IN THEECHOING CAVERN OF THEPIT

"This one must not be wasted," Anthony Francezci cautioned his unseen father. 'Her knowledge can't be lost. We paid
for her, dearly. We may never see another opportunity like this. And remember, Father: what threatens us threatens
you ...

| understand, yesss. Send her down.

'But you are hungry, we know, and occasionally ... impatient? And if—'

—SEND HER DOWN ... NOW!

There was nothing else for it. Franeesco Francezci operated the machinery, and together the brothers manoeuvred
the platform and girl into position over the pit. Findly Anthony broke an ampoule under her nose, and she groaned a
little. But before she could wake up more fully, they sent her on her way to hell.

Her weight was measured on adia. She sank sixty, seventy, seventy-five feet... She must surely be awake by now ...
And suddenly her weight became zero.

'Get it up!" Anthony croaked, as Franeesco reversed the gears. The platform came up empty. While from down
below—

—A shriek to end all shrieks!
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hristened 'Snaith’ in Edinburgh in 1957, the infant Harry was the son of a psychic sensitive mother, Mary Keogh
(hersdlf the daughter of a gifted expatriate Russian lady), and Gerdd Snaith, a banker. Harry's father died of a stroke a
year later, and in the winter of 1960 his mother remarried, this time to a Russian dissident, Viktor Shukshin. In the
winter of '63 Shukshin murdered Harry's mother by drowning her under the ice of a frozen river; he escaped
punishment by aleging that while skating she'd crashed through the thin crust and been washed away. Shukshin
inherited her isolated Bonnyrig house and the not inconsiderable monies l&ft to her by her first husband.

Within sx months the young Harry 'Keogh' had gone to live with an uncle and his wife at Harden on the north-east
coast of England, an arrangement that was more than satisfactory to Viktor Shukshin, who could never stand the child.

Harry commenced schooling with the roughneck kids of the colliery; but adreamy and introspective sort of boy, he
was aloner, developed few friendships - not with his felow pupils, anyway - and thus fdl easy prey to bullying. Léater,
as he grew towards his teens, Harry's daydreaming spirit, psychic insights and instincts led him into further conflict
with his teachers.

His problem was that he had inherited his maternal forebears mediumitic talents, which were developing in him to
an extraordinary degree. He had no requirement for 'red’ or physical companions as such, because the many friends he
already had were more than sufficient and willing to supply his every need. As to who his friends were - they were
the myriad dead in their graves!

Up against the school bully, Harry defeated him with the telepathi- cally communicated dllsof an Kt-ex-Anmy phydcd training
indructor, an expert in unarmed combat. Punished with maths homework, he recelved extra tuition from an ex-Headmaster
of the school. But here
4 BrianLumley

he required only a little help, for in fact he was something of a mathematician himself. Except Harry leaned more



towards the metaphysical; his intuitive grasp of numbers was laterd to the point of sidereal; his numeracy was as dien
to mundane science as his telepathic intercourse with the dead was to speech.

In 1969 Harry gained entry into a technical college, and until the end o hisfarmd (and orthodox) educetion, did his best to
tone down the use of his extraordinary talent-and be a 'normal, average student.' Aware that he must soon begin to
support himsdlf, he began writing, and by the time his schooling was at an end several short pieces of his fiction had
seen print.

Three years later, he finished his first novel, Diary of a 17th-Century Rake. While the book fdl short of the
bestseller lists, dill it did wel. It wasn't so much a sensation for its storyline as for its historica authenticity; hardly
surprising considering the qualifications of Harry's co-author and collaborator - namely a 17th-century rake, shot dead
by an outraged husband in 1672

By the summer of 1976, Harry had his own unassuming top-floor flat in an old three-storey house on the coast road
out of Hartlepool towards Sunderland. Perhaps typicdly, the house stood opposite one of the town's oldest
graveyards; Harry was never short of friends to tak to. But by then, too, his headmaster of a few years ago had
discovered his grotesque secret, and passed it on to others more secretive yet . . .

