or perhaps 'lost consciousness' there) where graddly his whirling bran hed sttled into ordered pettens And asthe
natural subconscious level of deep had detached from the consdous 0 his hypnaticaly menufadured levels hed once agan
Ssparated.

But the 'floors between the levels were fracturing, gradualy sagging, and it was a very temporary reprieve...

Wil into the night - vulnerable as never before bt aite beyond caring - Harry slept dreamlessly, healingly. And as the mental
fragmentation decreased, so his metaphysical mind became more receptive of outside influences. His barriers against
the dead, normally enforced by strength of will, were down. And the Great Mgjority knew it, because Harry's lone
flame flickered in their darkness as before, however weskly. So that when at last dreams carng they weare mare then jugt
dreams

Firg there was his beloved Ma, soothing, caming, careful. Her vaice (nather dhiding, o bardy <o, nor codding) medy
atempted to guidehim, ramind im of histeaming deed friends and thefact thet of dl men hewas nat done

Harry, son. Have you foresaken us dltogether, forever? It appears 0. Whereare you - where are your thoughts- that you no longer fed safe
confiding in us? Therewas some peininher vaiog, but far mored concem.

And just hearing her, the Necroscope knew what he had been misingfar <0 long his contact with the deed. But & legt he hed
the opportunity to offer & leest something of an exdlanetion. Ma | cantt, daren 't talk to you,' he seid. The tdets | have - the things | can do,
including this thing - have to remain my secret And only mine, dways Evennow, | shouldnt be goesking to you. But bdieve e it
it of my choosing”

Inansiver to which she asked the obvious question, and one that continued to beffle even Hary: Not of your choosing? Then whose? Nat
the girl's- nat that woman's surdy’? - becatise she doesrit know about... your... (And aoruptly she broke dff, 0 thet he could sense her hiting
her tongue’ And even desping, Hary knew why: because shewaanit supposed to know about B Miu) But on the ather hend, how long hed
he ever ket a seret e fram his Ma? What, when she could step into his dreams as readily as this? Why, he should have
guessed thet sheknew along timeago. Maybe hehed & thet
But hemedeno acocustion; thiswasatimeof recondligtion. And o

'No, not Bonnie Jean!' he answered at once. '‘Because she ... she's innocent? His turn to pause abruptly, as yet
again the facts and fictions of his existence gathered for conflict For BJ.'s innocence wasn't proven yet, not entirely;
nor yet her guilt despite last nighf s evidence. But in any case his answer had been instinctive, an automatic response
built into him through repetition. And now his Ma found herself treading very dangerous ground indeed. But at least
she had recognized it and the Necroscope's uncertainty.

Anct No, her innocence haan't been proved W&, hes it son? she sad. It wasn't a question that required an answer, just a
statement of fact But then - because she knew how close the interface had come to damaging him irreperably - she
quickly changed the subject Your friends doan here have really missed you, Harry, me espedially. But we know how busy youive been.

Busy? Had he been busy? It scarcely felt likeit Indeed his past and his not so recent past et that felt like years of
nothing, like lost years.



Your search for Brenda and your son, his mother immediately explained, in perhaps too much of a hurry. Which has
taken up so much of your time! Harry sensed the subterfuge, that she had meant something more. But it served to
distract him anyway, leading him in a new direction:

'You've... had word of them? (God, let it not be so!)

Oh ol No, Harry. Shewas auick to reessure im Nathing like that. If they had come among us we would know by now, be are Weju,
wdl, say det for them thet'sdl..

And the Necroscope could breathe again... But till he fdt that if this conversation was proving anything at dl, it
was that they shouldn't be having it! His weird talents seemed bent on leading him to more anxiety; every time he put
them to use, or dlowed their use, they took him into yet more tangled territory. And: 'Ma," he said desperately, 'please
let it finish now..." She was his mother after dl, and it went against the grain to Smply erect his barriers and shut her
Out.

But Harry? (It was a different sterner voice that had taken over, but one that he knaw dmog as wall - that of Sr Keanen
Gamley, ex-Head of E-Branch) And aggin the Necroscope was of two minds and yet again his respect for a dead person was such
that he couldn't ignore or turn away from him.

Sr Kezen krewit, of coursg, far Hay's thoughts were as good as spoken words to the dead. And: Harry, he said, whatever
this prodemd yoursis it hesto be pretty degp-roated. | mean, who but the dead can ever know that you are the Neorasoope? And even if it
were posible, who among the tearming dead would e batray you? All right,
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so you daren't display your knowledge and use of the Mo'bius Continuum Thet's perhaps sdf-eqlanatory - the living could
meke uedf such knoMedge. But your ahility to converse with the Great Majority? Your almogt unique ability’? \WWho anong the living would
bdieeit eenif you told them? It sounds to me like an obsession, some kind of aversion, maybe a weird allergy. But if
0, it has to have had a beginning. Why nat try backiracking to the sart f it?

'You'e right,' Harry could see the logic of it. It could be I'm becoming dlergic to... to being me And to doing what |
do. But if that's true there are no pills that can help me - and no shrink. The nature of my problem would make it
impossible to describe to him. And even if | could describe it, can't you just see me going to a psychiatrist and telling
him that | don't like talking to my dead people any more? That would be a shortcut to the nearest madhouse, Keenan!
And maybe ... maybe that's where I'm headed anyway.'

Donit talk like thet, Harry! The other was angry now. Whet, you, Harry Keogh, a defeatig? Huh! | don't think so. But meybe youire right
and thisis something you should work out for yoursdlf, without help. Inwhich case youve gat to turnit over in you oan ming, think badk and
try to find out where it began. It has to be worth a try, surely? For everything dseinyour lifessarstied intoit, controlled by it.
Why; it's alienating you framyour onn skills -and even fromthe deed...

And now it was out in the gpen. Nat only the Necrosoopes Mabut dl o the teaming deed ssamed avare o his troudle Inawey it wes
ressaring; to know thet they were there as ever, on his 9de But in another way it was frightening: the spread of this forbidden
knowledge ebroed. The thing continued to goin drdes and Hary's heed began to soinwithit

Sr Keenan felt his terrible confusion, the menta 1oop he was caught up in, and searched desperately for a way out
of it And the ansver cametohimlikeabalt out of theblue

Harry, my boy! he sAd, inaburd of exatamat But why didnit | think of it before? That's it And you redlly can do itl You can se a
psychiatridt!

'What!? the Necroscope fdt asif he had been banging his head against awadl. Didn't anyone ever listen to him any
more? 'But haventt| just eqlaned thet —

—You can see someone who already knows your problems, Sr Keznen aut him doff. Someone who bdieves in tham tatally -
andinyou And before he could finig

‘But there's no such... no such... living person,” Harry amost shouted. Almog but the legt two words hed come out in
omahing o awhiga.

Bxadly! said the other. No such living person.

Anddomy Hary'sheed stopped whirling, becaussheknew whet
Sr Keenan meant; that some of the greatest minds who had ever lived already believed in him. Indeed a Grest
Majority of them! And as the idea took hold he said, 111 try... try to keep that in mind,' then gave awry snort at his
own unintentioned cleverness.

The fact that in his position he could ill discover humour in any kind of situation or statement was hugely
encouraging in itsalf. And aseamestly asever, Sr Kemnen dd: Yes you do thet, ny boy. Kegpit inmind Andwe dhdll try to find the very
best of hdp for you.

But asthe deed maris voice faded into the Homesf whigpers and background gatic of tombs and tumdi, the Necrasoope wiss suddenly
very thoughtful. What he was thinking was this:

That maybe Sr Keenan wouldn't have to find anyone to help him. Maybe he hed dreedy found theam far imsdf. Wll, with a
fird kit of help from Alec Kyle, anyway...

In the morning, in that transitory period immediately prior to true waking, the Necroscope found himsdalf pondering the
previous night's traumatic experiences and wondering if, after al, they had only been part of some dreadful nightmare.
More specifically, he wondered about Bonnie Jean.



What he had seen in the animd shelter had seemed so very redl; but it had been dark during the period of B J's
metamorphosis (her imagined' transition) so that even now he couldn't accept it for a fact For surely he'd proved it to
himsdf time and time again that she was innocent - of everything! In which case, why had he needed to prove i?

Ormorepropaty,whet hedhenescidtoprove.

Currently, Harry wasn't 'switched on' - which meant that his 'edity wes in a sate o fluix. On vaious constious ad
subconscious levels he knew something about everything that was red or that B J. had initiated. He even remembered
things that were unreal (about his search, for instance); but there was no single levd on which he knew everything.

Last night, mental exhaustion had saved his sanity before the massed knowledge of dl of his levels could interface,
contradict, cancel each other out and leave him bereft Today, his thoughts were ‘ordered' again, which meant that his
reality was incomplete to the pant o fregmenay.

But at least he was thinking about his condition, and not only thinking about it but conddaing a solution to one o its roat
causss Which was the single sdient possibility that had fixed itself in his mind since his conversation with Sr Keenan
Gormley: that there could be a psychological - or metaphysical? - solution to his pradems and thet it migt even be
immediatdy available to im Astowhy Hary hed dung to this nation to the paint of weking, when
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the rest of his 'dream’ was fading into obscurity... it was because it wasdl he hed left.

And astha fact dawned, heorang fully aweke—

—Or gaanaedfully aveke

Hefet likehdl! Likethet time hed teken one df Darcy Clakessleeping pills at E-Branch HQ, just before he quit the Branch and
headed north. Or the morning after he'd got drunk on BJ.'s wine. (And thenk God hewas out of thet nont) But whaeindl the..?

Then, as he opened his eyes Hinked them, ran his tongue over hisfurry teeth and looked around, he remembered and knew
where. Bomnyrig. Hishouse Hissudy.

And apiexed capd, rdled bedk. And thet sain onthe floar. And his patio windows and frame, replaced, with the new wood
still requiring gaining.

Enamies and they had bean waiting for him But Zahanine hed been here, looking for him On behalf of BJ.

It was part reasoning, part memory, but dl come and gone in a flash. And only oneward remening enemies

But hedn't RL wamed him thet he hed enemies? But what kind of enamies and why? What hed he ever done (no, whet hed he done
recently, since leaving E-Branch) that had left him with such bad enemies?

Yauegat iobekidding hetdd himsef, WWrethaveyau dore? Whet about Le Maree Medkrnie? Whet abou dl the millions thet yave tdken ramdug
barasad garg bossessard gunumearsdl o thewaold?

He went to the kitchen, made coffee, couldn't take it back to his study because degp insde he knew something tarible hed
happened the leet ime he hed adffesinthere And 0 he drark it in the kitchen, and sat nuraing his sore heed.

LeManse Madonie, Saly. Hisrad on the tresaure vault Thet wes quite sometime ago. Wha dsedid he know about thet place why did he
s to remarbe heaing its name nore recently? What wes red and unreal here? Did he remember a conversation with BJ,
when shed mentioned Le Manse Madonie?

Her tdephone conversttion with Aud John, yed When shed tdd himto get out of his cattage in Inverdruie and find somenhere e udt
like shed tdd Hanry to get out of hisplace Shit, and hare hewes bedk again!

But he knew he hed to be avay fram ha, if anly for alitte while until he had sorted things out And whatever else he did he
mustn't let his thoughts stray too far off course because he hed some kind of pettemn going here and didnit wart to losesit

What if... what if... what if...

Whetif B J waant thecantrd figureherebut Hary himsdf?Whet
if rewas the key, with everything revalving around im? Whet if he hed tried - wis trying - to trandfer his quilt to he?

Hegpeasat adthougt Nowimpayingtheareter pschiarit! Inhiscordio?Ridadod Buwreif... ?

Wheiif those pagdeat LeMaseMattrie (the Franoeads? Thet sounded wiag Anather remewes sitting theeanthetip o historguebut hewadd nat, cee
ot let it ouk), whet if they hed somdhow mereged to track him donir? Dargy Clarke hed waned im how dargaraus they ware Ard jpoar Barrie Jeen hed gt
hesdf invdved through herinvalverment with im Itwarked

Chyes it waked.. but it hed hdesamilewide Like hishesd ismemay, ad hiswhdefuddng life sneeleaing EBrath.

. Sr Kezenhed promisad o find him thebet posshle help, but Hary hed bdieved theremight bearmetaahysicd suion aveleble rigt heead row. He

redizd o doethet ideahed cometo escgping imard dipping ino limbo with therrest o hisdieam adrowvdurg o it anew,

Whanhed benwith Dary and Bencban &t EBrarth juet afev days awek afortnight agp- whe, afartnight? Reelly ? Brantimewes completely fudked Ll
-hehed eqoaiencad theseward visitations Heaaud arly bdieve they wae Alec Kyles laet shat befaewheinar wes et o his precognitive tdants fdloned
Hmirto eamity.

But orecog westhekey watt it weswhet Aleched bean ad ofa ey ared Hary's Visons o alike neture hed tumed aut to ke dinpees o the fuiire
Whidhmight memnthet hewesyet to meet thebeardsd mystic of thefirgt vison, ardye to visit thet gaseyad nexr Measug in redl life HH Sofa hedidrt
amkovwheeMeadugwes- bt it might poveinteresing o find aut For thedacehed besnacaday ter dl, ad whet dse wald the Nerasape Hary
Kexhkedanginacamaay if nat teking o the dal

Awvadrg locking & thefloar, hrewart to hisdLdy far aWald Atlas took it bedk to tre kitdhen Ardinalitie whilefar trefird imeinalag while- he
odlgmsad hisbemasad ddiberatey aorteded thedsad It wesnt essy, but hefaught hisps/dossad dd it, ad oy

Harry, wareyou looking for me? (Sr Keanan Gamley, fram his Garden of Reposein Kendngton, London)

"Yes gr, | wes' (Hary, inhis usud, most respectful moce once more) 1 believe we talked, last night? You gave me some good



advice and offered to hdp. And | promised to think it over. Now [d liketo teke you up on it. Yau mentioned some of the best psychiaric minds
that hed ever lived, mesning of course that agood meny aenow deed. A bed dedl far them - no disrespect - but useful toe for
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they're the only ones | can talk to. So do you happen to know of anyonein Meardourg, Lake Condance, onthe GamantSviss
border? Mearshurg? Harry, can|| get badkto you? | mean, will you be... receptive? Sr Keenenwasdmods embarrassingly eege.

'It's not that easy any more,' Harry saw no point in pretending it was 1 memn | dont like leaving mysaf open like this But 111
oy, yes'

Thengvemealitietime, Sr Kesnentdd him, bresthlesdy, for now I've someenauiriesto meke |11 bequick as| possbly can about it With
whichhewasgone andHary wesddigaditoleavehisbaniesdoan

Ardasherad equatad might hgypen thedesd- ar are df them - wes uidk o teke alvariage o thet fact. Helhed thought it might ke his matbhe, trying to
rexhhimin hisweking hoursasseted inveded hmin (o many?) dreans but infadt thepresanoehefdt westhet of R Sevason Jaiesn Ard agin the
Neaaspeweslceth to tum himaney; RL. hedlong sSneeproved hiswarthand loyely.

Er, you redkon you can parenealitle timg too, Necrasoope? Sensing Harry's anxiety and vulnerability, RL. was reticent in
his gpproach.

'RL,' Harry answered, 'do | seem that ungrateful? Wal, youaint binall that easyto reach, if that'swhat you mean, RLtold him.
And then, hurriedly: But that's OK, man. | mean, it ain't everybody got your prodars right?

‘What can | do for you, RL? Only please make it quick, for I'm expecting some stuff that could be very important'
Itsmorewhat I'll dofor you, Necrosoope, RL answvered. Like, | canmayberdieveyou d someof your worries anyhow. sWaorries?

'‘Bout your enemies, man. You don't got a one right now - least, not inyour nedk o thewoods They hasall gonenorth. They
what?

Youisinyour house right? That's right.’
Well, your enemiesisall up north. Not a one o' ‘em left in your vidnity. Not thereal bad seriousones, anmyways.. Harry froaned.
'Oh, andwhat ather kind arethere, RL? But RL had seid enough, maybeeventoo much. And anyway hisoll wasasbedy confused with
regardto B J Miduand her gisasHarry himself. They had done the Necroscope no real or physical hamsofar, but they hed
onehdl of abed araabout them. Harry'sMahed confirmed to RL just whet thet aurawas but hecouldnt tdll Harry ebout it It wasonedf those
thingstheNecrasoopemud find out for imsdlf. And sor

Oh, you knows, he hedged. There's always the bad folks out there, lookin' to meke a merk. Bt if you ans to day dear G
trouble, then jugt don't gointo those mountains

And again Hary'sfronn, as he asked, 'Oh? And whet do you know about mountains, RL?

Only what my obi tells me, RL lied, which was so out of character for a dead man that Harry didn't pick it up or
question it. But he certainly sensed RL's hasty withdrawal.

Or maybe that was only to make way for someone else. And:

Harry, you were right! Sr Keenan's excitement was infectious. / won't ask you how, but you picked the very spot:
Meersburg on Lake Congtance, on the Garman-Sniss border. Do you have any idea who isburied there?

Harry shook his head, which was as good as an answer.

Then| suggest you go there and find out. Sr Keanan tdld im Don't wait but do it today, the sooner the better.

The Necroscope looked out of his kitchen window at a grey, gloomy dawn. 'Well, not just yet,’ he said edgily. 'm
hungry, breakfast, one or two things to do first But in an hour or so, when the world's had time to wake up... maybe
then.'

The ather sensad hisretioence Oh? Canit bethat youlre frightened, my boy? OFwhat you might discover?

Harry shook hishead. ‘No... Yes... Maybe. | don't know.'

But you'll do it anyway?

Hany sghed. 1t might help if | knew who | wes going to ss28 Who do | ask for once I'm there: "Hey, you?' What's the big
mystery, Keanen? Laok, you tdl mewhoweretalking about, and 111 t8J you if Il go and see him." (He kept hidden the fact that
his going was aready a foregone conclusion.)

But you see, the other tried to explain, what this man was famous for... it wasn't known as psychiatry. In his time
psychiatry was in its infancy. But as to what he actually did... well, he was one of the best. S much 0 that his 'sdence
took his name And after dl this timg wall, meybe hés even better at it now. Sr Keanen wies talking about the fait that what men have
done in life, they'll usualy continue to do after desth.

But whet did he do? Hary wanted to know,, and heweas becoming impetient now.

Hewas one of the greats, Sr Keenan was uncomfartable He really was. But they cried him down - there was a great
deal of ignorance -and it took away nmuch of his faith in himedf. You may have to rebuild it, Harry. See itsnot just a
question of him helping you, but of you getting imto help you!

‘Whet?

Butybu'vedoneit beforel Sr Kesnan reminded him. Mobius himsdf
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nesded covinding, before hewasableto hdp you.

‘MSoiuswasonedf akind, the Necrasoopereplied.

And isFranz Anton, sid theather.

'Fanz Anton?

Frarnz Anton Mesmer, Sr Keenen Sghed & legt That'swho were talking about, son. And that'swhereheis in a cargiery in Merdourg, on
the shoredf Lake Condance...

As he hed tdd Sr Kemnen Gomley, the
Necrosoope hed thingsto do. But mainly,
he wated to think. Gunching his way
trough a boM of andent comflekes
soaked in ugpect milk, and dirking a
ssoond mug of coffee, he tried ordering his
thoughts In fact, now tha his mentd
hengover wes disspaing they were &s
dear ashe coud remember inalong time

O course his memaory wes hat to hell,
for as wdl as the things he was forhidden
o remembe, there were those he didnt
wart to. And there were athers that werentt
his awyway. And the gat jigsaw puzde
thet hislife hed become ssemed dill to be
missng a lest svety pa cat o its
pieces SO that he mudt build it as a red
jigsaw, darting on one comer fird.

Oddy enough, hewas farly cartain thet
B.J Mirlu hdd the box thet the puzze hed
comein... but he knew she waant gaing to
dow it to him. She didnt wart im to see
the etire pidure For his om good?
Maybe Or maybe nat. But every time he
thought things like thet, the indoutable
fact of her innocence woud immediady
guing to mind. And he suspected held be
in sgrious trouble (or y&t nore sious
troudle) if he were ever to prove himsdf
wrong in thet respect.

Anather paradox: heknew she could fix
it, put everything right, but thet it would
aly be temporay. For whenever shed
fixed things in the ped, it hed only ever
led to periods of even gregter corfusion.

Ard 20 for the moment the Necrasoope
wis plessed to Say away from her, a leest
until hed gat this corner of the puzzle fitted
together. Bu daying avay from her...
waud be a problem in itsdf. There was
somathing abaut the moon. At the moment
it waan't problemétic, but in awesk to ten

—ltwouldbeful agan...
Then, hewould haveto contact her...
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Deep inside, some inner contradictory voice corrected him: he even wanted to contact her now - if only to heer her vaice -
because her lurewas twafdd. The one thet she hed imposed, end the onethat had grown in him. He didn't know about the first, but
the second was probebly love And he suspected, hoped, thet it hed groan in her,, too. Yet anather reeson why he didhnt wart to be proved
wrong about her.

Hary dosd his eyes and theframedt his kitdhen window stayed frazen on hisrelines alblob of fuzzy light, gradudlly dissolving & the comers
and rounding itsdf off... Like the moon a its fail, pale and featurdess in a misted sky, with awadlf's head in slhouette thrown badk in an
ululant how.

Hedook hishesdad the pidurewesgre bt Bl wesdill there likearmegretin his mind. Ard meeed|, banilderead, he felt drann o by, beguiled by Her..
hypdizdby he?

Hypraisn Somdhing ebout agaeyad in Meadoug? Trecomadionwesmeceard Hary wesdlann beck to earth, beck to thepresart. Aganhe gock his
hesd Hirked, ard resived to goad telk to Faz A Mese.

But befaethet therewes ill somahing hemugt do. B wod bewaried dbout himg hecoud & leedt dlay her fears

Exagt hekrewhemuant tak to her. Far then Sewadd wart o fix things gt afew soohing wadsad hed bebak to s eeae S... why mt g2
smeredseto ek ohar anhisheef?

Hewart bek to hissLdy, to thetdgohone Thelight anhisansnvaing medhineweshblinking. Heingtindively wourd the tepe beck ad wert to hit the day
button... then pausal Ard deking hisheedt No nat thisting, Fetdd himrsef. It coud anly beareparson ad theed resit wod betresame

Hegrt aut histdephonebodk locked uptheimwheetehed ben gaying with Bl adthe girls didled therumbe.

Trereogionid asnvaedadhesad, Miss myrameisHary Keogh | wesdaying a your daceuntil legt night?

O?theansver cameback. MissMiidusperty?

Thetsright; Hary sdid Andrnow | heveamesssgefarher!

Hidoadipiyaaghinatyaleusnireionditiewhile sl bebocking out!

Na'Hary sad, petgmsalitiie too aply. B, no, dont putmethrough Jet tekeamesage will you?

Wheteve'youssy! (Butshesoundad puzzed)

We.. redalittle iff, Hany lied ‘So, | dontwart togoek toher. B—

—Butyouda? Thereogationis gaealow, mpethetic laugh 1 think | undarsand Sowhetsthemessage?

Tdl her ImOK andshesnat towarry bout me Hary sad

Ardtel her HI kovwhaeto fird herwhenthetimesright But | wert yautowanhe, too!

Wanha? Theewesawaried naein the repgaionig's vaicerow. Now jug hdd anarminute Imnat gaing to pessanay threstening messsgestoa—

No rothrests' Hary at her off. Lok, thisisimpartart et tefl her thet nedt imeregoesnarth hestokespher eyes paded Theeae paode p thee e
waldcowdl toaad OK?

W, | dorttknowif....!

Hdpacauded lovasautright?

Oh dlrigtthen Ardthesmilewesshedkinhervaceagain

Therks'sadHary, andputthephonedoan

Trenrewart yodarsad gt hisheawy ovaacet It woldbeadd onLade Cordanae thistimed yesr..

Ardit wes Namdly, laddng afamd inroddion, ad therdfare coodinetes; the Nearossgpe wauld heve bed to find hiswey by trid ad arar, ddiged to
proced inasaiesd cautiouis Mdiusjunps Butinfatt hedd havethe co-adinetes they hed ben there in his meignhyicd nrind ever snoe hed previsoned
thisvist duing hisday & EBradhHQinLadmn

Thadae in predsdy thesamewey sshehedbenprevioldy eeied to find LeMarse Madrie and the Drdketh Maredary, lrewes e to meeasnge
jurp o Mesre'sla reding dace Or to e gaeyad & lesst Al henessll dowesrecall 1o rind the vidon hed hed It the location et itslf into his
aamue mind adam himsdf inthet diredion viaaMdhiusdoar.

Hedood & the aosscecs o his vidon Ontre aehard, beyad alow gonewl, the meinly unteded dats and leening hescktones o the cameiay wae
hetf-cosoured by long grasses Whilean the ather afadd Sgpodt ssid Meardourgy paining thewey to anear-didant tonn whoeee slhouette dinmead ana
beddopd hining v

BuHarywesthaefartevien.

Fdloning thewestlgoanwell until hefaund aniron gete danding helf qpen rewart into tregagyad and far aminute ar two warckred bewvean the ats
leting hisfed Sy teke imwherethey wauld It wesvay pesodul, quiet and nat oo bitterly addh bout southwet beyard the toan ad leke saaming
sgatadintredes demar, hrecodd meeout Hug sovcaped, ddanty-isng mountains Then if anly faranmamat the peece d themoant ssgped info
hm

Treewesagdl onthedans whidhtheNeorospeweslcath to bresk. But ek hemug At Hare Artor? Hary qooke ot
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loud, securein hislondiness 'S, you don't know me, but | wastdd you were here!



Dont know you? the ansiver careat once Oh, but | do! | can eveen e you, in a fadhion; | can se your flang and fed itswarmth, And |
haven't ssn or felt anything ina long ime: Dont know you? But gt of us know you by now, Necrosoope. Or weve heard df you, anyway.
And now.. its an honour to meet you personally.

It came as no surprise to Harry to find himsdf standing at the foot of Mesmer's smple grave; his taent, or 'natura’
instinct, had led him here. But as usual, he didn't quite know how to dedl with the praise and the compliments that the
Great Mgjority were wont to offer him - especialy hearing them from someone like Mesmer.

But hewasmindiu of whet Sr Keenen hed tdd Hin thet thisgrest man had lost alot of faith in himsaf, and how he might have
to restore it before hein turn could benefit from his visit And so:

'Sr,' he said. 'l won't beat about the bush. I'm here to ask a favour of you!

Yes | know, said Mesre inalitiewhile vary quietly. And Harry, | only wish | could help you. But | may nat be ableto.

9r?

Youre nat the only ane with prodles Harry, Mesma told him And | have had rine- oh, allat longer than you have hed yourd

'Do you care to explain? The Necrosoope tucked his overcoet's tals under him and st on the rim of Mesmer's deb. 1 have
thetimeif you do." And he sensed the other adjuding to and goprediating hisliving presence. Thent

Did you know, Harry, Mesmer began with a sigh, that as a younggter | waes nmuch taken with Paracdauss thearies? Olda, |
meinly discarded them But | remarbar when | wes thirty-one, | passed my medical examinations- with honours; | may say- and my thess wes
nuch influenced by Paraod s Horaoe supplied the heading o natto for that work of nine

"Multarenasoentur, quaejam cecidere cadentque, Quae nunc sunt in honore...

Do you know Latin, Necrasoope? Ah, nol Agupid question! Far ifsa 'dead language now, of course But in any case the languages o the
deed aredl oretoyou.
‘And they often convey marethenisedudly sad, Harry painted out Y ou thought it in Latin, but | undergtood anyway.

""Muchwill riseagein thet haslong bean buried, and much become submerged whichishddin honour today.™

He senssd Mesma's nod. Epedially rdevart, it would now appear. Or perhaps not? Thewords ssam applicable- applied to yoursdf, thet is
your discoveries your friends and modedf life? - but nat in the ssnse intended, and never in connection with mysdf! (Hany heard his sgh) Jugt
another contradiction, and ny lifewes full of theml | wes s0... undoctorlike! S unprafessonal. This condant searching for - this actual bdief in
-ametaphysical meduminwhich | might work entirdy physical ares Thus my work remeains "buried,” in no wise "hdd in honour,' to this
day. Plainly my reasoning was awry. But as has sinoe been proved, y reasons for reasoning thus were very wall founded. Svall consolation.
Inany casg | s|eno caueto deny what | wes never ashamed of. My beliefs and systems were in accord with the age, primitive
and my condusionsincorredt.

'A great many thousands of people have benefited from your hypnosis,' the Necroscope told him. Y ou were the first
medical practitioner to recognize - or invent? - it

(Mesmer's unseen shrug, by no means complacent, perhaps a litle despondent? Thereware athers who worked sinvilar vans
But 'inventor? - scarcdy! Why, thefird true adepts weren't even men but arestures of neturd The snake, for exanrple—

'—And the octopus? I've heard how they "mesmerize" Crustacea, crabs and such - before eating them.’

Resally?

'So it would seem. Fascination, focused through the eyes or the mind behind them. A sort of living magnetism. But
didn't you cdl it just that: "Anima Magnetism"? Magnetisn, yes. beguilement or hypnotism. Mainly, it's your
contribution we recognize: Mesmerism.' It might be flattery, but it was largely the truth. While the sciences of the mind
-and in Harry's case, mind over matter - had long since eroded and even obliterated Mesmer's contributions, ill his
work had been alandmark.

And you tel eit hes been bendficial? DYyou know, Harry, but inlife, the last quarter century of nylife at leest - epedially after | returned to
Shitzerland and sami-retirament -1 scarcdy bathered to flow dl the devel opments, the mutations taking place in my science? |
knew nothing of what went on outside mysdlf. My theories had been so thoroughly and frequently ridiculed thet even | had
beguntolosefaith! In 1814 Wolfart published my life work. But much too late. It was already out of date

Likenisein degth: | have been too dow, too lax, too... didliusoned? And now you tdl me my work is benefidal? WA, to tdl the truth, lam
not totdly out of touch. Indead, Snce you came along, the tearing dead have never been moreiin touch! But as | hinted, | havenit been taking
natice Asinlife 1've stuck to my oan guns and ignored everyone dsgs Now | amlett alone with nathing nore than my oan theories: 'Quadk
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theories asI'msureyoull appreciate. My fluidum,' indeed! | see how ridiculousit ssems now. But | ama man of habit,
asyou se.

How was Harry to read that? Wes Frarz Anton Mesmer the add men out? The anly ane of the teaming deed to refute the
dd law tha in degth a man will continue to do what he dd in lifé? By continuing to isdlae himsdf - a firg fram his
contemporaies and detractors, and now from more recent pradiitioners - he may have done jugt that! And so the Necrosoope
was dsgopointed and frudtrated. By now Mesmer should be ore of the greates, or even the greatedt, hypnatig of dl time: But
nat if hed abandoned hisat, or failed to fdlow it through. So perhgps Harry hed come to the wrong men, the wrong pleoe, after
dl

Beneficial, Mesmer mused again. Well, | suppose s0. In the reduction of pain, at least. But as the plaything o fakirs and stage
megidans? Whet, to meke man bark like dogs or quack like dudks? Histhoughts had turned sour; he was losing interest



"What about psychiary, psychoandysis? Harry dhdlenged hm ‘Nothing bogus or theatrical about that And your
work is a foundetion sone, perhaps the foundation song!’

Doyauthirks? Itsveyknd diyauinsy o Add aursel haenabadass. wal, theodicd adentss & leed, if atyinnyoanmind Far coan
heetaehestenroaeio padicean | raet-whet megdizad?-anareinalag ine Ad bang ded inoopored, sghless isherdy cadloveto
[radica eqainmetaian It hesbesn 36l wesay, sehing df adssdventzge? (twesthed osest the deed men hed come to humour, however
ay.) / have togtamt it, axiainy. Buthovmayl eatnywill piniuecea "hpoiZsnerel caritasnse?

'm not sure, sir,' Harry answered. That's why I'm here: in order to find out'

You came hereto consult me? In my.... professional capacity? In death? Despite that | was discredited in life?

Chviody flattery waan't gaing to suffice The Necroscope saw now that indesd Mesmer no longer hed faith in himsdf, and it
was dl-importat thet he shaud have For if he was without faith, how coud he expect his aljedt to have ay? Hary
underdood how inlarge part it isthe subbject's bdief in hypnatiam thet makesit work. But ill:

'l need someone to examine me," he doggedly persisted. To hypndizeme lodk indde my head and tdl me whet''s
gonewrong in there. Snce you have hed ahundred and seventy yearsto perfect your art | suppossd you would be my best bet
Thaet wasmy linedf reesoning, and if swhy | came hereto see you!

Ah, but you're one hundred and seventy years too lated For | am dead, after al' How may someone who is
ex-animete examine the living? And
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then, quickly, asif to changethesubject

Bitewsyaiarerge- tisnradedirdariznensrad! Wetmame drevgiaeistis?

For the momant - despite his frugtration - the Necrosoope dlowed himedf to be ddetracked from the main purpose of his
vigt.. or perhaps not For he had learned how to argue with the best (or wors) of them, and was quidk to see how
Mesmer'sinterest in his weird tdents might provide a key to the doar thet the good doctor seemed to have locked on hisoan
hypnatic skills And 0 he sdd, ‘A stence, Sr?

But if not magic, how dse would you describe it? Mesmer couldnt understand Harry's hesitancy, the peuse of a few
ssoondsin which his mind worked overtime to deveop hisplan of campeign, hisword game. Andt

‘A new science,’ he eventually mused ... and denied it in a moment Well, scarcely! For as far as I'm aware and
excluding my lost son, I'm its sole practitioner! It isn't something | can publish, for the math is aien, metaphysical. The
equations don't equate, and the formulae mutate within themselves. And as you'll appreciate, if aformulaisn't constant
it isn't aformula’

Mesme tried to understand him, gave up and sad: Mysdf, | wes no great methaetidian. Areyou saying... you 're o far ahead of your time
you would be rrisunderstood?

Harry nodded. 'l Suppose 0. Mudh likeyoursf, inyour time Oh, | could "prove” whet | do, but even <o I'd prooebly be cdlled
achalaan, afraud, atrickder or dage megidan, as you were. We see men on our television screens who "fly" or
make massive monuments "disappear,” or read the minds of their audiences. Someimes they "conversg’ with the
Oeed, to0! They are fakers of course Yet a the same timg | am living proof thet the physicdl and metigphydicd are ddinitdy
linked. You were ridaded - worss you now ridicule yourself! - for having sought or "invented' a meagphyscd
medium or "fiuidum’ in order to eqdan your physicd cures. Y e even now we cant be aure that the fluidum doemnt in fact exist

But of coursewe can be sure, because it hasn't been discovered! Mesmer wias hooked... nat anly on their philosophicd
exchange but more prabetly, the Necrasoope thought on the nation, the folom hope, thet perhaps in praposing his theories he
hednt been such aquack ater dl.

I'm nat aure | undardand you,' Harry answered, knowing ful wal Mesmer's meaning but fagning ignorance ‘Nat
discovered? But ndther have we explored the degpest oceen floar, yet were areitstherd!!

/mean that in your modemage of radio waves, X-rays and ganma
Nerosoope Thelod Years-\VA. |
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rays adwhet raeyau- inthe super-gdentific warld in which yau live - there hes nat been dsoovared the tiniedt, renotes gam of eddace to ayppart the
eddaoed ayknd o fludun | menthet if it westhere yaur stentisiswadd havefound it | amnat thet muchaut of touch, Nerosoopd!

Harry pounced:

'And yet there is an entirely physical, universal force, with universa laws that are universally accepted, whose
influence within metaphysical or near-metaphysical spheres is extraordinary and entirely inexplicable! To give you a
clue, it was "discovered" by Sr Isaac Newton, who died seven years before you were born.'

Gravity? WA, afluidumd sorts granted. But metaphysical? | have to say pih! Wese its effedts every day, and as you say; its lans are
visble and universally acoepted.



'Its physical laws,' Harry nodded. ‘But can its other side be explained as easily?

What other S0e?

‘But didn't one of your "quack” theories consider the motion of planetary bodies contributory to the allments of
human minds and bodies? Wasn't that what your fluidum theory was dl about? Harry sensed an incorporea frown
and quickly went on:

The moon, sir! It luresthe tides, youll agree?

¥es

'And thefluid belance of the lrdin, to tum men and aresturesiinto lunatics? So werentt you right fter ell?

Gravity, myfiuidunt?

'Perhaps,’ Harry shrugged. "Who knows? And I've only given you one example of the moon's influence.”

gr

'lsn't a woman's cycle governed by the phases of the moon? And what was unknown in your time, and probably
unknown to you even now, amyriad ocean polyps and corals dl around the world spawn together and turn the sea to
milk, dl in resonance with the moon.'

But—

—And sungpats?

WHe?

‘Digturbences on the aurface o the sun. Whinpodisinits dlaama They intarfere with our radio waves tdevison, communications in genard.
And the sun's ray's cause cancars Sowho can sy about the ather heavenly bodies?

/ was right then? (Mesmer was utterly fascinated now). As the soheres influence each ather, the earth, its ocoeans, denizans
and all inanimete metter, 0 they also influence ... man?

Soit would gopeer. But havent the astrdlogers been tdling us thet for ages?

Bah! Meamer wes vadly disgppointed. You legp fromsdence to fantasy in a breath!

But: 'No,' the Necroscope denied it. | move from the physical to the metaphysical. Do you know, | had an amost
identical argument with Mabius?

En?1 dontknowhim

‘Wel then, you two should get together some time. August Ferdinand would enjoy that, I'm sure. But he would
have been a young man, only twenty-three or -four, when you died. He was a mathematician, an astronomer, and a
very brilliant man. Unlike you, he continued to develop his sidereal math in death and so discovered his Mobius
Continuum, without which | wouldn't have been able to visit you. For just as it applied to Mobius - an incorporeal,
"metaphysical” being - so it applied to me, or | was able to apply it to mysdf. He and |, we imposed the metaphysical
upon the physical. But more to the point, what is the Mobius Continuum - if not another exarged your fluidum?

My fluidum... is several, even many things? Is that what you're saying?

It could be,' the Necroscope gave a shrug. 'l don't know.' (And in dl truth he didn't). '‘But just because it hasn't been
discovered or isolated yet doesn't mean it doesn't exist Why, it's a theory of mine that if men can imagine something,
then sooner or later they'll discover, or make it, or proveit!'

/ have heard something like that before, (Mesmer was far more animeted now). 7 think, therefore | aml' It ssars to e that
what you proposeissimply anew- and if | may say 0, an egooattric - dant onan dd thame 7imegireit could be o, whereforel shall meke it
o

‘Sorghing likethet, yes'

Amendayered fluidum Mesvermusdl Butanamat late, ey, eenagadady: Adl think thet youaretnying toindige neé

'Well of course | am; | need your help! But that's not to say I've beantaking rubbish!

Al of thisto make meattermpt what can't be done? What | cannat do?

The Necroscope shook his head. That runs contrary to our discusson, hesdd 'Nat to martion the evidence'

What evidence?

'My evidence. I'm an entirdly physical human being, yet | hebitudly impose mysdf on the metgohysicd Mfthius Cortinuum.
Why shouldn't wesny reverse the process?

But you are unique Harry, (Mesme Sghed), while | am one o a very Mundane Mgjarity. Youre of the air above while lam df the earth
bdow. Indeed, | have even passad into the earth! Mundane, aye Why, | canit even sseyoul Nat the physical you.
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The Grest Mgarity, Hary tdd him then, 'men like yoursdf, gr, but nat nearly as leamed as you - nat dl of them - have
hdped mein S0 many ways S0 many times thet without them | would be literdly nathing, gone from the world forever; nat
even dead, nat necessaily, but vay likdy «xdead! Asfor Sght | believe you will see me as no ather man saw me before
Yaull even be ableto see into me if | open my mindto you!'

Bplain.

But Hary hed no more time for arguments or explandions; philosophicd or athewise He might have taked about the
vampire Thibor Ferenczy, deed for hundreds of years, who in his oamn way hed ‘hypnatized and entered the mind of his
necromanoer proc™ge Baris Dragosani, in order to direct histhoughts and adtions from a thousand miles away. He could have



mertioned Thibar's vampire father' Faethor, who from the grave hed lured up liches from thar graves to paform an act of
vengeance. And as he hed painted out, he himsdlf wias living proof of the meny ways in which the deed may have influence
ove theliving. But if apicureisworth athousand words there were picturesin the Necrosoopes mind thet were warth millias
Ad

‘Let meshow you something,” he said. 'Maybe thet wiill be explangtion enough.’

He concentrated, and with Mesmer mantaining contact let Mabius mathematics commence their metgphysicd mutation,
their evdution, across the screen of hismind. The numbears, symbds and formulae thet govemn the universe' he explained, and
even hisvaice was hushed. 'Now gay with me... come with me' And he fdt Mesmer's presence doding with his

Care with you? Mesma’s deed voice wes the mares whigoer; his atation was riveted - mesmerized? - by the
ever-changing digdlay.

Before he could withdraw, even if he would, Harry formed a door and drew Mesmer across the threshald. The Maaius
Continuum, the Necrosoope switched his converstion to pure thought, for even thoughts have weight in Mabius specetime.
Fromherel can go... amywherd And take youwith me. (Mesmer could senseit wastrue, thet this place wias a gregt Universal
Croszoads). But | worit take you far beauseyar daceishere ar if it "hare! tenat aperdld part in e

Adths-thspae-isdl see?Masresaenestaamissble Hary fdt it, no less then the good doctor himsdf.

Yes Fearsnaa] treingdeard atsicebah Ageienay ibaaynhere artaringeanything thet hestemn isrony ar will ke

Hesdar Wl e Tietoo?

Let me show you, sad Hary. He found a pegt-time door and drew Mesmer to the threshald. A million, million miles avay, or
it
ssemed -but digant in ime, nat gpace - the taint blue haze of humen aregtion, mankinds beginning, ws like some vest
long-exploded gdlaxy. Sreaming out from this astonishing Sarburdt, seaming to intendfy and muliy as they rushed towards the
timedoar, amyriad neontdlue filaments traced the lives of pegple who hed been and many who dill were. Indeed, one of
the threads crossed the thredhdd and connected with Harry himsdif, gpeating to thrus him, the doar, and Frarnz Anton
Meae, too, beforeitdf into the future

The effect was dizzying. The time-door was the singularity men cdl NOW; to maintain the status quo, it must flee
from the past into the future... as everything in creation does. Except with the past displayed beyond the immundane
frame of the door, and Harry's blue-thread - the line of his life, his lifdine - seeming to thrust him ahead of it, he and
Mesmer were actually witnessing time's unwinding! And dl accompanied by an orchestrated one-note ahhhhhhhhhh!

like a massed sighing of angels.

Mesma wes dunned. But befare he could commett, or find wordstto try, the Neecroscope drew back from the door and found its
twin -but this time a doorway to the future. And no need to explain what this was, as he and the good doctor gazed
away and out into every tomorrow. Those myriad neon threads sighing away into the ever-expanding future... And
new lives blazing into being, scintillant sapphire threads separating from their parent lifdines to hurtle on aone,
signifying birth and life ... And others fading to amethyst and gradualy expiring along with their weary sources,
signifying old age and death ... And the Necroscope's lifdine continually unwinding from him, luring him into the
future, while the angelic chorus went on and o Ahhhhhhhhhh!

Thoelinesof Hlue light, Mesmer sAd dter awhile but vary quidly. | know whet they are, and why | don't have one

But you did have one, Harry tdd him, upon atime. And he conjured adoor & Mesmer's co-ordingtes

Anddid | sighand soar, and burn ashright asthey do?

‘Brighter then mogt,’ the Necroscope answered, as he and Mesmer emergad from the Mchius Continuum together a the
Oeed man'stomb.

Do you think o, Harry? Redlly? Mesme sank down into his place, which hewould never leave again.

'Yes | redly do. Thatswhy | hed to show you thet which you yoursdf might wel have imegined and sought after, without
even knoningwhet it wes'

Myftuidum?

| honedtly dontt know, but it could be: Even now sdiertigsdl over theworld are seeking for a Grand Unification!
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Buifitisso, then it's o muck greater than | might ever haveimegined! Anincredible aether - a Gregt Huidum - connecting
the Earth, the moon, plangtsand dars the aun and auns; the universe itdlf, padt, presant and future, and every cregtureinit.
Al inthenind... of aman?

But Harry hastily shook his head. Being nominated as the All-Important Factor in something as big as this seemed
like a great blasphemy. 'No, | smply tap into it. If s there without me. But | wouldnt be herewithout it Nothing would!

Mesma's mordewas boosted, uplifted; the Necrosoope fet it inhimt asudden soaring of hissairits It isnt the way | imegined it, but it does
edid hesad

"Wdl meybe' Hary was cautious 1 memn, | wontt lieto you, sr. | useit and it warksfor me but | dontt pretend to undergtand wiet it is'



Much like myself, Mesmer nodded. / used my - my hypnotism, yes -without underdanding it.

But it worked And it canwark again, if judt thisonce: It thet whet matters?”

Youresoveryfar ahead of me Yet youvecometomefor hdp...

Touweefirdinyour fidd"

But | can perceive no outward sign of imbalance. And from what little | have seen inside... Necroscope, your mind
seems very well-ordered torg

Butitigt. Someoreisfading with it - foding with me- and it colld well beametter of lifeand desth!

Doyou sayisfodingwithit, or hesfodedwithit?

'I'm sorry?

Who do you know - who are you in contact with - who might wish youharmar sesk to contrd you?

‘Are you tking the cass? Hary heard muted vaioes Red, living voices Therewere ather peopleinthe cametery now and he would have to
be caeful. The sooner he could gt finished here the better.

Taking the case? Mesmer answered, asiif suprised a such a suggestion. Why, so it would appear!

Hary thought about it Who was he in reglar contact with who might seek to harm or control him? His enemies? RL
Stevenson Jamieson said he had enemies, anyway. BJ. Mirlu? No, for she... was innocent He backed off from the very
thought But

AH! GREAT GOD IN HEAVEN! Mesme aied then, so suddenly it shook Hay to his roots And mare quidly, in a sort of dishdieving
whisper Show me... show me that again.

"Show youwhat? Hary wasmystified

That girl, that worman. She flickered over your mind's eye and was gone. Bt the picture was vivid. And she was the
imege - the living
imege-dsamenel kevacewhol anreafa g

'BJ? In the Necroscope's mind, immediate conflict. His denia was instinctive: 'But how could you possibly know
BJ? And amoment later he redized that Mesmer had said nothing of the sort He had only said that BJ. was 'the image
of someone he had known." And Harry began to sweat, because from deep inside - from a hidden place - something
warned him that indeed Mesmer might have knoan her. Andif the good doctor looked any degper, he would know he had known
her!

But BJ. was innocent.

Of what? (Harry argued with himself.)

Of anything, everything!

Innocent? An innocent with a killer's inginat? In London, | saw her kill one man and try to kill another!

They waeny enamies | onehe ny lifefar thet. She hesbecomemy lifel And | have become ... her wee man!

Thefull moon! Awdf-heed inSlhouettel

The Necroscope's mind was wide open, unguarded, and Mesmer witness to dl that passed through it And despite
Harry's confusion - his sudden terror? - he held it open. Because this was what hed wanted Mesmer to see... wasn't it?
Or was there stuff in there that he couldn't let anyone see? Stuff that belonged to someone else?

Harry's mind began spinning in ever-decreasing circles, a mentd vertigo he couldn't pull out of. But through the
kaleidoscopic chaos of colliding ideas and conflicting knowledge, one thing stayed uppermost the fact of B J's
innocence.

Oh redly? But the look on her face as $e squesd the trigger of that crossbow. And the Thing in the animel shdlter. Warrphyri!
Wanphyri!

| wasn't able to see her face in that dark garage! And in the animd shelter, the light was so very poor.

But what about the other time? When the red-robed priests -Drakuls? - attacked usin the valley o the Soey?

It was a dream, anightmare like al the others I've been having.

Wanphyri!

Just fucking nightmares, dl of them!

(Hislevelswereinterfacing, faster and faster.)

Radul.. .the Ferenczys!... the Drakuls! —

-And B.J.?

‘But BJ. is innocent!" he cried out loud - and collapsed there and then, crumpling sideways from his seat on the dab
to the dirty gravel at the weedy foot of the grave.

But Mesma waswith Him, in contact with the Necrasoopels mind witness to his torment And knowing that he was responsible
for -that he had somehow brought about - Harry's seizure, the good doctor was 'galvanized' to instinctive action. He
took charge; his
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hypnotic presence swelled enormous in the chaos of Harry's adliding redities his power floved back into hm asiif it
hed never been absent Andt

9 FFP! Mesmer commeanded, demanded. BE STILL, HARRY! S EEP WELL, S EEP DEEP, NECROSCOPE HEAR MY
VOICE AND ONLY MINE. AND OBEY FT. FOR MY VOICE ISA REFUGE. MY VOICE ISPEACE AND TRUTH. OBEY
ME, HARRY, AND S_EEP AND WHEN YOU AWAKEN, BE WELL...

At which a vast and soothing darkness seemed to wash over the Necroscope's troubled mind. He sighed as his



limbs stopped twitching, his heart dowed from pounding, and his wildly staring eyes blinked and graw cdm, and firlly dossd
ashishead ldled bedk on the cold gravel chips.

Then there came the sound of running footsteps, and anxious voices raised in startled inquiry. But for a while these
were the last red, physical sounds that Harry heard, and dl that remained was Mesmer's voice telling him to:

BE STILL, BE QUIET AND REST, NECROSCOPE. LET ME VWORK NOW, AND TRY TO FIND YOUR VWOUND AND
HEAL FT.

Harry dd as he wastdd, opened hismind, fdt Mesmer's poweafu mentd probe dining in the wels of his memary. But thet
weasdll.

He certainly didn't fed the hands that gentled him onto a stretcher...

Voices gproaching and reoeding, coming and gaing, like a difficut redio gation thet won't hdd gill. And plesding? Harry
recognized hisbdoved Mds vaice - pleeding on his behdf? And Dodtor Frarnz An ton Mesmer's, trying to reassure her, But it
wasdl 0 vay fuzzy, ddant and ddirious asif he werein somekind of traumetized dep. Or asif ...

.. Asif hewereunder an hypnatic influence

But thiswas only pat of itt HisMasounded doseto hyderia And now you have to concede that | was right, Keenan. If
we had told Harry - if my son had learned the entire truth, as we know it, al at one time -what then? And even now, if
Mesmer wasn't there to see him through this what would become of hint? And all because of the merest hint, the merest
suggestion, that this B.J. might be other than she appeard (The Necroscope could pidure his Mawringing her hands)

Then Sr Keenen Gomley: Mary, Mary! But Mesmer istherd Itswhyweddnt interfere: becausewe knew that if amything
wereto gowrang, Harry woud bein the best posshle hands

Andfirdly Mesmer himsgf: Leave it to me, the good doctor tdd them, and everyone dse who wess ligening in, but with such
andr of authority thet it was plan hisfaith in himedf was redored. Leave it to me, please. For dnceit ssars | initiated this
attack, surdy | should
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betrearetoaaratit?Ah butifatyyauhedaoreionedirg..

Biveauiditkovrenaldaretoyod (KexanGarey agpn) sy adised, s.opesad] hinted), in aur wey, thet Hary $ould seea qoaddid.
Wrea for anoretgesalrewaldsekadt tehypndidt Wintedd-wiewekentenesanig to Masdug - weted o litle e Adtreled
thrvenariedwestrethedaiddagehisnird

W4, heddht dergehismird Mesrersad ardheddaameAsfar myaf, | datif itwesaadnddaee Far esmirsck hisnird - adwhet | sawv
wesaredry Itsssonetd thepet adiuurearedl aetoHary adtia hsvistwespreadaned Opreisaed?

Itsposie HarysMeatin Hssstohaeinhaited a lesd aresdumd A Kylestdat

Bady! sad rKesen RFatgsthetswhyl dritsamiowaryoe himtrewayyauda beause! raered faithinhistdants IntetdatsdeBath
ingaad, | men Inwhchimaurdy judified Treyrardy lenecbaninnylifding ardHary hes it et mecban. snee

Hiswords, while gooken from the heart, might have bean alitle more diplomdtic. The Necrosoopes Ma, wiho seemed 0
much camer now, was raher more 0. Despite your Sneerity, Keanan, she sdd, ill | wonit sop worrying. For Jugt as
E-Branchwesyour baly, Harry ismine Thet iswhy | worry over himl

For a momant there was an avkward dlence until Mesmer said, WA, and now that you've tdd me somgthing of his
problems meybe | canwork something ot Hetrusts me his degping mind is open to me; | have his permission, and acoess
Bu there are things - or more properly times, mamories - that are hidden, forbidden, where there is no access Nat to e,
anyway. Harry's 'injuries’ the blockages in his mind, must have occurred at these times and are hiding in these forbidden
menories

And you mugnt interfere with them, (Harry's Maagan.) Faor that'swhet caused his collapse

But... itswhy he cametome (Mesmer's bewildered protest). Also, | may have the answer to his problem That woman |
sawin hismind. | don't know how, but unless I'm very much mistaken I've seen her before. Except | know it can't be,
for that was dose to one hundred and seventy years ago!

Oh, it can be. Hary'sMatad him. Bdieveme, it canbe.

And Sr Keenan corroborated it. Don't ask us for explanations, Dadr, it 1 e ssHary doned yauinredide things o aaddwetdll
yusme ScththingsashaeenteNsrassslife addmot hsdesth Adyarerigh, trheyarewretwerelpacaird, ardtret gl ispart o it. VARt
isityoukoveothe?

WhenlwesinPaisMesreaswaedagsmaraniareddny
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death. Mysdlf, | was never superstitious, but this time ... there teas something about this woman. She said | would die



in 1814, and it preyed onmy nind. Then, inthesumme of 1813, badk in Sitzerland, | wes visted by a girl who told el had once spoken
with her mother -a s o the Sany Miirlu! The girl's nang, if menory serves wes Barbara Jane Mirlu; e prfarred to be called by her
intials An odd prferencefar the period.

Nat necessarily, Sr Kesnen tdd him A person may change her namerto hide her true identity, but retain the initials as a fad or raminder, or
asa condart. It would be easy for auch apersonto dip up inthe usedf afalse nang, but nat if he snply used theinitials

Aaimind, perhaps? Asye, Mesmar hed nat entirdy acoepted or digested whet they'd tdd iim But in the nedt momat Ah, nol | ss2 You
mean, omeonewho heslived too long!

Badly, s Hary'sMa griny. Andwall over a hundred yearstoo long! ThisBJ. Mirluisalive today, Dodor, and she hes hypnatized ny
an Seshisprablem Hes.. inlovewith har! These blodkagesin hisimind, she put themthere to obsoure her true purpose

Thenaurdy they mugt beremoved. (Mesmer'sdrug)

But heislike two people, two persondlitied Mary Keogh aied Bresk doan the barriers thet this women hes congtructed, and hel fight
himedf to the desth. My sonis reglity hes been <o undermined thet... thet you wouldn't beieve the things he hes been through.

Thingswhich hehassunived, Sir Keanen pointed out

But for how muchlonger? Harry'sMarounded onhim.

You do rreno aredit, Mesmer munmured, direding hiswords a Mary Keogh. Areyou forgetting thet your son-aliving men - hes spoken to
e o that he has shonn me cartain things? | might have doubted or dishdlieved before | met the Necrosoope, but no longer. Moreover, | no
longer doutt myHf, far which | have himito thank. Andl| tdll you thet despite all your fears il | may be able to do somathing for im

Ir Keznen gooke Up agan. // ssarsweve digressed. Youware tdling us about your medting with BJ. Mirly, in 1813?

Ah yed Meamg ansvared. Serarinded nethat all those yearsearlier, in Paris| had suooeeded in putting her mother into a trance: Now
dewanted metotry to do thesareto her. Exaept BJ. would allow no apparatus, no spedial stting, only the power of the eyes the mind. |
sngd that infadt sheintended to hypnatize me~she used thetam'beguile’ - but | went ahead anyway. It was like a challenge,
but a challengel log, for she conpletdy defeated e Whichisto say, she put meto degp quite effortiesdy. Her kil wasin every way superior
to mine But e did meno harm and before leaving shetdd nreit had
-l L J o

CLLATIL_ 3

Adthearss? SrKesen presssd him Thetyauwadd dein 1814?

WA | dd, of course ButesBJ eqdaingd, it wesrit a Gy arse Her nther hed sy lod<ed into the future and ssniny desth. Telling nehed bem
Fatefl, honee:: her way of paying nebeck

For what? (ThisfromMary Keogh).

Fa falling to beet eat her onnganre- hypndism asyaucdl it row

(9r Keenan's incorporeal nod of understanding). She was a vanpire thrall, teding out har powers You ae to be
congratulated, Doctor. Bven an 'expart’ in metaphysical diills would exqpect to be beaten by someone touched by vanpirian And BJ. 's
forebears.. wal, theyve bean more than merdy touched,' and for avery long tie!

But that westhe mother, Mesmer ansivered. While the daughter, this B.J, wes different again. Indesd a beguiler!

And thisistheworman who hasmy son o conpletdy in her spdll, (Hary'sMa spoke up). And you are proposing to go into his mind to try
and correct ar eqounge her influence? How will you go about it?

| Sl disoover what | can of the Necrasoope's problem (Again Mesma's shrug). After that, Sncel ey nat reveal to himthe actual cause o
his- what, lesons? -perhaps lean suggest when they oocurred? Surdy if he knows when the damege wes done, hdll beable to work it out for
himsdf whoisrepongble?

Good! sidHary'sMa

AndKemnanGomiey putin: / uggested something of thesort mysdif.

While on sscond thought, Hary'sMasad Buta lat better if you could bresk this cresturés spdl on Harry without his knowing there is
arel If you could do that, then hewould be hisoan men again.

But you said heloved her, Mesma painted aut. And asyou yoursdlf are prodf, thet isthe srongest spdl dfdll...

Mary Keogh hed no answer to thet But Sr Keanen sad, Do what you can WA be grateful for anything of benit.

But please be careful! With which the voice of Harry's Ma and dl of their Voices' their dead thoughts - faded
dowly away, drifting as the Necroscope drifted in his deep...

Harry didn't remember anything of his dream, only that he had dreamead of dead voices lodked in some obscure aigumatt. But in
awy case his deep must have been beneficia; he felt reaxed, rested and quite well. Post-hypnotic suggestion -
Mesmer's implants, of course - but the Necroscope didn't know that Instead he would consider his misson to Mesme a
falure and wouldht know whet the deed doctor had achieved until much later.

Timeininnbe «/> Hnrrvl (Mpsmpr'slast wordsto himV
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begen to dir. Hefdt ar fram an gpen window, and anlight on his faoe he smdlled aig, deen shedts covering his dhift-dad body, and idy
wondered how much o hislifewesadream

And then he wondered at a certain antiseptic smell...

Criglinen?A dhift? And voicesspesking... inGaman?

Shitzaland ArdMesme!

Harry's eyes snapped open; he clutched at his bedclothes and swung his legs to one side; he sat up. And his
weakness at once bdied ay fedingsdf wel-being. (Mind hes only so much say over mtter, dter dl) He tried to stand up, sayed, wes a
once gragped and gertly lovered bedk to his hospitdl bed.

How long? he asked then, lodking & the doctor end two nursss who stood by his bed. Their concerned expressions
immediatdly tumed to amiles And:



Three days' the Sniss dodtor tdd him inexadlent English. ‘And four to go before you can be up. Expoare, we think. Desaite thet you ssam
in good condition, it hes left you quitewesk. But fram now on, | think you should recover vay nicdy. Exag—

Hary lookeda hminguiringly. 'Yes?

'Oh mae ae are o two questions. Yau canied no documants We don't know who you ag, o whare you are daying. We thirk peodle
might bewaried about you. Yauaeatourig, anl right? Y au can perhgps hdp uswith these enauiries?

No, he couldnt. But then, he didnt haveto. Tired, hemumided, letting imeeif sink into his pillows ‘Cantt wetak lata?

'Of course, of course!' The doctor ushered the nurses out of the room, and at the door turned and said, 'l will come
and tak to you later Mr... ?

'Smith Hary tddhim."John Smith!

‘Snithy sad the ather amiling "Yes agood dd English neme Rest now, et later, and perhaps thenwdl k!

Butamoment &fter heleft—

—The Necroscope was scrabbling his clothes together from a wardrabe beside the window. And when he wes sure he was
leaving nothing behind ... then he, too, left

ffl

The dead in their graves conversed - not with the Necroscope, but about him - with each other, across dl the miles
between, as they had learned to do through him.
How did it turn out? Harry's Mawas fearful till.

Aswdl, and perhaps beter, than| expected, Fraw Anton Mesme tdd her. Far ane thing, possibly the main thing, you were worried about

the grip thet thiswomen had on hint?
Yes?Her axiey wasovious
WA, no more ssid Mesma. And then, mare cautioudy, At leedt, | think nat.

And Sr Keenen Gamigy, unable to contrd hisexatamant, jained in: Yournrenyaetrdenbher qel?

Qed tham Mesve asvaad | dont thirk Im quelified - tet is | haudnt haeay legtimete, professonal aoncem - ool the aher. Thet it for
phyddansa frieds nor eenfor antthe, but for Hary hinegf, Ard after all, asugetswill is il thenoet inortant fadtor. Hamy werted simeore to kdp
Hmfind hinredlf again But asfor hisloe far BJ Mirlu - whether e doud loeher a nat - ardy thet's for imto dedds? Shodd | have wedlarad the
pos-hypnatic commrardswhich hehes acogated by gving imathers thet heccant possidly acoga? | thirk not. Ardhecossloeher.

Swhet red good heveyaudone? (May Keach aggin, ill waried to deeth?)

| dscovered two blockages o lesons in the Neorasoopes suboonsdous psyche Mesma ansvered. Two aress whare through the
interference of autside agendes- through hypnatismar beguilement - hiswill hasbean subverted. But unlike g whichever parsons did this
tohimwereutterly unscrupulous and powerful beyond reason! Marvellous hypnatists bath of them And yes | recognized the
work of onea once

B.J.! said Mary Keogh, hitterly.
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Cfoourse Thesare girl who defested el those years ago. Ah, but thistime the shoeis on the ather foat! Your son has been taken in and
out o trance 0 frequently that the connection has been weakened to breaking point. And yes youwere quiteright: he might well have been
driven out of his mind by the truth, causing an abrupt interfadng of his several states. Indeed, 1 was witness to just such an
interface! Fortunatdy | waeson hand, in mental contact with im and wes ade to take some d the drain. But it is predsdy because the
balanceisso ddicate that | wes able to do somathing nore than thet.

And Sr Kemnenwanted to know. What, exadtly?

Thareare.. triggers Mesma eqdanad Key wordsthet trip when Harry hearsthem spoken by BJ. Or at leadt they did, but nat any longer.
Now when BJ. tdlshimthings that are nat o, hewill know it. And when she ordars thet which he wouldn't normelly do, he wonit obey, or if
he doesit will bed hisown volition.

He'll be his own man? Mary Keogh's dead voice was lighter by severd degress

Yes and wo... Mesmer sounded unoartain. And before they could quegtion hint / said that more than one person hed interfered with
Harrysnind—

— knewthat! I'veknownit all along! Hamy'sMaaied.

But Mesmer continued: And whoever the ather parson wes.. (The beffled sheke of an incorporedl. heed). His commends are 0 degp-roated
thet | Snply cantt reach them They arelocked in, theyve never bean rdaxed, they/ve fused in position to become dnost apart of Harry.

Do you know what they are? Sr Keanen sounded suspidious; the athers sensed afroan, despite that hisfaneweslong goneinto ashes Do



you have any idea whet it isthat's 0 rericting hin?

| don't know. | couldn't get in, Mesmer admitted defeat. When | probad... why, the sl lodked itsdf tighter ill!

Anyway, Hary'sMasad efter amomat, you did what you could, for which 'mthankful.

And oneather thing, Mesmear continued. / also planted an idea in hisirind, one thet we talked about previoudy: thet he look badk into his
pest and try to remabe where things arted to go wrong, That way it's possible he might yet discover for hiedf the identity of whoever is
repongible It should a least provide imwith adue o meybe esena sugpedt.

But asfor now? (SrKeanenagan)

(Mesmer'sshrug). Asfor now - wecan only wait and se

And as their conversation terminated and their metaphysical thoughts were drawn back to their own places, Mary

Keogh wondered why Sr Keenan Gormley, ex-Head of E-Branch, was suddenly so quid, S0 thoughtful, but no longer willing to

sharewhet he was thinking...
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Three days? It felt more like three weeks to Harry! His legs were like rubber, asif hed fought an enormous bettle, been knodked
doan, andwas just getting back up on them again. He remembered his visit to Franz Anton Mesmer, their conversation
in the graveyard in Meersburg, up to a certain point... and then nothing. Or perhaps snatches of a dream in the
hospital, but that was dl.

Maybe his visit had been a falure, maybe not. His head fet messed-up as ever - certainly his memory - but his
concentration seemed a little sharper, like someone had taken a wire brush and scrubbed some of the rust off his
brain. Mesmer? W, possibly.

In Scotland it was mid-morning. But three days! Ye gods! And Harry was hungry to the point of ravenous. He
dumped the hospital shift, also the bundle of stained, crumpled clothing held brought back with him, showered and
got dressed in fresh things. Then, gill shy of using his talents too openly - and despite his shakes, probably from
hunger - he rode his bicycle into Bonnyrig and bought food... then visited a hardware store to purchase a galon of
heavy-duty wood-stain and a new broom. He knew what the last items were for, but wasn't about to dwel on it

Back home again, still shaking, he made a huge breakfast of bacon, eggs, sausages, and fried bread, washed down
with amug of sweet coffee. He had some ideas that surfaced while he was eating; they seemed to stick to his mind
the way the varnish-like wood stain stuck to the floor in his study.

That was what he was doing when the ideas finaly crystalized: moving thefew itemsd fumiture, dearing thefloar, pouring the
ganstraight from the can, and brushing it into position with the broom. It worked like a charm, stank to high heaven -
and he wouldn't be striking any matches in here for awhile! Nor living in here.

Finished, he closed the door on the sméll, clambered over piles of furniture and books in the corridor, went back to
the kitchen for more coffee. And sipping it in his front room, he concentrated on his ideas; or rather on the idea,
which wasn't his after dl but had two sources that he actualy remembered.

Sr Kezen Gamley, and Frarz Anton Mesma. The famer hed definitely suggested that Harry should backtrack, and try to
remarba whae things hed darted to go wrong far im And asfar the latter... but things were only very vague in connection
with Mesre. Had he d0 suggested something smila”? The Necrasoope seemed to remember something of the sort...

Now, in his own home (and however shadowy certain of its mamaies hed become), Hanry felt rdativey a eese Wl fed and
sefar thetimebang framwhatever ‘enamies he shared with B J - freedf her presence and influence- he dedided on onefird atempt
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at going back into his past to seeif he could find a clue to his concition.
But firgt there was something that was even more importart Hismission to Mesmer had failed - well, probably - but there was
gl thet ather vigtation expaienced & E-Braxch HQ And Snceit wasnow pat of his pegt, he begen by recdling thet ohrso-enigmetic face to

mamay.

Thet kindly, leemed face - amans faoe and long - with grey eyes whose inner orbits curved into the bridge of an even nose,
over drooping moustaches thet touched the comars o hissal but by no means mean mouth. The forehead, large and open; the
ruddy chesks the dightly protruding ears with Sdeburms flowing into afull golden-brown beard. And those eyes - a one and the
same time severe and smiling - with discipline, humanity, and a consuming mystidsm bazing outwardsframthem

Harry remembered his voice, too, full of learning, and in that momart it sruck imthet it hed been a'deed vaicefram beyond the
gave and who better then the Necrasoope to recognize that fadt and know the difference? Then there had been an abrupt
dismissal: ‘Away with you now, far asyet itisnat your time'

W, perhaps now it was his time. The Necroscope's mentd barriers were once again in place; risking what he ill
saw as a fraught procedure, helowered tham, inviting contact. Andt

S, firally you would ssek the source o your troublesin your past? (It wes the seifsame vaiog, but ssamed full of awry humour nows) Whet
do you hopeto find there, Necrosoope? Whet's doneis done, after dll. Ah, but if you would know the future - come peak to nein Silon. But

do not weit too long, for | have ather timesto sry upon.
'Salon? Harry repeated the as yet unknown other out loud. Til come, of course,' - wel, as soon as he knew where



Salon was! - 'But who should | ask for?
Michd de Nodredanme camethe mindboggdiing ansver immediatdly. Find eiin the church, no later than tonight...

It meant anather frantic kike trip into town, thistimeto the sTall but well-gtodked library. The bicydewas necessary, far unlesshe could use the
Mttbius Continuum with an absolute guarantee that he woudnt be ssn, Hary was deemminad to avaid it And <o info the
dternoon hereed dl he could on Nostradamus
Then an early dinner at a Bonnyrig cafe, following which and conscious o the hour - eeger to be home agin - he found a
deserted dley and risked riding through ahuniedy, fearfully conjured door diredly into his bedk garden. And firdlly a saries of equelly sweety
jumpsto SdondeProvence, in the south of France
The Church of St Laurent was alandmark and easy to find; its
doors stood open; though he heard muffled voices fram somewhare within, no one challenged Hary as he approached
Nostradamus's graveinan doove wharehis portrait hung onthewdl. And gaing up at that portrait... Harry saw that indeed this
was the man who hed Visted ima EBraxchHQ
Tharewas no ane around. Only the echaing dd church, and fram somewhere a scurrying of mice. Harry lowered his barriers,
and under hisbregth ssict ‘S, Imhere’
And: So you are! Nostradamus answered a once. And you're wdaare Harry Keogh, Neorasogpe Ve weited log ard lang for this
ay
Y ouknevwewaetomes!
Oh yes Nogtradamus ansvered. For aml nat a what, a'Precog-after all? And isn't thet why you cameto seene?
That's exactly why,' Harry supposed he shouldn't be surprised, redly. But if you know- o if youve seen this much o things
s, thet | would cometo see you - perhgps youvee ssen much more? And | do nead to know my future But | need to seeit deatly defined, nat in
fragments or cloaked in mystery. | mean no disrespect, but your writingsarea best confusing.
Oh? Youve ressarched g then. And did you find some rdference to yoursdf, that you would now darify?
To mysdf? Now Hary redlly wes surprised. In your Canturies? Why, nol | hedn't thetimeto reed them dl!
Thet wareaswal. Perhaps you would e yet more confused. | myseif amoonfused, and amused, by certain interpretations
'But youve been deed quiteawhile How can you possibly know of these interpretations? The Necrasoope wes fasanated.
Agoad many of thamthet interpreted meare likenise dead. And asyou  dl menareanare, we have intercorse d sorts
O course And now Hary felt stupid. Nogtradamus sensed it and dhudded, but nat melidoudy. Whet, you? Supid? Lazy, perhaps But
ne& dupid!
Lay?
You have accessto all the greet libraries o the dead - dll knomedge! - and yet you surble
Thebooksdf the fuiLre arent wiitten yet”" Hany retdiated. ‘And those thet are are sketdhy, couched in oyphers'
Astowhy | wratein brif, it was becausel saw in brid. Alightning flash upon the mind, a picture come and gone. Revelations
- or didillations? - df fure things Harry, do you ramarha your dreans? Nat all of them | ansure and of those you do rararbea, natin
e|y ddail. S weare- D are-myvisonsd tomorrow. | muet record them quicdy, lest they arelost. Why, | even thought that wey! In quatrains
obscure Bven now,, because | have trained mysaf toit, mywords and
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een my reasoning ssamabsaure Inmy day therewere ather reesons | had ny detractors as well asmy chanpions Bath were ponerful. If a
tongue spoke wrong, in the fantasies of certain sects, it could be cut out- the Inquisition! Ah, 0 easy to talk of the pedt, for it is
doneand gone. But the future? Ever a devious discourse. Mercifully | am drengthened in the knowledge thet | may no longer
affe herm Yet in my day | suffered witches. Henry's Queen, Catherine de Medici, was one such. Fleeing pain, |
embraced scandal. The Catherine is a whedl, did you know? As is time. Even as the stars and plangs whed in thar
cdedial orhits 9 doestime And what will be...

... Hasbeen!' Harry cut in. Timeisreative."

Indesd! A goodword: rdaive Doyoulikeword games?

This was such a departure from Nostradamus's previous theme thet Hary was momartaily logt for an answer. But in any case
and beforehe could amanver:

I know you do. For you have heard them and perhaps even played tham inthe mouths of eqpartd And will again. Ah, take hesd! Arynay, |
have sareword gamesfor you Areyou game? Or, amli? What'sinagane o inananmefor that metter?

Hary thought abaut it, for hed bean tdd seveard things and asked several things - dl in a few dozen words! And asin dl of
Nogredamusswitings and his conversation o far, his mesning was ooscure, hidden.

Word games, 'in the mouths of experts.’ Spoken with dire infledion But the emphedis was on i, and Hanry bdieved he knew
why. Nostradamuss expats could only bethe Wamphyr. Toplay word games with them - as the Necroscope had done - was an
invitation to disaster! Thus the gregt prophet was sy indicating that Harry had risked his dl, and would do again. With the
Wamphyri? But they ware deed and gone, aurdy? And yet desp indide he knew that they weren't Not yet Not dl of them. The idea
came and went, much like Nostradamus's visions, or like the dreams to which he had referred...

Harry blinked his eyes, continued to divine the great prophet's meaning

Hededred to play aword game ar games with the Necrasoope: Weas he game? And wias Nodradamus game? Wl of course he wes, else
he wouldn't have proposed it Or was he stating that he was a dffeat kind o gane? A gamethet wesin hisnamel



'In your life you were ... Michel de Nostredame? He made an opening 9eb & it
Andinyour ea ‘Nogradamus' Yourder tonein Latin, a dead language. Appropriate And thus we are one in nore weys than one Do
you know theseways? Fird, try ny true narre..

'‘Nostredame? It has ten letters - as does my whole name, Harry Keogh!
Adyour asmed ree Narasoopd Indesd) it strikesrel haveben griden - thet Nodracermusand Nerosopus deremuth dfafed, a aartain antiee
a dimmung ardationghip? Adowerdurnto thet ward aggine relative Arewerdated, ob you sppose? If 0, then | amanoesrd, petently. Far | andd
addedadgre whileyouareren But g asdated, isrdaive Whetanefirg, tredidena treey?
Frustrated, Harry said: 'If your riddle was in humbers, | might hope to metch you!'
Names and numbers, they are the same. Nostradamus replied engndicaly.
'‘Asin the Biblicd sense,' Harry answered, neither agreeing nor quesioning but equdly mysterious
Predsdy! The number o amenisthe men And do you know your nuber?
1A1
QJY
2BKR
3CGLS
ADMT
5EH
N
7
0

y4
8FP
Becaure d hisinteres in- and his meday o-- Sdared o lagd mathematics, Harry understood something of the theories of
numerdogy, and indindively refared to thefdlowing teble
6UV WX

Nosradamus saw itin hismind and seicdt The Helrew sy | knowit. | speakit! It westhe tongue o my Grandfather, who taught it tome The
letters of your name, Harry Keogh. Why seg they tatal deven, and twenty-two! Thefirdt is the nunber of the visonary, the martyr, and the
ssoond of the Mager Magidian! Sell wonder you area dead-pegker, and nove through seoret placed

A desthqpeekar? Thet reang abdl, but ore thet immediatdy tdlled into silence. As for the rest, the sum total of the numbers of
his nemes Hary knew and acoepted the coinddence, but he hed litlefaith in numerology as yet. 'And you're a seven,' he said. ‘A
seer, clairvoyant or prophet - or dl three. Either way, as Michel de Nogredame, o Nogradamus, you have the same number, for
baoth of your sumames toid farty!' (Anather coindidence?)

Would you eqect any less? S much for nunbers but what of names?

Toknow amenisrameisto know hisnumber, the Necrosoope ansivered, out how mey we divine aname fram anumba? Or do you memn
the meaning of nemes?'
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Wegd toitt Nodradamus was exated now. But inthe ned momat aay. dmod of pain: Ah, avison- and a quatrain - but quiddy, before it
isgond

Thar mindsweaelinked through Harry'stdent. The Necrosoope saw whet Nostredamus saw.,

Timeuwinding- no, devaving! A figure faling through pest timg through the neon-blue (eand scarle, and green?) bars ar lifethreeds of
men, vampires... and of what else? But vampires? Was this the pedt o the fuiure? Whichever, it wes unmigekebly Mfibiustime
And the tumbling figure: a dead man, burned and blackened, goreedesdled as onacaross ardling into the pest

The vigon wes ghagly enough in itsdf but there was something yet more horrible about it. The Necroscope had seen this
before, surdy?Hisskin begen to pridde But then:

A blinding flash, a disintegration, a bomb-burst of golden fragments, like darts, hurtling outwards in al directions
from the space wharethat smoking shell of abody hed bean. The way they movedt andling this way and thet, sentient as they sought edts
framtheir NOW into other places, other times...

It wes over, and Nodradamus groened: Did you sse? Do you have it? A quatrain, quicdy!

AndHary sad:

"A mendf ward imesand placesfdlsin revarsetowardssomenew baginning, somemuitiplefrution. Seaming likedegth, itisin
fadamutipiebirth. His pieces are enabled by golden transmutation...'

And it wes asif Nodredamus sighed, Exactiy! inthe Necrasoopes mind. My thoughts exadly. Do you have children?
‘B?Only ore’

Ah, no-a great many, | think.

"Who knows the future? Harry answered with a shrug, and thoughtlesdy.



Ida- did- dolFor indeath | continueasinlife

"Youll dpme the?

/amhdping you Had you sem it beforg my vison? Thet ane of many visons? Far a nomatt there you thought o, for | reed it in your
mind.

'Yes... no ... I'm not sure. Maybe it was adream.’

But you cannat ramenber, cannat besure And didn't | say it wes like that? The future guards its secrets wall. Which is one of the reasons
why | guarded ny sarets Nate if you will: Nogradamus is speaking plainly. It is difficult after al this ting but | amtrying. For your sake
Thardorefor ours

But dill award gameto e Greet prophet, | have to ask you this have you played with Tham too?

A shudder. No, but | havesen...

Inyour visons? Therésno recordinyour quiatrains'

Ah, but thereid But meinly snce dying. Snce knowing. Thereare those with whomthe Greet Mgjarity will have no commerce Their minds
haveillumined mine They inpinge But knowing alitle, | sswar remenbared alot Whet will be hes been

Riddeswered vay wdl, but the Necrosoopes frudration wes mounting. He didnt wart this opportunity to be wested. 'Sr, tdl me my
future. | know | shouldn't ask -1 understand the dangers - but youve ssen 0 vay much o the fuiure in the gars in your dreams
and inyour bowisof water onthar tripods..” He seated himsdf on the comer of Nodradamuss deb.

Inthe dars?| bdieveit iswritten, yes For the tarsarea million years ago, thereforeamillion yearsto come And what are our dreans but
edtendonsd the NOW? But my boMs of weter? Like a arydal ball, do you mean ? Ah, no. All in ny time had a devicg and 01 mt have
nine Batter to be sean to consort with 'sdence of asart than with denmons who have gained entry to the mind. For the rack has power even
ove darord

‘It was atrickery?

Thewater? My safety net! But the visonswereinginat. Now tdl me do you need a arygtd ball? And your visons can you remarbe in
odtail, or eqlain what you have ssan?

'No, they are outside my control. | inherited my visions, from a precog like yoursdf. But alessr tdat, of course | have no
contrd over them’

Nor | mine And | tooinheritedthem All inversg inreverse

"Your meanings are hidden!" (Harry's frustration was showing through now; he shuffled on Nodradamus's sarcophegus).

They mugt be Forgivere Itismyway - and your pratection! Whet of the golden darts? (Again a change of direction, a return
to a previousthame.

The darts? In your vision? They seemed sentient...

Ah! They knew...

'Knevwhet?

Wheat, indesd. Whet'sina name?

'IflweretheMader Magidanyou named me—'

—Nat |, but numbers And where numbars are conoerned, you areamegidan!

—if lwaeaMeagta Magaan, | might fathom theseriddes They twist and tum, like—

—Your Biomusloop?

Biomus?MObius of coursel ™Y ou know gbout thet?

Narage T atveas\all
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It, too, goes back to its beginnings. Sart at the end and work forwards. What of the golden darts?

"What'sin a name..? Harry frowned, fdt his heed begimning to gain with the ather’'s riddes "This hes to do... with your
name? It was awild guess but agating place & lesst

Bravol

Inyour quarains, you employ various tongues to further confuse your work. You were fond of word games, anegrams...’

Hae tssdoMassadraassHary.

'Reverses? Start at the end and work forwards? Michel de Nogredame Emedatson ed Lehdm?

TrytheLatin, asl amnamedinyour time.

'Pardon? Nostradamus; Sumadartson. But | don't see—'

—Becauseyou arenot looking. Try sum

‘Sn? An addition? The result of an addition?Or to be the gpitome of, or exemplify, as in "the sum of a man"? Or "in sum" - in
short? Or... | exig, | am, asin Descartes's philosophy. Cogito ergo sum? (He remembered that from Mesmer.)

 exd! sidtheather. / al Whichleavesuswith... ?

'Sum, adartson? | am... adartson? The Necroscope frowned again, but his frown dowly turned to a gape as his jaw
-or a least hismind - fdl open. Nostradamus in reverse. Sum, adart son. I am... a... dart... son!"

Oradatsanyed Agddndat Ad et dfgrestwisom

Whichgoeredmeintretiai yeer, | aredthepauericdedscd Alestheanes hddmog deer.... Godsimergyit
wesidk



It was... 1537, perhaps? said Harry. The bubonic. You were a doctor and cured many, but it took your wife and

children.’

Misry! | would take my oan lifel But then | viewed this wonder: a men like one fallen from a dake or aross o the
Inquidtion, al smoking fromthe fire, tuntdling through time | was given to know it! | knen And in Scaliger's house in Agen,
where | wet inarcomad mourning, abrilliant flash of gdd! Lightning on a doudless day, which struck mein my tenple, as the
dart fromtime srudk home | wasnat deed. | lived. And |- could se2! Harry, you deven, you martyr, | could see...

‘Morethan other men. Morethan me, for surel’

More than 'sum'fromthat time on. Sx years| wandered, wondered what to do with it. Writeit down, and offend the
powers that be? For many of the things | foresaw would not be allowed; they went againg those who would nat be
gainsaid. Was| to burn like the one who

erponaade?Yal knemiseoniesbpmuabekoanbedoan
Whadareinaydicveethatingsl sweenedepanase

Addie sxlagyersdwarddirgintewildaress | bepnwiingnyguetrarsfar aher mantofathom Indssth | aiirug antre pegss o ny nird
It hestEoealet..

'‘But it doesn't spell out my future,’ the Necroscope shook his head.

Oh? Doesn't it? (Was that a note of sadness in Nostradamus's vaiog?) And quiddy:

SmesndyaursHamatwill resdtredarsandintemresdhiscoure BitarsaretHisdars.

I have no son of that name. Is that an anagram, too? And the stars are unchanging. They're the same for everyone.'

Inthisworld they are the same, aye. Asfor "Hannat': was 'Higer' the King of the Germans? What's in a name? But it
came 0 brief! | amog got it right.

"You coud diveamen med’ sad Hary with feding. ‘And withmenot far to drive, for I'm halfway there! Hannat? | see no name
in that Hannah is closest and that's a woman's name!'

Yausghall nat namehim, nor evenknow histime Hedwelisbeyond therim inafar and
diendinme..

Yet athird sonisbetter, or worse! Takemy firg Sx and reformhisname. Himedlf, heisbeyond
reform perversd Hisfather's opposte, never thesamel

Your firg 9x?"Nodre'? Theards anameinthaet? Hary shook his head. 'I'm lost. Two unknown sons, Hannat and
Nostre, or daivaionsd those letters? Why cant you jugt tdl me my future?

But 'mdoing it. And your future's future! Except nothing issinple The futureis not to be known. It ressts Very well
then. Your future. Except you may not seeit. Can | trugt you?

NattossitAVeeinanad, 111 sewhayousee
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Hear my voice, my quatrains, and remember; but dose your rind to my visons. Elsg it cannot be.

‘More puzzesfor metowork out?

It is the only way. And what difference any-way? It never works out exactly as foreseen. But | am here for you.
Perhaps | was put here for you! To remind you of a course that will bring meinto being. What came fird—

—Thechicken or the egg? Very wl, | won't see. Guard your mind, and tdl me your guetrains - of mire”

Bis=yaubgniotirkasl thinkd O dd avnaystirklikeyaPWWhdee, our meeressiscading

| have afeding this cant lagt much longer,” Harry felt aterrible urgency. 'If youwould enlighten me, do it now.!’

Ard | fed you here, seated before mefor my knoMedge | see you, seeinto you, and beyond you! Ahhhh.!

South-east of whereyou St, a great mind segthesand shudders Transmuted but not muted, inhis
pit, heisthefather of blood brothers

They arefound sx hundred mlesin gpace. Intimethar namesaredidart, indisinct. Sssking some
Other in hisregting place, they have discovered you - they thinki

Sheishar Mager'skennd-meid. Hiscagsleisa hdlow placeand high; Hisbedisydlow, glowing
wherehelaid himedf toret whowould not die



Her nanmeisPretty, but her thoughtsaredark. Hersisto choosewhereno choicefitsher rdein His
aurvival. Sx hundred, sncethe mark of petilence entered hissoulless soul.

Thefacelooksout acrassa frozenwade Red thethoughtsand rabes of imwho dwelswithin the
labyrinth of thet dire place, within the fiuence of the golden bells

Theyareof oneblood, oneand all, compasad of blood, inheritors of life, whichwasnat tharsto
take Therr fall ispossble: thestake, thefire, the knifel

But thereare dakesand dakes, firesand fires, knivesand knives. Successacoeptsof no
migakes.. Would-beavenger of athousandlives

Themeansisintheaun, asit trangpires wheresuch astheseareloth and lath to stand. For firesthat warm
meremen arefunera pyresto them, to bedirected by hisrmind and hand.

With numbersand with solar heat and grave-cald, with mordant acids, and hisfriendsinlow sodiety, and
alchamical thunder; with dl of thess, behdld! Hemay trangmuteinpurity to peaceand piety!

Heknowd - yet may nat know, until set free by the kennd-meid; he sees, yet may not understand, until this
Pretty'seyessearch out the treachery, inthe Dog that would bite itskegper'shand...

Sxhundred north, and west unto the Zero, the men of magic are hisfriends, but chained. They may not hdp
theonewhoistheir hero, or tdl himthat which may nat beexlained...

And: All done, ssid Nodtredamus
‘But... can | remember dl of thet? It ssemed impossbleto Harry. ‘And evenif | do, can | fathom it?
Perhaps youll know it when you seeit. Please undergtand, | don't mysaf understand it. The future isa devious place.
Time | was gone,' said the Necroscope, hearing footsteps goproaching. 'l can't be discovered doing this'

/ could tdl you more, but may nat! Nosradamus, too, was awious frustrated. He knew how important was the
moment: his last oppartunity to say anything & dl. You might attenot to avoid the uadddde ad dl df thisweefar mahing Ao
treGet Mgaityhaeeqresyfatidim it | amfaticin o ssynae Fa yar friedsinlovdasskovtedagss It istar netokovadyauo
dme

Harry was desperate to hang anto hin; he knew thet if he let im go. Nostradamus would return to his dreams of
the future. But the echoing footsteps were ringing closer. 'Nostradamus,’ he whispered. *You hinted thet a leest
ored your guatrains pertainsto me!'
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Inthe Ssoond of the'C's find it under my name: For treeread trees, pridenay beread asshame

‘Under your name?

What's in a name? Oh, youllfind it...

'‘What, by trial and error?

Useyour numbars-andming

'‘Wait!" Harry cried. But Nostradamus and the Necroscope's chance for enlightenment were going, going, gone!

'Sir?'

Frustrated beyond measure, the Necroscope mumbled, ‘Names and fucking numbers!" - then redlized that someone
had spoken to him and jerked his head from his chest where it had lolled. He saw a tdl young men in black clerica
garb. The priest put a hand on his shouder, placatingly.

'BEnglih? Hesmiled uncartanly. 1 did nat meento disturb you, s, but there is a service tonight and it is getting late. You should
find a seat if you intend to stay.'

Harry didn't intend to stay.

The church had smelled musty, as churches do. But outside it was evening in Provence and the ar was sweet While
it was dill light, Harry found a street lamp and made some quick jottings in a pocket notebook. He tried desperately
hard to remember everything but knew that alot would be lost.

Of course, for the future is good at covering its tracks. The number sx hundred was recurrent. A distance, or a
measurement of time, or both? As for Hannat and Nostre: who were they? And one caled 'Pretty'; Bonnie Jean? Sum a

dart son. That was easy: a reversal of Nostradamus. But what did it mean? Eleven: a martyr. And twenty-two: aMager
Magidan. Smdenumadogy.



Even the remnants of the conversation were fading now!

Frantic, Harry searched his mind. Numbers, solar heat, and grave-cold. Mordant acids, dead friends, and achemica
thunder. Stakes, and fires, and knives. Only one possible meaning there! Or was dl of this smply a dream within a
dream, the echo of a nightmare from the past? Or were his problems - the worst sort of problems?

A dre placewith galden bdls? Did heknow suchaplaos? A mutat Thing in a pit, the father of blood brothers. Or brothers of
blood?

Hdl and darmation! Itwesdll dippingaway!

He ran back to the church. Songs of praise echoed within. 'Nostradamus!' he called. And twice more: 'Nostradamus!
Nostradamus!' But the great prophet wasn't listening. Perhaps he
was singing, too. Or perhaps his mind was aready winging far into future times...

Back in the old house near Edinburgh, Harry sweated like a man in a fever trying to remember what he'd been told.
Could it be he wasn't supposed to remember? So why had he been dlowed to retain any of it?Maybe it woud come beck to
Hmasit ooourred. But wouldnt thet be too late?

Toolatefor what?