Blithely ignorant of the fact that he was now under wary scrutiny, Harry let his taent develop. He was the
Necroscope, the only man who could tak to the dead and befriend them. Now that his weird talent was fully formed,
he could converse with exanimate persons even over great distances; once introduced to a member of the Greeat
Magjority, thereafter he could always contact him again. With Harry, however, it was a point of common decency that
whenever possible he would physically attend them at their gravesides; he wasn't one to 'shout' at hisfriends

In their turn (and in return for his friendship), Harry's dead people loved im Heweslikeapharos among them, the one shining
ligt in en otherwise eterna darkness, their observatory on aworld they'd thought left behind and gone forever. For
contrary to the beliefs of the living, death is not The End but a transition to incorporedlity and immohility. Grest
artists, when they die, continue to visuaize magnificent canvases they can never paint; architects plan fantastic,
continent-spanning cities, that can never be built; scientists follow up research they commenced in life but never had
timeto complete. ..

At his flat in Hartlepool, when he wasn't working, Harry entertained his childhood sweetheart, Brenda. Shortly,
finding herself pregnant, she became his wife. But a shadow out of the Necroscope's past was rapidly becoming an
obsession. He brooded over dreams of his poor
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drowned mother, and in nightmares revisited the frozen river where Mary Keogh had died before her time. Findly,
Harry resolved to take revenge on his evil stepfather. In this as in dl things he had the blessings of the dead, for
knowing only too well the horror of death, cold-blooded murder was a crime the teeming dead could never tolerate.

In the winter of 1976-77 Harry tempted Viktor Shukshin out onto the ice of the frozen river to skate with him, as once
the murderer had skated with his mother. But his plan backfired and they both crashed through the ice into the bitterly
cold water. The Russian had the strength of a madman; he would surely drown his stepson . . . but no, for at the last
moment Mary Keogh - or what remained of her - rose from her watery grave to drag her murderer down!

And with that Harry had discovered a new talent; or rather, he now knew how far the teeming dead would go in
order to protect him - knew that in fact they would rise from their graves for him . ..

The Necroscope's weird abilities had not gone unnoticed; a top-secret British intelligence organization known as
E-Branch (£ for 'ESP or ESPionage), and its Soviet counterpart, were both aware of his powers. But he was no sooner
approached to join E-Branch than its head, his contact, was taken out, ‘with extreme prgjudice,’ by Boris Dragosani, a
Romanian spy and necromancer. Dragosani's terrible ‘talent' lay in ripping open the bodies of dead enemy agents to
steal their secrets right out of their violated brains, blood, and guts!

Harry vowed to track Dragosani down and even the score, and the Great Mgjority offered him their help. Of course
they did, for even the dead weren't safe from a man who violated corpses! What Harry and his friends couldn't know
was that Dragosani had been infected with vampirism. What was more, he had murdered a colleague, the Mongol Max
Batu, to learn the secret of his evil eye. The necromancer could now kill & aglance

Time was short; Harry must follow the vampire back to the USSR, to Soviet E-Branch Headquarters at the Chateau
Bronnitsy south of Moscow, and there put him down . .. but how? A British 'precog’ - an esper whose taent enabled
him to scan fragments of the future - had foreseen the Necroscope's involvement not only with vampires but also with
the twisted figure 8 or 'eternity’ symbol of the Mobius Strip. In order to get to Dragosani, Harry firs must understand
the Maobius connection. But here a least he was on familiar ground; the astronomer and methametidean August Ferdinand
Mohius hed been deed Snoe 188 - and the dead would do anything for Harry Keogh . . .