'Shit!" he exploded, and sweated some more. For there was something desperately wrong here. No, just about
everything was desperately wrong herel Somebody - and maybe more than just one somebody - was still fucking with
his mind! But how? And why? Or was he smply insane?

Sx hundred. He knew about that, definitely... except he ill didn't know what he knew! The mentd rambling of a
crazy man, or lunatic. 'Lunatic' - someone made mad by the moon. And now he redly was starting to think like
Nostradamus - in riddles and word games.

Six hundred. Six fucking hundred!

A measurement in space or time or both.

Try space. "They are found six hundred miles in space..." It came and wat, but the Necrasoope dung to it like the proverbid
drowning mento hisdraw. Digance! Sx hundred milesfram SHon - 'south-east df whereyou st

The World Atlas was ill in the kitchen where held Ieft it; it seemed to leap from the table into his hands; he
scrambled feverishly for the huge double-pages showing Europe. A set of compasses, his kingdom for a set of
compasses! Fuck the compasses, he'd make a st of hisown

Hetook adrip of peper and marked off sx hundred mileson the scale of the map, and pinned the strip over France
with the pin through Sdon. Then he described adrde, and saw that the mark hédd mede crossed through Sy, the mountains
o LeMadonie

'Agreat mind sssthesand shudders thefather of blood brothers

What dd it mean? The Francezd brathers who hedd rabbed? But what if it was dl only adream? What if he was meking this
W himsf?

Sx hundred. What dse about Sx hundred?

Harry'slipswere dry. He was S0 tired. Those three days hed gpent in hogaitd hed anly seemed to refresh himy but the reason
hed bean there hed been more mentd then phydicd. And it was the same now: a mentd weariness. His eyes and mind were
hat, heavy hurting.
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He remembered someidiat character in Manty Python whose brain hed hurt Harry's brain hurt, too!
Sx hundred. Threetimesthat number hed come up. Triple Sxes? The Beest in Revdaions? No, no, they were digancesin
gpace and time But onething for sure dl of this was a beedt - and a badtard!

'Srhundred north, and west untothe Zero!'

Helaughed hystericdly and smung his strip of peper into the verticd: north. Then west until the mark hit... zero degreed At
the Grearwich meridian! London!

Themendf magicarehisfriends but chained. They may nat hdp theonewhoisther hero, or tdl himthat which may not
beeqlained!

Men of magic? In London? E-Branch! Hary's intuitive meths - and his knomedge of numerdogy - legped to the rescue
Dacy Clake

D4, A, R2, C3, ad Y-l. Dacy, an deven, amegidan! Dam right hewed And Clacke

G3 L-3 A1, R2 K-2, and E-5. A saven: amydlic, ocoultist, and dedicated detrer!

S, E-Branch - or Darcy - knew somathing but couldnt tdl him. It couldnt be explained. Or perhaps they darent even try to
explanit E-Branch? Thedirty tricks brigede?



Hary heard agrow - and it was himsdf. Hewas groming despin histhroat! Quit it! Hetdd himsdf. Quit it natel

Andonesx hundredtogo.

Sxhundred...'sncethemark of pedtilence, entered hissoullesssoul.!

But whose soulless soul? And gx hundred wha? Days wesks or years? Surdy nat years? Oh, really? A pedilence, 9x
hundred years ago ... the Bladk Destht!

Ard something dirred & the beck of Harry's mind, or in the secret mind he waanit given to know. It dirred, and reached to
meke connectionswith the rest of him. Hefdt it like asmdl flame buming in him, waiting to catch had and become a roaring
fire, aconflagration.

The sweat was dripping from him now, and his mind fdt as if it were in avisg, bang domy crushed. And yet he fdt he
knew.

'l... Chrig, | know these fucking thingd' Harry aried tono ane Therés apart of methat knows them!'

'Heknows yet may nat know until st free by thekennd-meid; sees; yet maly not understand, until this Pretty'seyessearch
out thetreachery inthedog thet bitesitskeeper'shand...

ThisPretty? ThisBonnie? ThisBonnie Jean? Oh, God' 'Stopit now." A voicewarnmed from degp ingde: The Necroscope's
voice, heknew. 'Siapit, or you'regoing to push yoursdf right over theedge' But Harry couldn't sop. Noway. He had toknow.
Had to know who Bonnie Jeen was Had to know whet shewias

'‘Seisher Mager'skennd-meid. Hiscadleisahdlow placeand high

Harry? HisMacdled out to him from the river, dark now under nontrefledtive douds Harry, come to me noM Come to
the riverbank and talk to methis minutel Her voice wasfilled with atangible tarrar, brimming with the nead to distract o divert
him But Harry waant about to be diverted. Shidding hismind, spedificaly egaing her, he shut her out. Other channdls weere il
open, however, andt

Harry? (It was Sr Keznan Gomley, inno less of a date then the NeaosqesMig) Wt te bl areyau nying to o sof? Dedroy
yoursdf?

‘No,' he answered, 'I'm trying tofind mysdf!' He dosed hismind to Sr Keenen.

'Her nanmeisPrety, but her thoughtsare dark. Hersisto choosewhereno choicefitsher ralein his survival ..

Necrasoope, men, you has some bed enanied (It wasRL Stevenson Jamieson,) But right now your word enanryis you! Carlt you sseweis
only tryinto hdp out here?

'OK,' Harry went for it. 'OK,, s0 hdp me out Do you know where they are RL? My enamies? Like the Madonie Mountains
o Saly? And what about Tibet? Or how about up therein the Highlands? Am | gatting warm, RL?

Al those places, Necrosoope! And they knowsyou, mern!

Which meens | darent 9op, because | have to know them And now, before they're dl over me!'

But therels higger dangersin you knowing, Harry! Big dangers Necrosoope! 'Cording to your Ma at leest.

‘And theré's mareinmy nat knowing. Y oure out of herg RL' And he shut imaut

They areof oneblood, oneand all, composed of blood, inheritors of life whichwas nat thersto take. Therr fall
isposshle thestake, thefire, theknife!”
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Wanphyil
'Seishe Mader'skennd-meid. Hiscadleisahallow placeand high; hisbedisydlow, gloningwherehe
laid himedf tores whowould nat die’

Redul Radu Lykan! A walfs heed laid bedk in a protracted howd, againgt the bloeted yellow disc of the full moon...

Harry's bariers werefirmly in place, hismind dosed. He hed shut out the frantic voices of histeaming deed friends and wes
done with his ressoning, or unreesoning. The two hdves of his psyche were marging again. Nogtradamuss quatrains, and
somewhich were the Necroscopes, svept in disarray across the narrowing screen of his aumbling mind, until—

—whereoncehisformulae hdd say, worldsinwerd callisonwereleft. With hismagic numbers
blownavay, theMagidanwes... bereft!



Ard heknew it, or thought he knew it thet he was med. He hed no redlity. Whet wias red wias unred, maybe his whale lifel
Too meny people hed fucked with hismind - and together they'd fudked it up condedy.

‘All done' said Harry inthe vaice of alittle boy, with an dmogt glad Sgh. Now dl he wanted was a safe place that he could
oto, where hemight doand thirk ... nathing a dl.

At Cekdene Sanaarium, a whitedad ordarly with a disdieving, worried expresson rgpped urgently on the door of the
Director's office. Then, entering - burding in before Dr Quant could so much as lodk up from the pepawork on his desk - this
previoudy unflgopeble ordery biurted, 'Sir....!" But that was dl. He seemed logt for words

Willis? Quent, souiet and belding, brushed afew srands of red hair beck behind his amdl ears and sared & the leest of his
subordinates through thick-lensad spectades 'l teke it therés aresson for this aorupt intrusion?

Intrudon,’ the other nodded, his Adam's gople bobbing. ‘An inméte... an intruder, anway. Ard you're the Duty Officer on
al, gar!

‘W, Quant Sghed and goad up, dl five foat three of him. 'And gperantiy agoad thing, tod! Trouble with an inmete, did you
7?70
anintruder’? An uninvited guest? Surdy not

The place was quie No dams gaing off, no tdephones ringing, none of the controlled hustle and bustle of daylight
hours. No digance or insUdionrmuted aies of rage, frudration, or Smple medness and evarything seemed quite litadly
'sedate’ And mogt things were,

The Director was here tonight to kill two hirds with ane gone. It hed become neccessary to review some o the asylumis
adminidrative procedures, its many SOPs and sacurity regulaions Oakdeene housad a good many extremdy dangerous men
and women; it mede sense to check oocasordlly on ther sscurity, and ensure that they redlly were secure

So tonight Dr Quant had put himself on duty to spend the evening with rules and regulations - sufficient to satisfy
himsdf that unless something was radically wrong here, this smian orderly or so-called 'mde nurse,' Dave Willis, was
in fact in error. Oakdeene's physical barriers were sufficient guarantee in themselves that no unauthorized person
could ever gain entry. And yet

In D-Wad, Willis gulped again. At which Quarf sinteres pidked up apace. D-Ward? (‘D' for Dangerous!)

‘What about D-Ward? the director queried, frowning. 'Are you supposed to be on D-Ward tonight? And if so why
aren't you down there?

But Willis wasn't about to be intimidated. *Y ou'd better see for yoursdlf,' he said. 'l couldn't get you on the phone.’

'l took it off the hook. Busy with the baoks Willis Now whet is gang on? An intruder? In D-Ward? But how could anyone
0t pedt you... if you were there, thet is?

1 was there, dl right - and no one got by me' Was that a sneer on the orderly's face, in reaction to Quant's
insinuation? Three security doors between me and the cdlls, and cameras and darms on dl of them' He painted & the book
o SOPson Quant's dek. But whet aml tdling you far?

'‘And someone was in there, you say? The Director shrugged into his jacket.

Is' Willisanswvered. 'Sill inthere, hi aloded odl! Of course heis With &l those doars and dedronic gear, how would he get
ou?

The question must surely be' Quant answered, and dammed his office door behind him and the orderly, 'how did he
get in? And how dd you find im?Who ishe, anywey?

They wert quiddy down the rubber-carpeted carmidar, took an devator doan through the three soreys to the ground floar,
from where Willismust use agpaad key to commend ther desoent to D-Ward. And &s the cage lowered them slently into the
redms of madness Willissaid: 'l've noideahow anyone could get in He mugt
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have ben Idt in there by the day dhift. Someone playing some kind of arazy joke? Yau tdl me- sr. As to how | found hint | wes daing the
paiodic scan o the cdlls on the monitar. | hit the number of anemply odl by mideke and gat apidure Thelig sad "empty” - but the camera
doesn't lie. This man was in there, sitting in a corner. | checked the computer and it said the door was locked. | checked
admissions and no one had been booked in. The SOP says...'

.. Any extraordinary event - or any occurrence that may indicate a breach of security - is to be reported to the Duty
Officer immediately. Yes, | know," Quant nodded. '‘But ajoke? An error? Someoreisin troublefar this Degp troudle!’

They waredown into D-Ward; the devator hissad to ahdt and the doors did silently open. At this end of the corridor, in the
security odl, two moeordaliesframthe less sendtive wards were wating far them 1 called them down,' Wiillis eqdanad. 1 couldnt leave the
place without they werehere The SOPS &

All four men looked through an unbreakable window down D-Ward's corridor to the first security door. None of the
fail-safe indicators showed anything wrong. But to onesde o the window, from the monitor screen above the security console -
and from an dlegedy ety ddl - the faoe of a sranger dared bedk & them An uttely vecant facg far the momat & leedt. The face of
someonewho might well warart bang wherehewas

'Cdl numba? TheDirector Sigoped.

"Wdl haveto godl theway to get to him Willisansivered. Three doors three sets df keys Hessin G-Sadion, thevary lagt odll!



'‘Whoever heis,' one of the other orderlies grinned, then saw the look on Quant's face and dropped it, 'he's, er, taking
no chances. | mem &, you cantt get any more ssoure then thevary lagt adl inG-Section. Right.. ?

\%

INTHEMADHOUSE THEOTHERHARRY.

BJ had got Harry's message. He had said he would know when and whaeto find her. OF course hewoud; as the moon neared its
full, he would be abliged to find her and would know whare to lock. Asfar therest of his message: how did he know where their
enemies were? Had heintafaoad, waking it out for himsdf thet things were coming to a head, and where the ultimate venue must
be? In which case he was even stronger and stranger than she'd thought But then, who could know it dl about that
one? Her mysterious Harry Keogh - or Radu's. But that remained to be seen...

And mesnwhile she hed hed to move on. If Hary was wrong and the Drakuis hednit gone narth, she couldnt have them knowing her
location. And then therewere the Wetcher and the Feranczys she knaw far oartain thet they were in the Highlandss in the Soey Veley, far they
hed tried to kil Auld John in Inverdruie. So ather way Harry wiss helf-ight somedf her emamies & leedt, were up narth, which in tum meart thet
BJ couldnit be- not yet And trgpped bawean two possible perils, BJ. had moved. But not too far, and not into the Highlands

If she hed -with &l three rivel vampire fadions concentrated in ane location, a narrow valey with a hendful of towns and villeges -sooner o
|ater they mugt dash. And with Radls resrgence o dose B 1 waantt about to risk any further confrontations: Anyway, bath the Drekuls and
the Ferenczys ware probebly just as leary of her now as she wes o them In three dashes 0 fa, they hed come dff the wort As for the
fourth: well, poor Zahanine's death could scarcely be reckoned as pat o any legtimetewar. No, far thet hed bean sher murda? And
Coj

It wes a tand-dff, and they were biding ther time Having divined Radu's approximate location - and knowing that B J must
travel north eventuely, to attend imin the hour of hisridgng - they would
2
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lieinwat far her. Then, if they couldntt teke her out before shewert to Redi, they would snply fdlow her and cetch bath of them & thar mogt
wngadle

Now BJ. and the pack were back in Edinburgh, in a smal, backstreet hotel, never leaving the place except for
absolute necesdties.. oned which hed causad Bl her biggest heedache to dete

Onthe off-chence that Harry hed tried to contact her & thewine ber (despite thet hed gpperently chosen to 9ay away fram her until the hour
asye to be gopainted), B 1 hed ventured out one night and followed a circuitous route to the bar. There she had found some
unimportant messages on her ansvering meching and two thet werevery important

Of the latter: one was from alocd police station in respect of Ingoector George lanson and requested thet she contact the pdlice
a her earliest opportunity, and the other was from someone she had never exqpedted to hear fram Or if nat ‘never, then catanly
not es oon esthis

Radu had thralls in the country, moon-children, the sons of the sons of his people from dx hundred years ago.
Dwdlersin lonely places only two ramaned, but dill they were aweare d im Bl hed vidted them on oocasion, when it wes e to do <o,
advigng themdf ther duties & thetimeof Hisreum. Her indructions bewean timeshad been simple to the point of elementary: they
were never to contact her until the time appointed, and even then the probability wes thet she would contact tham fird Yet
now—

—One of them, Alan Goresci, from his home on the edge of Badhin Moar, hed contacted her and It this messege:

'‘Bonnie Jean. This is Alan-on-the-Moor." (His accent was pure Cornish.) Tve spoken with young Garth, who is
close by as you know. Both of us, we've heard the call. And were restless. It's the high ground were heeding far. Wl be on
theway by thetimeyou hear this. | wouldn't have contacted you, but if you were to do it, youveldtit ahit lae So maybe thereés
apradem? And Aud Johnis no to house thet | can sse Wl ladk im up; doubtless through imwelll find you. Till then, were hoping
that dl iswel under the moon..." End of message.

What was she to make of it? Alan Goresci and Garth Trevalin had heard the cdl? All the way back to her hiding
place in the smdl hotel, BJ. had worried about it They had heard the cdl -Radu's cal, obviously - and she hadn't?
What was going on here? She had tried calling both men, but their telephones had just rung and rung. And the dog-Lords
reun nat scheduled far anather two months. Oh, redlly? So why were the Ferenczys, possibly the Drekus too, up in the
Camgoms 0 early? What did they know, and
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Radu's other thralls, that BJ. Mirlu didn't'
But her coursewes st and no dhanging it now. She, too, mugt wt far Reduis cal. Uniiil then there wias nathing to do exogt wany over why
shewastheled to heer it and to wonder whet was on the dog-L ord's mind...

AndinSdly,inLeManseMadonie



Anthony Franoezd hed never feét maredonein hislife never inhislong, histoolong life

Despite that he and his brother were rardly in complete accord, still he missed Francesco. Without him, Le Manse
fdlt like some great stone tomb. A house of vampires, and the oldest of them dl seething in his pit in the very bowels
of the place. And the daily haror, when Anthony todk to his bad, of never knoning what his dreems would be but knowing cuite
odfinitdy thet when they came they wauld be nightmares; even to amondter. And knowing, too, whet they would bring with them

It hed bean anly ninear ten day's since the maming when Katain hed sumibed fram hisroom dutching & her throet and vowing to tdl no ane
whet she hed sen. Nar would she for her lifeés sske he wes sure. But what difference did it meke that no one else knew of his
condition, the onsat o his mutation? None a dl, far Anthory himseif knew. Knew thet however longit took, the day would dawn when he wes
ashisfahe wasnow. And thet fadt dore - its catainty - peed evay ather eventudity to indgnificanog bringing hm ever doser to the living,
frathing horror thet wes Angdo Feranczy.

Ten days yes inwhich short paiod of time, out of dl the centuries o his time, Anthony hed become as a ghot Now he wted through Le
Manse Madonie much as avampire thrall in the early days of converdon, spending mog of histimein the cavem o the pit And
those of his men who saw him - hardened vampires who yet feared im far whet he weas Wamphyri - could only manvd & the change in
Anthony: his nken chesks dumpad shoulders and fevared eyes But only dd Kaain and hisfather knew wihet troubled hm

Ah, myson, Angdo tdld im onetimg where heleened onthewdl of the pit. It puts al other prodars to flight, é? Asit wesfar mg it is
for you. Terrible! Terrible! But can you possibly believe that your brather will beas accommodating to you as you were to e
thet time dl those years ago? Did you think | did nat know? Ch | knew. Ifnatfor you - your vision, your foresight -1 would have
been a dead tiling, a truly dead thing, a long time ago. And who can say, perhaps that were far the best. The Old Ferenczy wes & his
mot ludd, and hismeet tantdizing.

How do you mea? But Anthony wess lidless enervated; he was degning bedy, asfram now on hedwayswoud

Intheselatter centuries without my guidance, my advice- without
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me as your 'oracle’ - you would have been more like an original. You would have had to be Wamphyri! But now... ?

Anthony hed dffered aghrug. Ttsamodemwald In arder toliveiniit, we hed to be modeam, too

And sarifice your varrpire poners? | have thought long and long onit. Perhapsit wes becausel no longer had any redl usefar my poners
that they started to overtake me. | was a dam and they were the water piling up within. When the pressure was too
great, and they could no longer be contained, they burgt forth. Fird the cradks; then theflood.

'Areyou saying our passonswere pant? Too condraned?

Yours especially, the other answered. Francesco gave vent to his desires. Asa child | had to curb him. He and 7...
were never close. Nothing strange in that: we are Wamphyri! But when opportunity presented, he went out into the
world - perhaps to be away from me? And you were the homre bird. You learned wisdom while he ... learned! Hewes e the more
lugtful, avaridous, bloody! Whichwaswhy, inthis 'modernt world, | mug aurb him But the truth is that he wes nore the original, too. Bven
NOW.

'So, because Francesco "gave vent," as you have it,” Anthony relied, 'and ill givesit, he has probebly saved himedf fram this?

But | had thought the opposite was true: that a muscle atrophies through rftsuse’

In human terms, according to the physicians of this world, yes. But the siills of the Wanphyri are only aurs by virtue o the
cregture benegth the skin. The leech is our strength, Tony, my Tony! We are each two cregtures and we the edernal cregtures;
bdieve that we hald the poner. In this we are mistaken. We are the muscle that will atrophy, if our vampire leeches are
not allowed to use us! But when the balance tilts toofar, exen thelesch loses contrd.

"And when Francesoo seeswihet isbecome ar becoming of me? Anthony tried to pear through the miaama rising fram the sheft "You hinted
met hed be less aooommoddting than | wes'

| could be wrong, (and Anthorny sensed a dhrug). But even if | am, what is this for ‘accommodation?ls this what you
want, my Tony? To be a thing in a pit?

'| would rather bedeed, eventruly deed!’

My sentiments exactly, sad the ather. And | have seen... | have seen... (He fdl silent)

"Yalvesn-whe?

Nothing! Nothing beyond the fact of the dog-Lard's return. Oh, and his coming here, of coursel But nothing dse, no.

‘Hiscoming herd' Anthony hissed. ™Y auive mede no mention of thisbefore?

But | did, | did! Those yean ago, beforethis Harry stoleinto your

\aut, adsdedf withyar morgy | tddyautrentret Redwaddsekusat

Wha? Anthony gripped thewl, leened out allitie more over the Hladk guif of the pit. Whenwill he come?!
Heisawakee/en now.

1 know thet,” Anthony berked, far 1've gpoken with Francesoo. He sensed himin the mountains in Soatland. Reduis reumwill be soon now.
But... you say hel come here? How can that be? Francesco will sop hm surdy?'

/ think not. Oh. your brother is more like an original, be sure. But Radu is an original!

Then Ive gat to get aut of this plaod” Anthony wias beginning to penic. He fet the oppresson of Le Manse Madonie as ardy as ay
previous prisongr.



Hewouid find you, wherever you go. Commonsense says Say here, defend what you 've gat. Have you drayed sofar framyour origins thet
e/en your territorialism hes deserted your?

1 seeright through you!' Anthony snarled. FHrdlly galvanized, he shook of f hismood of morhid depresson - or his taror did it far im "You
wart meto day hereto defend youl'

No, for | see no future for mysdf. Now be cadmy my Tony, my Arthony. Think what you have here a weritalde fortress and men, your
vanpire thralls to defend it. How mey Radu come upon you without that you see hi? Fram the rim of the plateau, from the walls of Le
Manse Madonie vanrpireegesa night, searching for the great wolft How can he come but across the plateau jumbles, or along
your roads? Have you no watchmen ? Alo, you know when hewill come when itishistine Ore night when the moon isful.

Hewill take Francesoo - who by your ovn words is doser far to your demned “arigind” then me- yet fdl before me and mineg? Alo, if
Franceso is on the varge o dedruction, as you have hinted, then why should | concern mysdf with how he might
"accommodate” me? Anthony's nomnally pele feoe hed grown livid now and his eyes blazed red. "You trip on your own tongue,
Angelo Ferenczy. The things you say dont add up. Y au are playing agame with me which sooner o later will cometo light!”

Nogaesnysn nyder snet Tay, Argoredied. TrefuiLreweseas daials hovnmaywebeared anhirg? A theemetigsaremuitoo
siasfa garesard| anfar tooddfor them. it onetiontoohugy Daoived | andeanthirk draigt. Youhaeratiedneinawhile Sveticht,
pete? Sndhirgsned?Snereyarg?

Na' Anthony snapped. Then changed his mind - goparently. Yed - when you have tdd medl you know. For | an are thet you have
foreseen the end of dl this. Asfor now..." He stumbled back from
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therim Now Imweary. | canit get enough - canit gt any - degp, nat with thisthing inng changing me HI leave you to consider your future!

Sapgeing to the gears he lowered the helf-grid over the mouth of the shaft and switched on the current. But then, as he made
to leave the cavem:

ANGELO LIES HE LIES LIES LIES The Od Ferenczy''s muiti-minds, over which he no longer had total control, were
suddenly sreaming in Anthony's heed, rodking imon hisheds

"What?' Histrembling handsflew to histemples

ANTHONY, YOUR FATHER ISLYING TO YOU!.. YOU ARE RGHT: HE KNOWS THE QUTCOME AND PREPARES FOR IT EVEN
NOW THE TENACITY OF THE WAMPHYR!.. ANGELO NHTHER WHLCOMES NOR FEARS DEATH. WWHY, A PART OF HIM ISDEAD
EVEN NOW, INWHICH HE ISBREEDING...

Bequiet! (Angdowaud try to shout tham down. And Anthony knew that the Old Ferenczy could will himsdf comatose, and
the mindsdf dl hisvidimswith im,if he S0 dedired)

'How has he lied? Tel me, quickly!" He turned back to the pit, hoping they would 'hear' him through his father.
"What is he bresding?'

MYRIADS..

Bequie! (Argddshulifrog gurt, athreet iniitsdlf, ashestrained to dut himedf, ard them, coan)

Myriadsd whet? But Arthory saw thet dreedy theedreldionsframithe it - thevepoursthet werethe et of hisfether -weethinning.

Myriads inafadirgwhisie:, whchdedaney ertirely.
Thenslene.

dimang tonardsthe s, ypa regasd LeMarseMatrie Arthony fumed Hislcetheomefather coud Hamewho arwhetever hedisired far his condiion,
but Arthoy saw it sshereditary. Ardif Anggo hedhit contrectedit, o if it hechit been in his Haod in the firt daog, then it wolldhit beiin Arthary. W, ad
rovtreandent Thingweshungyy agein weshe?Nathing rew in thet Ardhewaniedl somathing young, something svet. Far e liked them freh ad deen, the
OdFearyy.

Ardron Arthory ginned o himrsf, honeser vidoudy. Hewould sty themorga’'slusts - but in isoarnwey. Ard nat until rewes sttified imedf:
thet Argdohed tdd Himl hekrew. Ard until thenheaold dave Nt thet hewalld save Ng hewalld sndy ghrink dy aut, evertuelly fosslizel Dedroy
Hmwith fire? Ah no-FHancescohed it quitewrag But to sl iminhis pit, ad let im
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rot and scream forever down there in the dark... that would be much more in keeping.

Then, because he suspected that his father might be 'listening,” Anthony added: Think on that, you old bastard!
And be sure that it isn't an idle threat'

As for Angelo's tidhit: Anthony had the very thing. But here he shielded his thoughts as best he might for he
desired that to come asasuprise Young ad svet? Hahl Bu whenfirdlly hisfather gavein to his demands, then there would be
areward of sorts, certainly.

Her name was Katerin...

In fact the hideous anomaly that was the Old Ferenczy 'heard' none of this. Shut down, his mass of metamorphic
matter dept While moist in a corner of the natural rock cyst that was his cdl a deliberately extruded, excised part of
him rotted down, vented warm gasses, and stirred with a'lifé of its own. Purple strands of cryptogenetic mycdium
were threading their way through it even row.

Soon, it would break open to the pressure of the first of many fungus domes. And beneath the black toadstool



caps, myriad red spores would form like pollen on the gills of these obscene fruiting bodies...

Harry couldn't trust redlity; indeed, from time to time he wondered if there was such a thing. But deep inside, as an
all-too-human being, he was aware of the difference between what could and could not be. Or should not be. And
some of the things that had been his life, before the times that he no longer wished to remember, were surely of the
latter variety. But here there was no question of what was and weant, ar whet should and couldnt possbly be No pest and no
future to warry about, only now.

Which was why he hed incarcerated himadf in this place of sty this refuge. Since when he redly hadn't bothered thinking
much about anything. Yet now he seamed to be conscious;, and wondered why he was thinking again - and knaw why. Because soon it would
be feeding timg when the refuge waanit neally so e dter dl.

Hewent to dretch - and couldn't Couldnt? But he could movehis head, to look and see why he was immobilized. And then he
remembered, or had this vague, shadowy recollection, of men bringing aheavy, pedded armdrair into hissrll, pedded room Thet
had been after a very bad nightmare, when he'd started to scream and couldnt sop. And heremambered the jedket they'd put im
in, before tting im doan in hisdnair and strgpping hiswrigs to the pedded amms

But these were only very small irritations; they were as nothing
Neraage Tl afYes\All
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compared to the other thing, when he heard dead people taking to him. And it happened dl the time awake and
sleeping dikel Awake it wasn't so bad; he could handle it; he knew how to shut them out. But asleep it brought on the
nightmares, when he must struggle and fight and kick to be rid of dl that! Hence the... strait-jacket? For the people
here didn't seem to understand that if they would only keep him awake he wouldn't need to be tied down. And they
wouldn't let him explain - probably because he wasn't very articulate, or because he kept mentioning things they didn't
want to hear - which only frusrated hmand medehim angry. And then, when he begen to yell, they would give him a needle and
the teeming dead would start in on imagan

It was a cycle he couldn't break out of- despite that he had broken inl - and it detracted from his security. It wasn't
the refuge he'd envisaged. Parhgps hewouid leave and find some ssfer place, but thet would mean going through those doors that
didn't exist... and he'd done that for the last time, too! And anyway, he couldn't move, not tied down like this. But that
was OK; the solitude and silence and stillness were good, weren't they? Except, he didn't know what to do about the
feeding.

He sat in his chair, itched and couldn't scratch, ran his tongue over the roughened areas of his gums above and
below his front teeth; the rough, raw areas of torn skin where Willis had forced the sharp spoon into his mouth. And
he felt the crusted rims of dried food clinging to his nostrils and ears, where the sadistic intern had stuffed the mush
when Harry wouldn't accept it driven savagely into his mouth. The next time Willis came - which would be soon now -
he'd bring awet sponge with him and clean Harry up a little, before starting again. And while Harry wasn't sure what
he could do about it exactly, sill he knew he must do something about the feeding...

... But right now someone was speaking to him, a live someone, and Harry redlized he'd been answering out loud.
Wel, not necessarily answering, but speaking at least; voicing his complaints, prooebly.

Tou sz’ sad thevaioe 1 judt don't know whet weare deding with here. If | knew who you were it would help. And it would be
even better if | knew how you got in here. But dl you had on you was a notebook with alot of scribble, none of which
made any sense, and the only person you've spoken about is this Harry. Is that you? No second name? And no
desire to... communicate?

'Second name,' Harry said, trying desperately hard to focus his eyes, his mind. 'Snaith... or Keogh... or Kyle" And
findly he got his bearings, brought the room out of blur.

Director Cyril Quant saw Harry's eyes svim into focus and sat ill in the lightweight folding chair he had brought
with him to Harry's
adl. Williswesoutsicein the canidar, wheeQuart hed tdd im o wait. But doutatiess hed heard this mystaious inmetes - this fllegd inmetels - mumbled,
inooherant anoussions And Quert could sesfar himdif thelitter of dhiedkaut dap anHany'sface

But if youfight yaur feading, hesaid ressorebly, "you mugt eqoatt tokemecketo estWecant haveyau dying anus- &, Hary?- ad nat even kow who yau
ad Novenwe?

Hary hunganto hisvison, durg to theiidsa thet samahow this men might be ade to hdp him with this food pradem Whet lesav wes weird his e/es
waert right; they hedhtt fooused propaty for -ch, for honever long hed been here But Quartwaud lock furry, if hedidntt locdk sogratesL e Itwessomesart of
ward tdesoopic effedt Quartshody westiny cnaneven sreler drar, sndling upinto round hunped Shoudars apparing ahupdy Hoeted heed Belding, with
afa drandsd red heir didked beck bahind srellish ears and paging & Hany through thidklensadl goedtades thet mace his eyeslook g yet themenwes
betradhian, somekind of ajpa-fiag

Areyougiling? Quat sad Doycuudadaday o thisa d?

No, doyou? Hary tried to ak im-whichareout o hisdy throet asaacek, amuride Butinay caeit wesdl toonmuch Orly et it continue theyd Iure
himbedk into thar wald whichrolager hedany menirg far im Begt to Sy et it dip.

ArdQuat sated hisdsgppanmant ssHaryse/esdid ot of foaseganad hisheed Idled fram sdeto sde.

Qutintheaoida, Quart gooketo Willis Hedoesit samtolikeyau, Mr Willis'
It aushahways Willisarsvered | heerdwhet hewesan abaut Fesding ime? Its likefedingaraid dogl | try to gt something into him - e qats it right



badk & me Howam| sypposad tofesd Hmif hewont kegphis.... heed ill? Lt faramomant hed dnodt sad lasfuddng heed) ad Quart wes lodking & him
auiagy. T meen Willis contirued humiedly, ‘canitweput imanadip, feed imintravenoudy ? Ardwhetshedtill daing herg anyway?Hesnat ours Feiignta
legtimeteinmete Soudntwe-1 dont kow - gvehm o theauthanitiesar somathing?

Leading the way out of the ward through its system of security doors Quant ansvered, Thet's judt the pradem. Until we know
who heisand how he gat in here, how doweeqan hin?'

'Why bother trying to "explain” him? Willis said. ‘Maybe we smply found him wandering in the grounds, inside the
security fenoa No ongs gaing to argue thefadt thet hésamentd casd Mayte someone couldhnit look &fter im any langer, dumped imaon us'
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'‘And what if that someone is the inspectorate? The director rounded onhim "Wereahosaitd, amentd inditution. Do you think
thet puts us beyond scrutiny? On the contrary, pegple care about our inmetes And weae supposed to caefar them!!

'‘And if heisaplant? Willis argued. 'l mean, how do you know they're nat wating and wondeing right now why weve done
nothing ebout hin?

‘Natwe, me!' Quant sngpped.

And Willis shrugged. Tour pradem- s, he said, with anarrow-eyed, Sdewayslook.

Tomamow, Quant nodded, entering the devator. 1l repart whet hes happened here tamarmrow. Thereare higher autharities dter dl. Meanwhile
.. tidy im up, will you? And enaure thet he stays tidied up? If it means handing im over, which it prabebly will, | would wart him in the best
possible condition. And that goes for all of the inmates gat it? If theres to be an ingoedtion o the fadlity, we need to be beyond
aitidam’

Asthedevatar took Quart daft, Willis sormed bedk to the contrd room It wes swill imefar dl these aazy pigs - but he knew who he wes
gangtoatad tofird. Weresygosed to carefor tham arewe? Hegumided to himeeif, Adtharésaprddemwith thefesding, isthare? Chreslly? W, Dae
Williskrewhow to give this mysterious whoeve-hefuddngwes lungtic aprddem ar twd Ardwhideve -carewret gy - the ned and dop wes gaing
cbanand daying awr

Hany faled toher Willisenter hisodll, dicht evenkow hewestherg, uniil hefdit thehat keby<faod e anhislipsand the e rim of the gooon thiuding in
hismouth Then $ekenfram historpar, hisimmediate resdionwesto dokeand cough, and sait thenudk aut Fdlloningwhid—

—ltgat mucth muhwae Buwhanitwes o ad evaytiing wes qLiet agging Hary sayed fooused Becauge row therewes somdthing cefinite to foas
o Atwhichthe Greet Mgarity, hisfriendsinlow sodety, saw their best gopartunity yet ard took it

Ardfa aeHary ligened tothem- gasethem hiswhdeheated attertion, arwhetwesleft of it - becausedmest anything hed o bebetter ren this.

Hes nat crazy, amen whoinlife hed been atoplevd psychiatrigt reported to Sr Keenan Gomley. He sinply opted ot of a
world that was crazy, from his point of view. The problemwill lie in getting him to opt back in. But right now he's very
confused. Hismind isfull of a didike bordering on hatred for a man called Wilis By no means unnatural: the man is
an intern who is abusing and literally torturing Harry! But

anthe other hand, Willisis dso the reason we have access. Harry islooking for away to escape from the mess hels in. Which
means he can reason wall enough, if we can supply himwith a reeson to.

Franz Anton Mesmer joinad in. | fed | have somathing of a qake in this he said. Harry wes ny petient firg, after al. Or
rather, hewesy thergpigt fird! He gave me bach my saf-confidence, and now | would like to do the ssme for im

Through hypnatis? (Hary'sMawasa oncefeaful.)

Na redlly, Mesmer ansvered. My hypnatism only alloned me a degree of access to his mind. Now | intend to work with
whet | found there - with knoMedge, yes And Il nesd your help, Mary Keogh,

My hdp? What do you mearn?

Your promisenat to interfere, Mesmer told her, bluntly.

| don't undergand. (Theshekedf anincorpored heed)

Hislove for B.J. Mirlu, Mesmer explained. | il know the way into his head. And | remember that he feared for her.
Right now sheisin danger; weall know that from the men - and some mongers - who have come armong us. It may be
the one thing that can bring imout of this to know that thisgirl isin danger

Two things, then, the psychiarig putin. His love of thisworman, and his fear of this man WIlis therefore his desire to
be out of it.

Three, sad Nodradamus, surprisng them with his presence. For asyet hehaan 't worked through dll theriddles | gave im
And 1 know how rdudtant the Necrosoopeisto leave unfinished businesd

Whet d == do you knoa? Sr Keenan asked him. Whet did you see, in hisfuture?

Donit ask it, Nosredamus answered. It's nat far you, nor even for meto know. Natinits entirety.

S, sdd Meame. What'sit to be? Sl | enter imthen? Sl | rarind imthet B.J. Mirluis relying upon him thet as yet he
hesnat urriddlied Nogradanuss dues - which may provide the only viable solution - and thet his one 'safe place is redlly a
place of torture and pail?

ButHarysMawertedttokronWretlieswill youtd! imebout B ?



Only that she loves him - which we can't be aureisalie amyway. And <o thet the case againgt her remains unproven. If he
loves her... thet should be enough.

'Should' be enough’? Sr Kesnen quaied Mesme’s use o theward Wharestheridk?

Mesmer was cautious as he answverad, The interface between the Narasrpesredlityaduredity hestensownedead by ue tet it
hestredradliaLt ssatigrgoe Whenretreisddletadiodoosebananwhetisarowet i it it spossideheacadd fdl trewagway:
Addistret likely tohgaoar? (HarysSMisegan). / menwill sledsintataceaelad fime?
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Frae Anton's rdudant, incorpored nod. Oh, yes And thetrigger isin B.J. Mirlu's hands...

For long moments there was utter silence in the metaphysical agther, until Mary Keogh 'sighed’ and asked: And is
there no way round it?

Oh, yes, said Mesmer again. There's always an alternative. To let things be - to let a horror befall the living world,
and everyone in it -and then to eqalain to the multitude when they come anmong uswhy welet it happen.' | know what | choose, but | cant
meke thet chaice dlone And meanwhile, time is wasting.

Atwhichanav vaice sd You hesny vote Mr Mesmer. It wes R Stevenson Jamieson. Least ways | can watch out for the
Necroscope, and useny ohi to do whatever | canfar im Hewashisuad, humbe, Hfless f.

My vote, too, said Nostradamus. For without that the Necroscope goes forward, he cant go badd And |... cant go! it isa
paradox asdd as time. What came fird... ?

I love him like a son ... excuse me, Mary, said Sr Keenan. God knows| wouldn 't place himin jeopardy. But to havehimas he
is now isto have nathing. And it is also for him to have nothing. Doctar, (now he gooke to Mese), | bdieve | can hdp with Harry's
motivation. Sif | may, Il go in with you.

Which Ieft only Harry's Ma herself, with whom no one would dispute the find decision.

And time ticking inexorably into the future, and NOW continually dliding into the past...

Harry was conscious. Suddenly conscious. And just as suddenly he knew what he had done, and what he hadn't.

He had quit. He had given up the ghost with the job half-done and less than haf understood. He had let someone
or someones do this to him without even knowing who or what they were. For even the fear of finding out had bean too
much far im But it hed proved to be the classic case of out of the frying pan into the fire. And now he wanted out of the
fire, too. And back into the frying pan?

But from out of the blue (or out of his dreams, or the insistence of the inhabitants of those dreams) sanity had
flowed back into him. Or rather, the emptiness - the vacuum - which he had self-created had been filled again, and he
wasn't about to let it drain away a second time. For if nature abhors a vacuum, then how much greater the abhorrence
of the dead when the space hi question was one previoudly filled by the Necroscope?

And so he was suddenly conscious, and sane, and his bodyclock told him it was close to morning. And despite
that from the moment he opened his eyes he began to fed iff, he knew that this was only

an illuson, a natural result of being confined to this chair. For his deep had been deep and (paradoxicaly?) restful, so
that even now there wiss this feding inner vaice raminding hint Youlll desp degp and soundly, Harry, and wake up feeling quite
well and rested... wake up fedling well and rested... well and rested.

There had been other voices, too, but while they were gone now their messages remained. Or were die messages
smply ideas, stuff his computer min<£ had been working on before it crashed? Whichever, they were there, surfacing
with Harry from his deep and restful dleep.

The idea that one of his basic problems ssemmed from his time with E-Branch. That was an old one, developed from
Nostradamus's quatrains. But what else was locked in those quatrains that he hadn't released yet? He had work to do.

And the idea - or more correctly the fact - that Bonnie Jean hadn't yet definitely been proved guilty of fouling up his
life. Not one hundred par oant quilty; fifty-fifty & word, if in fact EBranch hed hed a hand in it, too.

And the ideg, again afact, that B J was in danger. Their enemies were abroad, probably searching for her even now,
while Harry languished in here! And if indeed she loved him - and he was suddenly sure that who or whatever she
was, she did - then her enemies were his. But he also knew that they were big enemies, not just little ones like the one
he had here.

Willid Moming! Breskfet!

Noway! Nofudkingway!

Harry turned his head this way and that, stared wildly dl about his cdl, opened his channels to the dead. It was as
good and better than aay far hdp, aMayday, an SOS

Harry! said RL. Stevenson Jamieson, in ahdl of ahurry. Isyou ligenin, Necrosoope? Thares this guy headinyour way right
now, and heain't exadly afriend!

'How long do | have, RL? Harry tugged uselessly at his bonds, the leather straps binding his hands to the arms of
the chair. He danged hislegs tried kidding them, couldnt bring any pressure to beer far hisfea were dff thefloar.

How long? | don't deal in time, just distances, Harry! | only knows this guy is dodng with you, lookin' to ban' with you. |
sesyour flameburnin, and this ongs bart on suffinitt - wal, arrite Heain't got no good plansfar you, that'sfor are



Hany quit fighting hiswwigt sraps, drained againg the broed bdt across his chest There was some give in it but nothing to use
as a lever exoqt hislungd It wes usdess Bvenif hegat out of the dhar, hed dill beinadrat-jacket
And panting now, hesant I sthereanyoned e out there? I sthere
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a... amorguein this place?' Therewasn't, but even if therehad |
been the thought had already crossed Harry's mind that it mightn't
besuchagoodideato cal amedmen back fromthe deed!

S0, nophydcd hdp, nat fromaphyscd source, anyway. Bumerewassmmmedsawtthere Youhavealat of friendsdoan among the
dead men, Harry Keogk, sad anantirdy new but definitdy friendy  ; voice, the voice of atotal stranger. And | have to admit I've
been jinteregedinyoualongtime buttheytdd rreywmeldrddhs/. ;

'Still am," the Necroscope grunted, shaking himself about likea !
real medmeninhischar. Andt 'Hiend, hele himsdf Idl awhile, |
tried to reserve his strength, 'unless you've got some damn good
suggestion, would you mind meking roomfor someonewho hes?

Whoaeyou, anyway? i

Harrysmyname said theather, withagrin thet only theNeroscope  t could ever hopeto percaive WAL that wasmy Sagename, amyway.

\

'Somekind of joke? Almost exhausted, defeted, theNeorosoope ! gaveashekedf hisheed. 'If 0, bed timing!

Amazing! said the other Harry. | spent a lot of time - er, in my time proving thet you and your kind couldn't edst. And
meybe a thet time you couldn 't. But then you came along. Sncewhen I've been ableto talk to my nother again juet as you talk to yourd
That'sone great big det | onve you, Harry Keogh. But itsalsowhy | hdd of for o long: because | wes afraid thet youd turn out to bea
charlatan, too. Ohvioudy youre not.

'Er, Harry? said Harry, I'm sorry if | can't give you my full attention right now, but...'

.. Harry Houdini, sad the other. I'm here to do a bendfit on the behalf of the Great Majority - and I'm
delighted to make your acquaintance.

‘Hary Houd—!" Hary darted to sy, beforehisjaw fdl open.

Houdini, yes, the dead showman said, from his plot in the Machpdah Camday, Cypress Hills Queans Brooklyn. And out
o the bue How much dack have you worked into those things?

The Necrosoope sad. "What?' Then findlly gat himedf together again and Sghed his rdief. My draps, you mea? This drat-jacket?
Why nat cameoninand ssefar yoursdlf? And he opened Hismind more yet

May |?sad Houdini, touching himmindHo-mind.

Beny guest,' the Necrasoope sighed again, gady. Cameright onin Hary, and meke yoursdlf & home But youll haveto exause e its
none too comfartable around here In fedt, even knowing who you are and something of what youve done, it dill ssams pretty hopdessto
me' Hefdt somedf the dation of afew seconds ago evgparating. Time ignt on our Sde and this jadket would be bed enough without the
chair...

Thejacket's nothing, said theother Harry. / made a study of such

redraints The reason you're dill initisto mekeit eader for your "keepers.' When they want to move you, theyll snply
rdease your arnsfrom the chair, fold them across your chest and tiethem So your only real problem is the chair. And
Harry, whilel never triedit, | think | could probably get out of one of those things underwater! OK, 0 jud let go and
let metakeit from here.

The Necroscope did as instructed, relaxed as best he could, and let the expert take over. And a moment later he fet
anew and different kind of magic in his life...

Fifteen minutes later Willis arrived with Harry's breskfast. In the contrd cdl, the OCTV sreen hed been down, which meant he
hednt been able to do a remote check on the ward's inmates. It didn't matter; the padded cells had safety-glass
windows; Harry was sitting in a corner, like little Jack Horner, and held soon be eating his curds and whey - or was
that little Miss Muffet? Whichever, he'd eat it or get it stuffed into him!