In Leipzig Harry visited Mobius's grave and discovered him at work on his space-time equations. What he had done in

life he continued,
Brian Lumley
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undisturbed, to do in death; and in the course of a century he had reduced the physica universe to a set of
mathematical symbols. Mobius knew how to bend space-time! Teleportation: an easy route into the Chateau Bromitsy.
For days Mobius instructed Harry, until the Necroscope was sure that the answer lay right there in front of him -



just an inch beyond his grasp. But the East German GREPO (the Grenz Polizei) were watching him, and on the orders of
Dragosani tried to arrest him at Mobius's graveside . . . where suddenly Mobius's equations transformed themselves
into doorways into the strange immaterid universe of the Mobius Continuum! Using one of these doors to escape
from the GREPO, findly Harry was able to project himsdlf into the grounds of Soviet EBranchHQ.

Cdling up from their graves an amy of long-dead Crimean Tartars, the Necroscope destroyed the chateau's
defences, then sought out and killed Dragosani. But in the fight he, too, was killed ... his body died; but in the last
moment his mind, his will, transferred to the metaphysical Mobius Continuum

And riding the Mobius Strip into future time, Harry's identity was absorbed into the as yet unformed infant
mentdlity - of his own son!

August 1977

Drawn to Harry Jr's all-absorbing mind like an iron filing to a magnet, Harry Keogh's identity was in danger of being
entirely subsumed and wiped deen. Hisonly avenue o fresdom lay in the Mobius Continuum, which he could only use when his
infant son was asleep. But while exploring the infinite future timestream, Harry had noted among the myriad blue
life-threads of Mankind a scarlet thread: another vampirel Worse than this, in the near future he'd seen that red thread
crossing the innocent blue of young Harry's!

The Necroscope investigated. He was incorporeal, yes, but so were the teeming dead; he could gill communicate
with them, and they were 4ill in his debt. In September of 1977 he spoke to the spirit of Thibor Ferenczy - once a
vampire - a his tomb in the Carpathian Mountains; aso to Thibor's ‘father’, Faethor Ferenczy, who died in a World
War 1l bomhing rad on Faedt.

Harry was cautious. Even when dead, vampires are the worst possible liars, devious beyond measure. But the
Necroscope had nathing to lose (literdly), and the vampires hed much to gain, Hary westheir last contact with a world they had
once planned to rule. Thus, by trid and eror, playing oh so dangerous cat-and-mouse word-games with the
Wamphyri, he pieced together the terrible truth: that in the late 1950s Thibor had ‘infected’ a pregnant English woman,
Georgina Bodescu, who later gave birth to a son. And Thibor's spawn, Yulian Bodescu, was the source of the
threatening red thread!

In Romania, Alec Kyle and Fdix Krakovitch, current heads of their respective ESP-ionage rings, joined forces to
destroy the remains of Thibor in his Carpathian mausoleum. There they burned a monstrous remnant of the vampire,
but not before Thibor sent Yulian a dream-message and a warning. Thibor had hoped to use his English 'son' as a
vessel in which to rise up again and resume his vampire existence. But since his last physical vestiges were now
destroyed, instead he would use him to take revenge on the Necroscope, Harry Keogh.

As for killing Keogh: that should be the very simplest of things. The Necroscope was incorporeal, a bodiless id, his
own infant son's sixth sense. Only remove the child and the father would go with him ...

Meanwhile in the USSR, Alec Kyle stood fasdy accused of murder. Russan espers wae udng a combingtion of high
technology and ESPto drain him of knowledge . . . literdly all knowledge! This process would leave him raped of his
mind, brain-dead, and physical death would soon fallow. And in England Y ulian Bodescu was on the prowl. Intent on
destroying Harry X, he headed for Hartlepool.

Histrail was bloody and littered with dead men when findly he entered the house where Brenda Keogh lived and
climbed the stairs to her garret flat. The mother tried to protect her smdl child . . . she was hurled aside! . . . Harry J
was awake; his mind contained Harry Keogh ... the monster was upon them, powerful hands reaching!

Harry could do nothing. Trapped in the infant's whirlpool id, he knew that they were both going to die. But then:

(q litle Hary tod him Through you I've learned what | hed to learn. | don't nead you thet way any longer. But| do nesd you as a father. S
goon, get out, save yourselfl Harry was free; the mental attraction binding him to his son's mind had been relaxed; he
could now flee into the Mobius Coninuum

And what the father could do, the son could do in spades; he was a Necroscope of enormous power! And in the
cemetery just across the road, the dead answered Harry J's cdl. They came up out of their graves, shuffled and
flopped from the graveyard into the house and up the stairs. Bodescu the vampire attempted his first and last
metamorphosis: adopting the shape of a great bat, he flew from awindow . . . and took a crossbow bolt in his spine.

And as he crashed down within the grounds of the cemetery, so the incorporeal Necroscope instructed the dead in
the methods of eradication; the stake, decapitation, the cleansing fire. ..

Harry Keogh was free, but free to do what? He was a mind without a body. Except he now fet a different force, an
attraction other than his infant son's magnet id, a vacuum seemingly eager to be filled. Exploring
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PROLOGUE

he powerful, silver-grey stretch limo, familiar in itself however unusual - but less than unique - on an idand of ancient
Fiats and sputtering Lambrettas, bumped carefully over shifting cobbles under a baroque stone archway into the
courtyard of Julio's Cafe and Restaurant in the eastern quarter of Pdermo. The lone survivor of a World War I
bombing raid, the walled enclosure was once the smallest of four gardens containing a middling villa The other three
gardens were rubble-strewn craters; only their outer wals had been repaired, to create something of an acceptable
fagade in the district of the Via Delia Magone

The courtyard was set out like a fan-shaped checker-board: square tables decked with white covers, standing on
black flags of volcanic stone; the whole split down the middle by a 'hinge' of vehicles parked herringbone-fashion on
what was once a broad carriageway. A pam-fringed gap in the wal at the point of the quadrant marked the vehicular
exit into the dusky evening.

Some three dozen patrons sat eating, drinking, chattering, though not too energetically; a pair of sweating,
white-aproned waiters ran to and fro between the tables, the bar and kitchens, each serving his own triangle of
customers. Even for the third week in May the wesather was unseasonably warm; at eight-thirty in the evening the
temperature was up in the high seventies.

The east-facing wall of the courtyard contained what was left of the old villa: a two-storeyed wing three rooms wide
and three deep, with a balcony supported by Doric columns that more than hinted of better times. The central,
ground-floor room was fronted by amarble bar which spanned the gap between the pillars; kitchens to the left of the
bar stood open to the inspection of patrons. Amazingly, in this bombed-out relic of a place, wide arches in the wdl to
the right displayed the sweep of the original grand marble staircase winding to
12
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the upper rooms and balcony. Better times indeed!

On the balcony - whose tables were reserved for 'persons of quality' - Julio Sclafani himself leaned out as far as his
belly would dlow to observe the arrival of these latest, most elevated of dl his customers: Anthony and Francesco
Francezci, come down from the high Madonie especially to eat at Julio's.

It was wonderful that they came here, these men of power, ignoring the so-called 'class restaurants to dine on
Julio's smple but worthy fare. And they'd been doing it for Sx weeks now, ever since the first signs of improvement in
the weather. Or ... perhaps it was that one of them, or even both of them, had noticed Julio's Julietta? For Sclafani's
youngest, dtill unmarried daughter was a stunner after dl. And the Brothers Francezci were eminently digiblemen ...

But what a shame that she wasn't a her best! It must be the pollution of Paermo's ar. The fumes of dl the cars and
mopeds, the stagnation of dl the derdlict places, the breathing of dead air and the winter damp that came drifting in off
the Tyrrhenian Sea. But spring was here and summer on its way; Julietta would bloom again, just as the idand was
bHooming

Except. . . it was worrying, the way she'd come down with - well, with whatever it was - just four or five weeks ago;
since when dl of the colour had seemed to go out of her, dl the joy and vitality, everything that hed mecke her the light of
Jlioslife To bebedk there onher couch, dll exhausted, with an old biddy of a sick-nurse sitting beside her - 'in attendance,’
as it were - as a someone's deathbed! What, Julietta? Perish the thought! As fof the old crow: Julio supposed he
should consider himsdlf lucky to have obtained her services so reasonably. All thanks to the Francezcis, for she was
one of theirs.