A single glance into the dim cdll had been sufficient - no change since last night Just the nutter with his arms
strapped down and his head on his chest Asleep? Well, hed soon be wide awvake.

Willis put the tray on a rounded shelf surface built into the padded wadl, turned and closed the door, then turned
again to face Harry -whowesfadnghm

'‘Good morning, Mr Willis' said Harry from where he stood not two feg avey. And then, to someone Wiillis couldnit see and
woudnt have bdieved in anyway:

Syrgeant, hesall yourd

And as Williss thick-lipped mouth formed its incredulous '0, 'Sergeant’ Graham Lane - an ex-ex-amy physical
training instructor - did the rest...

Director Cyril Quant got in to work just haf an hour later, in time for dl hdl to bresk loose. It broke as he finished
reading the note on his desk for the second time:



To Whoever Probably Isn't Much Concerned -

Yau have an gpe cdled Willis on your g, | wodldht le this man clean out the monkey house in Edinburgh Zoo. He's
brutal and sadistic and has just had his arse kicked. When | get the time, 111 be sending a full report to the
proper authorities. Or, you can investigate yourself and save us both alot of trouble.

Harry PS
Leavermeaut of your investigations- unless you want to end up in one of your oan drait-jackets
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It wes the name thet did it Director Quart tore open hisdesk draner, ripped out a handful of the paper contents, tilted the rest onto
the floor. But the only evidence that 'Harry* had ever been here - his sxibded, mesningess natebook - wes no longer there

And ten minutss later, down in C-Sadtion of D-Ward, Quent saw thet indeed Dave Wiillis hed hed his arse kicked. The ather ardalies weein
the process of freding the unconscious, Smian Willisfram the dheir. He hed albroken nose and callaone, abdack eyeand fat lip - and his hair
was matted with congealing porridge...

Back home, the Necroscope could scarcely believe the change in himsdf. After ashower, some decant food, adegp lasting well
intothe afternoon, he fdt... wel, not quite as good as new, but better than hed been for a long time. His memory was
dill at fault, (the post-hypnotic commands that governed many of his thoughts, ations and mentd processes weae dill in
place, however dekily), but there wes this newfound sense df fresdom in im thet waant just the result of his adud fresdom. In fadt he felt
uplifted end reesoned that it was because he now had a sense of direction, a course to follow, and things to do. Just how
those things would work out... rameined to be ssen.

But it was more than just that. In the madhouse Harry had reganed alitile of hisfaithin the tesming deed - therdfore in imedlf. He
was no longer so shy of them; he knew that when he needed them, they'd be therefar im Without knowing whet it Sgnified, hefdt
aweskening of James Anderson's arigind commeands brought about by Mesmer's prabing. And he no longer flt <o restrided, so feafl in his
use d the Mtthius Continuum. These things hed been mgiar shedkles but were now falling away fromhim

Likenise his doults about BJ Miu Hary no longer wondered if hewas only har dupes if it wes o then it was so; but nathing wias proven,
and until it was Harry would love her as he desperately wanted to beieve she loved im Should unknown dangers lie aheed, they
woud facetham together - but & the sametime hewaantt about to faoe anything blindfdd, ar even blinkered.

Nogtredamus hed given Hm dues gelore, anly ahendful of which hed aufficed to divehim over the edge, ar dose enough to it thet he didnt
caeto bereminded. Yetinaway hefeit Srengthened by the expaience heknew the dangers now o trying to leam too nmuch too soon. From
this time forward he would proceed step by step, aduding ashewat

But Bomie Jeen wias congtantly on hismind Her weird attraction continued to lure him, and he felt his recent (but how recent?
Just how long had he languished in the asylum?) resolve to stay awvay
from her dissolving to nothing as the monthly cycle neared itsfull.

Themonthly cyde?Itsful? Thefull moon!

A MShiustripinto toan, to the newsegent's tald imhow right heweas

Tomorrow! The moon would be full tomorrow! Little wonder he could sméll the musk of her perfume ... or Smply her
musk? He knaw whae she was even now and mugt ding desperady herd to his crumbling will in order not to go to her
immediatdly - this very minue

But no, far there waswark to do, and hedlill hed afull day inwhichto do it before he could no longer resist.

Nostradamus's riddles.

The incoherent ramblings, scribbled quatrains, and 'meaningless’ jottings in his notebook. Dangerous work. He had
been trying to decipher them - read something into them - when he ... But that was dl over now and he must begin
again.

And sitting in his kitchen, he opened the notebook on the table before him...
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HARRY WCRKINGFTAUTMOONCHHDREN ANSAVERNG THECALL

Harry's several levels of being and knowledge were once more in place, however insscurdy. On his consdous levd - in hisred



wald- he knew that his future was somehow tied to a place in the cold wested Tibet Or perhgps nat; far he hed incontrovatible
evidence thet he hed already retumed to thet place onog, to hide Zahanings body there, so maybe that fulfilled not only his vision
but dso Alec Kyle's weird forecast of nuclear devastation. Certainly the Necroscope had experienced enormous
emotional devastation on disoovaing Zahenines decapitated corpsein his sudy.

Or perhaps the vision's purpose had been smply, to make a connection: to show imthat the device & Greernham Common wss
of Tibetan origin? A fact which Darcy Clarke had corroborated. Harry had felt uneasy about those red-robed monks
from the beginning; but again, that could have been arevenant of Kyle's intuitive precognitive povers

Sothan thet the morkswareenemies o the country - and indeed of the avilized warld - ssamed sf-evident But why weare they Bl'senamies?
Who wesB.], that she could cdl up such dliesto her ad as he hed seen (ar thought he hed san) in thet animdl shdlter inthe snowgtom’?

But no, thet line df invedtigation wes forbidden. The Necrosoope hed been there befare it wes ane df the reasons he hed gone over theedge,
shutting himself down amost beyond recal. And anyway, evay timehefound himsdf cagting doubts onB J, alitle vaice fram the
back of his head would immediately deny it and cry her innocance Adudly, Hary hed catan resarvations about thet voiog, far
maimesit sounded ahdl of alatlikeB J hasdlf! Bu—

—Thereit was again, that immediate denial! And perhaps a waming, too. So hewearnt bedk to thinking about the recrobes

Somesibbled linesin hisnotebook took hisattertion:

Thefeedaingove thefraanwerte Redthoughis redrabes Labyrinth Gddenbdls' Andthequetrainfdl inoplace

Thefacelocksout anossafrazenweete, Redthethoughtsandrabesaf imwhodwdIsWithinthelgbyrinth of thet dredlace Withinthe
fluencedt thegddenbdls

Afaeover adre lebyrinthinedaos looking out anossafraeanweetdand Themarestiay? It aold only be Red thethoughtsand rdoesdf imwhodls.!

Hmadnat ther? Tremede o themareday, then So, whoeer rewes hewald bethearetolodk aut far. Ard tharewesalinein thendigoodk cortaning
thewad meder’ Hary umedapegeard fourd it

.. Her megtier'sked-mad! (Hany fet hewesskating anthiniceagein, butwart ananywey) ‘A cele hdllow ad high. Gloning yelow bed Reding pace

" Didtreteess?Didheknow someting ot it?Fuck it Why dd Sy thirking abot t rekehim snet?(Viaybehewes it s ppoeeed to thirk oot
it- notyet)

Andohemoadon

(Of areblood aonvposecf it Tekes lfe Theseke thefire thekeife Ardacgintreqerin

Theyaedf anetdood anearddl, conposedaf blood inharitorsdf life whichwesnat theirstoteke Tharfal ispossble the
ke thefire thekrifel

Ardyd apanhem g 9o for & thisjunduretheicewesjugt 1o thin to 3yppat im Helet thet areaminous wad aoss his mind again - Wanpdwil - ad
quiddy rovedan

Nodrecamushed tdd imthet aed his adid, pubdished quetrans pataned diredly to the Neorosagpe Ard sure enaugh whan he dhadked his natdoook:
Soord"'C, ud Nagrasrare Treg9). Ride- ane!

Wheeeritmeatitwesacoudet initsf:

Seod C, under Nadrasname Treeistrees adpriceisdame

Quisck it wesdready dak. Tremomweslow, dmod g itsfull whereit limned therims of soudding doudsinfloaning siver. Hary
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shivered, closed the curtains, made a M Sbius jump to a back street near the library in Bonnyrig. The library was closed
- good! Anocther jump took him inside, to the shelf with the books on Nogradamus He chose anamful a random and took them
homewithhim

Begiming withavdume containing the complete quarains heturned the pages to the second ‘Century,’ the second set of one
hundred fourines dill without knowing whet he wes laoking far. All he knaw wes thet it had something to do with Nostradamuss name
What's in a name? Names and numbers...

That was what Nostradamus had said to him: 'Find it under my name - use your numbers, and mine’ But he hadn't
meant the Necroscope's intuitive grasp of maths; no, his meaning had been noe esdtaric. Indead he hed meant extgric
numadogy!

AndsoHary ussd numbers TheHerew sygem:

M CHELDENOSTREDAME
413553455734254145



The totd of Nostradamus's name was seventy, which Harry remerbered fram his conversation with the deed sear. Likenise if he
were caled Michel de Nostradamus, the modern version of his namg the tatd came out the same In bath casss the Necrosoope
hed added the seven and the zero to make Seven: the number of the bodkwam, mydic, ococulti, and megidan

But the actud number of hisramear names wias seventy in bath ceses And now Harry tumed to the pege with quetrain number 0 df the

ssoond Certury.

Ledaddudd ferason estendu, Morsen pardant: grand execution: Lapiereen Latrelafieregent rendue, Bruit
humainmongrepurgeexpidion.

Damnation! It was in the original French. They dl were, with trandations "according to the author,' doubtless to suit
the author's opinions. Beginning to fed like a fool on a wild-goose chase, the Necroscope delved into his pile
searching for a book with direct translations. But the only one he had didn't contain this specific quaran.

He opened metaphysical channels, spoke to friends in the locd graveyard. '| need someone who speaks - spoke -
French." The teeming dead had never heard him so blunt and to the point They knew his urgency and quiddy responded,
finding him an exlinguist who hed once taught French & aschod in Edinburgh,

Following brief introductions, Harry quickly took down the trandation in his notebook:

The dart from heaven makes its journey. Death in speaking... A great execution. The stone in
the tree(s); the toppling of
aproud (shameful) nation. Suspicion or rumour of human monsters, which
shall be purged and expiated.'

But Nostradamus had 'seen in brief," in flashes or momentary visions, and he wrote his quatrains accordingly. Also,
he had probably jumbled the sequences to get the things to rhyme. But dl done very quickly so that the meaning
would be lost on anyone except Nostradamus.

Therefore Harry must use what he knew, remembered, guessed or sensed, to restructure the thing into a meaningful
observation or due

The dart (of knowledge?) completes its cycle, to one who speaks from (or to?) the dead. There are rumours of
human monsters, where the stone rises from the treg(s). But following a purge and expiaion, a proud (and/or
shameful?) race shall be toppled...'

Harry remembered the telepathic vision he had been privileged to see in Nostradamus's mind: of a figure faling into
the past (therefore out of the future). Spreadeagled as on a cross, the figure had been mde, burned, blackened,
smoking, which had been ghastly enough in itself; but yet there had been something even more horrible about it. And
Harry had known that he'd seen or experienced this thing before. Or perhaps that he was yet to experienceit... ?

Then

That blinding flash, that disintegration, that bomb-burst of golden fragments, 'darts,’ that hurtled outwards in dl
directions from the space where that crucified shell of a body had been! The way they had moved, full of intent,
sentient, as they sought exits from their NOW into other places, other times.

And ored them hed found Nogradamusintimeto lift im fram the delris of awredked life, when the phyddan had bean unddle to save his
wifeand family fram the bubonic plague He hed been the redpient of knoMedgefram the future; hed been gifted withameansto change that
future! With a means to ensure that eventually a goden dat would aome bedk to himl And Hany heard himsdf s in a dream
repedting: "What camefirg, the chicken o the eg?

Asfar theline about humen mongars the Necrosoope hed purged a few of those in his time! But did this mean he was yet to
purge more? What hed happened that time up in the Caimgamswhen BJ
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cancdled ther dimbing trip? And what dse - ather then atressure vault - hed he discovered & Le Manse Madonie? Thin ice
again, and timeto kate awvay fromiit. Hedid so, ard moved an ...

.. Ortried to. But acartain word had suck in hismind.

Camgorms Harry knew thet a caimgarm is a done, a vaidy of smoky-ydlow or broavn quartz found mainly in the
Caimgorm Mountains, of course. So thet now hethought

Isit the donein thetrees,” or the gone riging from the trees? Isit in fact the granite messif of the Cairngorns, rising up from
thefertile tree-dad valley of the Soe/?

The Camgoms where B J. dimbed and lived off the land. And Aud John's cottege a Inverdruie And memories thet
smply would nat come however hard the Necrosoope tried to recall them to mind

Bamie Jeen. 'Bonni€ meaning lovdy, or & the vary leest pretty. And the quatrains orang at once to minct

Her nameisPretty, but her thoughtsare dark. Hersisto choosewhere no chaicefitsher ratein Hisaurviva.
Sx hundred Sncethe mark of pedtilence entered hissoulless soul.



Sheisher megter'skennd-maid. Hiscagleisahollow place and high; hisbed isydlow, glowing
wherehelad himsdf to res whowould not die

Heknowd - yat may nat know, until set freeby the kennd-maid; he sees, yet may nat undergtand, until this
Pretty’seyes ssarch out thetreechary, in the dog that would biteitskegper'shand...

Theinterface was vary dose now and the Necrosoope knew it. Beeds of sveat formed an hisbrow; tremors shook his bodly.
There was knowledge here, there wias truth, and there wias great danger. The meaning of Nogradamuss lines, buming now in
hismemary, couldnt be migtaken. But the greet seer, Nodradamus himsdlf, could be: Hadht he admitted thet forecadting the
fuurewas & bes adubious art?

Hary knew the danger of arguing with himsdlf, foroed himsdf to dose the books; St badk and rdax as best he was able
Until the trambling in hislimbs subsded and the kaedosoopic but indigina pictures on the flickaring screens of his memary
and minds eyes gredudly faded avay ...

Something wasvery wrong and Daham Drakesh knew it The
soaaio in Engand - moare propaly Sootland - was wrong to dart with; it was working out ather then the lagt Drakul hed
intended. But thet was sscondary to the mein threet. The mein threat hed been reported by Cdond T-Hong fram Chungking.

Just a week ago Drakesh had received another ominous message from the garrison at Xigaze, the messenger had
been a noncommissioned officer (indeed, alowly Corpora), the commander of a snow-cat driven by another NCO from
the rank and file. But Drakesh wasn't overly concerned with his apparent loss of face, the fact that he no longer
warranted liaison with a senior officer. More importantly, the messenger had not even waited on an answer. Therefore
the contents of the sealed envelope could be one of only two things: executive commands (in other words orders), or
matters of an advisory or instructiona nature.

In fact they had been the latter, but that hadn't relieved the pressure.

Drakesh understood the Communist Chinese psyche only too well. As an asset, their agent in a remote region - and
especially 'under the wing," as it were, of Ts-Hong - he had been left largely to his own devices. He had even been
empowered to argue or 'state his case." make demands and requisitions amost as a puppet dictator, though on a much
smaler scale. His 'empire was after adl no greater than amonegtary and welled aty, and hisvaue as yet conjedurd. But only et his
loyalty fdl suspect, or his usefulness wane; only let him fdl from favour ... his standing would suffer, and indeed was
suffering, accordingly.

As to what had brought about this reversal, Daham Drakesh believed he knew that well enough: the disappearance
and 'presumed' death of Chang Lun, and the deceased Mgjor's unfavourable reports before Drakesh had dedt with
him. And the letter had appeared to corroborate this conclusion. It was private (genuindy private this time for the sed waant
broken; of course nat, for Chang Lun was no more) and bore the signature of Tsi-Hong himsdf. Also, it was to the point:

The Red Army's security sarvices were 'disstidfied with the stugtion & the Drakesh Monegtery. Drakesh's qaies - his
o-cdled 'emissries aoroad - hed brought the sect into digrepute; there could be repercussons on an intardiond scde. At leett
oreforeign agency hed disoovered connedtions between Drakedh's 'monks and certain Chinese miilitary authorities. In
the very highest places behind dosad doars awkward questions were baing asked and trouble wias brenving even now...

Badcdly, thet was the substance of it It would be more then TS-Hong's rank and posiion were worth to daify the stugtion
ay further. But because he hed been Drakedh's sponsor, and therefore
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might somehow be considered ‘involved,' in effect the letter was a futher waming, addtiond to the one dreedy recaived. And
now, if there was anything at the Monastery or in the waled city that Drakesh (or Tsi-Hong) would not wish to be
discovered there -anything that lay outside the parameters of Drakesh's approved experimentad mandate - now was the
time to be rid of it...

Fdloning which Ts-Hong hed gppended an goparently innocuous nate

Because of the inareeding inddence of Tibetan inurredion inahandful of border towns and villages, the replacement Officer
Commanding of Xigaze Garison wes now stheduled to teke up hisappointment in only nine or ten days time. Also in respect of
the hodtilities, he would be supported by a haf-Company of Specid Forces- gomtroopard Amoured trangportation for the
groupwasforming up at the air-bridgehead in Golmud on the Sino-Tibetan border even now. It might be prudent to antidpete a
medingwiththeMagjor just as soon as he was in Situ...

And the last Drakul had greatly appreciated this fool Colond's waming. Snce the leter hed arived awek ago, ardy an
ingpedtion of his fadlities was now imminet? Indeed Drakesh knew it wes 0, far in the legt forty-aight hours hisfamiliar abino bets hed reported
the arriva of severa armoured convoys a Xigaze, and flurries of adivity within thet previoudy duggish garison. His aaid
obsarvers- unseen agangt the dark white backdrop of winter - would likenise meke report to Drakesh & the fird Sgn of any messed movamat
in hisdiredion. Which would come hewes aure

A dare far if hed been faoad with amady token farog, Drekesh might have teken them on and gained himedf afew edra wesks But a



helf-Company o traned commandoes? His monks wae vampires trug, but even they wae only flesh and blood. And as far his wariar
creatures: they were waxing, but not yet formed enough to be brought out o ther vats and unlesshed, likehismeny children in the
walled aty, they wareinmmetLre and despite thet they weare aredted in his image it would be a while yet before any of them - men
and mongeasdike- took on the true aspect of therr father.

Except the last Drakul wasn't about to wait that long. His plans mug be brought forward; tomorrow would be remebered (by
itssuvivors) asthefirst day inallagt long winter of desth. The degth o dvilization as humenity knew it, but the hirth o the new ordar. He hed
hoped to avad it until his vat arestures weare fully waxed, until his brood in the walled city had sucked their mothers dry and
gnawed on their bones; but aas there was no avoiding it not any longe. For he nesded a dverson, something to draw the
attention of the soldiers a Xigeze away fram himsdif, and then to draw them away fram Xigere, bedk to Reking and whichever front lines would
oon be
opening. For thiswould beadiverson of thefirg megnitude!

What Deham Drekesh dd nat know (nor even Ts-Hong, dsehewould never have dared send a warning of any kind) was that
his stolen weapons of mass destruction were no longer a secret, no longer in plaoe no longer athreat For two weeks ago Yui
Andropov hed infomed his counterpart in Reking o the Chungking bomb, and hed supplied the intdligence necessary to meke the fird
connection with Drekesh. Thisif) regponse to aBritish utimetum thet if he didrit tl the Chinese autharities, they would

And asin England, and asin Russa, the Chineseware now wting for thet redio Sgndl out of Tibet whichwaud infam them of the dete and
time that the High Priest of Drakesh Monastery was to have commeanoad Armegeddon. The military foroe & Xigeze would do
recaive that Sgrd, triggaring an ovawhdming regponse. And & the Red Chinese ar-bridgeheed in Gdimu, a fighter-bomber foroe wies wating
even now. S that whether ar nat miswas an att  reodlion by the Tibetan nation, or the crazed scheme of one mad mind, its
author would ceeseto exid & its source, and there wes no authority on the entire planet thet could condamn Chimalfar its adtion.

None of which was known to Drakesh - and certainly not to Cdond Ts-Hong, who wes dter dl only advilian in unifom, an
adviser on the possible military applications of ESP-ionage and pargosychology in generd. Without his knowing, his supariors
hed dreedy degred im But such hed bean ther atitude during a brief paiod of covert investigation thet he hed sensed something in the ar,
hence his warning to Drakesh. He had smply been covering his bek.

Meanwhile inasecret room only ablodk ar two awey fran Td-Hong's headquarters on Kwijiang Avenue, a team of watchful
dentigts smokad broan dgareteswhilewating far amationless nesde on an indicator parnd to goring into sudden life Trianguldtion systems
were dready in place; even if the task force at Xigaze Garison found no condusive evidance & Drakesh Monegery, these man
woud know preasdy wherethe sgrd hed itsarigin

And their response would be just as precise, and far more effective...

Ten o'clock in Sicily that night, the moon almogt at its full, when Anthony Francezci took the cal from his brother at
Aviemore. Anthony was alone in his private rooms, the heavy drapes thrown back and glass doors open to his
balcony. When he heard his brother's voice he picked up the telephone's cradle, carried it onto the belocony, and st down
a awrought-iron teble And with acdd breeze owing dff the moon-silvered Tyrmhenian, to cod both hisfever and hisfear, he st
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'How goesit, brather?'

Ontheather end of theling Franoesoo fronned & something in his twin's tone, shrugged it off and a once came to the point
The time limit is amost up, or it will be in the next twenty-four hours. Have you gooken to Angdo? And if 0, dd you get
anything out o him? One of my assistants has, er, gone sick - you understand? Vinoat came doan with something, ignored the
symptoms peid theprice | do nat think 111 misshimmuch, but it meensimamen short and thejab might prove alittle herder then | anticipeted.
And dtg dl, Im nat the only one who is ditar this contract That''s one reeson | would appreciate a little advance knowledge.
Forewarned is foreamed, | know you would agree’

Anthony sad, Gveme jus amomart’ Puiting the phone down, he sood up and wat to the bacony, leened over, looked doan onto the
petterned mosac of courtyard flags then lifted his eyes to scan across the broad courtyard to the outer wal. Angelo was right:
exogt to an assault souied, this place could bemedeimpregreble If - and in the light of what Angelo had said, it was abig if - but if

Francesoo should be successful in Soatland, it could be medke just as difficult far im to gt beck into Le Manse Madonie as far Redu if
Francesco were unsucoessful. Convaluted thinking, but Anthony wesgood at it

Moreover, thedd Thing in the pit ws prabebly dso right about Francesco's reaction when he discovered Anthony's secret He
waant & dl likdy to be‘acoommodating’ Sinoe Francesoo wes vary ddfinitdy athronedk to his Sarsde ariging mercy wasnt onedf his virtues
And the vary thought causad Anthony to dffer up aminthless grin to the landscape beyond the outer wall. Ridauoud For unless tenacity
could be considered virtuous, the Wamphyri (including Francesoo and avioudy himadf) hed never hed any virtues in the firg
placd 1t lovedf s and asense o parpetuity, timdessness and now, far Anthony, thisnew and avful avareness that infadt itwes dl coming
toaned.

Oh yearsto go, and possibly even centuries but no longer years without limit and certainly not without... certain restrictions.
(He thought of his father's confinement and shuddered.) And the bitter knonmedge too, thet when he wes gore - put out of the
way, if hewasludky - hisbrather Francesoo wauld go on //the dogHLord Redu were defeated in the hour of his resurgence, and if
Francesco reumed to Le Manse Madonie, and to apostion o power, unopposed.

Angdo bdieved that Francesoo ws heeding far afdl. Sowhy nat meke sure f it? Forewamed isfareammed, true Butinthiscasenat to give
ample warning - indeed to reverse the process - would be treachery. Again Anthony's grim, mirthless grin, as he
thought So thereyou haveit! Andaml nat atrue'origingl' after all?



Hest downagan, ddeed U thetdephone Brather, aeyouthare?

"Wheedewaud| be? areFancesasimpeiat goM. "W ok yau o lang?

Tmanny bdaory adwariad o desethe doar, Arthary lied Weshoud kepaur aorversstians privete Wy advetise the fadt of Vinoants &, incgpeaity?
[twoud arly damaur peodenesdesdy. ArdIim congdaus f nry insulaity. Divided like thiswerethet muchweeke, brather!

Fok for yourdlf, theatha’'svdeewesase. Whet aeyau lordy, thar?Isthedace getting you don?Qr eanit be thet yau aave somahing ather then
trecopay o thebedad THgwed—

'Francesco!" Anthony snarled a caution... and watched the fingers o hisfree hand where they gripped thegem o a wineglass
dongating like wrinked bondess warmd Againg his will they wrapped themsdves round the glass and crushed it, whipped in
their own - in his own -blood, until they encountered ety sace, then dipped framthe tallesrimand went dithering to ike floor!

And: 'Ah! Ahhh!" he cried, his eyes starting in their dark, shadowed sockets.

Tony? (Francesoo's uesk, fram the tdgphone thet Anthony hed et fdl to the table) He jumped up, grabbed hiswild hand, gritted his teeth
and damanded cbediencefram hiswilful flesh. Hisentireleft amfdt likejelly; it writhed and bulged & the dbow, tried to put out another am -
or something - from the joint then gradually, madfully diffened as hiswill won and the rampent metamarphic process reversed itsdf.

And vay doMy - and rductantly, Anthony thought - his pulsing bloodied tendils shrank, drew bedk and reshgped themsdves into ahand,
as his am solidified again...

Tony? (Fromthephore).

Trembling, he picked it up, said, 'On the telephone, where business is concerned, we are always so careful. You
might have compromised things You gat mewarked up, Imdrad’ (To sy thevery least) 'l... | broke a glass and, uh, cut mysdif.

And again there was that something in Anthony's voice that his brother had never heard before. Or perhaps he had.
Ah, yes! And Francesco could see Anthony's face even now: his morbid eqresson. And thet aved tone he dways gat in his
vaice - that catch in his throat - whenever they visited Beghaia, the Villa Palagonia with its lunetic aray of caved gone mondas Parhgs
Anthony hed been therg, to dand in ave o those loathsome Satues yet again. At which, in a way, Francesco came closer to the
truth than he could ever haveimegined
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‘Areyou ... dl right, Tony? Francesoo's vaice was curious now, and Anthony knew he must bring himself yet more firmly under

Yes-yes of courel an' he sad, fighting atanible thing within- an inner vaice aying thet heweant dl right, and fa fram it. Now be.. be awil,
will you, and 111 tdl you whet Angdo tdd ne!

'Get onwithit, then’

The hound is finished. The contract is yours. Youll win, hands down The oppodtion will cdlgose As far the rivd outfit you
mey encounter some token resistance from them ... but it will provide the ided opportunity to put them out of business far good.
Cogstoyou: minimdl..." Treachery, but it scarcely registered. No sick fedingin Anthony now, just plessure

That's it? Francesco sounded puzzled. 'Angelo didn't go into ddals?

'Youaetodowhet youll do. Y our planswill auffice Nodeals no!

'As easy as that? (Surprise, now.) 'After dl the ... the "Shaggy dog" stories he's told us? Listen, I've got Angus
with me - locd lidason, you knoa?- and he saysit worit be essy a dl! Hes been herealang timg, Tony, and hés wise to the way of thingsin
these pats'

1 can only tdl you whet Angdlo tdld e’ Anthony redied, with atypicd shrug inhisvoice He saysyaull haveit essy. What mare can | say?
(But then, in order to digilay & leet asamblance df conoam, partidpetion): How arethings locally? Areyou dl st up?!

‘Nothing can get past us unseen,’ Francesco answered. 'For the last day and a haf we've been on standby. The fina
stages of the contract are crucial, of course. But we have the chopper - er, for "aaid survallancg'? - in arder to cover the high
ground, you know? And weve picked up alat of qudity hardwarefram Itdian friendsin Newcadle Then there are gLt fedings and miretdl me
its gaing down on schedule So Angdo isprobebly comet Let* sfaeit, hed fudking better be'

‘Nathing moreto say, then,' said Anthony. Bxagat yaull kesp meinfomed?

1l bein touch as soon as theres anything ddfinite to repart Teke carg, brather!

"Y outoo, said Anthony, and put the phone down—

—To st there feding his faoe daing things thet werent entirdy hisidea, and listening in the back of his mind to his father's
distant, lunatic laughter...

Redu hed cdled to them, and Alan-onttheMoor - Alen Goresa, the redl Beest of Bodmin, itingrant fammhand, footloose oddjob men and
ravaging slaughterer of livestock, but so far only livestock - and young Garth Trevalin had answered his cdl.
Moon-children,
desadatsd thrdlsout of thepeet they hedaameto Redlisad, but nat without the asssancedt Aud . Ard in finding their wey to him they hed proved
Franceso Rranoead quitevwang; they aould ot pet imunseen Butwhetwaiethey dfter dl butapar of sdersfromthesouthwest out to ejoy the let daoat
sonsd theseesa?By romearsfully-fledged thrdls themuek theaura of the Greet Wdf wesinat attencrt to thann; their thoughtswere nether guadad nor
saching adexagt faranandet tant ther Hoodweshumen

Trey hed et in Edinburchard hired acar and g, then diven up to the Soey Veley and faurd ladgingsin Nevtomoewdl to the south of Avienaread
theCamgoms Sasing them there, sniffing aut their location, the dog_ad hed pessed it to Auld John, who hed tken adiraLitous rate to them, adiding
Avieroeadtresmoundng aountrysde ThustheFeazyshed benanadad, too

Asfartheraraning Drekus thar rew liestenart cammade ot of Indawesaponefu leeeth It wod ke diffiault for ayaeto and schashm



Eqpaddly sneeintrenight lagt night hehed recaved hisfirdl adasfran isMegs in Tibet Famnowanhewes o egpoe his eamies @ ey gopartunity,
adwhilekegarg it covat aspossble hewesto teke ot ssmany sshewesade ReduLykanwes il the man target o course, but ssreey weso lager the
top priarity. Natinawald antrevaged ndear wa..

Ard o, while Arnthory and Franoesoo Francerd: conversat by tdlgohone bewween Sodtiand and Sally, ard in Tibet Debam Drakesh pordared His Doonsthy
saHiq, the doglads three revaning moondhilden (who, with the exagaion o B1 Miu, wee the lagt desoaclnts of mary huroredss e hed ace
ahrdled) aretogahe quidly in Neviommoe wheeAud dn tdd theahashow it westo be

Laok' hebegen, el undastend Alimotoo by teebethebesrer of bed tidings But heer meaut ard AHTI tdl yetrue Ardif him in hishigh pace hes
gdetzeys yel kmmmenwatsaefreehisomnmauh Treweemisress Bamie EnMinu. deisreepizeit Sehestekan alover ad caesmaefa im
thenfar theMage! Ch shdl her hiscall ad goteehim bt rowd' aguid heatt Ardthedogl_ad careetesreshdll rotry tsedbhimbam! Aye it's thet bed
BJ'sthet amittenwi' this.. thisblecdy mad

Tretreewaed atsbleinaquigt come o thesroeraomd asrel pua Bead bull'seyewindons afew satared flekes o sow difted an the add, il
ar. Ard Alan Gared, amenaswity ard leen - ad wdfish - ss o himslf, whispered, Butwhy havent you put peid to thismren a2 Thiswhet "Hany;* did
yausa/?If yaukrow him adif yoverrg him... | men wharestrepdden?
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'‘Aye, Ah wiz comin' tae it,' John answered. 'But it's no that easy. See, this yin's verra important! Tae the Master
himsd'l Why, it could even be that this Harry is the "Mysterious One" that Radu has been waiting on & these years!
His "Man-Wi'-Two-Faces," one o' which could even be the dog-Lord's own!'

'Eh? Young Garth Trevdin put in. He looked a youth but was in fact thirty-five years old to Alan Goresci's fifty and
John Guiney's more than sixty. For the blood, and even a taint in the blood, is the life. 'What's that you say? He has
Radu's face?

'‘Ah!" John grinned in his fashion. 'But ye see, mah meanin' was more that Radu could have his!'

At which Garth frowned and shook his head. 'l ill don't understand.’

"Well maybe it's not for common men to understand,’ Alan-on-the-Moor elbowed Garth none too gently in the ribs.
'Maybe we aren't supposed to understand. Eh, John?

'Oh, but ye arel" Auld John assured them. Then, when we go up tae Him tomorrow, ydl know what it's & about See,
He fears he may have lain too long, fears the disease might be in Him despite the long centuries He's waited it out. Or if
no the Black Death, His body may have surrendered tae timeitsdl’. But Radu, this walf of wolves - why, He was a god!
Held no want tae come back tae us like some auld, rusty hinge that'll break the first time ye bend it. He would be young
again, romp among the lassies, get bloodsons and be the true Lord and leader His kith and kin across the world have
awiz waited for.'

"Huhr Alan soomed. Hiskith and kin?Whet, ahendful of nobodieslikeus?

But Auld John only gave his head a shake and muttered, 'Oh ye o' little faith! Do ye no ken what a wee bite can do,
Alan-on-the-Moor? And you a Goresci & that, whose forefathers come not only out o' olden times but frae a far
strange world, too! If sthefull o' the moon, man! And Ah ken how the likes o' ye can fed it pulling like a tide in yae
blood. How long, dye reckon, far Reolu tee meke Himsd' a pedk? And wouldn't ye just love tae run wi' Him under the moon? The
two 0' ye. aye, young Garth too: His lieutenants in the woods and wilds o' tomorrow? Gods, yed be, tae dl the yobs
and ex-politicians and lawyers and shite o' today's so-called "society!"'

By which time the two had been leaning forward across the table, eager for John's every word. And: 'When H€'s up
therelll be no stopping him," John continued. 'But getting up's the problem. If he's been wasted by time or the plague
hdll need anew body. And dinnae ask me how, but He can do it. He can take this Harry Keogh and transfer intae him!
Radu's mind and powers, in this young man's body. Itll be like starting anew - but never frae scratch. For this time Hel
take men and women o' power. And just like the plague in its

time, Hetoowill rageacrosstheworld teemakeit His'

"When do we dimba? Seduced by the fever in Johnswords young Garth's vaice wias husky, tremiding.

And dandng fram face to face, seaing the fire in their hdf-ferd eyes Aud John grinned and nodded his heed to make his
knatted mane bob. 'Have ye kept it up? Have ye been practicing yere dimbing? The way's hard, AHl meke no
bones @ it Even the easy route can be treecherous tae them as dimee kenit Itll be atrid initsd But we have tae g, tee bring
the great ald wdlf up aut 0 Hisdegaing place And we mugt be there fird Raduis dlies when Bonnie Jeen arrives!

'Oh? Alan-on-the-Moor frowned. 'IsB J. so far gone then, that he can't trust her in any degree?

BiddAhrosy s3? dnasneaed "Why dsewald Hed tse such as you and me, leaving his wee mistress out? Aye Ahive
gpoken tae Him and Redu knows His business. He fears thet BJ wiill try tee kep this Harry to hersd’. And if bed comes tee
wordt thet coud betheend 0 Redu!

But shewas 0 true' Y oung Garth was myiified. ‘| meen, after dl these years why would she change?

Perhgpsyevehit on it John tdd him. 'Change, ye sad ... and aye, Ahve seen it far mehsd’. Shes o the lasse she was

Whe B J Mirlu, alasse? Man, she can triple meh years and ill manege teelodk likelike a...
... Likeagi? Y oung Garth prompted him.
‘Aye but sheisnee But she is morelike the Megter then we are. Too Uke him, and he will'nee haveit!!



Wamphyri? (This from Alan, o low they could bardy meke him aut). And Aud John blinked yellow eyes in the amoky
light and nodded.

‘Ahive san it for mahsd'," he repeated. 'Often. Cut her, he hedls, but 0 quiddy! And when shés mad... oh, ye wouldnee
wart tae meke Bomie Jeen Mirlu med..." He hook his heed.

Then what'sto choose between them? Garth, in his ‘innocence” asked the logical question.

'She hesnee the power,’ Aud John ansvered. 'Oh, she hasthe blood dll right inherited. She's a true-blooded throwback, aye.
Bu inherited frae Him! Heknowsit &, while B J. hesiit & tae learn. But she hesnee the time, nat wi' d they Ferenczys ad
Drakuls bat on destruction. The dog-Lord... He sends His vary thoughts - ye ken if s so, for yeve heard im! - but she
doesnee have thet, no yat And anyway, He has proved Himsdl', hes He no? Hes back! He's up there the nao, in the high
places And Heswaitin' on ud'

'S then,” Alan nodded, ‘thaf s one question answvered, but one ather remains when do we dimb? And dont go worrying
yoursdlf
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that we canit mekeit If you can, wecan. Let metdl you, John, there are aregs on the moars 0 sep and high you waouldnit bdieve Also, weve
got you'to Show ustheway.

Frdt light, John ansvered. 'Cradk 0 dawn. Ah have gear enough far d three 6 us in meh car. As far when we gat ot is the noo soon

?

‘Now? (Frombath of theothers)

'‘Aye, so's tae be at the start o' the easy route by daybreak. We camp out the nicht under the glorious moon. And
oh, shell inspire us beaure"

‘Butwhy campou?' (FomGath)

'‘Because our enemies will have men on the roads, and more by daylight. So the nicht we drive up by Tromie Bridge,
on the Badenoch side o' the river, maybe as far as Insh. Yere vehicle is hired, 9 we take mine Then dta we ditch it if its
disoovered - o whet? Aimalocd glliefter d It bejust me out in thewild But you two .. they'd think yewerelogt and send out a search party.
Wedinnae want that'

‘AndisIindhwherewedat todimb? (Gathagn)

'‘Ah no, laddie,' John told him. 'Frae Insh it's awee trek in the woods somefivear sxmilesar 0 - jugt in case some daomn fad s
following - to where we camp the nicht. That will be our starting paint tomarrow moming'

‘And if somedam fod o fodsisfdloning us? Alan-onthe-Moor inquired.

And John narrowed his eyes grimly. '‘Ah've dready had some dedingswi thelike' he sid. Theyreno 90 hard. Orething far aure
they're no moars: and woodamen like us Ifll meen onear two less d they far Redu teeworry over, thet'sd'

And that had been that...

And now, fird light it wes- arack d dawn, ar even predawn - but it felt like the middle of the night to Alan-on-the-Moor and Garth.
Sheken aweke, half-dragged from their degping-bags by John, they were cautioned to sllence by his narowed ydlow eyes his finger to hislips
and hoardy whipered, 'Somedarmn fod, ayel Up and awvey, lads. Up and away ...

Then deper into the wioods where the sow hedntt reeched, and the grey light filtered itself through an evergreen canopy of
branches Al three men treeding lightly, never atwig sngpped ar bird disturbed; and whoever followed just as quiet, even esrily so,
so that Aud John hed to edmit Theyrelike- Ah dinnee ken - ghodts these yird It wes Feranczys cdled on mg, modam types But these yins
have tae be Drekuld Rrobebly petrdlin the roads and found meh car!

And hewasright, but they wouldh't know far catan far awhileyet

After less then amile whare the ground rase stegply into thefirst araggy rampats of the Camgons the tralls petered out But the weay wes as
familiar as his awn handwriting to Auld John, and soon the three cameto ashesr diff resting some two hundred fest ar mareto agreentdad im

Up there albroed ledge likeaweefdse plateau,’ John whigpered. 'Somermileand a hdlf long by a quater-mile broed. Therés bomie fat deer
runnin' wild, and no man dive today who ever saw them except mahsd'... And one woman. Now quiet as ye go.
There's a dimney jus dong here”

Atwhich Alan-onthe-Moor peusad, hdd up afinge, siffed thedr. And: 'Something..." he grunted.

Auld John's nod. Tere pretty guid, Alan. It's that same damn something - ar Someone-who hes bean on our tral Incefird light
Bu men yere snses aedivel And we both know why. If sthefull moon, Alen! Yeehblood ansversteeit and yere senses; too!

Momerts later found tham a the chimney, avaticd fault in the faoe thet dimbed through aregper, henging fdliege and dusty cavdds into the
haghts 'Easy aspie’ Alan-ontthe-Moor grunted, squinting upwards while young Gatth nodded his agreamarnt

Thefirg hlf, for sure" John tdd tham. ‘After thet there are pitonswhere the face tends tae overhang amite. As yere fingers fed
the add, 0 yae gip weekens Wereludky theweather haslet up some Wl rape-up on aledge Ah ken frae adozen dinos Then Ah hope
tee how yeaweetrid<!

They're close now," Alan glanced sharp-eyed back through the undergrowth. K they have guns, they could pidk us off”

Butif they're wanting teefind the dog-Lard, Auld John reminded im, ‘they willneewart tae pidk us off. Anyway, wehave nee dhaice S the
fegter wego the better!

They dinmbed to hisledge, ane hundred and thinty feet up the diff faog, where they quiddy roped-up. Lodking down, the foat of the diff was
lost below dangling creepers, crevice-grown shrubs and the canopy of the forest 'So, theyTl no be shooting a us



after d,' John commeanted 'And now, hush!'

He took acoil of rope from his shoulder, let out a good length, Iobbed asvelea aal out into the dm light and doan into the
woods And: There,' he said. 'Itll fal amost tae the bottom." And he tied it off onarustypiton.

The two newcomers glanced at each other with puzzled expressons but sad nothing. And then they waited, until Alen tried to
whigoer They'redodng in' But John stopped imwith agrip o sed fram fingarsthet dug degp inthe flesh of hisshoulder.
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Sill now," he muttered. 'Dinnee sheke the rape: Theyll think wewearein such ahuny welet it adangle Niced us e? (His wdlfish gin And a
minuea o lag): 'Se Wha dd Ahtdl ye? The ropewert taut, vibrating vary dightly as someone tested its strength.

Down bdow, under the foret's canopy, three men dressed in ecArmy, camouflage-green combat suits examined disturbed
undergrowth in the wake of Auld John's party. And Singra Singh Drekesh looked up into the tangle, narowed his eyes, fronned
and hauled ontherope

Hanking Sngh, thetwo remaining Tibeten thralls ssamed esger to diml; containing themsdlves they wted on hisword. Drakedhis lieutenant
out of India wes cautious, however. He hed bem taught something of alesson by this Bonie Jeen Midu and her people, and he wes dill
dinging framit. But up therein the haghts; three df hemwaremeking far the lar of the dog-Lord Raolu even now, and this could be his chance
for revenge- and his chance to disoover Red, il week fram his oenturies of desp.

He sent his greedy, avidly writhing thoughts up into the gloom. The telepathic aether was heavy with wolf-taint -
from which his probes reoailed Prabebly judt thar dinking tral. But no thoughts & dl to mention, or & best anly the fading echoes o
thoughts

Which was corredt, far John and the athers weerant thinking &t dl, just hdding thar bresth and wating. Andt

Go, then!' Sngra Sngh Drakesh hissad, watching hismen dideupwards out of sight, one after the other. Vampires - or vampire
thralls at least - they seemed to flow up the rope; the chimney's vegetation was barely stirred by their passing. Bdow
them, Singh followed their progress for a moment or two; then, as they disgopeared, he sant out anather probe

Wes there.. something there? A feding d... antidpetion? At his place in India Singh kept Venus Flytraps. Their unconscious
voraciousness - their subsistence on lesser lives had always fasdnated hm Hants they hed no thoughts as such, but there was
thissamearaabout them Likethe trgp-door uider, lying inwat

Lyinginwait... ?

Atwhich Sngh sorang det, cdling out to hismenwheare they'd reeched Auld John'sledge And histrap!

The three men on the ledge heard Singh's cry of warning Smuitanecuswith the emaergence df ams and a shaved heed ridng into
sght a theiimad the ledge Then Auld John stepped faward, grunting;: ‘And its good maoming to ye- ye dit-eyed ydlow bestard!” - as he drove
the toe df adimiing boat desp into the Drakul's ggping, sharp-toothed mew. Teeth lintered, blood spurted, inthe moment before the Drela fell;
and bdow him the second Tibetan dung tight to the aack in the rock as his cdlleeguels body hurtled by

Then the second menwes frantically wedging hisfoat inacrevicg and trapping the rope under one am as he tried to ungling an
automéatic wegpon fram his shoulder. And he hed somenow maneged it, had even started to bring the muzzle of the machine
pistol to bear on the trio of faces looking down on him - when Auld John casualy drew his razor-sharp clasp knife
across the taut rope.

Wedged in a crevice, the Drakul's ankle snapped before his foot came loose. One sharp and weirdly dien cry, as he
fdl in atangle of rope and leafy debris; and one short burst of maching-gun fire that buzzed harmlesdy off into empty
ar and only served to accelerate his fdl. And Auld John nodded his approval, wagged the diced end o the rope & his
friends and st 'So then. A weetridk. And now lef'sget on..."

Down below, spreadeagled to the diff face, wide-eyed and trembling in rage and disbelief, Singra Singh cursed
under his breath as the last of his thralls smashed down into rocks long since falen from on high, and was broken by
them. Even Singh himsdlf would have been broken by such a fal; if not fatally, then most sorely. But these Tibetans
were mere thralls; their bones were splintered and their flesh pulped. And Singh was on his own.