But here they came even now, smiling up a him - a him! - as they mounted the marble staircase. Such elegant . . .
such eligible men! Julio hastened to greet them at the head of the stairs, and usher them to their table on the balcony .

Almost exactly one hour earlier, Tony and Francesco Francezci had departed Le Manse Madonie in the mountain
heights over Cefau en-route for Julio's and the supposed gourmet pleasures of the cafe's ‘cuisine.’ The quality of Julio
Sclafani's food was, ostensibly, the sole reason for the Francezcis weekly visit to the crumbling, by no means
decadent but decidedly decayed city. Ostensibly, yes.



But in fact the brothers didn't much care for the food at Sclafani's, nor for the eating of common fare anywhere else
for that matter. They could just as easily dine & Le Manse Madonie, and do far better than a Julio's, without the
bother of having to get there. For a the Manse the brothers had their own servants, their own cooks, their own . . .
people

And so as Mario, their chauffeur, had driven the brothers down the often precipitous, dusty hairpin track from the
Manse to the potholed 'road' that joins Petralia in the south to the spa town of Termini Imerese on the coast - where
according to legend the buried Cyclops 'pisses in the baths of men, to warm them' - so Francesco had turned his mind
and memory to the red reason for their interest in Sclafani's piddling cafe: the fat man's daughter, Julietta. Francesco's
interest, anyway . ..

It had been 9x weeks ago to the day. The brothers had been in Pdlermo to attend a meeting of the Dons: the heads of
the most powerful Families in the world, with the possible exception of certain branches of European Royalty and
nobility, and other so caled 'leaders of men' or business, politicians and industrialists mainly, in the United States of
America and elsewhere. Except there's power, and there's power. That of the Francezcis was landed and gilt-edged . . .
and ancient, and euil.

It lay in the earth (in territory, or red estate); in the wedlth they'd been heir to for oh-so-many, many years, plus the
additional wealth which the principal and their unique talents had accumulated and augmented; and not least in those
peculiar talents themselves.

For in fact the Francezcis were advisers. Advisers to the Méfiag, still the man force and powver-besein Itdy and Saly; and
through the Mdfia advisers to the CIA, the KGB, and others of the same ilk; and through them advisers to those
governments which allegedly ‘controlled’ them. And because their advice was invariably good, invariably valuable,
they were revered as Dons of Dons, as every Francezci before them. But to actualy speak of them in such a
connection . .. that would be quite unpardonable. It was understandable; their social standing . ..

As to that last: they had the reputations of the gentlest of gentlemen! Their presence had been requested - even
fought over - for every mgor social event on the idand for the last fifteen years, ever since they came into their
inheritance and possession of Le Manse Madonie. And their bloodline: there had been Francezci Brothers for as long
as men coud ramarba. Thefamily wes nated far itsmdetwing dso faraline that went back into the dimmest mists of history - and
into some of the darkest. But that last was for the brothers alone to know.

Thus the immemoarid and ongoing connection of the Francezcis with certain of the island's (and indeed the world's)
less savoury elements was unsuspected; or if it was it wasn't mentioned in palite circles. Yet in their role of freelance
intelligence agents for the Mob or mobs - as advisers in the field of internationa crime, various kinds of espionage,
and terrorism - the Francezcis were an unparalleled success story. Where or how they gained their intelligence in these
diverse yet connected fidds: that, too, was for the brothers alone to know, and for others to guess at. But to the Dons
it seemed obvious that they had
BrianLumley
14
Necrosoope: TheLogt Years-\Val. |
15

corrupted the incorruptible on aworld-wide scale. . .

... Francesco's thoughts had strayed from their course. As the limo glided, or occasionally bumped, for the junction with the
A-19 motorway into Palermo, he redirected his mind to that evening Sx short weeks ap

After their meeting with the Dons (whom they had advised on such problems as what or what not to do about Aldo Moro and
his kidnappers the Red Brigade, in Italy, and President Leone, who had become an embarrassment) the hour had been late. Driving
back through Paermo and turned aside by a diversion where road works were in progress, Tony had noticed Julio's Cafe and
suggested they pause awhile for refreshments.

Indoors in the room of the marble staircase, the brothers had ordered Julio's 'Greek Idand Specidities.” They'd picked a spicy
sausages, stuffed vine-leaves, and various dips prepared in olive ail - but no garlic - dl washed down with tiny measures of
Mavrodaphne and a chaser, the brackish Vecchia Romagna, sipped from huge brandy-bowl glasses. By nine-thirty the kitchens had
closed; the brothers dined done. Julio had excused himself - a toothache!l Held cdled a dentist who, even at this late hour, had
agreed to see him. His daughter, Julietta, would see the brothers off the premises when they were done.

Perhaps Francesco had drunk alittle too much Mavrodaphne, too large a measure of brandy. Or it could be that in the gloom and
draughty emptiness of the place, with the picked-at food gone cold on their plates, and the knowledge of lowering skies just
beyond the arches, the woman had looked more radiant, more luminous . . . more pure? Whatever, Francesco had looked at her in a
certain way, and she had looked back. And Anthony Francezci had gone down to the limo on his own, while his brother . . .

At which point the silver grey hearse of a car had swerved to avoid adead anima in the road - a goat, Mario thought! - and again
Francesco had been shaken from his reflections where he lolled in a corner of the back seat. Perhaps it was as well. They had been
passing close to Bagheria; in a moment they'd be making a sharp right turn. Oh, yes, for Tony would surely want to park awhile at
aplace he was fond of: the VilaPdagonia

‘What, drawn to your monsters yet again? Francesco's comment had been petulant, amost angry; he was irritated that his mood
and memories had been broken into.

'‘Our monsters!" Tony had answered immediately and sharply. For it was true enough: both of the brothers knew the inspiration
behind the lunatic array of stone beasts that adorned the walls of the villa The carved dwarves and gargoyles, the creatures with
human hands and feet, and other Things that defied description. Some two hundred years ago the owner of the villa, Prince



Ferdinando Gravina, had insisted upon

visiting Le Manse Madonie, home to the Ferenczinis, as their name was then. Rich as Croesus, he had been interested to discover
why the equally wealthy Ferenczinis were satisfied to dwell in such an 'out-of-the-way, austere, amost inhospitable sort of place.’
And Ferdinando's mania for grotesques - or his maniain genera - had later emerged as a direct result of that visit.

But in any case Francesco had shrugged, saying, ‘According to Swinburne, these scul ptures have their origin in Diodorus's tale of
the freakish creatures that came out of the Nile's sunbaked mud." And before his brother could answer: 'Perhaps it's better if that
legend prevails? It was along time ago, after al. Too long ago, for such as you and | to remember!*

At which Tony had scowled and answered, 'Ferdinando looked into the pit, brother - the pit a Le Manse Madonie - and we both
know it!" And then, sneeringly: 'Let's be discreet by dl means, but in the privacy of our own car in a place like this, who is there to
eavesdrop?

Then, asat asignal, Mario had driven on for Palermo . . .

And now they were there, a the Cafe Julio, and the fat little sod seating them at a table on his precious balcony and
detailing his odious 'cuisine,’ from which list they ordered this and that: afew items to pick at, a carafe of red wine. All
a sham, a show; the brothers moved the food about their plates, waiting for Sclafani to mention Julietta And
eventually, returning upstairs from some smdl duty in the kitchens:

‘Gentlemen, I'm eternally in your debt!" Julio bowed and scraped, plucked nervously a the towel over his am as he
sidled up to their table. 'Er, | mean with regard to your kindness in providing a... a companion for my daughter. |
cannot bring mysdf to cdl the old lady a nurse - can't admit to any red sickness in my girl - but the woman is a
godsend nevertheless. She fetches and carries, sees to my daughter's needs, and | am I€ft free to attend my business.'