Orders were orders, however, and at the Drakesh Monastery the last true Drakul would expect them to be carried
out - to the last. Sngra Snch westhe lagt of this group anyway. And he wes nat amento be confounded or ridiculed by mere
thrals ... and <fof-thrals at thet!

And there and then he vowed it: that his Master would be proud of him yet. He would have to be, if Singh was ever
again to meet him face to face. But for now - there were other ways up this diff, he was sure. A lieutenant for long and
long, he would find one. For him the dimb would be as easy as taking awak through the woods.

After that, well, the rest might not be so easy - but it was definitely preferable to explaining to his Master the many
fine details of his several failures...

PART

REVIVALSANDDE/CLUTIONS



RADURESREENT.THESECEATAULD JOHNS

Atop the diff, on the false plateau before the mighty bulk of the Camgoms commenced ther true assaulit on the sky, John's party
jog-trotted through woods mainly undisturbed for centuries. They heeded northrwest to the foat of ahigher, much more difficuit
dimb. But again John knew araute up the goparatly shear faog, fdloning which they would make easy going across a gradualy
climbing tarain of westhered rock, arevicedinging heethers, crusted, snowHfilled depressions, and rarg danting, windHdlegted pines

It was ten-thirty in the morning before they reached that higher devation, the severe, undulating, boulder-Hitered but meinly
open domed the rodk - the Caimgarm 'gone riding in ar fram the woods - but they'd covered the ground inbelf theime it would teke the best of
ordnary men

S miles now; ssid John, getting his seoond wind as he paused to adjust the sl pack on hisbeck. 'Rough ground and uphill & the way, out
no marethen an hour and alhit tee Such aswethree Lagt ime Ahwies harg, the placewes & under the snow, white over, and odld tee freeze yare
boned A hdl ¢ adimb, and going down even worse. Ah had ... injured mahsd - a wee cut, ye ken? - Ah'd lost a litle blood.
Amyway, (hisismuch esser. But avoid theicadkover snow in they hdllows and wetch for aradks in this auld rock. Where were gaing the rack
gets more ratten the farther wego, and some o they arevasses go down forever!”

Heled theway, and the stony ground - and as often neked rodk -flew under their booted feet. There was no recognizable track
that John's companions could seg, but hewas the tracker, nat them. And to Auld John's eyestherewasatrack s dear as day. Made by alight,
fleet foat it heeded north-eest, and John knew thet infdllowing it hed find the best possible route OF course hewould; thetrall hed been tried and
tested imeswithout numbar.
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Aye flet ofoot and fair 0'Jace -but a cheat for a that, who would even cheat on the greatest othem a-Bonnie by
name, but no by design. Oh, it was a great shame. Ah, wdl Move over, wee lasse for therés a man here the noo, and
the wolfs no much longer in hislair...

Qeminuethedrwescer addesn anly trewhidled thewird through lering aagsard e sraich o bown heethe.. ard thereé—

—Trehdioopter ssrad toaomeout o ronnee risng upover therim df rodk arly ahelfmile aney, ad die whup whup, whup o its ratars reeched ot o
themanarisng sde Hdl ad darreion’ Aud Jdhnaurs sshefilung himsdf doaninasiogp d radk Amd Toneyefuddng egjitd’ heydled B2 Dinree
jud Sendtheregnd g

AlananteMaor adyoug Gathjaned im ss b ripped agrest snath o hesther framitsroats o aover ard camaufiage hisbody. They quiddy fdllonved
qit, hudded togethe, lay Sill Ardthe hdlioopter buzzsd doser aoosstherod o demountain, and sssed to desoarnd diredly towvardsthem

Ahmight & kroam o moened /A Hecby whinhind, 0 cours? Hovdsewaesch astrey teeget Lphee e

Doyauthirk they sawus? Alangegped

‘Ahdmeeken Wedkelikeatstothey, for e Aye but theanly artsteebese Wed didk ot likesoretumssif they waelodkingin the right diretion.
Butwewaedown pretty camaick. Ahsmdy dmeeken. Ardt

Heethey come' sidGath

Treyare... adwat Thehdioope pesssd dmost diredly ovatesd flev on unintaruptad in the diredion of Martrose Aud ohn sghed his rdidf- then
aurs agein, Blechly hellf - ashestood, tossed heether edeand brushed imedlf coan Hiscomperiansfdloned sLit

Butahdioopte, hee? Alanlodkedangry, agadous draid

‘Aye’ sad In Mahthoughtsexedly - & firg Sght But now: it lacks like ewesfrae Aviemore simepoar sod who aoddnee ki drdght. On hiswey tse
haehshoesfixed in Martrosear Abadken But men mehheatwesinmen mouh!'

Whileinthehdioopter

Digyded, Frark RatarzadLffed binooularsinto apectld aortangr intheceinwell, pidked upard lovingly fingered ahighvvdoaty rifle with agiparsoope
adwhigoarad in ltdian,"Whetan gppartunity! Hey, Luig. Didyouseetemitying thee?] coud havetsken them aut befare they emnberewv | wesfiing an them
Ardyaukron something?lim praoedly gaing to heemysef faeve thet |
didntif only for Vinoants sske' Tal, gaunt vidous yet paradoxically feminine in his mannerisms and movements, Potenza spoke to
the pla, Lug Manaza

1 saw them Manoza ansvered. But you know aswl as| dowhat Francesco told us to do if we sighted anyone. Unless it was
the woman, let it be. Let them go where they're going. Sure it's important that we saw them, but their direction of travel
is more important yet Francesco thinks he knows where the dog-Lord is, approximately. You saw them, fine ... but /
saw where they were heading before they got down. And it looks like Francesco's right. It's the same area, some four,
five miles northeast of here. That's where he picked up Radu's scent the first time we were out'

'So," Potenza whispered, 'if were sure we know the location of this dog-bastard's lair, why can't we knock his people
over? | mean, why wait? Vincent is dead -1 mean, he's really dead! If it was up to me I'd take these fuckers out here



and now. It would be like swatting flies'

Yauwary too much over Vinoat Reguss’ Manazatdd im ‘And | don't think Francesco worries about him at dl! Vincent was
your boss, OK - your immediate superior - but he was aso a pain in the ass. That's why he's dead. He didn't listen.
The mord of my story is, stop being a pain in the ass. The Francezci is pretty good at swatting flies too. Know whet |
meat?

'Huhf said the other, as Manoza lost dtitude, swung the helicopter over and headed north. 'Now what?

‘Now we're going where | think they're going,’ the stubby Manoza grunted. Til stay low, youll see if you can spot
any suspicious or identifying features or landmarks, anything that looks like an entrance Wolves hde wp in caves you
know? And you can do try to spot a decent, level landing place.

Weregaing down?

Manoza sighed, shook his head in mock despair. 'No, we're not gaing doan! Nat ye, ayway. Whenwedo ifil beinforea | just
wart to know where I'm going to land at that time'

'Huhf Potenza said again. 'Why dl this muscle? Against these people? | mean, they're just people! Not even thralls!'

They're thralls of a sort' Manoza answered. 'Francesco calls them "moon-children,” dedicated to Radu, and their
blood has the wolf-taint. Also, they're not "just" people. Certainly not the woman. We cant push tham around like itsabig
night out in Pdamo. They push back - hard! They sure pushed Vincent anyway.'

There was no answer to that so Potenza kept quiet

Skirting higher ground, putting it between his machine and the dog-Lords people Manazafdlowved theaadk of aravinein the
aeawhare Franoesoo hed sensad... something. Andt 'OK; hetdd Patlaza
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'Keep your eyes pedled. Thisisit - or close enough it makes no difference.’

As Manoza laid the chopper over on its side and circled the ravine with its ribbon of weter faaming & the battom, Patarza
looked down 'Crevasses,' he whispered in that way of his. 'And potholes, too. On the roof, some hollows full of water;
others that look bottomless. In the ravine, the face of that diff is riddled. The whole place looks rotten, ready to cave
in'

'Cave? Manaza grinned knowingly. That''s exadly thekind of word | wanted to hear. The kind of place Francesco's looking for.'
He straightened the chopper up, leaned her the other way, took a good lack for imsdf. Andt This hes to be itl" he nodded
exadtady. 'Almod inaccessible, and who would want to come here anyway? High as hell, and cold and hollow as old
Katerin's tits. But if s granite; it isn't about to cave in just yet' He marked a map taped to his control panel, straightened
his machine up again and followed the course of the ravine back towards Aviemore.

That's it? Potenza sounded disappointed, petulant

'For now," Manoza told him. 'But be patient Frank. I've a feeling well be seeing action soon enough. Between now
and nightfall, for sure

Two hours earlier:

At his old house in Bonnyrig, the Necroscope Harry Keogh had dept wel despite last night's sense of urgency, the
feeling that he stood upon the brink of something vast, awesome and dangerous; dept wdl despite dl feelings of
breathless expectancy and weird anticipation; despite dl of those things, and last but not least his inexplicable terror
of tomorrow.

But now it was tomorrow. The light of day, of morning, had brought him awake from a dreamless state where dl his
mind had wanted to do - and dl it had done - was rest But in the find moments of awakening, as had been so often the
case, that restless urgency reasserted itsdf. And floating up from subconscious wells of mind, the lines of what could
only be three especidly relevant quatrains stood out as clear in his memory as if freshly planted there:

Sheis her master's kennel-maid. His castle is a hollow place and high; his bed isyellow,
glowing where he laid himself to rest who would not die.

With numbers and with solar heat and grave-cold, with mordant acids, and his friends in low society,
and achemica thunder; with all of these, behold!

NarcaE Tre afYeas\all B
He may transmute impurity to peace and piety!

He knows! - yet may not know, until set free by the kennel-maid; he sees, yet may not understand, until this
Pretty's eyes search out the treachery, in the dog that would bite its keeper's hand ...

And the Necrasoope knaw thet hedid know, yet didnit and couldn't know, until st free by this Pretty, this Bormie Jeen Midu But st free of
what? Inwhet way, st fres? Freein his body? That waanit gaing to be easy. Oh, he had had his doubts, but what had they come
to in the end? Only the redlization that he loved her. Set free of that? No, he didn't want that kind of freedom, would
much rather stay a prisoner. Or... set freein his mind, to be his own man again? Now that was something else.

While breakfasting but not tasting anything, he remembered something else. Or rather, he knew it without knowing
how: that today was the day. He fdt it, could fed it even now, over... there! And helooked & abak weD. But thef swhareit
was Whatever itwesthat was tugging a him.

And the feding was so strong - the urge, the compulsion - to go to B.J, right now, that after washing his med



down with the dregs of a pot of strong black coffee, he went out into the garden to look for it The sign.

And there it was low on the horizon whare Harry hed knoan he would find it the ful moon, hanging pelein the wintry sky. And yes of
course thiswas the day. And tonight wes modt aartanly the night The night of the full moon...

Hary knewwheareBJ and her gilswould be, and hemust goto her. God, hewanted desperatdly to goto her, right now! But (end hedenched his
tegth, fordng hismind avay fromthel), fird therewere preparationshe must attend to. Cartainwordsfrom thequatrainsrepested hi hisheed:
Numbers, solar heat, grave-cold, mordant acids, friends in low sodety,and alchemical thunder. Usngdl of thesetilings he
could put right what waswrong.

Numbers. not numerology this time but metaphysics, MObius mahs o course Sda heat the utimete wegpon agangt
whetever it was that was waiting for him... which was something he ill didnt dere concentrate on. Fiends in low sodety, ad
gavecdd?Wd| they were one and the same thing, and what they were was obvious Asfar‘maordant adds' that hed him beffled;
but & lesst he had some knowledge of alchemical thunder. Hed seen plenty of that on the night the Chetesu Bramnitsy fdl. He
knew how tomekealchemical thunder, or the chemical sort anyway... but alchemical
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to Nostradamusin hisday and age And if Hary didhit know, he hed plenty o friendsinlow sodety who did

Hany knew where to go and whet to "borrow.” He wes familiar with the interior of several ammunition dumps and magazines.
And if therewas something new thet hemight take afancy to - something he might have difficulty figuring out - wdl, there were
plenty of bomb-digposd people among the Greet Mgarity to hdp im out Or ex-people, anyway.

By midday he had everything he needed, except maybe a little edratime But ime to do whet? Worry about whet hed to be
done, and whet hewas gaing to do anyway, comewhet may? And & lagt, kitted out in much the samerig as hed wom for thet jab & Le Manse
Madonie- bladk track-aLiit and black canvias shoes; bladk T-ghirt and an ex-Anmmy web belt with canvas pouch atachments - he wes reedy. The
only additions he hed medk in deference to the weather, ware thick black socks and a heavy, black woollen commando-style
pulover. Firdlly he thought about agun, then dedided againgt it Go up againgt amed killeswith agun (if thef swhet he wes going up against,
and it could wel be), and they weren't going to try to take him prisoner...

And & lag it westimefar the *wee puppy* to go and ssethekad-mad

He took the Mobius route into the undergrowth at the edge of a copsetoonedded Aud John's cottage in Inverdrue: It wes
shear guessork; nat the co-ordinates- far he dill ramambarad thoseframthat time when he and B J. had visited the old gillie - but
that she would be there. But obviously BJ. would have to have a starting placg, and shewas prabably rdying on Aud John, o
hiscottagein Inverdruie seemed the best bet

And Hary wasright it wes his best bet - and hisworst - and hed landed right inthemidde df it!

A big black Mercedes saloon was parked on the service road with its nose pointing in the drection of the mein roed ad
Aviamare From what the Necroscope could see, no one was in it In the cottage: downstairs, the curtains were drawn.
Upstairs, faces and figures - femde, he thought - flitted before small windows. Occasordly, and cautioudy, afigure woud
pause to look out, but briefly and dwaysfram the Sde The regson wes simle the placewes under Sege

Outside amen golashed pard fraomaheavy plagtic container dl around the paimeter of the house, but espedialy on wooden fixtures such as
doors, windows the timbered frame and alean+o firewood gore. Covered by asecond men with a machinepigd, who crouched not twenty
paces from Harry behind the boles of a clump of silver hirches thewould-be arsonigt ket low; he ssamed eeger to gt done
And he too, had an automatic wegpon dung from hisshoulder.

Hary gaveamomant's sudy to the house Inthewal fadng him, a singlespaned kitchen window. He could of course meke a Mitthius junp
dredly into the house, but that would meen hed probasbly be seen metaidizing by thoseindde-B J and the girls he presumed - o & lesdt rdise
avkward questions That wouldnt do; he couldn't diglay histaentsto anyone: and the menwith the petrd wes moving now round a comer of
the front-fadngwal of the house, dopping fud as he went

And suddenly BJ. was there a an open window amost directly over the arsonist's head. Twisting her body, leaning
far out of the narrow space, she amed her crossbow - a which the Necroscope heard the dull but vidous phut! phut! of a
slenced wegpon. Themenin the hirches hed teken out apigd, wes @ming and firing across hisam His bullets spanged dff thewel doseto B
J's heed, spailing her a@m as she squeezed the trigger of her weapon and causing her to duck inside. And now Harry
wished he'd given more thought to caryingagun.

But BJ'sami hadn't been entirely spoiled. Her bolt had flown home, transfixing the arsonist's right shoulder. Any
ordinary man woud probebly have fainted in agony; this one let go the container of petrd, dumped againg the wel for a momat, then
sraghtened up and pidked up the container left-handed!

Hary hed ssen marethan enough; heknew wihet he mugt do; and in the brief moment of time that he would be vishle to the siper... well, he
wauld soone faoe Sngle shots fram a hedily amed pistal then a burst fram amechinegun! And conjuring adoor, he entered the M Sbius
Continuum...

... And exited on the far side of the Mercedes. From this angle he could sse the bonnet of Sendras car sicking out fram behind
the house So the Mac weastheirs- the peoplewho hdd Bl in Sege-and the drivar's door wias open. It took just a second ar <o to st the timer
onasrdl but deedy itam no higger then a pecket o dgarettes and deposit it under the driver's seat Then Harry used the
Continuum again...

.. And emerged running, not five paces from the house and its kitchen window. Diving faward and up in a curving trgedory,
herdled, cuded himedf intoa bell, hit the window with his shoulder and wert through the glass onto the kitchen teble, which gave under his
weight In the moment it took to disengage from the mess of torn curtans and wredkage, humied footsteps sounded on the gtars



and dso framacoridor leeding to the bedk of the house Andt B X! heyeled 1f sme Hay!'
Three seconds later and the kitchen door flew open; B J. stood there, heir amy and danted eyesblazing a furious ydlow in the
unlit
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winter goom of the house. Her crassbow wias painting into the room, aimed directly a Harry, until she saw that it redly was him
and goplied the sfety. Then shewasinhis ams and her bregthing asob - of rdief, he knew, but for him, not for hersalf - as she
crushed to him her facein the crook o hisneck and her body draining againg his.... for a moment.

Then she pulled away and, as Harry's eyes adjusted to the light, she even turned aney, s if to hide something. The
Necrosoopewasfarly sure he knew what she was hiding... but he dared not et himsdf dwdl on thet He Sepped fawerd and wes
right behind Blwhen she started to say, 'Harry, man—' until he slapped his hand over he mouth.

Na' hesdd Tmdreedy switched on, B - ssfar asl wart to be anyway. And, bdieveme | canwark better without it Trust me' He gave her a
litle sheke Trust me OK?

Foramomat hefet her furious grength; it wasin her, live - like the contained hum of agiant damis dynamos - the only Sgn of the pover
ragngwithin, and B's hend whereit gragped hiswiigt felt likean iron bend. But then she rdaxed, puiled his fingars free sadt ‘Al right - dl right,
Hamy!" Then, tuming to im, she was B again. ‘But where have you been’? Yau, and John, too. | dont know where Johniid'!

Heshook hisheed, lidked hisdry lips B J, theres no ime far any of that, not now. Do you have any other weapons? He took
the crossbow franhe.

'Updairs ashotgun, hesad.

Then go... go now! Cover me, from upstairs.’

He eyeswatwideinfear, for im. Hary, I—

—tswhet| do, rememba?

Shebit her lip, nodded, and went

As s00n a8 she was out of the room he amashed some loose glass from the window, Smulating an et and departed viaa Mfthius door beck
to the copse. The entire gpisode in the house hed taken only helf aminutea most And the menwith the petrdl wiasjugt finishing up. Tossing the
oontainer to the ground, he fumtded in his pockets Ieft-hended for adgarate lighter.

Hary saw adint of mdd in the meris hand, thumbed the sfety off the crossbow, painted it, and let fly. The balt flw true- o as tue as it hed
been amed - fruck homeindmoet the same place ss BIsbdlt. It jeked itstarget upright and pinned his shoulder to thewdl of the house And
the dgerdtte lighter wart flying. Thistimethe men ydped hisagony... yet amamat later he wies jerking his body fram Sde to Sde, sngpping the
hardwood bat and Saggering away fram the cottage towards the Merceoked Hed hed enough, but hewesdill on his feet

And now Hary wasindeed ‘switched on - he knew exadly whet he wes dedling with here Vampired

But suddenly lead wasps were buzzing to left and right of him, fdloved by the tdl-de phut! phut! of slenced fire Themenin
the hirches hed stepped dear f the tress; in a croudh, he wes firing & Hary. Then, from the open upgtars window, a sngle shotgun blagt
which did the trick. The distance was too great to do permanent damegg but dill the men with the pistdl legped and cavorted as
hislong overcoat was blown open. And a moment later he, too, was rumning for the Mercedes

Hary sepped degper into the copse, whare unseen he conjured aMobius door. It took him to the road, where he crouched
down behind snow-clad bushes and took a transmitter from one of the ammunition pouches on his bdt The Mercades went
rocketing by, and Harry let it go a haf-mile before jumping ahead of it Why he didnt Sy edtad the tranamitte’s antena ad
press the button he couldnt say. But sofar his adtionsin this business - whatever it was about - hed been covat and he wanted to kegp tham
thet way. Maybe that was it As for his powers ... well, these creatures were hardly going to be talking to anyone about
his use of the Mobius Continuum, werethey? Nat when they werein the Continuum. And nat when they were degp inthe shit!

The Merc came blazing, and Harry stepped out into the road in front of it. They saw him and maybe even recognized im, and
the driver grinned and ket right on coming. Harry hed st theimer on hisbomb far just three seconds;, time enough to prepare imsdf and tum
hisfeoefram the blagt But thet hed been when hewes thinking in mundene tarms and now heweanit This weanit gaing to hgppen in mundene
sace andtime

He had learned a new trick when Zahanine was murdered - or taminged?-in his house & Bonyrig. He knaw about Zahenine
now and accepted it that it hadn't been a dream. The stains on his floor hedn't been adream, anyway. And he knew whae he
hed taken her body, and how. A new trids, yes

Thecar bore doawn onhim and the drive’s mouth was open inaghedtly, gaping laugh o pure pleeaure. So Hary laughed, too, and conjured
adoor big enough to take the whde ca. And a slit-second befare the car disgppeared, he pressed the button on his tramamitter. Then -
throwing up anamand tuming away, even the Necrasoope, unable to accept that a ton of hurtling metd was smply going to
vanish & hiscommeand - he gritted his teeth and half-dosad hiseyes And in so doing, omitted to collgpse the door.

One-hundred... two-hundred... three-hundred—

—Tharewasamuffled roar, and an exogon asif framfar, far avay; asound o feding marein the mind then in the redd waorld. And
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thenavay red sound: adanging, dattering, skittering, mddlic sort of sound.



Harry opened his eyes. Above the road, ared lick of fire that bumed itsdf out asit rose through aring o snoke And in the @r -
spinning end over end, bounding one last time as it hit the road and flev sideways to scythe among the roadside
trees - the twisted, smouldering rear fender of the Mercedes. Nothing more then that.

And the Necrosoope gave agrdl shudder as he pidured it in the Mbhius Continuum, a metenrite shooting through the endless night, its
firebell wirking out, and adoud of shettered deris- plagtic and meid and flesh and blood - gaing nowhere, and teking farever to doit....

Hdf anhour eadie:

Auld John Guiney, Alan-on-the-Moor, and Garth Trevain had arived on the aurbing, drigted and wind-cared dome o the
rock over the cavem system of Radus redoulat. Rusly pitons hidden under shards of gone hed tdd atde, painted theway, and weare dill usshle
Rapes hed bem lovered into the throat of a bladk, echaing pathole, down which the men had dlithered, descending into the
hollow, unhdloved skl o the mountain

And in the goomy, cavam+idded wald bdow, John hed led the others degper ill into the secret heart of the rodk - to Redu Lykars resting
plece

At the dog-Lord's sarcophagus on its platform of stony rubble, John and the athers hed dinbed to therim and looked down on
Hm His outline had been dim, vague, blurred by his bath of glutinous resn and the cradked, dugty ydlow aug onitssurface But
wharethe blat of his heed wies Situated, the darkness gowed with twin arees of red light. Andt

'Itslike somekind @ weird wamb' John hed exaned in athroaty whisper. 'Surrounding our Master, a thin envelope of fluids
that replenishes itsel' by drawing off the essence, die preservative poves d theresn'

"And helives? Y oung Gath hed been aved by thewonder of it ‘After dl these years?

‘Are his eyes no opan? John hed ansvered reverently. Hashe no spoken teeye teed d us cdling tae uswit his mind? Oh, he lives laddie,
aye. The nicht... well see him up, and be his loya subjects for dtime immartdsamong common mant But imes wesing. So le's be
aitthenco!

Then hed freshened and =t fireto theflamioesux in their Sodkets about the base o Redus Sone adffin, and wamed young Gatht Y ere task
now, Gath Teekegp yare eye on they torches there And when
thewamresn dartstee dip free the outlets tee enare theflamedoes'nae jump. This resin's the stuff that blazes up in auld pine
logs... It doesnae take verra much tae set it &fire. But it's a comfartable wee job. Ye can have yared' a snack fram yeare peck, and
ahve somathing hare thet will wamye up no end. A drap d red wine. Aye, guid for the blood, so it is..."

Fam hisoan pack John hed teken albattie of wine, popped the aark, poured the thidk, resinous stuff into their drinking mugs Thenatoest as
they'd draned it away. Herésto Redul Long hes Hewaited, and long mey Heragn!!

To Radu!" they'd echoed him, not noticing or used now to the geemd favour in John's ydlow eyes But hed poured himsdf
themerest drop, and then scarcely touched it...

And Alan, smecking hislips hed questioned, Butif thisis Gatthis tesk, whet ebout us?

‘A great task, ourd" Aud John hed answvered. "What Garth does here we do dsavhere Far Reduisnee the anly one wiall be up the nidht,
andwemug egse theway far his aregture too. So aome onwithmenow, Alan-onithe-Moor, far itsamog noon. Ah, but this yin will teke some
meting out, beure

Then, before leaving Garth to his vigil, John had poured him a futher mesaure o wing wirked and asked im, Yl no be wll,
afeared? Tee tay here on yere own, eh mea?'

"Whd's to fear? Gath hed narowed his eyes Tve same food and water, light and warmth from the torches, plenty more
torches if these bum low. How long will you be, anyway?

‘Aslong asit tekes' John hed ansvered. But whenweregoneydl find it awfy quiet. Guid! No yin can come upon ye or take ye
by aupris? And remambe: if therés some prddem, ye anly need teeydl. These cavamswill cary yere ay like the echo @ ahoMing waf - as
they will soon beechaing, aye!’

And he and Alan hed gone dff into the mewy intsiar, thar footsteps rapidly fading, as the silence of forgotten centuries had
come aondingin

Ten minutes and Gatth hed fdt drowsy. Sheking himeagif, he hed dimbad again to thelimdf the sarcophaguss, looked down on Redu, But by
then the dog-Lord's outline had become very indistinct, distorted by the dow draudion of resn & the battom of the greet vat. And
afrath of bubbles hed begun risng ohrso-dowly, gathering under the crust and seeking away through.

Gath hed st with his bedk againgt the bese of the sarcophiagus awhile until again hed felt himsdf nodding. It mugt be the wamth of the
torches, he hed supposed. And &tar checking tham hed dinnbed doan to the rubble-drenn floor to egt a hite fran a sandwich. Sitting there in
thegoom, inthe rhythmic, flidkaing tordhlight, his nerves
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had dowly rdaxed, his muscles softened, and his head had falen onto his chest

Jugt onoe Gath hed darted, & whet heimegined was somefaraway ay. But it wes nathing, and the torches weare buming geedily, and there
wasthisdow dip, dip, dip, hypnaticinthe regulaity of its pacing. Or regular to Garth, a least, as the effect of John's or Radus
wireworked steedily on his sygem. Bxogt the dip waanit regular but spesding up.

And on the ddis dow puddes o ydlow resn faming, and in the stone sarcophagus, an origind Lord of the Wamphyri
sending out telepathic probes which &t this range couldn't help but find their target...

Aud John and Alanr-ontheMoar careto thevat of Radus aresture 'My God!' said Alan, looking at the massive stone 'staves' of



the containgr, bolstered & the battom with bouldars inthelight of John'storch. -What the hell...?'

And John looked & hm strangdly. 'Gad, did ye say? Do ye have faith then, Alar?| meen ather then faithinHin?

The ather shook his heed. *Y cunrixwith men, and talk with men, you end up thinking and goeeking like them. Thef swhy you are S0 lucky
up hare on your ovn, Jon. But | warked inabrenvary awhile and 1've seen ten thousand gallons of beer brewed in smaler vats
then thid'

'‘Ah!" said John. 'But it's no beer brewing here. Listen!" And he plaoad hisear to the cdd gone

Alen falowed it - and a once reected, and gorang awvey. "What!? he said. ‘A heartbeat? But whet kind of heart?

‘A hbig yin, ayd' John grinned, and continued ligening. But &ter a momat the aile fdl fram his feog replaoad by a fromn of drange
concern. The heavy, thudding beat was far more frequent than on previous occasions but it wes dso vay imegula. If the thing in
the great womb (and more literdly a womb this time) were a human sleeper, he would either be nightmaring or very,
very sick... Or perhaps smply weak? Well, maybe John had the cure for his weskness Which wes why he wes hare dter dl
Andwhy Alantonthe-Moor was here, too...

Upyego, John grunted, lighting theway with his torch. ‘And now yere redlly gaing tee see somgthing!”

Toonedde addaway o dacked sone dabs lay againg the vat Suddenly tired, depleted, Alen dambared to the @ght-foat high rim with
Auld John right behind him... and failed to see the old gillie reechinginto adegp aadk under adab, ar whet he brought out At the
top, Alen arept fowerd on hands and knees until asiddy sweet resin-reek wafted up to him. A sweethess - and the smdl of
something other than resin, and other than sweet

John planted the torch inaarack wall bedk fram therim, and said, Well? Whet dyemeked thet?

Sheking hisdzzy heed, Alan-onithe-Moor gazed down into the ssmi-dlid murk of ameinly opeque, luminous resin resarvair, and as his eyes
adjusted peered through the crugted aurface into the looser liquids beneath... at the Thing that lay haf-curled there, no longer
enirdy fodd, just waiting to be bom

Themessve heed, triangular in praiile dog janstwo and a helf fegt long; the yellow gow o an efe as big asa saucer that opaned and
turnedin its socket to glare up at Alan, even as he gave a strangled cry and lurched back franthe rim—

—brivirg hisgineatotresapmed part thet Aud dhnammedfawad to trandfix ard hdd im dhudbling like ahgdess dug anarall! Tre beed's
fexding fumd, whichmaceasgoodawegomasay.

Asfartreres Ihnddntmdeamed it Hisknife aocoss Alais throgt, ad the tube withdrann, thrugt degp into the resin to cach his ourting Hlood
Tren trefludsd the ssclikeimer egg tuming red as Alaris life drained into it Na Jodmn didhit mekeamed d it... but he hoped thet Redlis warria-aregture
waud

DonntregoredgsAud dnwart, to s light totherow o gregt tordesaraund thebesedf thevet Ardwetdning them flare Up feding tremwamrirg the
feding beed ard theliquids thet hed presaved it through six lang caniunies- heaongraulated himedlf anatesk well done Ard arly Alaris sigle srangled ay
whnthesap fastr dopad into hisareto gvethegameaney. Exagat yourg Gathwalld besofa goreby row, hepraoedy hedhit headlit.

Infaat Gathhedhead it bt it Fed meceroinpresson. Ard row hewes logt o his diupar, ad to the doglardis hypnalic, tdepethic vdce in his gumbing,
segpaing minct

Garth. Oh, you faithful one, you child of my children, you noon-child! You heard and you care... yau are herdd Hereto be
my protection, my guide To.. to adain mein the hour of my resurgence. And you shall be one with me: Garth; and when
lesser men ek to me, they shall o gpeak to you, for we il be insgparable, you and 1. You shdll be named Raduesvia
Who came out ofRadur - yet youwill forever beapart of ne

Except... why do you st o far apart, who will St upon my right hend forever? | need you here - to fed iy srengthening
heartbest, the dirring of these diffened limos of mine- to hdp me up fram my cdd sone coffin. Come, Garth, come, and be ry
grong right hand...

It ssamed an invitation, which wasinfadt an imesstible commend. And with his eyesfull of moonlight and acdld sieet upon hisbrow,
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Gath stood up, swaying as he dambered avkwardy up the tangle of stone thet hdd ddft the dais and sarcophagus, until he
crouched & the rim. The resin bubbled, nat from the heat of the torches - or anly patly - but mainly from the commation
beneath the surface. Ard

Ahl' Ahhh! It was acry of pain - dmost a birthpang - in Garth's mind 1 would bresthe, Garth! | would be up. Seg, s2-1 reach
for you, for thelight, for the full noon where soon nmy dlden mistress will ridethe sky! But | have nat the strength.

The surface of the resin bulged, gdit, sant out ajet of gas and a spurt of yellow liguid like pus that dopped Garthis face.
Beguiled, hefdt nothing, saw nathing but the heaving of aglariouswormb, heerd anly Redii's tdepethic voioe

Now, child of my children, now Garth! See, | breathe -1 would be born - so bring me up, bring me forth from these
ugly juices! Now, Gartht Nowt

Ak and purple tubewoms broke the surface of the ligquid where its arugt hed it Resn bubded up as the woms
devdaped pouting mouths that sucked gredily a the air. A hand - or more proparly a great dogs bladk, leathery paw with
threzinch daws - reeched upwardsin an agonized gpeam and dutched & thin ar. But Garth saw anly a hend and, washed by
the bulokling resin, aface floating jus benesth the surface—



—Thekindy, beneficent but agonized face of a god auffering dl the pein of the world. And he dagped the hand thet the
dog-Lord offered.

Bu on the indant, evarything changed. Garth was Garth again -in the full knomedge of where he was and what he was
about - and Redu was Radu. And as the dog-L ord's oft, trembling hend firmed up, grew hard and drew Garth inexoradly into
the sarcophegus

‘Ahhhhhhr ssid Redu ...

Aud John heard the ary - that rigng ghriek, that echoing, ear-pierdng soream thet dimbed the scales to the whidle of a baller
about to burd - and hiseyes wert Up to the shimmering, vibraing ar of the cavern complex. And when the scream stopped,
and the air gopped trembling, he amiled hiswdlfish amile

Ard 'Aye’ he sdid after amoment, and retumed to lighting more torches, to wam the vat of Radu's cregture, thetll be Him
thenoo. Blessye Alanrortthe-Moar, and expedidly ye, Garth Trevdin. For we shdl long remember ye!

Then, asthefirg low hom ululated in digant darkness John'sferd eyes widened and lit like ydlow lamps And sheking his
figs a thewarld, he aried: 'Oh, Alm coming, dinnee fear,’ as he wat loping off into the cavern labyrinth to great his rebom
Mader...

BJ's girls were dousing the lower walls and woodwark of Aud John's house with weter when Harry came sriding down the
savice road. B saw him, wert ruming, hdd him dose for a moment,then pushed him away. 'Cover you? she sad. 'Cover
you?| didnt even sseyou leavel Butl saw you put abdlt right next to minein that.... thet man's shoulder, and—

Thet varmpirés shoulder,’ Harry said. 'Donit worry about those two - they're finished. But B.J, itstimeyou levdled with me |
dreedy know mod of it, and | donit think it mekes any dif ference to my fedings It's the hdf | dorit know thet worries me
because that might meke a difference. But I'm here, for whet that'sworth, and you know you have me. Now | wart to know if |
have you. | wart to know thet and evarything dse. | mean... evarything. And you're the only one who can tdl me' He undipped
her crosshow from hisbdt, gaveit back to her.

'Come back to the house! he said. Were meking reedy to leave, but welve afew minutes And then you can decide whether
ar not you want to come with us'

'Into the mountain? he said, walking with her towards the cottege. 'And if | dedide not to?

'Y ouwont, sheshook her heed.

"Youdontintendto... acoept my refusd?

'Cant. | can't acogptit, Harry. Y ou haveto come!

Tdl meevaything and let me dedide for mysdf,’ he answered. "'Y ou said you loved me Andif thafstrue—

tis'

—Then youwouldnt place mein jeoperdy. Andif | dimb thet mountain with you ..." He cameto ahdlt, caught her am.

Shetumed to face him, and he could see how tom she was It you donit dimbit, I'm deed,’ she said, quite Smply. /Andif | do
tdl you everything - now, dl a once - you could be deed, too. A different kind of deed, but dose enough it makes no
difference’

They darted towak again, and Harry said, ‘A pat of my life maybe severd parts have been a lie And youre the one who
tadit It waan't an accusdtion, jus adatemant

Tha wasbeforel loved you.™

‘But youvekept theliegoing. Now it was an accusation.

'No,' she answered. And to hersalf: Yesfor two hundred years -until | saw the truth. But | can't show it to you.

'No? Suddenly he looked heggard. 'BJ, you're lying even o

At the door of the cottage, it was BJ's tum to catch & his am. 'Only on the aurface!” she blurted. They're arly lies on the
surface. Undemesth, you already know the truth!'
iy BrianLuriey

'I know the... ?But I... | don't understand.’ Or did he?

Heknowd - yet may not know, until st free

by the kennel-maid; he sees, yet may not understand...

"Yau know mog of it, yes Bxogat for theredl lies If 1 dl you about the red lies then 111 redly lose you' 1l lose you, Harry- if | tdl you thet
your search for your wifeand child westhe biggest liedf al. Andif | tdl you it wes for me nat for Radu. Y aulve dways knoan, she wat an
Tout you cant ramaoe: Nat until | switchyouan | men dl thewey ont’

Then do it,' Harry said, as they entered the cottage. 'Do it now, saitchmeondl theway and 6 s seewhet happens | memn lel's
faoeit-if sgat to be better then bang ahdf-person! Seg Imtrying hard to hang on, but | think I'm losing it, BJ" He tried to grin but
only twiged hisfaoe and suddenly shelooked just as heggard ashefdt. Which made him fed better, because he knew this must
be endly hard for her. Loveweslikethat it wes only redd whenit hurt.

Indde the house, doomy now thet they ware ot of the daylight, even the winter daylight, B put her amms round Hary and hdd him dose
Do you ramarbe thet timewe came here?1 asked you about life? What it wes dl about? About groning dd, and weatching your partner grow
dd, and wondaing whae it hed dl gone? Yau gave meyour philosophy of life, said that when we are young we know



evaything, but the ddar we get the moreweredizewe donit know any fuding thing! And | ssid whet if it didht have to be thet way?

I remember, yes,' he frowned. 'But not how the conversation ended!

‘Wewee.. intarupted, shetdd hm But thistimewewonit be Hary, whet if you could loverme dways? | meen, whet if we could dways be
thesame and never haveto change Or a leest, nat far avary long ime?

Wha? hesad, feding her pressing againg imand loving it Isthat a mountain up there, or Shangri-la? Is this an invitation to
anightmarg, o the fountain o youth”? His questions were srious. And now she understood thet in fact he did helf know.

1 bdieved in something - worked towards something - oh, far avary long time' she sdd. ‘And then you came dong and changed my mind
But aeyou right?Isloveredly the way?Or are you afdse prophet?

‘Sitchmeon; heurged her, hdding her away fromhim.

*Yau mey hete me.." There wes fear in har faog and enomousinner pain, and emotions beyond Harry's or any mere man's
understanding. And yet she looked more - human? - than he had
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ever seen her. And he knew, too, why that thought had occurred, but daren't admit it

And when he made no reply: ‘It will hurt you,' she said.

'Y ou know something? said Harry. 'l don't think | care.’

'What that I'm aliar? That I'm not... innocent” There, it was half out.

His mind recled, but a very little. For hed been expecting it. 'What's done is done. From now on lef s be straight'

And BJ. thought If I tell him, and if it breaks him, damages his mind, then hell be lost to me; but hell also be lost to
Radu... which would be good, exogat Radu will exadt payment romme And if | don't tel him hdl never be himedf. Metaly, he wil
vepdate hdl only bewhat | tdl imto be hewonit bethe real Harry Keogh, the menll fdl in love with. But héd never get thet far anyway, for
Radu would have im And ot bails doan to this do | love him enough to risk his sanity, to believe that he will till love me, and
that together we can defeat and destroy the dog-Lord, my so-called fuddng ‘Master?

But right at the end of the question, she knew she'd answered it herself.

And looking at her face, the Necroscope knew it too.

Her name is Pretty, but her thoughts are dark. Hers is to choose where no choice fits her rale in
His survivdl...

My fucking Master, yes. (B J's eyes were more danted, more golden-yellow, more ferd than ever; a low growl
escaped her thrabbing throdt). Yes sredid have a doice, and de hed mede it. For Radu Lykan wes treacherous and the word possble
liar, compared to whomBJ. wesin fact an innocent Audiohn: missing. Alanronthe-Moor, and young Garth Trevalin: nowhere to be
found. Oh, really? But BJ. knew where they were, all right! That bastard Thing in the resin had called them to his
redoubt. He knew BJ. 's destiny and was taking no chanoes wouldn't let her reachit. She had discovered his Mysterious Ore and
wesno longer o any use none that BJ. could contenplate, aryway!

B J, Hany sAd, teking a peoe beckwards awey from her. And his strange eyes had a look in them that she had never seen
before; not fear or fascination but an odd mixture of both, and a great sadness, too. And BJ. knew now for certain that
he had spoken the truth: he did know half of it at least And now he must know it al.

Conrdling thelesg within desad, "Yauwin Hary, menweenad

TreNexosxpejaked hishead, took assoond s bedwwards and thebedas o hisknesshit Jhrisdd raddng dhr, tipping imintoit. Thefull mombazed
downanhimwithtredlhovetied a
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greet waif'shesd Hadk ageiret theyellow. Ard therodding drair rocked bedk, ard fawerds.
- ArdHay siid Yadehskeraimad Hiscadleisahdlow dacg adhigh!



Doyauramarbe whet | tdd you oot theWarphyi Ladsd Sardde Hary?de siid, dg9aing fawerd ad bading to loosan the bdt aoud hiswes,
thesrgp o hisshoulda. ‘And ebout Rady, the Drekuisard Feanzys? Setodk the bdt ad hiseqdasve dvicssfran him, drggping them o the flaor behid
he. Na yaudartt ... becaueel told youto farget it dll, until wewereresdy to go up agping Redusenamies W, adrowvwereresdy. BExagt the doglLad isae
d them aedf ar @amies ared nyaamied Sorowif you haveritwaked it out dreedy, youcanremaroar whet the Drekus did to Zarerire & your daein
Bamyrig relagefa thetwowekilled inthe Soey Vley, pracebly. Ardyau can revantoe thet, too: how they deed in ther aaing ca. Alowhet | tdld yau
about Faazy, Lyken and Draku hisiory. Arol Brerdar your sscch for her? Bt it never heppened], Harry. All thedaoesyou remanber gaing to, wall, you didnt
Troeeweemaiesthet / put there thet | Sogeted toyou, becausel warted youfar mysef. Ardnow I'm edmitiing it and 0 losing you Sowheeser deyau
o, dontyauever dareask meagginif | fuddng loeyad

Framaousde Sadrawesdhouting: B J Wereresdy:

Thegadrowvyauhaeit, Bl aoninued ‘Soremerte it dl, Hary. Brey damthing Rt it dl togehe, tie it up in ae big bunde Ardwhen you krow
whetyoureruming fram-andif youre il capeldedf umning - thenwhenyauwaeya run run, runt”

Herodkad bedk ard faward, beck ard faward ard hiseyeswaehugeand round and hisfasewes peleand Hark.

B.J stbad, gt behind him and tock upher shatgun framwihaeit leened aggingt the wall. Far e hed mack andther dedsion ad mugt at row befae se
dag her mind, Rarlis Mystaiaus Org his ManWith TwoFeoes' Hary Keog 2 Wll, & Ry the twofaoed treecharous bedad Ard whethe Hary
warte okeinanthisar nat -wheher rewaud awaoudhnt bedbdetokeinanit - it westoo damlateron. Hewau it ke gaing anywhere nat far acode o
hoursé lesgt Buwhenheddwekeup & lesst hedkrow thet Sehedlosed im

Ardastheddr roded fawad $egittsd her tegh and svedked the buit o the aigun yp sgaing thebedk o Hany'shesd, 0 thet heket right an gaing off
theddradaurpaedoteflaa..

RESTRAINTSFEMOVED. THEREAL HARRY KEOGH.

Auld John was heading back now, alone aong the easy route, no longe hdd beck by his rde of guide and watchdog far
inexpaienced compenions As far the two he hed guidedt well, they hed been found worthy and accepted. So best to forget them
now. And because on this oocceson John hed nat been weskenad by any sanifice df his own blood, he was able to make even
better speed; which was very necessary, for he had a job to do.

Laaing dong the near-invishle but wel-known tral thet led down to the secret plateau and forest, and on to the find diff
descent, he thought back on what Radu Lykan had told him when he'd returned to the sarcophagus...

The torches at the base of that high dtar had been flickering low by then, and no sign of Garth Trevalin. For a moment
that had worried John - until he'd heard his Master's voice in his mind...
... Just a second or so before redlizing that it wasn't in hismind at dl but in his eard!

‘John-ah, John, you fathfu ond’ Thet low gowd, thet rumbe of sound, the power in that vaice And yet - wes there something dein it?
Some pain, secret knowledge, recognition and acogptance of some doomHraught intuition™? Concamed, John hed tumed inadrde & the foat of
thejumbed deb pyramid, looked dl around inthe goom as he searched far the source of thet vaice On the flaar, the imprints of fedt - o great
paws ar across betwean the two, lad downin resin on the aracked dabs and fellen lintels - hed diredted his eyes tovards a arevice in the ratted
goned aninnar well. And fram the degpar doom within thet aradk apeir of triangular eyeslike arimaon lantems hed stared out & him

Johnwoud have gonetoHma once, but Radus vaice hed hdd imat bay:
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‘No, John, not now! | would not have you see me now. | am ... bedc; | anrisen but yet led low, nat the men | would be But its
not too laeand | can bethat men even nov! Soligen tome Ligten and obey me' Fram out of the darkness the fire of his eyes had bumed into
John'swdf sou, searing hiswordsthere

'Go down from here and find the Mysterious One. Heis here, | know it | found him in Bonnie Jean's mind. He came
to her as she mug cometome-whichisacorfrontation | no longer rdish And B is no longer the "wee migress' whom we trusted, John.
Sewill nat bring thismen, my Man-Withr Two-Faoes, tome And without iml thisisfar nathing. Wherdfare you mugt bying imhere Do you
underdand?



‘Made!' John hed sumbled apecedoser tothearack inthewl.

Na Bedill" Thet rumide hed come again, nat anly the physicd sound of it, but thefed df it, too, likeatightening of tdepathic javs on John's
brain. For Radu had made contact - waking contact - at doserange and was now fimly eablished in John'smind

'Y es Mader, Auld John hed cometo ahdlt, dood sodk ill.

'Doyou understand what must bedone?

TmtaefindHary Keogh, andbringhimhere!’

"And without dday, John, if Imnat to affer’ (A movamat o the eyesin the darkness, dgnifying anod) For if s nat only Bamnie Jeen but
others| fear now!

‘Aye and Ah have dedlt with some d they," John hed ansivered. ‘A Faranczy, and Drekus too!

And the dog-Lord hed seen the truth o itin John's mind. 'Good! Good! - but dill atherswill come | sensethem daseto e, sniffing me out. |
may have to hide from them - when | would so love to ravage among them! - but | will not hide fram you, when you retum with my
Mysterious One Vay wdl, go now, my fathful. But hurry, for the time is nigh...’

Then the red-glowing eyes had dimmed a little, backed off and tumned away, and John hed heard the receding sound of
dow-pedding footsteps. And when & legt he hed ventured to sand in the mouth of the arevics it hed been dak, degp, and ety

Timehed bean of the essnce, bt ill John hed stden alitle o it to dinb the jurble to the foat of Radus sarcophegus and snuff the falling
torches; fdlowing which he mugt gt on hisway. And there on the dais platform hed seen the resn dopped fram Radus emargance - ad
something dseto gop immomataily in histradks

A white alabaster hand hanging loose over the rim of the huge stone coffin; a hand so white it looked carved from
snow. Y oung Gathis hend, cbvioudy, far it wore his gald ring on theiindex finger. But no longer young. Theamwaes hiveled, thet of an dd,
dd men, and John remambared the rising soream shutt off & its zenith

W, ad thereyou hed it ard Jhn aould find nothing o fault it Whetwesthe dogLads o gveweshisto tekeanay, ad hehed Ard e all, weatt it anly
olbeeqated dter afet sthashis?

After thet imewes o theessanoe ard Inhedwesisd romored it Reradng his tradks thraugh the lebyrinthy, ard diming up his rape thraugh avartical
pathde hehed exted framtrelar ario therattenrodt of thepromortary - and & themamarnt heemaggd thought to ssesome hedy novamat amag adunp
d boudad But theewaeany doucssauddngwest inalonaing sky, thewind in the sgnpost brandhes of aleening, siurnted ping ad the henrmaing o his
onnheat. Trepatgosimegined motion coud arly behisnaves araradat ar makean esge sdtling to its nest beyad therim

Ardwithout moeach hnhed s off souhvwes dong thewl-konnid—

—Neaver kroning thet Sngra Sinch Drdehweshisratit ar esge sdtling to its et Ardin hisnet of bouldars the Drald lieutenent aonrposed Hiredf in
amadtdivetrane compady igoeitecddadsiedvwniondiowreewableChte aoud hae vatured down into this waf's lar theeand then, but Srga
Srhwesanexagpiord tdepethinhisoanright adhed 'ovehead Redusaonvarsstion with Aud o

RaLivesweek patgsfam hisyeasd hibametion, patgmsfrom something dee Whetiseto ceichand kill are alling Lad of the Wanphyi when dhers
might o bepresanting themseves ss unsgpediing targes? Ard then therewesthewamen- ard her gils too- ard thiswesrow Singhis vecHiarnp less then
thet of his Tibeian Medter. Ard legt but by romearslesdt therewesthisHary Keogh The Lagt Drekul's indrudiions with regard to Keogh the desroyer o his
Hoodson, hedben epedidly exiat

Ardso with hiseyesdossd and pelmsflattaned together anhischet, SnyraSingh st amickt theboudars df the mountain aonrposed Himedlf inadisaipine
leaned asaloy, Xty yearsagp a the Drkeh Mareday, fdt thecomfatingweigt o themedhineqadd in hislep, andwated..

AtAvieTae Rranoeso Fanoed wesfuious But the resart weat Le Marse Madrie he couldhit ddlay his dgdesaure too gparly; the dak ganed the
Wanrphyi mugt beaortained, batled upingde farow
Intreicedtover temis court thet seved asamekedtift heliped, hegodke whispered, ot & Lig Manoaand Argis MdGonenwhee rore  the resart e
audsetem "Wheethefuk aethe/?Whaes Iy Nicosig ad thet idict Poterze?
Yousttremaoutintheca, Franoeso, tothet gamekegpa’s
BrianLumley
410
Necrosoopt: TtuLogt Yean-Val. |l
411

place* the stubly Manazanevoudy ansvered. Tou said they weareto chack if thewomen wes there BLLL.. thet wesdl of an hour ago!

It was more than an hour,’ Francesoo continued to it hiswords What, far ajob thet should have teken twenty minutes?

'‘Aye, it was a migtake, that,’ Angus McGowan nodded... and a once stepped back a pace as he redized his own
mistake. The Franoeza rounded onhim hisdark eyes bloodshat in ther comers "Ah mean,” McGowan hurriedly added, 'a mistake
for ye tae place yearetrus in they two. it up, theyre OK. But put em taegether - apdir 6 fudkin' hotheedd Noworthy 0 ye, Franceso!

'Damn them to every hdl!' Francesco hissed from between denched tegth. ‘Aredl o ny peopleidiats?

They were too long under Vincent,” Manoza tried to cdm him down, find exauses far the missng men, and far everyone. 'Maybe
they found whet they werelooking for but werent idfied to leaverit & thet. Maybe they did it for Vinoart

'Did what, got themselves killed? Francesco snarled, not yet knoning thet he hed guessed the truth of it. 1 tdd them to cbsarve
and report beck! And | tdd them when to be bedk”

‘Aye’ MaGowean took another chance But maybe they found whet they werent loddn far, o wearent expedin. And maybe they wae
obsaved, d1?

1 should have snt you, Francesoo said, 'and meybe Guy. Dancar'sadumimy, too- but a leest he does as hes fudking tdld!!

'Here he comes now,' Manoza said, glad of the diversion, as Tazano toded the sacond of thar sdloons into the court. As they
reached him he was opening the boat Dancer wesasix-foat wedge of bullet-heeded musde hispigay eyes met thars rediredting their geze into
the boat of thehig car.

'What? ssid theFrancezdi, hisjaw fdlling gpen. "Whet the—?



Ttwes caught upinabush about akilomdarefram that dd guy'shouse,’ Dancer grunted. 'l recognized it It was me hired the car
in Aberdeen. But | used feke D, 0 thardll be no trouble with the hirecompany ...

No trouble with the—? Francesoo looked a him didodievingly. 'Fudk the hire compeny! Where are Iy and Frank?

But Danosr could anly shrug, as Manaza picked up one end of the budded fender and sniffed it 1 thought so,' he sdid. This is hi-tech stuff.
Ordinary plastic's about as deadly as toothpaste by compaison’

'‘And this... is all that'sleft? Francesco still couldn't believeit

'And afen nuts and balts' Danoar tod him, shrugging inawey that only increased his master's irritation. ‘I checked out the
whole aeabut there was nathing. Jugt soorch matks on the roed!

'Scorch marks? Francesco was trembling now, barely able to
oontain hisrage "Fudking soorch marks?

'Harry Keogh,' said McGowan, his ugh/ face as thin as a greyhounds eyes sivay-ydlon under theliimdof hishet

Francesco whirled on him again, but eagerly now, no longer in age. Doyou thirk 0?

1 saw the mess thet yin mede @ the Drekuls thet ime’ MdGowen ansivered. Thar car was awralk, too. And Keogh didnee fudk about wi
them, atha!’

Francesco actually grinned, but it was mirthless: a grin full of maice and the promise of an agonizing death. 'And
you think he could be with the women & the cottage? Parsordly, | wart thet one more than | want the dog-Lord. Angus, you
found fault with my sending Jmmy and Frank to do a smple job. Well, the job's ill available but it's not so smple
now. If Keogh and the woman are there, they'll be dert for us. So this time you're going. You and Danoe. lll be hae with
Luig when you get bedk. But do try to get bedk, worit you?

It take maybe half an hour,” McGowan called after him, as Francesco and Manaza srode off towards the <k lodge

But nolonger,’ Francesoo cdled beck. Tn something less then four hours it will be dak. And we dill have to lced the ... the camaras’ He wes
talking about alox of heavy wegpons

Left on their own on the tennis court, McGowan and Tanziano looked at each other. Then the latter turned up the
collar of his overooat and gat beck into the driver's seet while MoGowen sniffed a the odd ar far amomat ar two before joining im Andt
‘Quy, ladde’ hesad, thisiswhereit redlly begins Ah canfed itinthear, so Ah can. Tomarrow itll d be over, and well be dile tee take it essy ad
St doan teeaguid breskfedt

But s Tadano heeded bedk for the roed, the litle men quiely added, 'Or we wont...!

Francesoo wes wetching framatablein the lodge bar’s penaramic window when the saloon retumed; it drew up under the hdlicopter’s rators and
amomat laer MaGowan and Danoar unloeded something from the boot of the car into the aircraft's passenger cabin. Then
Lefsgo, sad Franceson. Heand Manoza canied aheavy wooden box marked ‘cameras out of the bar to the tennis court where
Tazano hed loveared gteps fram the aradts intgiar. Hoiding the box between them, Francesoo and Manoza passed it up to Danor and
MaoGowen And looking up e MaGowen, Francesoo saw thet hewasweating agin as broed ashis nerrow fece
'Sowhat haveyou gat? hesdd, dimbing thegeps
'BExogpt for oneitem, MoGowan ansvered, s sing Francesoo up,
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theanttapewesdesated Hepaintedtoacomer of thecen

Francesoolooked sAd, "Whet, adegangbeg?

Ardwhetsinit!' MdGonen sooped, uapped thetap o thebag Ard Hary Keoghspelefaceldled aut.'Someorehesgven imalumpantrehesd hell o
fogd inawhile Hesaut add Ch adareadhe thing Theewesalat of mekinis- eqaasvemekins - tosssd undy abugh ausde the house Keoghs g, Ah
radan Itll raehispintsdos it bt nored aus At it thee It lodkslikeAhwesrigt ad hestreaewho gat Fark ad .

Maahed janed them indde the cebin Alading the doar behird im, e sd, 'So, whet hevewe here? Then hesaw whet they hed here ad gaealow
whidle

Fancesowesamiling. Itwadd pessfaragmile aywey. At Trebet pized dlt' hegurted. "Wl doe Amgus'

‘Al trelitiementdd im, 'if yereintressd wegpattad tvo 0 B Midusgisinthewoods an the mountain Sde d theroed At lest ae 0 thamwes
amalwi'asaigun Theyll lecovein Blstreds Ahreckan Anarushfar ayorewromight ry tsefdlow her!

Francesodsamilegaw broeckr yet. O incked | aminterested, hesid ardhevishly rdaxed For addenty rewesinrogrest huny. BI's ginisintrewoods?
rergoegted Thetsmearshes it lag floann Ardhowlong, dbyouthink, to dimb thet mouniain Arg 2

Forme?l waldreeentry. Forher: dheshendaint it sneedewesagil. Ard et wesalag, lang imeagp. Still add, Secoddreendeit in dafigt.
Itll belgeintheevaing by thefimedesup!

Andwecndbit infifteen minues' Francesoowasamost ecstatic row. And meannhile. fram thisarg | wat ansnves Weenwat far imtowekeyp Ard
franthoeegils moeansnves Abat Blsadmateam Radispgas Tremoeweanfind out thebetter, bfaewefly up to the camre df thet mountainad
finshthisthing' Hetumed toMaoza

Lug, youday adlok dter thisane Tiehmup, throw thedegang beg over im, adweichhim | men day herewithim Thisisaredippay fish Laa,
M wat okrovwhy hefdl autwiththewaren Ardtheeaedoafen things watt to krow doaut his vist o LeMaseMadrie e time Hedl Bu ae
thing is aatan ovee hedd it hewantt bedaing it eganl Mysdf: Im gang with Daroe ad Amgsto s if | ean gt hdd of ae df theee girls Ary
uetios?

Treewaenog adMaawesldt daein the hdioopter, guading theuncorsdaus Neorosoge.

BJ's rearguard was made up of Moreen Lowrie and Margaret Maodowdl, which wesdl she could &ford They were moon-children



- which is to say would-be werewolves and blood-takers, naturally -but they were up against Francesco Francezci, a
Lord of the Wamphwi, Angus MaGowan, alieutenart of long-gtanding, and Guy 'Dancer’ Tanziano, a brutd thug of a vampire
thrall.

Trapped in a pincer manoeuvre, they didn't stand a chance. Separating, trying to lead their pursuers off through the
woods in different directions, away from the foothills route taken by BJ. and Sandra, Margaret was the first to be
caught and killed by Dancer -broken like a stick over his knee, when she fought back with such ferocity as to
demonstrate to him that there was no other way. Dumping her body in a deep ditch, he rolled rocks and earth on top
to bury and hide it

By then Francesco and McGowan had taken Moreen; when she ran out of shotgun shells, they'd jumped her and
Francesco had knocked her unconscious. Then back to the car where Dancer had parked it a the edge of the woods,
and so on to John Guiney"s place. In this Francesco took a chance, but he didn't have too much choice. Unable to
take the girl live and kicking (or soon to be) back to the lodge at Aviemore, the old gamekeeper's cottage had seemed
the next best bet. And with the big saloon hidden behind the cottage, invisdeframthe roed, the Franoeza did whet he liked best,
wakingon the girl to get the information he wanted.

Left outside to keep watch, Tanziano fdt alittle out of things, but MaGowan soon cameto im, grinning, and tdd him it would
bethar turn before too long.

'She's talking? Dancer's pale blank ova of a face showed signs of animation. He knew that when the Francezci was
through with the girl, she'd be his and McGowan's.

Oh aye" McGowean tdd him "With Francesoo's hend up her muif, she's talkin' al right - and so would ye. Imagine havin' a wee
umbrellawi' sharp spokes up yere dick, and if ye're difficult somebody putsthebrdly up and yanks on the hende, é?Iif savara
waird thing, awoman's mulf. Outdde if s no such a sendtive patt asye might think. But inside ... there's organs up there that's
verra sandtivel And those hands d Francesoo's men, theyrelike so many snakes....!

Twenty minutes later Francesco came to them, said: 'She's dl yours. I've gagged her - | don't want any screaming.
Also, when youve dong her body goeswith us We can dumpitinthe haights | have this fedling there's too much rubbish been
left lying around dreedy. Noned thiswes astidy asit might have been!

'Y aufird, MoGowantald Dancer, whoweasgraeful. 'Only dinnee
Narasre The afveas\all

415
BrianLuntey
414

kill her or knock too much life out o' her. Ahll enjoy doin' that mehsd, OK?Oh and meke aure thet geg issacure. For now, anywiay.
And Dancer went off to the house.

Francesco said nothing. It was as wel to keep one's lieutenants and thralls satisfied in however smal a measure.
And it was of old repute that Angus had a 'thing' for tongues. Not for languages so much as real tongues, and
especially women's tongues. As for this one screaming: she'd have no strength for that when Dancer was done, and
no capacity for it after McGowan. Out of curiosity, he asked, 'Are you hungry then, Angus?

'Oh yeken yare paoplewdl, Francesoo, MaGowan ansvered witha grin. 'Ah cannae help but wonder how many throats she's
had that dippery tongue o' hers down. But when Ah take it off at the roots, mine will be the last! As for her heart:
when Ah cdl agirl "sweetheart," it has a different meanin’ entirely. Aye..."

While his men shared the girl, Francesco thought over what she had told him. First, that BJ Mirlu had ascended and
was Wamphyri! Perhaps after dl this time that was only to be expected. No ordinary thrall could have lived her years
without at least a dash of 'superior' blood - or in the case of a dog-Lady, ‘inferior* blood - but Wamphyri blood in any
case. And so Radu's watchdog, or bitch, had ascended, but only very recently. This made her a Lykan, of course, an
immemorid enemy to Drakul and Ferenczy. In that respect nothing had changed, but in another everything had
changed; for in the 'grand* tradition of the Old Wamphyri B J. was now opposed to her dd Mader, hisenamy. All o B Jslife
-through &l the years she hed served the dog-Lord during his 'absence’ - she had been the mistress of these territories, if
only in her own mind. And now she was reluctant to give them up. Also, she had fdlen for this man, this Harry
Keogh. And if there was one thing about the werewolf Radu that was certain, it would have to be that he wasn't about
to entertain the notion of a human rivd...

When McGowan and Dancer were done with Moreen - after they'd bundled her body into the boot of the car, and on
the way back to Aviemore - Francesco told them what he had learned from her and outlined his plan for tonight
BJ Mirlu was cdlimbing to Radu's lair with another girl called Sandrg thelagt of her peck. B 1 suspected thet Aud John Guiney

ad two others of Radu's thralls had sided with the dog-Lord and were already in the mountain. It fitted with Luigi
Manoza's sighting of three men up there and probably meant that the woman would have a fight on her hands before
she'd had time to recover from her dimb. Since the dog-Lord must be active by now, she couldn't possibly win
- but she might take out one or two of his people. Which was dl to the good.

As for the Drakuls who were known to be in the vicinity: if they were in the mountain, that was better till. Let them
al fight it out batween them, and then the Francezds- mare propatly the Ferenczys
-would pidk off any survivord And it gppeared thet dd Angdo and Francesco's 'dear’ brother had been right: it was going to be
that easy.



But, Francesoo conduded, ‘Anthony d<o siid our losses would belight. His exact words, or as near as | can remember, were,
"The hound is finished. Youll win hands down. The opposition” - which | took to mean the Drakuls and BJ. Mirlu and
her people - "will collapse. They'll offer only token resistance, and costs to you will be minimd..." Francesco paused,
narrowed his eyes alittle, then shrugged.

'Well, and so far our "costs" - our losses - have been minimd. Ragusa and Potenza? What were they for a loss?
Nothing. As for Immy Nicosia: well, that was unfortunate. But no one can expect to win dl the time'

Then they were back at Aviemore, where Francesco told the athers induding Luig Manoza Now wewait for nightfdl. We have
acouple of hours yet. You three take it in turn to watch that one,' he amed a thumb at the hdicopter, ‘and we can dl
rdax and egt in the bar... that's if you're still hungry. If or when this Keogh wakes up -no matter what we get out of him
or don't - were taking him with us into the mountain. Up into the mountain, and down from it. Or more properly down
from the chopper. He flew like a ghost into and out of Le Manse Madonie that time, so now he can fly again - into thin
ar! I'm going to enjoy watching that bastard step or get tossed into space a couple of thousand feet up!'

Which the others found a very agreeable sentiment...

BJ had hit Harry very hard, perhaps even too hard. But she'd wanted to be sure he wasn't going anywhere, that he

was definitely out of the redl trouble. It had never occurred to her that leaving him a John's house might place him in

yet more jeopardy; surely, after the fighting there, and this close to Radu's rising, her enemies wouldn't go back there?

They must know she would no longer be there. So she'd reckoned, but reckoned without the tenacity of the Wamphyri.
By now the Necrosoope hed bean aut for dmodt four hours it was the twilight befare true night, and afull moon wes coming up over the

Cairngorms. Wrapped in a blanket, Moreen's body had been transferred to the helicopter; her killers were aboard and

Luigi Manazawaswaning Up the enging, waiting for Francesoo's arder to get dft.
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Themoonison therodf of the mountains even now;’ Francesoo sad. ‘Arewedl reedy’?.. Then 111 tdl you whet you can exqpact By now there
mey wall have been fighting up there, between Drakuisand Lyken thrdls and maybe induding the dogrLord Redu himif. It could be gaing on
right now, and fram the mamart we touch down we could bein the thidk of it. Sowhet dowe have againgt Redu, who is Wamphyni? Firdt therels
g for |, too, anWamphyri! | can behurt -1.can be killed - but thet's nat an essy thing to do, and we have it on vary good autharity, advance
informetion courtesy of Angdo, that weare on thewinning sde

Then we have superior weapons. You've seen what the woman had: a shotgun? Hah! But on the other hand the
Drakuls could be heavily amed, though nat as heavily asus | fancy. Yauved gat red ambends and you can dl seein the dak. There can
benoerors if it movesand it ignit weating red, shoat it And shoat tolkill!

'Radu: the odds are hell be wesak physically. But if he's ill the legendary wolf, we can tame him. Every third round
in your megaznesisasive bulet Deedy todl o us | know, but even moreso tohim If you seehimif you gt hmin your Sghts - don't fuck
with him Gvehimdl youve gat And when hels down get up dose and kesp hoding it tohim | wart imin pieces; and then | wartt to bum eech
piece!

He looked at the faces of McGowan and Tanziano, where they were seeted with him in the passenger cabin, and & the bedk o
Lug Manoza's head at the controls. That's it, then. Now, are there any questions?

Tharewere nong, and Francesoo leaned forward to give Manozaatap on the shoulder. Luig? Can you put her doan OK?

I got a good look at the place’ Manoza shouted over the rising damour of the rators 'Mog o it isfarly flat where 111 put
doan Theweather forecadt gives usadear night, nowind to mention and thetemperature several degrees above zero. It couldn't be
better. And then therésthe dog-Lords hig siver fiend in the sky.' Hemeart the ful moon. 1tll belike daylight.

Francesoo nodded. "Y es thistime hissiver misress hes relly lethim down. Vay wall, lef's ggt on our way..!

Hary heard none o this arif hedd it wes as afuzzy bedground static to the gradua transition he was making from true uncon
stiousness 1o heding degp. The degping beg tossad over him hed ket him rdativdy warm, and his good physicd condition overdl hed
guaranteed that apart from a headache he would come out of this intatt - for howvever long ar shart atime
Hewasavae, however dimy, dreamily, thet someone dse waswith im dose to hin he could fed acdd madethigh againg his

and a cold arm across his body. But then again it could be part of his dream. Except he dreamed of flight... of motion
through the air. It would be soothing - likeroding inadhar ar drowsing inahammodk - exogat Someone seamed to betrying to tip him out of
the hemmodk. "Whoever you are, please piss off!" he tried to say. But if he said anything at dl it was lost in the rumbling
of the helicopter's rotors.

The Necroscope's menta barriers were down; the disturbance he experienced wasn't anyone trying to tip him out of
anything, but rather into something; in fact, into a response. It was Sr Keenan Gamley, whowasindging:

Harry, for God's sake aoogpt e cant your? Ligento e | thought wed logt you. e all didHfor suddenly you werent therd Your light had
gone out and there was nothing but darkness out there. But just a momat ago it flared up again, 1 know youre dill there
And Harry my boy, | mugt talk to youl

Keenan? (Hary dreamed on, but & leest the deed men hed gat his attention). Can't it kegp? | don ‘tfed too good, nead to take it easy. It wes a
week regponse - asweek as and weeker then Sr Keanen hed ever hed fram the Necrosoope - but knowing him of dd, the ex-Heed of EBranch
reed himlikeabook. Anct

Youve been hurt? WA, that doesn't aurpriseme Far without your full range o talents without being able to use them to mexinum effedt,
what areyou but arren after al? But Harry, | can give thembeck to you! Or if | cantt, | know someonewho can.



Now Sr Keanen hed hisfull attertion, eveniif it hurt, and Hary ssid. Give something badk? Whet arewe talking about?

The Maobius Continuum Sr Kesnen tdd im Its unrestricted usd Harry, youive bean rabbed, and you don't even know it

I was robbed? he spoke out loud - or rather in a croaky whisper, unheard over the throb of the helicopter's engine
and the whup, whup, whup of rotors - as one of his legs jerked in a semi-conscious, reflex manner, striking against a
naked figure lying beside him. Harry was waking up, and Francesco Francezci had noticed his twitching.

'Keogh moved, he sdd to Angus MoGowan and Danoar, ssated opposite him. Tanziano at once reached down, flicked aside
the blanket covering the girl's body. But when he went to yank the deeping bag from the Necroscope's crumpled
figure, Francesco stopped him. 'Let it be' he said. 'l can't redly tak to him here anyway, and who cares? Hes a deed meny or
missonisas good as accomplished; we have my father'’s guarantee thet wee coming out on tap. And if this oneis ar wes as dangerous &s
Angdo thought hewas - why keep him around any longer than we have to, en? He reached out, touched Manoza's
shoulder. 'Luigi, let's have alittle dtitude Thereés someone bedk hare wants to go sky-diving!
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Meanwhile Sr Keanen Gamiey hed introduced Hary to anew Vaos® in the metgphydica agther. But whoever it bdonged to, he wes <0
fant, dgant, dameged that the connedtion wisslikealong-digance cdl to ancther planet

Werre onoe, Harry, the dsambodied, didocated voicetdd hm Maybe you'll remember? It wasn't long ago, at E-Branch HQ,
in London. You, Darcy Clarke, and Ben Tragh, you gavenreallift home one night. But | didn't mekeit. Snce then.. itstaken nea long time to
get it together. And me... well, | don't suppose Il ever get mysdf together! My nare is-or wes -Jares Andarson. | wes a
sf-gyled 'Doctor, and ny business... wes hypnatiam | did the occasional work for E-Branch, and you—

'‘And | was one of your subjects? Even half-adeep (and the Necrasoope hed never knoan the degp ar dreams of ardinary men)
Hary'svoicewas herd. He caught on fegt and tilingswere dropping into place And the more they dropped, the doser he cameto weking,

Anderson tdd him everything and, however fantly, his messege gat through. And because interoourse with the deed is more &kin to
telepathy than physical speech, more an experience than a conversation, Hary absorbed it @l in double-quick time But when he
knew how Anderson had died, and why he was so faint... then thereweas nothing far it but to acoept his gpology and forgive im
Far Anderson hedn't known whet it wasdl about, ater dl, only thet hewes daing ajab far EBranch. And:

'Bloody E-Branch!" Harry said, disgustedly. They dropped you rightinit, didnit they? Oh, they're good a thet' Well, | donit know
if thiswill help any, but | can tl you - ar show you - whet happened to the two who... who did it to you." And he pictured again the
explosion in the Mttbius Continuum, afirebal expanding, then drirking, asthe wredkege of the Mercades sped on forever. And
the degthrahrieks of the menindde gaing on foreve, too.

Forever? Andarson queried, hisvaceevenardler.

I can't say,' Harry answered. 'l don't know. | don't want to think about it.! And amomat laer, eqlodvdy: Tucking E-Brand'
he g, as onedf Nodradamuss quarains legped to mindt

Sx hundred narth, and west unto the Zero, themen of magicarehisfriends, but dhained. They may nat hdptheonewhois
thair hero, or tell him that which may not be explained...

Chained by their own rules, yes - by the Minister Responsible, bureaucracy, govemmentd ‘expediency,’ by the Depatimant o
Dirty Tricks - but mainly by their fear that someone else might try to recruit him after held quit! Harry saw it dl now.
Hed dways

suspected that there was something Darcy desperately wanted to tell him but didn't know how to explain it

E-Branch, the bastards!

But Harry, Anderson told him, / can put it right. I'm the only one who can put it right! Why, It's as easy as this.
(The snap of mentd fingers - Anderson's oh-so-talented fingers - in Harry's mind, as he came a little more fuOy awake...
then sprang fully aweke, in knowledge a least) And this time there was no conflict; Harry's various levels of
conscious awareness, his several redlities interfaced perfectly, because the man who had been responsible for creating
the first of his mind-blocks was aso the one who removed it

And Dancer said: 'Francesco, this guy's talking to himsalf and starting to move. He's coming out of it'

But nat quite, far the deed weare dill talking to the Necrasoope, and they till had his attention. Indeed, they had his attention
more fully than at any time since Anderson had placed his post-hypnotic manacles on Harry's mind and behaviour,
constraints which were now lifted

Harry? sad anew vaiog mee with a dight Soattish acoant; avaice of once-authority, but shaky now and with nothing of its
former confidence. | just wanted to warn you about who - ar what -youre up against. Ex-Inspector George lanson paused to
introduce himsdf, and then quickly told his story... which was as bad or worse than Anderson's. So, there you have it,
he finished with a mentd shudder. Thet litle man, MoGowan, a men | catted ny friend, hes to be the deil incarnate! And while
heis alive, I... can never redt. Literally...

'One devil," Harry answered. 'Just one of many. So thanks for the warning but it redly wasn't necessary. | know
they've got to go. It's them or me, and | don't intend it to be me...

/wesamend law and judticg, lanson tdd Him, but there can be no sane ar avilizd trial'for such asthem just relenge - o meybe a just
revenge? 'monly ong Harry, but how meny ather vidin's have there bean? And hisvoice domy feded into the bedkground datic of the grave
-arin lanson's cass, aplace even daker then the gave

The Necroscope's anger was making him restless now; it was a cdd anger, thet bit into his soul likeanicy blagt All theway down



theline he had been everybody's fool, and he'd placed dl of the blame onhimsgf. He hed ecudly bdieved himsdf adunk, ar an
amnedec, o amedman; he hed committed himsdf to an asdum! And only now, when it might wedl be too late, did he have the
complete story; only now the missing pieces of the puzzle had fdlen into place. And the hitter dhll of redizetion, of
knoMedge, wes eding degper and degper inlohim

Harry? ssid afardevoicefram doss, vary dosea hand. Can H mean, would you mind - if | talked to you, too? You are humen, but
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you were our friend. My friend, briefly. But you should know: | cant, couldn't kep what | was, and nether can BJ. It
wasin the blood, that's all. In her moretitan in meor any of the girls That's not an excuse, ifssnply a fact. And Harry,
if you don't already know, then you should know that she reelly does love you.

The Necrosoope knew the vaice: it wes Marean, one of B J's girls But deed?

By the Watcher's hand, McGowan's hand, yes, she said. But | won't go into details. Anyway, who ami to say what
should or shouldn't be? What, with my background? But that policeman you were talking to... hés so right, Harry. For
no matter what | was, that little man isthe devil incarnate!

The hdicopter rdlled alittle, and Morean's am flopped across Harry's face. He fdt it there, and knew it for whet it was
Then theicy blagt hit him again, and nat anly inhissoul but physicaly. A blagt from the open doar, and the whup, whup, whup!
o the chopper's rators findly gatting through to him.

Hary gave a sngle spedtic kidk, ydled out loud, jerked awake He scrambled hdf-way to his fedt, fdl to his kness as
whip-arack lightning flashes from the back of his heed threstened to enguif him agin

MaGowan and Dancer flanked him, grabbed his ams yanked him moaning upright In the red gow of the cahin lights
henging onto a cailing strgp, Francesoo Francezal grinned directly into his face and said, Hallo, whoever you fudking are - and
goodhyed' Hejerked his heed to indicate the open door and the end of Harry's life

Disoriented, the Necrasoope et himsdf be dragged to the door. Then, seeing what hed been planned for him, he might have
fought, but it wastoo late: As they catgpuited him info space, MaGowan leaned his devil's face out after him alitle way and
ginned from eer to ear - for amomeant

Then he stopped grinning, gave awild shriek - and came tumbling &tet

While in the arcraft, Francesco took the sefety off the machinepistd dung over his shoulder, curssd and brought die
wegpon Up into the firing podtion, and let fly paint-blank with a soray of bullds.. directly into the neked back of an entirdy
deed Maremn! Deed, with her tongue and heart ripped out, her blood golen, and her body ravaged, but ‘dive enough to have
dawed herdf up of f thefloor and to have pushed Angus McGowean ot into thin air! And Harry hedn't even agked.

Devadated by the gray of bullets - dmogt aut in haf, huled forward, projected aut of the doar - she was only a reg dall
again fluttering in the down-blagt And her legt words to the Necrosoope wae

It seers| Iftittoo long. Sorry, Harry...

But Don't be, hetdd her, fdling. And don't worry, you won't be alone. The dead may take thar time but theyll talk to
you eventually. And so will | when | get the chance.

His first thought was to conjure a Mobius door, but then he saw McGowan angling towards him. The little man was
fdling like a genuine sky-diver, with arms and legs forming something of an aerofoil. And Harry remembered from what
lanson had told him that this one had been a lieutenant for a long time. Even as he watched, McGowan's body was
flattening, more surely gliding. And his arms were stretching, reaching. Extending towards Harry!

And his face! His mad eyes blazing, triumphant! His jaws gaping, wider and wider! And his teeth elongating,
curving up out of riven, bleeding gums. His hands were hooked into claws, and they were only inches away...

... When Harry mouthed, 'So you're the devil himsdf, are you? Wel then, wecome to hel, Watcher!'

And opening a door directly beneath his faling body, the Necroscope plunged through it But only McGowan's
arms, dliced through above the elbows, went with him. Hot blood sprayed and Harry held up an am to deflect its red
jet Then it was over, and he was hanging there as limp as a rag, cold, damp, motionless, but safe now in the
nothingness of the Mobius Continuum.

While in the universe hed just left, McGowan howled his agony and his helplessness, waved his scarlet stumps,
and went plummeting into arocky gorge a thousand feet below.

If someone were cruel enough to hurl a garden snail onto a concrete dab, he would get much the same result

George lanson could rest easier now, Moreen, too, and many another with them...

And in the helicopter:
Shocked rigid, astonished, Guy Tanziano stood frozen beside the open door. And even more ashen than usual,
Francesco dumped bedk into his seat and sdd, ‘Shut the fudiing thing!" And: Did you ssethat? Or am | going med? Thet girl...
*What happened? At the controls, Luigi Manoza had caught very litledf the acion.
'She was dive,' Dancer mumbled stupidly, diding the cabin door shut and turning the locking handle.
'No," Francesco got a grip on himsdf, snarled low in his throat 'She was dead mest But... | don't know. He - they? -



had seemed to betdking to each athe!' And to himseif: Didn't Angdla tdl usthet he talks to dead people?
Maye.'sadDa. &, mate.
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'Maybe what? The Francezci spoke asif to himself; he was scarody adeto bdievewhet hed happened.

'‘Maybe she'd been athrdl, even alieutenant, longer than we thought.

‘Whet? But suddenly Franoesoo wes ssaing Danoer inanew light For ‘'maybe’ he was right at that! No maybe about it; he had
to be right. Thegn hed been a fully-fledged vampre, and this hed been her lagt shat & matamanphiam: Nathing to do with life ar intdligence,
just the vampire stuff inside her hanging on to desar life. But no longa. By now sheéd be so much dop.

"What? | meen what?' Lug Manozas chubby white faoewes il garing bedk into the pessenger chin

The Francezci looked at him and said, 'McGowan's gone. An accident. Now there are just the three of us...'

It had been the fastest dimb of BJ's life, as if everything else she had done, every moment of practice on a hundred
diff faces, but epeddly onthisang, hed been tid runsfar the ane hig effart. Likean athletewho halds himsdf in resarve far the big race, B
hed held hersdf bedk far thisone

Bven hendicgpped by dimbing with Sandra- towham far the lat thirteen years, B. hed bean teeching everything she knew - dill she had
outdone hersalf. For the last hour or so, however, Sandra had been flagging; BJ. had more or less dragged her through
the fina stages of the ascent. But where she had been Sandra's life-support sysam on the inhospitable, often veticd granite
faves Sandrawould be herswhen & lagt he stood face to facewith her taible Madter -or her ex-Medler, as she kgt raminding hersdif.

For where B wias eqpat with har neked hands - aswall as with the despised ropes and pitons of the dimber - Sandra was a
crack shot. And in her amal pack she carried a pistol loaded with very spedd ammunition: siver bulles thet B J hed never
bdieved shewauld use exoqat againg her mortd or ner-immartel enamies Butwhat the hdll... the dog-Lord was her enemy now, else
he would surdy have contacted her befare thid But here thefull moon lit thair way and Reduis redoulat no mare then adight overhang and a
narow rocky ledge awvay, and siill the psychic agther was as ety o living thoughts asaaumiding run

Or perhaps not For every now and then - briefly, as aripple on wat, ar ariffle through the peges o her mind-B Jwould fed an
obsaver whae there could nat possibly be one But it wasnt Redu, no. For she would know his mind, his ferd fedl, his mentd
musk, aywhere

If Redu wis up - if Aud John and the athers hed hed any successinrasing imfram the resin - then the dogrL ord was kegaing vary
quiet about it. And so BJ. must be mistaken. It had to be the proximity of the redoubt, preying on her mind.

She took a smdl grapple from her belt, sprang its tines and swung it up into the riven rock some twelve feet
overhead. It caught a once, and she tried ha weght on it while dlill dinging tight to the diff faoe No problem; she'd done this a
hundred times before. She braced her feet, climbed hand over hand to the overhang, reached across it and drew
herself up on to the ledge. Eight feet overhead, the grapple was il firmly wedged. And:

'Sandra’ shecdled downsartly. ™Y oudimb, Il pul!

The girl a once obeyed. And she was on the rope, bracing her legs leaning bedk into goece and looking up & B 1 when it
heppened.

Sandras eyes went wide; she saw beyond B J, and uttered a smdl gasp that had nothing a dl to do with her
exertions. BJ. rolled on her side and looked up. Above her ledge, a hole or cave in the honeycombed rock - it, too,
must penetrate into the mountain, but on a dightly higher level. And looking down on her out of the mouth of the
cave, over therim of the rock, the vicious visage of an Asiatic - a Draku! And:

Revenge! Singra Singh Drakesh thought, directly into BJ.'s mind, as he dicad through the rape Revenge for rine that your
people broke on the rods of this sdfsame nmountain!

BJ had the rope in her hands, but Sandra had panicked. Now she dangled there, with dl of her weight on the rope
that did ever faster through BJ''s fingers. And she couldn't trap it! Blood spurted where the rope cut, lubricating its
passage, until the diced end whipped between her fingers and was gone. And Sandra gone with it, a amdl frightened
figure twirling in darkness, down to the black river where it frothed at the bottom of the gorge. As quick as that...

B J. stuck her legs deep into the narrow dit of the rubble-littered natural ‘window' at the back of her ledge, looked up
again, and panted: 'You, you bastard - you're a dead man!'

On his belly, Singra Singh looked down on her, and said, 'I think nat' His krife hed been put away but now he dragged
somahing dseinto view.

Seeing the blued-steel muzzle of an ugly machine-pistol, BJ. scrambled to turn her body out of the line of fire, draw
herself under the lip of rock into the labyrinthine system of caves that she knew lay within. But her gear snagged on
something, trapping her, and Singh's thin lips formed a grinning gash in his face where they drew back from needle
teeth. Taking histime, he lined up his sights...

... And a growling voice in both of their minds, that yet spoke to SngraSngh, sad You are by far the lesssr o two ells trug
but you are dosar to hand. And by preference, | would kill a Drakul every ime beforea Lykan. Bven atreacherous hitch like thet angl
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Then... somahing crunched. It arunched 0 loud and dear thet B J. coud dmodt fed it the sgping of bones And the
agonized, tortured loock on Singra Singhis face sad it &, as he dropped his weapon and flopped like a beached fish ...



then began to dide backwards dragged efforlesdly ino his cavel

B J knew what had him, but hed to seeit for hersdf

That mondrous paw that reached aut over hisheed to catch itinthe reking hooks of three-inch talons and snatch it out of view.
And the Drakul's desth-ary rigng up and up, ‘Al Anl Akkkr beforeit shuddered into an anful slence

Then, gelvanized by her terror, BJ. srugdled free of the opening and into the redoubt And dipaing into the darkness of mezy
cavans and carridors thet no other person hed ever knoan <o wl, she took her crossbow fram her belt, opened its wings and
nocked it, did abat into place on the tiller. ‘With Sandra gone, the crosshow wias her anly wegpon ageingt dl the pent-up harror
and lugt of Sx centuries.

And her sSnge advantage, for what it was warth, was that now she hed anly hersdf to worry abolt...

N
IN RADU S REDOLBT HARRY AND THE DOG LARD

That wasour biggest fear. Sr Keenen tdld Harry, shartly dfter the Necrosoope emearged fram the MOhius Continuum & Auld John's place Thet
theinterface would causea conplete and final mental breakdown. Thank God wewerewrong!

But Harry had never been too sure about God, and so answered, 'l prefer to thank Nostradamus, and maybe
Mesmer. I'm not sure what Mesmer did, but | think he eased the way for me. Nostradamus took a chance - and again
I'm not too sure about alot of the stuff he told me - but in making me work some of it out for myself he provided the
cure. Theway | seeit it's easy to be scared of the unknown. But once you begin to understand what you are dedling
with, then it gets easier.'

Your mother said asimuch. SrKeenentddhim

And Harry nodded. 'If | had been hit with the whole thing, dl a one time, I'm pretty sure | would have lost it totally.
But bit by bit | could take it. And not only that but I'm mad as hell! | mean, angry med'

And this time it was me who said as much. Sr Keenan said, warriedy. But not so med thet youlll dart taking chanoes?

Til do what | have to," Harry answered. 'And now | have to make mysdf useful. Please excuse me...

He found his belt and munitions where B J. had tossed them under a bush close to the house, and re-equipped
himsdlf. Also, he looked for and pocketed the cigarette lighter dropped by the Ferenczy thrall when he had shot him.
After that there was only one thing left to do, one place to go, and he bdieved he knew the exat location. For when BJ. had told
him - or re-told him - about the Wamphyri, she had awakened certain memories, too.

One of them was aout a dream hed hed, or a premonition; o, gnce it hed bean a long time, even years ago, when the
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had been new to Alec Kyle's body, maybe it had been one of Kyle's glimpses out of the future. Whichever, he had
visited Radu's redoubt and stood by the dog-Lord's sarcophagus. And now he need only recal that specific scene to
mind and the co-ordinates were there, rock solid in his renewed, repaired and even refreshed memory.

Climb to the lair? He had no doubt that he could, but that was for people who knew no other way. Harry's way was
smply to go there.

And taking a deep breath, he prepared to do just that...

Francesco Francezci, Guy Tanziano and Luigi Manoza found Auld John's rope till dangling into the pothole where he
had left it, and clambered down into darkness. Vampires, they found no great difficulty in the climb; the lack of
daylight was hardly problematic; the light of the full moon and the coldly enigmatic stars lit their way through the first
stage, and when they were down into the labyrinth their eyes quickly adjusted. The Francezci's eyes flared red, and
those of the others were the sulphur ydlow of vampire thralls.

They went carefully, soundlessly at first. Radu's redoubt wasn't what they had expected. It seemed rough,
uninhabitable, deserted -it seemed deserted, at least. Its many levels were hollow and echoing; the deeper they
penetrated, the more constant and life-sustaining the temperature, which was typical of cavern complexes world-wide.
Overdl, the silence, both physical and psychic, was utter.

The three we saw," Tanziano whispered hoarsely, the old tracker and his friends. they were definitely headed this
way. And then there's that rope. Somebody came down here!’

'‘Obvioudly,' said Francesco. 'But that was hours ago, and they could just as easily have left. On the other hand ...
perhaps something stopped them from leaving. Radu has been down a long time, with little or no sustenance to see



him through the centuries. Pasordly, | sl be interested to sse how he did it But now, weking, he would have his needs -
immediate needs, | mean. And while you may not smdl it, to me this place stinks of wolf! So, it could be that hes reting
- diter teking food? Anyway, letskespit quiet. Soundwill travel along way down here, and thoughts go further and faster yet. So
as of now you would be wise to guard your thoughts, and if you fed or sense anything at al..| He looked a his
thralls, nodded meaningfully, and left the rest unspoken.

They followed footprints, occasionally mere scuff marks in places where the dust of centuries lay thin on the naked
stone. After a while, descending a steep passage to a floor of broken flags laid in a rough crazy-paving fashion,
Tanziano pointed a blunt finger, grunted, Two sets of tracks, going in both directions.’

Francesco nodded, and whispered, '‘But the mgjority go this way." He eased back the cocking handle on his
machine-pistol so that the
distinctive ch-ching as it engaged was kept to aminimum of noise. And the others followed suit

They waredown now onto the floor of the mein cavam, into thelar itself, and every one of Francesco's vampire instincts told
him it was so. But he ill couldn't detect the dog-Lord himsdf. He was here, certainly - wolf-musk lay thick in
Francesco's mind, amost as if he felt it on his skin - but Radu's actual location remained unknown.

Anthony Francezci (had he been here) would not have found this surprising. Through greater contact with his
father, Anthony had learned far more of Wamphyri history than his brother; he knew that two thousand years ago in
Starside, the dog-Lord was already a powerful telepath. He could control his thoughts - disappear from the menta
aether - as surely as Angelo Ferenczy himsdlf. But Tony Francezci wasn't here... and this was the last place he would
want to be despite that he had assured his brother of his coming triumph...

Following the mgor trail of prints and scuffs, eventualy the trio came to Radu's sarcophagus atop its dais of piled
debris. Here the woalf-taint was thick, if only to Francesco. But something of the eeriness of the place - its pregnant
silence perhaps, or distant, monotonous, aimost musica drip of water - had got through to Guy Tada.

Tugging on Francesco's deeve where the Francezci looked up at the great stone coffin, he whispered, This place
meakes the pit back at Le Manse Madonie fed downright friendly!'

Francesco shrugged him off, scowled at his obvious reluctance. 'Stay here then, and watch our backs,' he said. And
with atwitch of his head he indicated that Manoza should accompany him up to the sarcophegus Leaving Tanziano & the
foat of the ple tile two dimbad to the dais's platform and lit the stubs of several torches in their sconces. Then, stepping
across the pooled resin, they carried on up to the rim of Radu's coffin.

‘Shit'' said Manozathen, gazing down on wht the beth of gluey yellow fluids contained. But Francesco anly grinned, and used the falded
butt of hiswegpon to prod the peir of corpseswhare they lay hdlf-aubmerged inthe resin,

| was right,' he said. 'He's not only awake but he's up, and he's hungry. He teas hungry, anyway..."

Ore d the corpses wes thet of a young man; nathing edraordinaty about him, except the wolf-taint. ‘Moon-child,” Francesco
commated Draned to the legt drop, and drownad in the resin jugt to be aure that Reduis hite wouldnt teke The dogrLord igit meking
lieutenants - not just yet, anyway. And this other one - a Drakul, ddfinitdy. Agatic, afull-fledged lieutenant and leeder of hisgroup.
Which tdlsmethet his group is probetly no mare Hewould bethe ladt to go!
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And Manozamumured, in something of anve Hisbedkslikea"Z*. And those knife marks go right through to his skull. And
he's missing his heart! It's like he went through the cogs of a big mechind'

‘Not knifemerks' Francesoo shook hisheed. 'Clav marks'

While down at the foot of the stack Tanziano gave a start and tumed in ajaky drde his eyes swivdling this way and thet s
they tried to fdlow a shadow thet seamed to legp fran well to wall and surface to surface in the flidkaing light of the torches. Until firglly his
gaze rested on avertical crack in the cavern's wall, where for a momat the tordhight ssamed reflected by twin paints of red.

And gritting histesth, nodding hisbullet heed and unnatiocsd by his compenions, Dancer painted his wegpon aheed of himy, moved in that
direction...

... While the Francezci said to Manoza: ‘It's like | told you it would be the bloodwer is on and they've dreedy engeged eech
ather. Somewhere in this maze, well find the rest of them - those you observed on thar way hare, the women and the lagt of her
gils ad of course the dog-Lord Radu - if they haven't killed each other off dreedy! We can dways hope @1? He tumed,
danced down to thefoat of thepile, and Sarted to say: 'Guy, now were gaing to fdlow thet ather st oF—

—Tracks? Guy? Danoa? Hisvaice came echoing bedk, but thet wesdl. Tanziano waan't there

The Francezci and Manoza scrambled down to the floor, and Francesco cdledt Danoa? Where the hdll... ? And it wes asiif the
cavean hed been wating far just such aquetion.

‘Wherethe hell... ? Wherethe... ? Where... 7 it echoed.

And then something that wasn't an echo, but a hoarse whisper -ye shap and dexr as a shout to thar enhanoed hearing. And
nat only in Francesoo's ears but inhismind: 'Oh, indesd! Wherethe hdll. But the hdll ishere Ferenczy sum ™

'Walf!" Francesco snarled, as that cough, bark, rumble of sound faded in his heed. He and Manaza stood bedk to beck and
dared into shadows left and right. Nothing moved - for a moment. Until suddenly something wes Iabbed aut fram behind a
messive, neturd cdumn of rock. It spun gy in the amoky dr, landed soggily on the roughthewn flags did alitie way, and left ared tral. It wes
anam tom df & the shoulder likeadhidken jant, withdl of theligaments the flesh and tendons of the right shoulder and breet attached. And
it was dill clad in the sleeves of Guy 'Dancer’ Tanziano's parka, jacket, and shirt!

The howling, when it came, was an anticlimax. But more than homing, Francesco knew it wees do laughter. And reverberdting



inhismind aswdl as through themezedf cavams it bounoad framwell

towdl and neve-ending to neve-ending likean out-of-kilter dervish,

"Homing!' Manazasaid, unnecessatily.

‘Andlaughter!’ Francesoo snarled. Thebedardslaughing et ud'

1 only heard the howling,' said Manara, vishly sheken. Helooked at the Francezci wide- and wild-eyed. 'Francesco, are we nuts
or somathing? What thelwe* arewe daing here?

Francesoo indicated the messive adumn of rodk. Til teke this Side, you teke the ather. Girde the cdumn, Slay dose to the radk, and fire &
anything thet moves'

But as they came together on the other side without seeing anything Far too late, too dow, came that degp dark
rumble of avoicein Francesco's mind. Three of you came down here - came of your own free will - but now there are only
two. Soon, only you and |, Ferenczy. Are you afraid?

For amomat it wes asif Francesoo hed been dgpped in the face Then he snarded out loud, What, afrad of a hdlfling? OF a dog-thing? If
youre such amanase, such athrest, Radl, thenwhy nat do it harg now, face to faoe? It wes part-bravado and part something dse For he hed
sensed - what, frustration”? ar desperation? -something, in the dogrLord's bluster. Something behind it thet hewes trying to cover up.

And Radu knew thet he hed sensed it The tdgpathic contact hed established hed conveyed far more then he hed wanted Francesoo to
know. And the dog-Lord's growl became a furious whine as he withdrew hisprobe

Francesoo tumed to Manaza, who wsladking a im asif heweare med 'OH? What now? the Franoeza soomed.

Yauwere.. youweretalking to Hm!' Manozasad. 'Y au were dhdlenging im But hés nat here!

Francesoo grinned his humouress gin 'OF course he has moved on, Lig - gone fram here because hés drad - but he heerd mewel enough.
And | chdllenged him because heisweek. Reduisilll Hes sdk fram his hibemetion, fram the wking, fram diseese, and framtimeitseif. Thisis one
dok dd wdf, and his only advartage is his familiaity with this danmn labyrinth. But his thoughts give him awey. They're tike a beecon to me
Gareon, fdlow thetral...

[t wesatral of lood Danoa’shlood - which &ter ahendful of paces came to an abrupt end a his body, where his legs stuck
out fram behind adab of rodk. Hisfat tongue hed bean ripped hat* fromitsroats dragged farward to blodk his mouth and stop imaying out.
His back was broken; his heart had been torn out through a gaoing hdeinhis chest and shettered riks

'Holy...!" said Luigi Manoza, his throat bobbing with the effort of gathaing divato get the oneword out

'Holy? Francesoodlared @ him. "Haly?
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'Holy shit!" Manoza findly gasped. He was a vampire, but he was anly athrdl. And this wes the wak of something dse
Wanmphyri, but different again from Francesco.

Ahead, an interior rock wall was split into twin tunnels. Tracks went into both of them. "You can see in the dark,' the
Francezci reminded the badly shaken Manoza. "Y ou have a superior weapon. Yau can pump twenty-five rounds a sscond into
thisbedard! Getintothat tunnel. If the trail peters out, come back to this point. And | shall dolikemse Nov move'

Manoza moved. But only afew stumbling paces into the tunnel he saw an irregular patch of light far overhead, and
to one side blocks of stone piled into steps, with more steps cut into the wall leading to what looked like the arch of a
natural rock causeway. Everything led upwards and out of here, which seemed to Manoza a very good place tobe

The Francezci would kill him, if he didn't get killed himsdf. But right now, not knowing what Francesco knew or
thought he knew, Manoza consdered thet adiinat possihility. And the chopper wes up there And light, and &, and fresdom. And doan
here thetrue degth, in the shape of a terror out of time. Not much of a choice - especially with that groMing vaice in his mind,
urging hint Run, little men, run! Save yoursdf, for your medter isas good as dead!

And with ahammering heart Manoza ran, or rather climbed, and a gibbering horror seemed right behind him dl the
way...

In the Continuum, Harry had thought twice about it. And in the end he hadn't taken the Mobius route directly into
Radii's lair. For one thing his olden dream or preview forbade it More than a dream, that had been a nightmare! And
for another, he wanted to see what was going on up there on the mountain. With Drakul and Ferenczy invovemet it
could and modt probsbly would be amindidd. And <0 he had gone in stages, from false plateau to ledge to rocky butte, and
findly to the dome of the mountain.

There he had found the helicopter deserted on flat ground close to a huge fissure in the pitted rock. A rope dangled
into another, smaler pothole close by, and he rightly supposed that this had been the Ferenczy gang's route into the
lar. But knowing they were equipped with high-powered weapons, and likewise their advantage in the dark, he hadn't
followed them or tried jumping ahead of them. And despite that the Necroscope's heart was in his mouth for Bonnie
Jean - though in truth he couldn't say why - till held sat it out for more than half an hour to see what would happen.

Now he was more cold and anxious than ever, and the moonlit scene was as gill as when hed first arrived here.
Stll, and quiet - or maybe unquiet - except for the low moaning of a steady breeze that
awvept acrossthemountain'sdome. Quig, yes.. Or perhgpsnot

He was doseto the pathde entrance when he saw the rope go taut and heard a distant panting. Then the vibration
of the rope as someone dimbed into view. By then Harry hed moved back into the cover of adump of rocks but when the

subby men who dimbed aut of the pathde heeded for the hdlioopter he Sgpped into view. The man wias in a hury and falled to



see im Reaching the airplang, he yanked open adoor inthe mechinés Sde

Harry couldn't see him too well, didn't recognize him and wanted to be sure of who he was and what was going on
here. So he caled out: Hey, you'

Luigi Manoza's answer might easily have cut him in pieces. Whirling, the thug opened up with his machine-pistol,
and lead - and alittle silver - buzzed like a cloud of angry wasps dl around. Most of the rounds were wasted, trapped
by the Mobius door that Harry erected as Manoza spun and went into a crouch. The ones that went wide of the door
were the ones that buzzed. And now Harry could be sure of what he was dealing with.

But Manoza couldn't He had fired on someone, had used up haf a megazne on hm fran a digance of some farty o forty-five
fest awvay - and that someone, or thing, was ill on its feet and hadn't even moved! That was more than enough for
Manoza. Scrambling aboard the airplane, he dammed the door shut after him and threw himsdf into the pilot's chair.
The flick of a handful of switches, the pressure of the thug's thumb on the starter button, and the engine coughed into
life. Then the vanes began their whup... whuup... whuuup air-dicing revolutions, quickly blurring into a shining fan
whose draught bounced the machine on its pontoons.

Taking out a transmitter from one of his pouches, extending the agria, Harry waited for the helicopter to drift just an
inch or two off the ground, then pressed the button. At the chopper's tail-end just below the laterd fan, a magnetic
mine consisting of a detonator and four ounces o plagtic exploded, Hew the fan dff, and sent the arplane crazy. She kedled over
and snapped a pontoon, rolled the other way and forwards until the vanes hit the deck and snapped off in razor-sharp
sections. One such section shot in through the windscreen and pinned Manoza to his seat, holding him there while
the chopper skittered like a singed moth to the edge of the fissure. It tilted for a moment, stood in a ballet-dancer pose
on one pontoon, and fell. A count of four and the fuel tanks blew, and seventy gallons of avgas made a blast that
shook the rock under the Necroscope's feet, and a snoketing that weart up and up, fdloaing atongue o fire thet lidked fifty feet
into the night sky.

Harry nodded griny to imsdlf. Another Ferenczy doawn and judt two to go, of thismab anyway. Moreover, he hed destroyed
thar
BrianLumley
Nerosoope Thelod Years-\VA. |

432
433

exgperoute Maybenow it wastimehehed alook inddeRaduslar. As he conjured a Maobius door, another explosion shook the
mountainfrom degpwithin. And thegreat fissureverted sreamersof black amake

Now morethen ever the Neorosoope wes constious of hisarar - thefact that he didn't have a sidearm. His bombs, devastating as
they were, and even his grenades weren't designed for close-quarter combet. Onthe other hand, whet good wes a conventiondl
hendgun against the Wamphyri? Instead, he palmed a heavy little fragmentation grenede before meking hisjunp.

Inhisdreem, reamambarad as dealy now asif hed expaiencad it just lagt night, he hed ssen regged neturd Windows in the aumbing outer
wdl of the lair, located a a seemingly 'safe’ distance from Redus sarcophagus The co-ordinates wae dear in his mird as he
conjured a door...

... And his dream came to life as he stepped from the Mobius Continuum a oned those predse co-ordingesr- bardy in ime to
witness an agtonishing oocurrence, and one that he had st inmaion.

The place was reverberating with distant and not-so-distant echoes, creakings, and groanings, dust settled in
rivulets from a ceiling lost in height and darkness, aso from various ledges and levds Bven ahandfu of gony salinters and
one o two geometiically shaped slabs of granite came hurtling from on high. But dl of this menly in the unsupported cenrd
stion df the cavem, nat on the paimeer where Harry stood.

Nor was this disturbance finished. There was a continuous metdlic grinding, a nerve-shattering screech of tortured
meta, which seemed if anything to be getting louder; and, from a huge borehdelike gpature o cave whae the dm aaling
auved out of the heights to form an inner wadl, an intermittent stream of stony rnudble and smoke But when fire gushed fraom the
hdelikeagants llomorch, Hary bdieved heknaw whet hewes seang.

Through unknown caverns, stony chutes and rock-dlides, the wredked hdioopter hed found itsweay down to this levd. And as
the blowtorch blaze turned to black smoke and a twisted mass of hot, blistered metd erupted from the hole and
smashed down in the cavern's debris, Harry saw that he was right

But the glare of the fireball had lit up the whole cavern, and the Necrosoope hed taken the opportunity to nate his postion, the
best route to Raolis dais and sarcophegus, and espedidly the fact thet the plaoe ssamed vaid o life But cartainly life hed been here For just afew
short peoes ehead o im, he hed dso seen BJ's crasshow, ill loeded, lying on the floor where she hed tossed it - o where it hed fallen.
Stepping forward he put away his grenade, retrieved the
crosshow, refused to dwdl onwhet itsdiscovery mearnt The guttering torches at the base of Radu's coffin served as his
quide andinalitiewhilehewasthere A few momentsmore, and
hewoudknow if thedog-Lard wasup and about intheworld. But if
heweaant, then henever would be And halding the crosshow wais-high, aming it eheed, detemined
toseethisthing through totheend, Harry dimbed thejumbletoits
levd dais avoided the dopped resin, and resol utdy continued onup
to the rim of the great sarcophagus...

The dog-Lord Redu Lyken wass finished. He knew it and hed known it even before rising fram the resin. It wes only Since rising that he had



come to accept it: that in his current shape he was finished. In hiscurrent shepe and fam, aye Which was why he hed sat Aud
John to bring the Mysterious One - his Man-With-Two-Faces - to himin hislar. For the men caled Hary Keogh wes his one way
out of afix that had stayed with him, stalking him through six long oanturies

But to thirk of it & any length, to even condder it was Simply too much. That one of the greatest predators of dl time, a Lord of
the Wamphyri out of Olden Sarside- indesd aprime werendf - should have bean brought low by one of the vary srdllet predetors by the
hite o afleg caried on the bedk of arat out of Asd The Black Degth, which hed defied even his vamgire lesch to combet the poison in his
othawise dl-congueing sygem.

Hehed knoan it fram the momart he danied fram the resin and loped to groom himsdlf in the waterfal near the great vat that
contained his warrior creature. Oh, he could till run - especialy dter fesding (and oh S0 ddliriously) on the blood of astrong men,
and the heart and vamgire lesch of aDrakul! - but even then he hed fdt the poison coursing in his vaing and hed suspected thet it was more then
jugt the ache o centuries that gnawed & hisbones

And & thewaafdl... hehed proved it Thebladk pustulesin his ampits and grain, the texture o his flesh, which no longer ansivered when
he called for metamorphosis but seemed stuck in his wolf shgpe and the fireindde caled Iugt - the lugt for life alife thet could legt
forever - which hefdt buming low to metch theflow of energy.

Energy: he had none. Oh, sufficient to enter the mind of a mere moon-dhild, and beguile him to slidde, catanty. And then,
bogtered by that one's blood, to pluck the life of some piddling Drakul lieutenant and tear loose the am of atramhling Ferenczy
thrall. But how much energy did thet teke? None a dl, nat to the Wamphyri! Nat toavampireLadindl the strength of his youth!

Exogzt wharewas his youth now? Lt behind inadfferat wald, adfferat ime And his srength? All egten up by aflea And hislugt
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far life? Buthow mey arelugt with greet Hadk lunpsin hisgrain, paisonin his piss adasureknondeche d hisbhonesauiding under treandert lesther o his
hige?

Yeaemmw it saradasaunilous acausstion, to Hamedl thisanapoar flea For whilebladrat flesshed canied thedague, it wes g differart hite entirdy
thet hedtrardfiared it into RedLis s/gem. Unil row it sssmed therewesiowey o oetting it aut. Far the resin hedhtt warked .. it hed mady presaved him to
delae, toderow. Ardhislescth heort waked far it wesdying, too.

FaralitiewhileRadu hed fet asrged poner ashiss/dam converted Gath Trevdins lifedood, but ey adion snce then hed arly saved to dan him
likealesking bucket 9x drgps sailled for esay fiveput in It coudnt goan Hewesdying ad therae df his dedinewes aodading Masowg, darg with his
physcd dregh hismatd poneswaelikenisedminished Thet weshow the Faazy, thiswesk, so-cdled 'sophisticated mocen vason of aLad of the
Warphyi, hed ssnthrauch hisbluder.

Butwoudht it betheirony o dl ime- ar of 9x hundred yearsd time, & leeet - if Raciwareto bedesroyed by aFeeny? For it wes doutiess an ancestor
d thisHanesowhg, dl thoseyearsar firgt deboed a daguerician aopss, then durged his snvad into Radl Inwhich cee it were better hehed died then,
trentoleamarbe d thesameaursed den kill imroa

Hisaedene Hary Keoch Meemps/dhodsinto thebody ad mind of arew ar rever men Ard then Keoghisphysicel aonversianiinto Reu

ArdthusAud dn Guirey, st ot yon hismost impartart missiart: o bing Keoghhere far Barie Enwaudnt—

—Coudnat, natinher presart condition, posiion..

BuAuddm

Ralhed found imwithawesk prae, dsoovered im nurding anam brden inafdl inthe firdl sdege o his desoat Which hed etk it e thet thet
amae too wesrowdosd et duing dl theyearsd” Reduisongramentic dreaming hehed frequiarntly sried this sefsameHary Keochand hed konn thet his
MydaiosCrewaddbehaeto aganhim inarewey a anather, & thetimed hisresrganee

Ah buthow dteniin hisweking yearshed it besn proved to thedogL_ad thet thefulure isadeviaus thing? Chy the fuiLre win dweys ke of aourse far whet
faweanem dopit?But it will sddom keasfaessn

Ardye... pahgsthaewesdill adae dbdtadim ae Far B Miduwesabegiler ssoond anly to Racl himedlf: ahypnatig with her eesard mirg,
adaser oa with her body. If $ehed fdlonved RadLisgood advice-whichhekrew ehad - thenby row
thisHarywesfa naehe thrdl thenany maehite might ever daored Ardif hekrev eweshag, ardy rewaddwert tokrovwhet weshbemomed ha?

. Forwhdh reesn Rediwadd ding o lifeto the bitter ed, inthehape thet his ManWithr TwoFaoss wald yet put in alate gpesrance Ard meenanhile
theewesthis Featzy sumio ded with, whomight yet dedl with hinl For Recluhed 'ssart inthe Feranczy/smird the: devetation he held in his esger hends a
tedrdogy logt anthe doglad, which he soomed ss much ashe misundlrdood it He too, codd heve contrd  judt sch awegom, yet e bed ten Quy
Tadadsmetineddd adbdenit in peesagang agantewdl! Ard dl thet remeined to him rov wae the wiles of awdf, with which to aotet this
aaeateary.Whdweswhy hehed doded bekk o thelarsmen caen inthehgeed dudnghim

But just ssardy ssRedlismidressmom dazed hichinthe night ky, hisimmamaid enamy wesreuming far imeennon. ArdRaclikrewvit..

Tredogl adwesright Aleted by asuddaing udefot adin thewells adanyarea: o ineqdiceble sounds fram behind him, the Franoezd hed ebarcored
tre tral ad reumed to e mein caven in time to witness the wietkad hdlioopte’s purge: Then, waking out whet hed hepened hed scaradly texed His
intelligencg ardwhilehewaited far the raddfdl to sbsdead thedLgt to sfle, heroundy aursad the conad Mamoa- far whetsser good thet waud co him
Whetgood to aursethe dsed whowerebey/ard it?Ch bt if arly hehed thelittle fat bestard herg rod

Indeed.. hehed somare dse hedl Far in the cavamis soky light Franoesoo hed sen adim ke figure dimaing the juided rodk pile to Redus greet
adffin Jetwhoit might be... ecoulohit ssy, wauldrt herad aguess though cateinly hessamad familiar, But then aggin, whet oobk? If leweshare lewesan
gary,addl o Fanossoos pessarswaeinoansed to muda.

Shewat framdedow todecow - floningintremame o theWanhyi, soundesdy, anosstherdddedrenn floor - in the dredion of the ddsad its
messvesaaghegs Whiteat the aoffin it



Hary rerentaed hisdeam Init rolesstrenin Reols heard the dogad hed aomeface o faze - which wes the patt thet hed been the nigmere So thet
row, inred life hewestaking rodrences Withtheaoshow & amislagh, he grad dlly rased himsdf yp o lodk in & an age an the conianis o the adffin
Ardressvwhet Frantesio hed sen Butrosgndf Rad—

—Until danslikethetinesdf agardmnfark, stinapawveght
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inches across, sank into his clothing - but not into his skin, for the dog-Lord waant about to pess on his andet diseese to his
fuuresdf and 0 papduate it - & the shoulder, tuming im about! Redu hed emerged from behind his sarcophagus and was
crouching on the uneven tangle of granite slabs a the head of the coffin like some grotesque gargoyle Inches fram the
Necrosoopes agonished faog a pair of great triangular yellow eyes with crimson cores bored searchingly into hisoan, and Raduis
bresth was as hat and rark as malten copper inaforge And:

'‘Ahhhh! The Mysterious One,' that vast mouth cracked open in wonde, in something of disodief, and firdly in a twided,
droding amile. ‘My Mysterious One...'

Harry couldn't get the crossbow between them. Crushed to the Sde of the sarcophagus, he tried, wes rewarded by agandng
huffet fram the mongte’s free paw thet nearly broke hiswrist and sent the crosshow flying frea Then... Hary knew hewesadeed men Hed like
a child in Radu's grip, he could conjure a Mobius door but coudnt move to sep through it He knew he wes deed, but the
dog-Lord only knew hewes divel And his eyes continued to hdd im

To hdd him, yes with agip as povafu as his gregt paw. Hary fdt himedf hdd, fet his musdes rdax, his bresthing dow fram its hoarse
penting. And firdly hefelt Raduismind, groping to beindde hid

Dr James Andersan's pogt-hypnatic restraints hed been lifted to such a telepathic power as Radu, Harry's very soul was laid
bare. Redu saw and absorbed dl, dmod in sslitetime asit takes to tdll:

Narosoe.

Hetalkstothedsed, andcancdl thamiramthar graved

Henowesin the goeces bewemn theoecss-goesframpdaceto jaceas quidk asthought!

Heisarmrend thenodanwarld, and undardands al of itstecdhndagy; its sdentificwardars Ya nat aedf itswonda's ar dl of them together, cen eqdain
a udadard him

Helkronsabout teWanhyi... hesenremosed, desroyed mebersof our oadees Drakidsand Faread

Helkonstrelocations of all myenamiesout of e thar poner-beses thar ssetsin thismodanwarld

HeismyMydaiausOrgl!

Bumydgiosmlogs..

And: Now, Necrosoope, now; Redu gromed, alowv umbdein hisgreat throat, as his eyes grew large as lanterns in Harry's
trapped pergpedtive Tdl me isthareroomin that marvelous mind of yoursfar bath of us? W, far however brief atime?

'Radu!l" The shout snapped like the crack of a whip in the great cavam, satching the dog-Lard upright fram his gargoyle
aouch-

dl seven fest of im- and jaking imto faoe the one who shouted. But his great paw remained fastened on Harry's shoulder, and
the Necroscope could only hang there, like a rabbit snapped up by a hunter, dazed in Radu's grasp; dazed mainly by
his tel epathic encounter, which hed hed the effect of draning him

And & thefoat of the deis Francesco Franoezd - o mare proparly, the Farenczy - @mad his mechinepigtd and grinned as he squeezed the
trigger. Redu reed the ather’'s mind, whinedt

'‘Ah! No! Not now! Nooooo." But the bullets paid no attention whetever.

The staccato coughing and spanging of that stream of lead and siver woud have bemn an cbsomity in itsdf, without the
andifying, echoing qudlities of the labyrinth; but the liquid spattering that accompenied it was fa worsg, far it Sgnified hits on
Redusflesh Nat thet Hanry fdt any sympethy far the dog-Lard, but the huge, heiry, twitching, shuddering body thet gave him cover hed only
v muchresistance, and any one of the bullets might find its way right through!

Radu was hit a dozen or more times as the Ferenczy hosed him doan, waving his damouring wegpon to and fro in a arissaross
over hishaf-humen target. Hary saw bright splashes of red againgt the side of the saroopheguss, and golos of red sant flying during the frantic
seconds o the machine pigd’'s med dhattering, and hewonderad if in fect he, too, hed been hit. But thenit wes over and the dogrLord's weight
- Radu's dead weight - came down on him. Trapped as the werewolf was thrown back against him, jammed down into
the ragged jaws of abroken dab, bawean Radus quiveing, dumping frame and the side of the sarcophagus, Harry was ill
trying to recover his arientation flowing Raduisinvasion and near-occupation of hismind. Indesd the roats of thet contact weretill there and
the pein heimeginad hefdt was the dogrL ord's deeth agony, but it wes ebbing vary quidkly now.

And redizing he was dill dive and goparently unharmed, the Neroscope began struggling to free himsdlf, dl the time aware
that a scale-eyed vampire Lad wes dinbing the rocky juride towardshim

Francesoo, howvever, wes teking his ime For Redu was Wamphyi, too, and there might yet be a few surprises... as there
doubtless would be when he st fire to his body! But no grest rudkus as ye, 0 maybe he'd got Radu's leech, too, crippled by a
silver bullet. Or perhgps hed ben right to suspect thet the dog-Lard was on hisladt legs, and his vampire leech with him. Hah! But
after Sx hundred yearsinabeth o resn, waant it only to be expected?

Thus Francesoo raiondized, as he dimbed watily towards Hary and the mongter pinning im. But in the Necrosoope's metgohysicd mind
Narasrye Thel atveas\all
439

BrianLumiey



438

Dexd (RecLicouichtbdieveit). MurdzradhyaFeracs)

Killed, Hary aarededlim dlently. Bxeuisdl Ndt murdered] but put conn- likeanvedag

SDdos Rabwhired SvaydoseVWeaodhaetangrest iogadher, Nevasre

Ng Haryaswaed it doegtwakthetway Nopartrerdips natwithyour <ot Arowell yaukeowit

But in degth the dd wdfs mind wes as ajle as in life and he saw a way to prolong his existence even now.
Obscuring his true thoughts he sad: You are eager toinsinuate, quick to accuse, Necroscope. But dd you ever see me do
wrong? Whet evil adt, pray, have | per formed againgt you - how have | migreated you - that you should o migudge me? No,
dont tdl mewhet you thirk | have done, but whet you know / have done, which you have seen with your onn eyes.

How to ansiver nun? Harry hed foroed himsdf half-way out from benegth the dog-Lord's body, but the pouches on his bt
were caught up on sharp edges of rock. ' only know whet B J. Miu tdd me' he findlly gagped out loud. ‘But | dso know thet
ghe.. that shes aliar judt like the rest of youl All of your "glarious’ bloody higory: ahendfu of truths afew haf-truths but
manly demned lied'

What? Francesoo Francezdi, his heed and shouldarslevd with the daiss platform now, looked to see who the Necrosoope
wes tdking to. Harry's top hdlf waas dicking out from beneath the dog-Lords carcass, and he mede the mistake of looking
diredly a Francesoo - who could no longer doutt the evidence of hisoan excdlent eyesight

Before, the Ferenczy haont even consdered the possihility. But row

Whd the.. ? he said. And, 'How... ? For the men trgpped under Rad's riddled body wes the same one hed hed throan out
d the hlicopter! For amoment it gopped him deed in histracks

Thedog-Lord reed the fact of it right aut of the Necrosoope's mind, dso the aosdlute cartainty thet Francesco wouldnt miss
this sacond oppartunity to kill Harry. And: Whet? he growled. Doyou givein thet esdly?BLt yauen gop imeenron ad parraraty,
Q-veaf?

Thedead come up of thar own accord,' Harry tdd him. 'l suppose I'm the focus, but thar loveisthe true catdy !

"Whet?' Francesco sad agan, frovning as he dimbed on up to the dais "Are you a medman? Nat thet it metters, for youre
ocatanly adead ond But fird | want to know how youdd it

Loe?Raligonled Hmanlo.g? Ha Bt et issoehing | left beindalargwithny hurrerity! Heel uderdard ardgresd ard iue Mayel anuse
tamirgsed?NI?| thoght nat Srowit isyptoyau ifyauwaddlive Gl meup. a dortyaues wart iose
B.J. again? Withwhich heplayed hisonetrump card.

Hary drapged the upper hdlf of his body to one Sde, out of Francesco's immediae line of fire, dawed his way just two o
three inches to the edge of attilted dab, and glanced over between hisdutching fingers. And the Ferenczy rose up to face him,
giming from ear to ear, and painting the ugly muzze of hiswegpon diredtly into Harry's face.

‘Onthe ather hand,' Francesoo grunted, ‘donit bother tdlling me how, for it no longer matters. Maybe there were two of you,
eh? Twins? Wl - Sncemy father has assured me you tak to deed men - give your twin my regards when next you see him,
OK? Ardt

‘Redu,’ sad Harry. ... | think | may need you!" Which seemed to be quite enough. The dog-Lords weight lifted off him and
hea once rdled to one Sde, through aMShius door - but nat before he saw amassivie, mongtrous paw reech aut in a dark dlur
d mation to swat Francesoo's wegpon aside.

Then, maeidizing a third of the way across the floor of the greet cavern, the Necrascope bregthed his rdlief and looked
back onwhet hed left behind. He saw, and heard it dl.... and then for awhile wished thet he hednt:

The Ferenczy's solbing & firg, then his pleading as Radu dragged him writhing and kicking up the lagt of the sone 9epsto
his sarcophiagus findly his drieking, and the sharp snap! df his ams as Redu brake them across hisknee one diter the other &
the dbows Up-ended, Francesco's cries weere reduced to gutturd guips and gurgles as the great walf plunged him heedong
into the warm resin thet remained in his coffin, only to drag him out again. Andt

But - youre dead” A find explogon of disdief from the doomed Francesco, his words coughed out in resin dops and
yellow bubbles from ggping jaws Y au're only af-fucking deed thing!'

Redu picked him up by the broken arms, whiplashed him in an arc over his heed and doan onto the one geps, ad
gomingy, joyfully answered: ‘Apparently - but nat nearly as deed asyou are about to bel' And planting his feat on Francesco's
shoulders - caiching him under the chin and & the back of his skull, with severd expart twids and tums of his hugdy corded
ams, and draghtening his beck in one smooth movameant - he very quidkly pulled his heed off!

The pupy sound asliving flesh was literdly tom gpert would have been Sckening initsdf, but the Sght of it was worse The
Necrosoope hed seen mary horrific thingsin his ime, but this ranked among the wardt of them. Thet incredible donggtion of
Francesoo's nedk, until his metamorphic flesh could take no more o it and came goart. And the upper part of his backbone
dragoed outin ared soray like the spine of agutted fish—

—Exoapt fish donit haveleprous, corrugated, living flesh twined
BrianLumky
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about thair pined Francesoo's leach - which Redu tore free with ahowt of ddight, and dengled into the red cave of his throet It
was gonein two bites, two massive svalows And anly then the redd aonmdian

Oregmoky torch dlill flared and gouttered &t the base of the coffin. In abound the dog-Lord legped free of the laghing nest of
grey and purple tentades sorouting from the Ferenczy's shattered, erupting body, tassed his heed Up into the sarcophagus, and
fallowed it with the torch.

Twirling end over end, the torch flared up with die rush of ar, and came doan on thewamm resin. And bluefire lit the cavern
asthe semi-liquid surface was patterned with whooshing dreamers of flame like some fing, fiery Greek brandy. Fdlowing the
trall of resn thet goattered the rim, the fire legped to Francesoo's soeked, broken body. And mindess vampire protoplasm with
nather the will nor the intdligence to escape the flames began to roest

Itwent onfor quitesometime...

... Until thedog-Lord cameloping in Harry's direction, cdling: 'Necrosoope, apropos.

'l donit think 0, Harry badked off, hedtily conjured adoor. ‘Itstime you rested from dl this Redu. For thet onewasright, you
are adead thing'

“Wait!' The ather skidded to ahdt somethirty fest avay. Tve resed long enough! And what about Bonnie Jeen? Dont do it
Hary - nat if youwould see her again!

Hary hestated; he more then hesitated; for the fact was thet he didn't know if he coud put Radu down againt When
membersdf the teaming deed came yp it was out of love or fear for him, as he hed sated. And when they went back doan it
was because they were no longer nesded. But Redu waant here aut of love or fear but hatred, and the Necrosoope waant sure
hehed any contrd over that His shidds were up again, however, and Radu reed nathing of his unoertainty.

The dog-Lord took a loping, tentative step doser, prompting Harry to wam hime 'Stay right there, Radul' And, because he
didnt know whet e to do: 'So, wheat do you propose?

'Hedp me and 111 hdp you, Radu barked. 'Refuse me, and BJ ratsin hdl forever!!

Hary avoided his eyes. 'Hdp you? But you're beyond hdp. Y oure deed!

Would you destroy an entire pecies?

*Yes' (Without hestation). 'And BJ, too? 'lsshe Wamphyri?

‘A fledgling Lady, yes - but only afledgling. | can stop it. She can be wholly human again. What is in her can be
taken out of her.'

'I've heard such lies from the like of you before,' Harry answered, even as he fdt his heart leap within him.

'No,' the dog-Lord laughed, coughed, barked, 'not so. For there never has been the like of me before. And | promise
you, | can give the woman back to you clean of this contagion.'

"Y ou seeit ssacontagion?

'Perhaps - upon atime - oh, a very long time ago. But no longer. Now| seit aslife You sseit asacontagion. Danit bendy tems
Will you hear my proposal ?

'Whereis BJ.? Is she safe?

But Radu knew that the Necroscope was hooked. He laid back his head and howled to set the cavern echoing, then
fdl to dl fours and pointed his terrible muzze in Harry's direction. And his lantern eyes blazed as he said, 'For the last
time. Hear me out or put me down -and kill that bitch Bonnie Jean, too, dl in one fel stroke! What's it to be? One more
bound will force your hand, Necroscope. No more arguing then, for it will dl be over. For me at least - and for B J' His
muscles seemed bunched to spring.

Very well,' Harry licked his dry lips, nodded his agreement ‘Let's hear it.'

Redu rdaxed allitle sat beck on his haunches and goMed, In oneway at least, our ams are much of a sort For the last ax
centuries | have dreamed a dream whose source lies two thousand years ago in Olden Starside in another world. But
now, in this world, there is only one way my dream can come true.'

Without more ado, hetadld Harry whet hewartted.

And he was right: their aims were much of a sort, for the Necroscope wanted it too...
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Like some drange gaunt bird of prey, hunchshouldered and sunkenreyed, the once-handsome Anthony Franoeza good done - far the fird
timetruly done- besde the pit under LeManse Madonie

The current was off, and the wire-mesh cover stood open on its hinges; the heavy chain hung stationary on its
pulleys, its load ddivered into the unknown; the sounds o furious sesthing - sounds like herd add hiting into bone - hed ded down and
faded to nathing.

But there hed been no sounds o rending, no sreaming fram the crone Katein- ar & best, only albief period of gagping, an’Aht Ahl A-ahhh
sound, dmogt o pleeare then slence and, srangest o dl, no cries of outrage from the Old Ferenczy, Angelo himsdf, the
nightmarich inhabitant of the it Then again, there hed been nathing framhim for quite sometime now.

Which was why Anthony had come down here: because something less than an hour ago, at eight-thirty, he had
received some sot of communication, a messagg, fram his twin brather. Or not a message as such, but... knowledge? Pain,
momentary; there hed bean alief achingin hisams his beck, his nedk. A buming in his blood, and since then nothing. Exagat adawning
avareness that it wes dark out there, and darker ill inhismind. An awareness thet indesd hewes quite done. Exagat far Angdlo.

For Francesoowasdeed.

And 50 Anthony hed brought Katain doan here as an dffeing to his father, in the hope o sdliditing a corroboration ar eplangtion of his
uspidon. For o course the mutant thing in the pit would know. Old Katein, yes- but he hednit tod Angdo whet hehed far im, only that she
was ‘a tidbit' Hah!

The pit had been silent, just as silent as it was now, so that no amount of cgding, threstening, ar bribing could sdliat an ansive,
and in the end Anthony had given in and lowered amildly-
aneesthdizad Ketginconnthethroet of thepit. Trepenwald bingher aut o it, of coursg and thet wesinparart For nat anly dd Arthary wart hisfether to
krovwhet rewas gting, but Ketain toknovwhowes geting het Ardwhanrewesconn hehed weited far her sreanring, ad far theQld Ferenczy'saursing,

But o therehed bemn anly theurknonn aegiing (@dthearegaing o his fledh), ad the ssahing, and & the erd Ketains /ARl AR Agtbhr ay ar Sgh in
reporeetowre? Smeweird el pessure ar patgsexauiste parn?

Androwthisunbesredeslance..

... Ohwhich Anthary hedhedquiteeouch Art

Fukyou Angda! redied out beeting anthedd wall well with hisfist. ‘Areyoubeyard dl this? Isthet whetyouhaeberomewhet/ el beame apled
dopinadirking pt, na krowirg the differece bewemn ajuicy youg gl adasdly dd heg?Very well, then rat cown there if you will. But whether
Faesoisdeda m, | livea!

HE | S DEAD, aretredein Arthanysmind osctnit doehimbak frantherim HE ISDEAD,AND | ...  PREPARE!

Anthony camefaward again, stebbed & the button towak thehoist, to bring it up. Then, as the motor throbbed and the gears
engaged, and the dhain quivered as it wound on its pulleys, he said, 'Prepere? Oh redlly? His voice drippad its sarcaam. ‘And do you have
omething to prepere far, faha? Degth, maybe, the true degth, when | plug this dinking hole?

Life, said the other, the volume of his telepathic sending more nearly beardble now. Lived And death, yes But Anthony, ah, my
Tony. Haven't you learned anything? Don't you know that there is life in death? Egpedally for such as you and 1? Rot down
here? But I've bean doing thet for long and long, and | tdl you that lifermay soring even fram corruption.

Lifein death? Undeeth, you mear? But Anthony wesfeding very unoertain now; hisfather's tonewes so doormHraught so mounful.

Undeath is one thing, the pit-dweller said. But there are others. | preparefar aned the athers Whileyou.. you haveyour oan
prodars

The platform wes coming up into view - but dd Katarin wes dill onitt What? Anthony's eyes bugged.

Several problems, his father went on. For one, he is coming, as he care once bdore Orly this time he it coming to gedl
franyou Andhe isn't coming alone...

Wha? Anthony said again, bringing the haist to ajaky helt and, in his confusion, switching on the dedric curant The dain smung againd
the open cover, mede contad—

—Sparksskittered down thechain. And ten fest downthesheft, on
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tredargiing platfam, dd Keterinshody svdled uplikeagratese belloon - ard burg Burd goen revedlingapert d Arged Hie dd bediard waud have tried
toesgre Or smahing of him et lesgt But exgped towhare towho? Arthany bdieved helravwell exough biom

Nd row, honeve, far Ketains guited body hed adlgosed beck o the diiedhaut husk, o less then the husk, thet it hed been Ardacomugeied nudes o
pupegey paogdaam b iweveindesin damge, with drasd flidaing dliadike tetedes propdling it, wesskittaring coanthe e well o the et
likeaaazad, dien gk

Damyad”" Anthory saled Westhet yaur... your “prepardia?” Dolauredtaioné@TogpoiméAmaadtieshiionyaroanmutart body, to corntinuein ne?

Bringng up Katainisraeins heswitchad df the dedriaty ard st the ddisfrom the datform, to flutter in rags ard tetters bedk into the it Then with
trecurat anagein hele thewiremeshcover fdl with adang, ad weidhed the tregth! of the pitthing Seaming and souitaring whee it drifted up and ek
aratwiththegid

Teedas hisfahe tdd Hm, and Anthory seead the Old Ferenczysinitation, isimpetient mantd drug, but nahing moethen the; ssif thisweesame



minor sheck. Itsinaur retureandwe can't hdpiit, in you jug asits in me And oh I'm nat finished yet, ny Tony - nat yet. But you are For heés
here They arehard

‘Madmen!' Anthony hissed. ‘Madthing! Whoishere?

Yougrownore like your brather every day, sad the ather. For henever listened, either...

An darm went off high in the wal; and from up above, the conoated damouing o moredanms Anthony dared & the siivary
bur of the bdl's hemmer driking its dome and bedk doan into the pit 'He? They? he mouthed. 'Do you mean that fucking thief-
and Radu?But thet cantt be It can't be'

BUT IT CANBE! Angdos muiti-minds screamed in unison, inwild exditement HECOMESTO DESTROY YOU, AND IE
MANSEMADONIE,ANDAL L OF US- FORWHICH WEHAVE PRAYED!

At which Anthony was gone from there, rushing like a wind through the sulteraneen systam, up into Le Manse Madonie
whaehewasmetinthe great bl by the cadaverous Maio. "What isit? He grabbed Maies shirt front indaw hands. "Whet in the neame of hdll
isit? And whereis everyone?'

Theyred & thar pogts' Maio tdd hm Onthewdlsarinthecourtyard, or outside the walls. | sent them out And | set off the
dams because| didnt know where you weare' Heled theway up
the great staircase to Anthony's private rooms.

‘But why? What's happening? Anthony swept along behind his first lieutenant

‘A man on the wdl thought he saw something,’ Mario answered, as Anthony let them into his rooms.

Thought? Anthony was less panicked now. 'On aclear night like this, someone thought he saw something? What
is he going blind or someth—7? But there he paused, choking on the words.

They were through his rooms to the balcony. Out there, the courtyard; armed men scattering left and right taking up
defensive positions on the wadls or hurrying out under the wide arch of the main entrance. And in through that
entrance, amist came creeping. But such a mist! In the valleys and coastal villages, it wouldn't be too extraordinary.
But up here in the high mountains?

Ralling in off the plateau, the mist seemed concentrated in front of Le Manse Madonie; a dense white bank of mist
writhing at the high wall. And as Anthony gasped his astonishment...

... An eerie howl came echoing out of the mist The inhuman, ululating cry of a beast, but in no way mournful, and
in every way threatening!

'Radu!" Anthony whispered.

'A dog? Mario shrugged.

'No," Anthony turned on him, grabbed him again. ‘A wolf!'

‘A wadf?UphereontheMadonie?

"The wolf!" Anthony gasped. And quickly pulled himsdf together. "You" he svgpped. "You day with me And if youre not
dreedy amed, do it now. Orders to the rest of them: anything that moves - and | do mean anything - shoot it! Especidly
if they see... abig dog. Go, tdl them, then come back here. And Mario, is the chopper fuelled?

'Yes,' the other answered.

But as he left, 'Radu!" Anthony breathed again. Then, leaning on his balcony - feding suddenly week in dl his limbs
- he anxioudly scanned the courtyard and the ocean of mist beyond. And his eyes were like crimson marbles rolling in
the orbits of his skull...

Out on the plateau, in Reduis mist Hanry and the dogrLord weare on thefar sde of adunp of boulders Yaur migt hes its disadvantages, Radu,'
the Necroscope said. They can't see us, but neither can we ssethem'

'‘Aunsded the benier mountains inmy ovnwaid, | usad it as cover,! the dogLord coughed. Herel use it differently, to ingare feed When
the Feranczy seesit - and when he hears this— He ldd bedk his heed and howled & the ful moon hanging low on the harizon, and Hary
Sepped bedk apece™—Then hewill know whet iswhet But | have disoovered aweird thing: that whet | dd inlife | do with greeter
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effidency in deeth! Because in life there were die limitations of the flesh: air to be bregthed, and a body to be fudled let it fail
through exhaustion. But in death there are no limits ... except that you imposethemn, Necroscope Hah.r Codding his
heed on onedde he let his lantem gere light on Harry. "Ah, but without you there would be nathing a dl. | suppose | mudt be
thenkful Well, <o beit Now | drivemy migin through thet archway...'

He cdled the mig up from the dry earth, letit rdl from his body's pores, and loping towards the vague white blur of
Le Manse Madonigsligits droveit before im The men outdde thewdls were engulfed in it; it rolled over them, into
the courtyard, piled in a snifing dift againgt the mense itsdf.

‘And now, sad Radu, quivaing and leening forward as if drawn by a megnet, 1 go to ravage anong them!” He dumped
heavy sausage begs anefrom eech shoulder. Terenczys' the dog-Lord snarled. Thefirg and wordt of my enemied!

"Wat, Harry tdd him. *We have thingsto do. You can... ravege later, if you must And be careful with those bags!
That stuff is dangerous'

Dangerous? That waan't the hdlf of it The Necrascope hed gdenit right aut of the Czechodovakian plant thet menufectured it
A sngedray shat could st it off - athought thet the werewolf reed dearly in Harry's mind. 'So for now,” Harry continued, firgt



thingsfirg That'sif we dont want anyonetowak away fromthis'

| agree’ Radu barked, draghtening from his crouch. 'No oneisto wak away from it And any who run, | gl be behid
them!"

‘How's the mig coming? The Necrosoope heerd imsdf say it thought about it binked and shodk his heed as if to dear it
Good gid: hewaan't anly acoepting dl this he was adiudly getting used to it

Theoourtyardisfilled with my mist’ Redu gronled.

Thenle*s o, sad Harry. He medeto pick Up the sausege bags, but Radu beat im to them.

'Y ou doyour pat Necrosoope, and | shdl domine!

They emergad from the MOhius Continuum in a comer of the courtyard, and Redu quickly sniffed out what Harry wes
looking for. As he wes finishing up the jab, two amed thrdls came & arun, cdling to each other through the mit - and ran
right into Redu. The gpead, the savege efficiency of the dog-Lord as he dedlt with them wias incredible and tarifying to watch.
But Harry quiddly turned away. The sound o it was enough...

Merdfuly they were sounds thet were logt in the generd confusion. And findlly:

Thet'sit sad the Necrasoope Their trangpart is usdessto them. They're gudk here, trapped. By now mogt of them will be
au here,
and the interior of Le Manse Madonie will be empty. That's how it was last time, anyway. Give me the bags.'

Radu read what was in hismind, said: "What about me?

'Stay clear of the place, Harry answered. There's a rocky outcrop in that direction,” he pointed. "Wait for me there.
And take this with you.' He handed him a transmitter. 'If you see a vehicle or vehicles on the move, press the buttons
till you get the right one."

'‘Ancther of your modern toys? | hate them!'

Harry showed him amenta picture of what this '‘modern toy' would do, and Radu grunted his reluctant appreciation.

'‘And if something happens to you?

Then it happens to you, too..." (Harry hoped he was right, but he kept that thought to himsdf.)

He conjured a door and took Radu back out onto the plateau, watched him lope away into the thinning mist, and
without pause returned to Le Manse Madonie—

—Tothe co-ordinates of aforbidden location in the very bowds o the place. The cavern of the pit

The spotlights lanced down, illuminating the throat of that ominous shaft; the electrified exit was barred; the darm
clamoured high on the wall. Exogat far adoud of red vapour difting over the pit nothing moved. The cavern seemed dill, safe.
Harry checked again, then made an exit through his door, which he hadn't collapsed. He had another use for some of
his plastic that he hadn't wanted the dog-Lord to know about

But on a count of ten he was back again, carrying just one of the sausage bags.

The weird red cloud over the pit was denser now; lured by the ventilaion sydem, it wes difting towards the ar-duds
Whatever the stuff was, Harry was wel away from it But as he moulded plastic -twenty pounds of plastic - into a wide
crack in the wall:

Narosood

And Harry gave amassive start. 'RL? Is that you? Damn, you nearly scared the life out of me!’

You mean, like you is scaring me, Necroscope? RL Stevenson Jamieson canebek.

'What? I'm scaring you? Harry didn't understand.

Man, you hasenamiesall aroundyou! Amillionofem

| whet? Hary fdl into a.crouch, scanned the cavern dl around. Nathing. 'R.L, your da mugt be playing tricks on you. Theres
more here'

Hdl, no, RL indsted. My dhi'sjugt fing Harry - and therés noren| can even calclate But.. but they's dll the sameanel

It was quite beyond Harry. But 'OK, RL, 111 be locking aut for them - whatever they ardl' And he finihed pedking the
plagicino
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thewdl. But as he quck thetimer and detonator into the eqlodve mess

Harry? said another vaice Isthat whet | think it is? And if 5o, do you know whet it Mill do down there? It wes 1 Humphrey Jackson I -
'Humph' to his Mends, the American who had built the Francezci treesure vault in another part of the underground system. A men
they hed murdared far hisefforts

1 know whet itwill do, Humphy Harry sdd. 1 shouldn't think youd have any complaints about thet

Nat aslong asyouire out o there when it happens, Neorosoope, Humph sid. But do you really know what youre doing?

‘How doyoumean?

/mean thisis Sdly, and these mountains are as shaky asa lightning-gruck tred Hell, | exen warned the Francezd brathers they shouldnit
do any blaging doan there: But inmy day, wall, we had nathing like that Suff

I want to reduce this place to rubble, and destroy what's in that pt, Hary sad, dispessonatdly.

I amwith you, Humph sad. | just thought meybel should, you know, point out that we're on a fault-line here? This part of the
Med is volcanic. Fraom here aoross to Eing, and due north into Italy, then west through the Pdoponnese to the Gresk idands ane big



lightning-flash of a fault. Oh you won't be setting anything redlly big dff, but | think you''ll do alat nore damege than jugt fitting ina hdle..

‘Good!' Hany sAd, and s thetimer far two minutes Now | haveto be out of here Have fun, Humph!

Youtoo, sadtheather, asHary conjured adoor andleft.

But he and Humph didnit know the belf of it; couldnt know, far ingtance, thet Anthony Franoeza hed dso booby-trapped the treeare vauit
and ather rooms and junctionsin the tunnd sygem. And now, fram the balcony o his private rooms he and the copselike Maio were
watching the madhess that was gaing on & the arched entrance to the courtyard and on the platesu.

Ssardhlight beams weare svegping the platesu; diffused by Redii's digpersing mig, they found nathing. Yet when Anthony hed ordered a
Land Rover out onto the rough terrain just a minute ago ... the vehide hed travelled maybe forty yards beyond the ardrwiay before
it Hew itHf to pieces in a searing flagh of light that wes dill fading on his retines And now the man on and outsde the wells were firing at
nothing - blazing away with fire and steel - cutting holes in the svdingmis.

Did something hit the Land Rover - ar wssiit ssbataged? Maiosdit of amouth hung open.

'Sehatage? Anthony's faoe was amed white meek. 'Sebatege? The legt ime this batard wes harg, that wes sebotage!’

Heishard cameadesperate ay in Anthony's mind Heis down here, under Le Manse Madoniel Or hewasjugt amomant ago.

'Angdol Angdo, areyou sure?

Yes yes  amare And| know what he did. Goodbye, my Anthony. Goodbye, my dear sveet Tooonmnnyywy...!

Two more vehicles went speeding out under the archway but they got no further than the Land Rover. Hot twisted
metd shot aoft, and fire lanced the night

'We can't fight this Anthony snarled. 'Fuck - there's nothing to fight!" Hunched over, heranindde yanked open adranver in his
dek, and pressed a button.

In gx different locations - some deep and others not so deep -under his feet under Le Manse Madonie, timers started
counting off the seconds. Two minutes,” Anthony's face cracked open in an uncontrollable grin, snarl, something; his
gums spurted blood as teeth like knifes diced up through them; his tongue seemed to unwind endlessly from his
throat 'Do you think," he choked on that fantastic snake of atongue,'... | mean, do you think that we can ... that we can
meake the chopper in just ... in just two minutes, Maio?

Mario ran - for the helicopter, of course, but also away from Anthony - out of his rooms, down the great staircase,

and out into the courtyard. And his master came flowing and floating, collapsing and reforming, laughing and loping
behind him.

Harry emerged from the Mobius Continuum near the rocky outcrop, where Radu came running to meet him. ‘All done,
Necroscope?

1 think so," Harry nodded. ‘But well see better from up there' They ran back to the rocks, and Radu sprang to the
summit in two bounds. Harry climbed, looked up, saw the dog-Lord's great paw reaching down for him, and his lantern
eyes watching his every move

'Allies, for the moment, Harry? Radu growled. Harry took the preferred paw, and the dog-Lord pulled him up.

All the lights blazed in Le Manse Madonie; weapons blazed, too, uselessly. Headlights swept the plateau as another
vehicle - the Francezci's stretch limo - glided out under the archway. The dog-Lord grunted and pressed the last but
one button on the Necroscope's remote. And the car's roof blew off, and its sides ruptured, as the blast expanded into
ared and yelow firebdl. Then: a lone whed went bounding, and a bent axle turned lazily in the updraught It was a
scene in slow-motion - which suddenly speeded up. Scarred metd rained to earth, leaving other scraps burning where
they drifted on high.

Harry nodded and glanced at his watch. 'l don't know how much
Narcarye TreL oY \all
451
BrianLunley
450

wdl s d this' hesad. Maybe nathing of the actud beng. Butitsdue just about... now.'

Then, vay fantly, the ground trembed undafoat. A sadtion of Le Manse Madonies courtyard well budded and fell. Dugt fountained up
framajagoed aadk thet suddenly gppeared in the eath, Zigzapging like a bite fram im to fim of the high promontory and encompessing the
graming villaand itswdls

lights dimmed, went out, and cries of darm came drifting from antlikefigures taggeing atop thewels And:

'Dam!* Harry sad. It lookslike Humphweswrong,

But then the dugt jets geysered higher yet, and the aradk widened as yet mare detondtions- myderious thistime- werefet undarfoct...

'Get her up!" Anthony mouthed as Mario gunned the helicopter's engine, willing her to lift off. The machine twitched,
bumped, skittered, and begen tollift as the enginéswhinedimbad up and up. And Anthony frathed and foamed where his nubbary tentade
fingerscouldn't fasten his seat-belt. Then the walls of Le Manse Madoni e waefdling avay - but they werefdling fegter then the
chopper waslifting! Literally faling, and the entire Francezci-Ferenczy empire gaing with them - aumbling fram the face of the
great diff.

Anthony laughed and laughed, his flesh rippling, his face trandorming, and Mario leaned away fram him, dhoking whae he
fought to control the aircraft. But she was lifting, yes, gaining devation even asLeManse Madonielod it and did groaning into
theravine

And aquata-mileavay on therodf of therodsy outarop, Reduand Harry saw the chopper's lights and heard the accelerating
whup, whup, whup f itsrators The ather brather, Hary said, gimly. 'Y au can bet your life- ar you cant - thet itshim The legt button, Redu



Timeto pressit’

The effett wes edraodnaily draretic Likea gart fan aut loose the complete rator assambly Hew dff, shat into the night sky tralling
sparks. And the body of the machine was gutted, a black shape disintegrating in the firebal that consumed it and the
blast that reduced it and its vampire pessengers to the besic dements of pladtic and meid and flesh, indisinguisheble onefranthe ather.
WherelLeManse Madonie hed stood there was now therim o adiff, fresh and raw, and sorgps of detis ill floeting on the billowing ar. Of the
Farenczy dynesty, nothing remeined exogat afew antlike figures, thrals and alieutenant or two, sumbding in ther dezed penicflight across the
plateau. ‘And now | ravage’ Redu goMed.

Hanry thought: who better? And sdd, "Whilel have ather thingsto do!

The Drakuls? | should be there..." Radu was uncertain.

'‘No," Harry answered. 'Best if you... clean up here.'

Radu nodded his great shaggy head. 'l have faith in you of a sort' And he urged, 'Do it for me, Necroscope!'

Tm afraid not,” Harry told him. 'I'm doing it for someone else. A whole lot of someone el ses.’

‘Don't forget to come back for me' said Radu. And then, the inevitable threat 'Remember, there's always Bonnie
Jean.'
'Onh | havent forgatten,’ sad Harry, inacatain way, withacatain look.

Then he was gone, and Radu went to ravage...

Midnight wastwo hours pest in the so-celled Drekesh Monestery on the Tingii Ratea, yet dill Dahem Drakesh held bedk. Despite thet he hed
reed the desth-aries of his lieutenaent Sngra Singh aross dl the miles between, and despite knowledge of a new regime & the
Xigaze Garrison - and the fact that he could be visited and investigated a any time- ill he hdd beck. His arestures ware nat yet
waxed; his many children in the old wdled city were as yet infants, drawing blood from flame-eyed, vampirized
mothers; his monegtary wesdill the sefest placein thewarld, espedialy aword primed to burst into flame &t the touch of abutton.

Drakesh hed planned to press thet button - dill planned to do so-but yet hoped that the task force at Xigaze would hold off a
little longer. If he was forced to flee this place on his own, to leave his children and waxing warriors behind, he could
not doubt but that they would be destroyed, &l lad to waste: and hewould have to sart again without advantage, in awald likenise lad to
wede

Alg, it could betrue thet the gpadid forces a Xigazewarein fad there to put down Tibetan insurrection, and that Drakesh and
his prget hed litle ar nothing to do with thar curent deployment And what a fally that would be to abandon his works and
initiate Armegeddon, out of anill-founded sense o insecurity! On the ather hand, he could dways preamt matters, press the button anyway,
and How Cantrd London, Mosoow, and Chungking to hell! Which might do the trick at that; China would doubtless discover new
priarities and dgdloy her foroes dsanvhere

Thus the 'High Priest' of the sect was torn two ways where he paced the floors of his goartment pondered his options, and
waited on word from his familiar abino bats...

.. But for the Necrosoope Hary Keogh there was anly one otion, one ajedtive, as he exited from the Mohius Coninuum & the only
co-ardinete he wes absdlutdy catan of: Zahenings snowedhin car where he had |eft it in the lee of a cluster of rocks on the frozen
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platesu amilefromthe Drakesh Monedery.

Almog entirdy buried inadhift now, with only its rear-end freewhereit stood & an anglewith itstrunk to the leaning boulders the car fomed a
hump o snow entirdy in kegping with the tarain. But knowing what wes under the hump - amodem mator vehide, where never such athing
was s befare- and knowing who sat with her bedk to the fender - ablack gil in modem westemn dathing, equaly dien to these parts - the
Necrasoopefet the srangeness f it Likeasoene fram some weird fantasy.

The large trunk was open; a soft bed of snow lay within; Harry pided thegil up and put her indde She wes <dlid in isamg
likean icescuipture. Then he gat in with her, and yanked doan on the cover fram the ingide until the frazen hinges gave way and the cover
aunched mog o theway shut And now far thered mirade

Syarbing over the seats to the front Hary found the keys in the ignition where held left them. Using the cigarette lighter
salvaged from Auld John's place to wam the frozen barrd, findly he tried tuming thekey. And even Hary wes surprised when
the engine gaveamuffled cough, caught and began totick over. Theca’s nosewes way under the snow but it wes oft, fluffy stuff; thered be
plety of ar doan there Also, the rediator was vary likdly ful d—

—Antifreeze, said Zahanine, startling him. In the winter in Edinburgh, | neser took chances aways usad twice the
recommended dosel And then draight to the paint What's on your mind, Necrosoope?

Gatting the acoderator padl working - jamming it inafest tid-over and tuming on the heeter - Harry tdd her. And asthe car and the deed g
wamed up alitle, Zahenine tdld im one ar two things too. Far she had bean hareawhile now, and sheld tdked to the locd dead, of which
the Drakesh Monastery was responsible for more thenitsfar dae

Now theNecrasoope could talk tothem, too. And hedid:

Tdked to the original inhebitants of the forbidden aty, about the ‘plague thet hed taken them a hundred years ago and how Drekesh had
used them - and used them up - in building his monastery. Tdked to acatan would-havebean initiate, aboy the Necrasoope hed
once seen ina precognitive vision tramping the white wegte to the monastery, in the company of dx of the sect's bel-jingling
acolytes amare youth - crushed likean orangefar itsjuice, to fud the vampire gppetite of the high priest Debem Drakesh, And tdked to others
who knew the innermost secrets of that nightmarish tampe’ uniil heknew those seorets; too. And uniil heknew ther coordinetes



And even when he thought he was through there were others waiting to tak to Hm Mgar Chang Lun, far indanoe, gpesking
fram the battomn of aravine neer Xigaze, wharehe and his mengled driver

were friends now forever, lying frozen and broken in the tangle of wreckage that had been their snow-cat

So that findly dl the pieces of this last corner of the jigsaw puzzle care together, and Hary coud see the whde pidure
Exogat for one ddtall. Onelegt pieoe, which would remein missing until hefixaditinplace. And: '111 need your help,' he told Zahanine
and Major Chang Lun

Againg the Drakuls? Zaheninewasesger.

'Agand thar medter, the Necroscope ansivared. 'Againg imand hischamd house, thet entireterded blood!!

Thenyouve gat it, Harny! shetdd him Let e know what you wart, and itsyours And Chang Lunwesin complete agreamant

Harry explained what he would do, and finished by saying: 'l want to drive him to the limit, panic him into action.'

Heisamadman, Cheng Lun sad. Or tetering onthe edge, at least. A megalomaniac, yes- but even o, how can you meke him do a thing
like thet?

I probably can't but you can.' And again Harry explained his meaning. 'He's on the edge, you said - so why not
push him right over? | would very much like him to do it himsdf - do it to himself-but if not, then youll be there to
finish it

Andif | shouldfail, or something should gowrong?

‘Nathingwill go wrang. And | know its gaing towark, far Ive semit. It's just waiting to happen, there in my future or as it now
seems, indl our futures. What will be has been.'

BExogat we don't have fulires sad Zehanine o harsdf and Chang Lun, and o nothing tolose S lef'sdoit.

And as coincidence would have it

At the vampire monastery, Daham Drakesh's albino familiars reported back to him that a large contingent of military
vehicles at Xigaze had commenced forming up in his direction. They were coming by night, doubtless to surprise him.
Well, surprise was on his side. They would be in radio contact with each other and with the garrison, of course, and
the garrison with Red China; and if anything were to happen in the outside world, more specifically Chungking, they
might yet be diverted. If they weren't ... then Drakesh would let the soldiers into the monastery, but of necessity their
vehicles, and mog of thar firgpower, mug gay outside Andinthe monedary:

His betswould fight, of course: likewise his 'priests - fight with the srength of vampires - and win But even if they logt Dralesh would not
lose Tharewere refugesin the outside wald where hewould bewel come, where he could start again as the planet devolved into
deos

Andif hewon, thenhewould 9ay hereand finish hiswork with
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litle or no threet of outdde interference. Indead, Tibet would be the lagt bedion of meinly rediaionHreg, ar-bregthing men, and the firg whde
nation with anaw idedlagy: vampirism Enough! They hed foroed hishend.
Hurrying through the monastery, issuing orders as he went, Drekesh dimbad to the tranamitter room in the hdllowed dome of
the skull - and found Magjar Chang Lun, hisdd enamy, waiting for imthere, where Harry Keogh had left im..

At alittle after 820 p.m. GMT, the American Air Force Base a Greahem Carmmwasaquiet face It wesaweskday and people
hed towark in the moming. Saourity and ather duty postswerefilled, of course, but the bomb-proof underground dorege fadllities might just as
wal have been tomis Which would meke the Necrasoope aghost where he emerged from the Mobius Continuum at a coordingte
ramambaed fram hisone previous vist.

A short Mobius jump took him into the container with the combination safe. He knedled, frowned a the knurled,
numbered knob, and sad, Hany, thisisit’ But hewaant talking to himsaf. And Hary Houdin ansvered:

OK, I seeit. Butnow | nedtofed it - throughyour fingers

The Necrasoope blanked hismind, et the other Hanry teke ove, felt his fingers thill to the weird megic of Houdin's entirdy differert talent.
The knob twirled this way and that, spinning through a seemingly endless sequence of combinations. But to the dead
megidan it wes as eesy as tuming akey in alod. When afird shap click! sounded, Harry's hand left the knob to yank on the
safe's hande- and the door gorang opan.

'Damn, yauregood!' theNecrosoopesaid.

But Houdini only chudded. Tell thet to my agent the next time you stiop by hisway, he ansvered.

Harry took the harmless-looking receiver and antenna from the ssfe medea second short junp into the container with the
bomb onitstrdley. But thefloor of the container weswired, and asit took hisweight darms were triggered. As the first distant sirens
started to sound, he placed the reodver on the trdlley, conjured another doar, and whedled the entire contraption through it and right out of
there And out of thisuniverse

Taking his deedy cargo with im, he falowed the indtantaneous M@hius route to Zahenine ...

Whilein Daham Drekedhistranamitter room:
Chang Lun was a lumpish, broken, scarecrow caricature of the men Drekesh hed knoan and killed, but he was unmidakebly
Chang Lun. Splintered bones stuck out of his torn, dishevelled uniform;
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sy totheright framaaused sane hethrestaned to aunrdeto thefloar. Hisleft ouidar hurgankwady adew, but hisright amand herd ssred to ke
ingoodwaking ade - expedaly thehend andthepistd thet fdlowed Drekediseay noe



Nat thet theleet Drel wesmoving mudty gresckeded to thewl, hisdlooded eyeshuoped ard His it torgue wigded like aaipded seke usdesly
inhisggang mouh But Grerg Lun siood bewesn Drdesh and the tranamitter’'s consdle, ad as Drekesh gradLlly removered fram hishodk, hekrew hewauld
haetonoedeMga inate ofirdizhsgan

Butwhetwauld hebermovirg?A copse?A figmat o hisimegretion, his cosianos? Rdadoud Hehed o corsdance Ardwheesr this thing wes it
wesred, itweshgapaing

Fadnghim Chag Lunfacsdadlenmadt hisoan Heweshaeto 'dive Drakesh over theedtg - ut themester o themorediay wesdresdy peet thet pairt;
hewertad to pressthe utton, to pressit twice Qneetoam hishonts (esheimegined), ad ance again to ddorete them But Charg Lun coudht et himy nat
until theNeaasapegaehimtewad

Hary,whereareya? Crarg Lunisoksd thoughtswart out; and the Greet Migaity were resthilessy keeing theppsydhic aeher dea

Rdthag Hary asnvaed whae & thet vay momat heand Zahenine wheded the trdlley aut thraugh aMdaus dor ino the bondls o the mareday;;
incked] into thetaple’ o sf-flegdlaion with itsHoody rouchard tenide duices Naredf Dreked s peopeweretharerow but from his aonversstions with
eqriegsad initistestheNeaosoekravwel euchwhaehewas Ard it wesesgood, arbed adaessay.

DrdehwesahLody tented tdepetty while he couldrt interogat o reed the inooporedl thoughts of the deed, ar the Neorosogpss thaughis while hewes
weing thet medum ill he seesed thet somahing - samefam o connunicetion - wes hegpaning heree Ard puting out avare prae, ledt aefaurd a
sord intruder, Hary Keogh in the guis o the norediary. Ard his aazad nrind immediiatdly flew to the wiag condusion, ar a condusion thet wes arly
partHight

Hewesurde atadd Hispanweskoan Theywoud sop him destroy the morediay, hiswaks esen Deram Drdeh hirsdlf! He coudnt be srewho
they wae but it wesddfinitdy imeto gvethem something dse to wany abaut Advanding an the dsed men, His dadike herds and arrs dangeted towvards
hm Ardthepgd inMga Crarg Lunisded herdwart didd Clidd Qlidd Trewegoon sy,

Drakeshsvet ChengLunasickelikeatala'smenikin The
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Mgar's broken soine ocdllgpsed, his legs gave way and he aumdled to the cold stone floor. And Drakesh stabbed at the button
once... and paused, blinked, reconsidered, as he saw - what? A amile? -trandfarming Chang Lunisface Alive, the Chinese Mgar
would bein agony. Dead, he wouldnit befeding anything - but hewes It wesasiled sstisadtion, yes OF triumphl
And again Drakesh's probe weart aut to the Neorosoope, and reed, and saw, whet was on his mind Ingtantly, he snetched his skdetd hand
fram the consdle, Saggered, tumed and ran - out o the room, Up the legt flight of stone steps to the bad dome o the skl carved in the
mountainside- ran like the grotesque parasite heweasframatarar beyond anything he could ever dream to conjure Fram amen who called
up dead men from their graves, to enact their own vengeancel
And high on the moanit domedf the skul hethrew up his spindly amsito the night and willed metamorphodis Thet greetest of dl the skillsof
thevampre Lords & which evary Drakul befarehim hed been pest-meder.
Whileintheroomd the tranamitter, Cheng Lun dill hedajab to do. And dragging himsdf inch by inch back across the floor,
he somehow managed to heave his wreck of a body upright at the consdle Andt
Necrasoope, he sd. Imtoo bedly broken. | canit kegp it together. | can il doit, but don't weit too long.
That's OK, Hary answered, far by now he hed tdd Zahaninewhet she must do. Ona count of five Mgjor. And thanks
And he conjured a door and stepped through it ... and immedady removed himedf far fram the monegtary, a lite over two
miles toagpot doeto Zahenings ca. Tha
Harry knew what was coming. With no time to spare, he dug through the crusty snow and buried himsdf in the
softer stuff beneath. And in the monastery Zahanine extended the agria and medk the connection; and buddling & the kness
Chang Lunfdl faoedown on thefatd button.

Deham Drekesh flem Like some monstrous menizard - like prinnel pteranodon - he spiralled up, up into the night sky above the
monegtay. And hisrdinued pink-eyed familiaswithhim

Or more properly he flew like an ill-fated moth, and only for a single instant recognized his fate when the biggest
candle in the waild burg into flame diredly benesth hm A cande byilliant asthe dlar arb itsdlf, mede df the same deedly enargy.

It was amighty, merciful singeing...

Atfirg, the Necrasoopewas urprised; it ssemed suchasmdl thing,
asdl begming-asudde fet ar sesad dep connundr the sovinteahadbeenoreid 4 meldee-fdonrgwhich it becare somahing de Treawdt o
suvoehteiwes g teteded fpEirgnaesadirdyHay el sat el padvhilelredoe feskeaket nagieadhueldvinintedift te el dedl aps
Zdaresa

Ardovahesd awind, asom ahunicand Treaadding of mesehussdideticy; atamy o dettic fiesiairganasthe sky; the ky itsdf tuming diny—ed adan
anesrerunding tegeva.drada.cruril ivackigind otivatisidond oean

Arthidly setesionNatechm do sargesebdoehis mindse/e Thremearsisintiean asit rangares.. With nimssawih sder heet atdgaveadd wihiacit
asadhisfriadsinlon sodey. Mot it hed mesring bt themodat addsweareyd tobeeqdaned.

Whantheground siopped $eking, Hary st upinthehde hishurtling body hedmeckin the sow. Helaoked aaossadinty-grey desldondialon figgaeimeicom
dadhgrgymacsamddll eqad yHadakditologroretadteronoeBaasefar dl thet theNeoosgpehed ssnin his sat life il theewaesomethings
thetwerejLet too tenide to contenlae Ardbisaasredten

Andhe westhesguedion o Red Chinesebonbarsthet wespessing overheed, rdessing their nepeim payviced some didance angrontrefotictwkesidty \Hiwes
ogdale te-aywalkd raeodznin



Nepem.. Westhisthemondart aid hewordaed
Seen Hary arjuedadoar addnod fdl through it Ardin theaiamd peeseand quie o theM&Bus Cantinuum, in isoantime, hewart bedk to Saly,
threMadtrie adthedoglad Radu Lykan.

R ol
d ar ayeamat
Borielaftednl odgonkel Sessetva did Ve ireste”
"We' doegtaeinto it,’ Hary sed Theeisno"yad' and T. ThesreeaiETrenglererizitya.caeyamodHvasad gdeeoRal mabhaeotefrenal
baongimiateMALgrium
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sleniedayed my pat; Hary tdd him Timerow to fuffil your ed
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Harry's jacket, his shoulder, and drew him closer still.

‘Do | have achoice?

"Y au could try ssarching my lar far her on your o, And with lud< you might even find her in time!

*Beforewret?

'‘Before my creature is up and about | |eft her as atidhit, to bresk his long, long fast!"

Harry took a gasping breath. 'In which case, it could be too late even non!'

'Oh, ha-ha-hal' The dog-Lord's barking laugh. And then his snarled: ‘No, for my warrior needs meto bring him forth.'

'In the Mb'bius Continuum,' Harry said, gritting his teeth, 'l could transport you instantaneously to the other side of
the world, into brilliant sunlight'

'‘And if | thought you would," Radu answered, 'l could grip your scrawny neck and squeeze your head off!"

Harry looked into his lantern gaze, then looked away, let himsdlf cod off. Andfirelly: "Yaull tekemeto Bamnie Jeen?

‘Such was my word,' Radu nodded his grinning wolfs head. 'But first you must take me to my redoubt'

And there was nothing elsefor it...

Harry knew the precise co-ordinates - but so did Radu. As they emerged a the foot of his dais, the dog-Lord beat
Harry to it, reached down and took up B.J.'s crossbow, bent it out of shape and tossed it aside. 'One of us might be
tempted to cheat' he explained, knowingly.

And then they went to B J.

Radu led the way, loping like awalf, but upright leaning forward. 'Once long ago,' he said, blinking his ferd eyes, 'oh
centuries ago, | had just such ahollow place, a crag in Moldavia. | built it so as to be able to destroy it utterly, in the
event | must evacuate. This place is very much the same. A bonfire down here would crack these columns, bring down
the rotten walls, floors, ceilings, destroy dl evidence of my ever having been here. My plan for continuity. Longevity is
synonymous with anonymity.

'‘What continuity? said Harry, hard on Radu's heels through the labyrinth. I see no continuity. Not any longer.
Y ou've fulfilled your ambition: to outlive dl your enemies.’

Radu paused a moment to look back at him. 'All but one, as it now appears,’ he said. And before Harry could answer
he turned and loped on...

Closa to their degtingtion, inavery dakk plaoe, Redu paused again. Hiseyes lit the walls of the narrow passage. Time you were rid
of your belt and munitions, Necroscope,' he said. 'My trust goes only so far.'
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Harry rdessed thebdt, let it fall. 'Mine too, hesad.

Ardinalitiewhilethey were there, a the place of the huge done va tha housad Redlis warior. There was the sound of
rushing water; the dm sheen of water, fdling fram on high. Also, from somewhere far bdow, the solash and gurde of a
Ubterranean ump. Apat from that it was adim. smoky place. Thetorchesin the base of the stone va hed lang Since bumed
aut but one lagt torch good fresh and wnlit iniits sconce on the wl of the cave fading the massive sone 'saves of theva

Weoould usealittlelight' Harry said, uncertainly.

By dl means’ Radu gromed low in hiswalf's throet. ‘| gave my word that youwould see her a leest onemaretime Or one
lagt ime”

Andwith his heart thudding, Harry fumbled the digarette lighter from his podket and brought the torch flaring to light

Ard aure enough, BJ was there, and dive, but anly just. She wias henging by her feet, which were caught fedt in a noose
The rope was wrapped around aknob of rock and tied off. BJ's heed hung levd with the rim of abroed, Zig-zegging crevasse,
acrak inthefloor that might go doan forever, far dl Harry knew, but a leest asfar asthe undarground lake

BJ was neked, unconscious Blood hed driied on her ams which were hanging limply into the chaam, and more blood
caked her hair. As she tumed domy anthe rope, Harry saw the gesh in her back where the dogrLord hed tom her leech right
au o her goine Hislegs numb, he sumbled towards her, went to his kness - from which pasition he saw another rope round



her neck. A long length of rope, its other end was tied around aboulder thet mugt weigh & leest two hundredweghts The tenth
pat of aton, balanced at the edge of the arevice. Redu dood grinning besde the boulder, and Harry knew wihet he would do
and when hewould do it Right nowt

'No!" he choked the word out

‘Didht | tdl you thet whet wasin her could be taken out? Radu gromed. 'So it has been. And now, say goodbyeto her!' Ard
asthe Necrosoopesjaw fdl gpen - as he reached out his ams usdesdy, spadiicdly towards BJ. - Radu gave agunt and a
heave, and rdlled the great rock fromthe rim. It fdll; the rape uncailed; thirty-odd feet of rope, and the bouder hurtling faster
ad fader ...

... And then that sound thet Harry knew hewould heer for ever and ever. But nat the dght of it, for he hed dosed his eyes
But the dog-Lard anly laughed and said, "W, now you can say goodbyeto her. Indeed, youire the only onewho can.”
‘Bagtard thing,' Harry gagped, whigpered, choked, hisface afrazen grimece, eyestightly dosed. Y ou lousy bestard walf-thing!
Why?Why did you haveto... to... 7 Radu camedosg, caught him by theshoulder, drew himup. "You
@
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waddhaekilled her aywey, beca e ewes\Wanhi. | dd it becauseit wesimy right, and Sewestreecheraus Inmywaidd - in aur wald - theee will kero
roomfor traitors Eqpedaly Ledesd the Warpghit

BatadthingHay ssidegain limpinRedusgragp.

| remamie how it wes theather tdd im,"whenl wesamenand lodt loved ares Farallitiewhileit mecermewesk - but then it meceme srag. Right rov
yauaewesk, hut/ el mdeyaugrog!

Yauaeadsd thing, Hary tdd hm A dssd soulless thing Golacdk doaninto degth, Redy!

‘Ah g, | thirk nat, sad the ather, hdding theNearosogpedosar lill. 'Y auguadsd yaur minrdwell, Hany, bt little by little | prised it goen | raessn yaur
getet ferr. Yaudonit krow if you canput mecbwn Apparartly you cant!

Trenyall rat, Hary tdd im, becauseyaureadeed thing Yausisjugt asamidanced life Qling to it while you mey, until yaur flesh is ssshing and @l
yar boressgparding & thejaints But it woud beesser togodonnnow, Redt!

Laockame'sadRedu, andhisvaiceweshypraticnow.

Hary me quen hiseyes mug lock into theferd yelow gazewith its twin scalet aores Mg svimintrefiresbuming intrecanredt Redismind Ard te
dgladsad

| deamed df amenwith o faces arewhowaud bewithmewren| tiumphed over degtht’

'Yaurmady deamed f meiempsydhoss' the Nearosoopesvaicewesfaint now, fataing, ' . | heavedresdy knoanit. Ive hed twofaoes | dorttwartathird!

‘Butyauhavern dhaice’ Raoli sad, ashiseyesequanddin Hary'ssght, andin hismind 1 dand anyour threshald, and | will eter. Ofmy onnfreewll..."

Noway! AmesArdasn tdd im hismatd gereafumeseto nahRalEwnArd

Tohed, grest oy s Fraz Arton Mesme. TreNerosogpesfriendsinlow soddly, whoweefar maeadt in dssth treneser they hed bemin life Ther
aoiined hypndic poner diced into thedog adslike hat krives through bt

RedupushadHary avay toamislegh seded, Whet?

Ardtrerewasa connovarat-asrgrng d liquids-amening d sieve thing in taribe gy, rambdindhim Cred tre dore davess o e gedt
vet qadked budded ouwards daaped resin Othersfdloved sLit andaweved resncamegurging os the high im, its sanch sakening whee it flooded the
aeadfioned duggdhly over thejagped lip of thedresn Reduiswariar aesturehedwaead & legt.

Whet ?thedogL ard sadagein andwesknodkedfromhisfedt as
more staves collapsed and a second wave of resin drenched him, threatening to carry him into the depths. Releasing
Harry in order to save himsdf, Redu pushed imaway.

Shaking his head to clear it, Harry backed off, got to his feet, sumblingy retrested to thewdl of the cave And when Redlis
fard gare hed faded in his eyes and hismind, he took in the entire soene & aglanoe:

Thet Hack lumpish misshapen walf-thing emarging, flgpping inagony  through the shattering staves from its womb of stinking
liquidd Living comuption in a shape from amedmanis wordt dread Ve, and vestly diseesad - even as its mekar himsdif, with a plague sx
hundred years dd - its 0k red sauoer eyes pleeded with the dog-L ord. Bt it was the Necroscope who put it out of its agony, the
creature and its ‘father' both.

The blazing torch was to hand, hissing, spitting and flaring hrillianly intheflow of gesesframthe vat Hary nesd only wrench it
from its sconce, and toss it in alazy arc...

... He conjured a door, and was thrust through it by a huge hot hend. A junp took him to the far end of the tunnd - only to
witness aroating yelow firebdl eqpending dong it in his dredion. Anather jump to Radu's sarcophagus, behind which he had
deposited his sscond sausage beg o high explodves

Whichnow hewoud use

But not until he had seen to Bonnie Jean - if that were at dl possble

And ore legt long hou ringing in Hary'smind, and apidure of the dogHLord bHlazing bright essadar, ‘garioudy, asindeed he hed seen imedlf
inhisvidonsdf the fullre Exogat as heramambarad now too late and only too wll, the future was ever an unknown quantity,
ever adevious thing...

Certain members of the teeming dead talked, made their points, argued ther aiguments But it wes Nosradamus who won. / could
not knout, hesad. / could only say asl saw, and saw only what | wes allowed to sse But it appearsthat | showed too much. If the Necroscope



worksit all out - which hewill, given time- maybe he wonit want to go on. And werre all agread he mug! And if he tries to change wheat wiill
be he can only damege hirsdf, Wherefore you mugt linit the darmege now. Harder ill, you mugt diminate it fromyour own minds; too. For
framnow on, you can nele onuchashint o it

And the ones he spoke to - B.J, Mary Keogh, Franz Anton Meare, Keenen Gamigy, James Anderson, and any and dl of the
Grest Mgjority who had played their parts in the thing - they dl agreed...

EPILOGUE

Thereweasno dgn d any commation. BJ wes- ar hed ben - diter dl a fledgling Lady; with her leech gone, her flesh had smply
succumbed. And the dogrLard: hewasasmoking, aindered Hlack thing, till dumbstruck fram the redlization of histrug, his firdl desth. Qumiling
undarfoat like cheroodl, hermede no protes when Hary separated his dust and brushed him into diverse corners and crevices in
the burned-out cave of the warrior creature. That thing hed bean buming dill, and its gench westarible Doomedfranthe day o its
‘concgption’ inthis planex hundred years ago, it wes no threat.

B. dill hung there Miraculoudy, though the rope wies charred it hednit burmed right through. And dter severd hezardous trid-andkaor
Mohius jumpsinto meiry unknown depths; the Necrasoope found her head. Oddly - ar perhigps nat - fram the one gance he wes e to give
her faoe without completdy bresking doan, she looked & peece Something B 1 could never be if shed aurvived. For then she wauld be
Weanmphyri!

Hary took her rameains wrgpped in ablanke, up onto the rodf of the mountain, under the moon and dars Where she surprisad him by
g

S whet they tod neistrud And didn 't 1 always know you were the srange one? Srange and degp. Ohy it wesin your eyesright fram the
beginning. And | thought | westhe beguiler...

Touweae' hetdd he. But | loved you far you, nat for your lying eyes'

Doyou forgvenefor thet? Far intheend, asyou seg | went againgt Radu -for you

Hany guarded his thoughts, because now in histum he too mLt lie But awite lie For there was no wey o tdling even now whether she
spoke the truth or not Had she in fact turned against the dog-

BrianLunley
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Ladfar Hary, arto possess Hary?Sewaddhavelbemnal ady, ter dl, tanideand possessiveard tenitarid. Thesemouniainshed ben has far two hurdred
yeas |twaddbehad to tum themover to Rad Ard asfar tuming theNeoosxgpeeove .. whoaould 97?2

Buthewarted to bdievehe aywey, ad 0 sdd, Theesnahingtofagve'

I fed your warnth, she sdd, thoughtfully. Little wonder they love you, too. Srange that such warnth lies behind those cdld, cold eyes and
inthat cold, cald mind. Or meybe nat 0 srange: You walk with desth, which hesto bea cdd peth. And likeafod, | once asked you for your
thoughts on life

Hary weas dhoked now, but he didnt wert B J to sse imlike thet. And so he changed the subject. "You're a brave one,’ he
said. 'Sometimes it takes along time to... to get used to the idea.'

But they welcomed g, she explained. The teaing dead; for now they've walcomad ne amyway. Though | fancy the - what, the novelty?
ey soonwear dff. Your mother welcomed g and your friends You have a great meny, Harry, a Great Mgjarity. S for the nomat Imat
peace with them

'I'm glad,' said Harry.

Butif | want to kegp it thet way, | can't stay here, B continued. S tll me.. have you thought what to do with me?

'Do with you? Harry's emations were on the boil now. They threatened to spill over.

Don't! shetold him tremulously. You'll only set me going, too...

He fought it down, said, "Where do you want to go?

And she showed him: afar cold golden place, but one that was entirely in keeping. He took her there, but dive he
could only accompany her so far. And a the end, he spilled her body gently through his door and let it drift to earth -
but not to Earth...

... Then, suddenly furious, Harry returned to Radu's lair, where he separated his deadly plagtic, set fuses, and
stood off across the gorge to watch the rotten rock of the uppermost dome of the mountain crumple down into itself.
And it was done.

Now he could look up a the moon again, see B.J. there and say his lag goodye

/wesesd anmpondhild, etddhimfranda. And 0inaway Ivereturnad to my beginnings Yau, too, Harry. You mud return to yours
andforge e

‘But how coud | ever farget you?" he husked, and couldntt stop thetears that came and kept coming.

Ah, s B.J sad. That wes how you beat e and how you beat Radu. And | wesright: the cdld in youisonly the wayy you are destined

towalk, along a.cold, cold path, but you, indde, you're burning. And thosetearsarelike some nordant adid that burnsnoreontheindde
thanout!... Whichwe can't allow. What? Harry said. But heknew whet

With numbers and with solar heat and grave-cold, with mordant acids, and hisfriendsin low society...

CGo hare Harry, BJ tdd him None df this e happened. Only your ssarch for Brenda and your child wes redl. Yet at the sare time



nothing hes bean I oet - only your wife and child! And whether you find themar nat, you will recover, and you will go on

'B.J., don't doit,' said Harry. But she, they, had to.

And before he could erect his shields, together dl three of them -B.J, James Anderson, and Franz Anton Mesmer -
snapped their magical fingers in the Necroscope's mind...

Returning from Edinburgh, Ben Trask reported directly to Darcy Clarke. Seating himsdif tiredly in front of Darcy's desk
in his office, Trask shrugged his shoulders and said, 'Nothing. He had nothing to do with any o it That unhdy mess &
Gregtam Comma? Nathing. Events in Tibet, Sicily? Forget it, Harry wasn't involved. Reports of explosions in the
Cairngorms, and missing people left, right and cantre? A completebank. | gpproached it dl adliqudly, of courss, but he never even
twitched. The only thing he was interested in - and then not too interested, not any longer - was to ask me if wed
heard anything of hiswifeand dhild | tdd im no, nathing. In ather words it was nothing al round.’

But on second thought: 'Oh," Ben straightened up alittle. There is one thing.'

Darcy looked at him. 'Something good?

Ben grinned. 'It rather depends on how you look at it,' he said. ‘At the time, | didn't think so. But when it was time
for meto leave, he asked meif I'd like alift.’

‘A lift? Darcy frowned, then sat up straighter himself, and laughed out loud. "What, along the Maobius route?

Ben nodded. 'It looks like you're off the hook,' he said. 'He's not afraid to talk about it any more - or even to do it.
But | was. | came back by train!'

It was aweight off Darcy's mind. 'So what do you think? he said. 'Could we perhaps ask him if... ?

The Branch? Trask shook his head, sighed. 'l didn't get the wamest possbie reception. No, | suggest you leave it out for now.
Hewon't be coming back in awhile'

And they would leaveit out, for amost four more years.
5B Ly

Butathenedtfull moort
Harry was on the riverbark taking to isMa. Soring, she sad. lean fed it in the air. Soring, when a young man's fancy...

"... Tumsto gring-deaning, sad Hany. Therésdill alat | can do to the house Gad, more then four yeard And it doesnt fed like [\ve done
aything much!

You'd besurprised, shesad.

Hym??

| said I'm always surprised, she corrected hersdlf. At the way timeflies, | mean, even down here.

At Terpusfuddt thought Hary, paveting the Latin but kegaing thethought to himmsif. Four years yes Itwes.. itweslikethey weelog years

Butdf coursetheywaatt
Ardinalitiewhle-whenhisMadarted petaing him aoout catdhingaadd agan- hewelked bedk to thehouseundr themom

Inlnverdiuie Aud Jdhn rursed anamithet didhnt sssmtowart to hedl, ard stood under thet sarenmom ladking yp  the high Camgomns Far thefirdt timein
hislife hefet dd ad heredlly wesdd Time hed caght yp with Jin, asiif somedesdly cetelyst hed leen adbldl o His Hlood, to rdkeit aongedl. Or asif
smehinghedgreat d im au d hislife

Ardhebdiesed hekrevwihet it wes It westhehonling hewaud rever aganheerin hismind thefever tretwesfled aut of hisveins

Fa the AudWdf wesgreasif hed never ben ard thet batkingwesanly adog aut with hismet, ruming far thejoy o it inthesreaming moanlight.

THEND

AUTHORSENDNOTE

InPat Faur, Chader |1, the savertieth Quetrain fram Nadredamuss seaond Cartury s autherntic - and cainddantd, returdly. In the sare g, the Heew
aypoganasusad by numadagssisdo athatic ad theresitsof theNeorasogpes Nadrackemues ad Day Gakes nunbas ae likenise aoinddard,
d aue
My oanlifdonginteresinnumbas themecare andmegicd thingsinganedis.... yetanother gy adinddance!
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