‘Julietta? Francesco contrived to look concerned. 'Your daughter? Is she no better, then? We'd wondered why she
wasn't around . . . He looked down over the balcony into the courtyard, casting here and there with his dark eyes as if
searching.

Julio turned his own eyes to the night sky and flapped his hands in an attitude of despair or supplication. 'Oh, my
lovely girl! Weak as water and pale as acloud! Julietta will get better, | am sure. But for now . . . she reclines upon her
bed, with shadows under her eyes, and complains about the sunlight creeping in her room so that she must keep the
curtains drawn! Some strange lethargy, a maaise, awerd photophobia.'

The brothers looked a each other - perhaps quizzicdly - and Francesco findly nodded. And to Julio: 'Sclafani, we
have business tonight. A man of ours returns from an important trip out of the country.
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Meanwhile were out for a drive, passing a little time. It's a very pleasant evening, after dl. Alas, we may be cdled
away a any moment, which is why we didn't order more extensively from your menu. But this thing with Julietta: we
-find ourselves.. .. concerned for you.'

'Indeed,” Tony nodded. 'We Francezcis are delicate that way ourselves - with regard to strong sunlight, | mean.
Which is why we're not often out and about when the sun is up.’

'‘And,' Francesco went on, thoughtfully, —who can say - perhaps we find ourselves in a position to be of further
service? Qulio could have fainted! What, the Francezci Brothers, of service to him and his? Of further service?)

'You see,' said Tony, 'in three days a man will fly from Rome. A doctor, a speciaist. You are right: there is a certain
malaise or anaemia abroad. Servants of ours in Le Manse Madonie are laid low by it; we ourselves fed a definite
lethargy. Our blood seems. .. weak? But at least in the heights we have the benefit of clean ar! While here in the city .
.."He shrugged.

Open-mouthed, Julio looked from one brother to the other. '‘But what do you propose? | mean, | scarcely dare
presume—'

'—That our doctor friend should take alook at Julietta, and perhaps keep her under observation awhile? Francesco
cut him short. 'But why not? He's our own private doctor and comes with the very highest recommendation!
Moreover, he's been paid in advance. In such an arrangement, surely there are no losers! So, it's settled." He nodded
his heed asinfird confinmetion.

'Settled?

'We shall send our car for Julietta three evenings from now -Saturday, yes. And the old woman shall stay with her at
dl times, of course. But that is to look on the gloomy side, for in the event that she should recover between now and
then, which naturally we hope she will. . .

1... am stunned!"Julio choked out the words.

'No need to be,' said Tony, delicately dabbing at his mouth. Take our card. If your Julietta shows signs of recovery,
cdl us. Otherwise look for our car Saturday night. After that, you may inquire after her at your convenience. But
remember: were private men. Our telephone number is restricted. And rest assured, Julietta will be attended to in every
circumstance.'

It was done. Hardly believing his stroke of good fortune, the fat man went about the night's business in a daze; the
brothers, apparently unmoved, continued to pick at their food . . . until Julio was observed busying himsdf a the
tables in the courtyard below. Then: 'Watch the stairs,' Francesco said. 'If he comes up, issue a warning or distract
him." But as he stood up and moved back a pace from the balcony:



‘Now who is being indiscreet? Tony smiled up at him with eye-teeth
that were white and needle-sharp in atoo-wide mouth.

Francesco leaned towards his brother - leaned at a peculiar angle -and answered through clenched teeth in a voice
that was suddenly as black and bubbling as tar, 'What, but can't you smell that bitch back there? In another moment
he straightened up, coughed to clear his throat, and continued in a more norma tone of voice. 'Anyway, we need to
be certain the fat fool will accept our offer. So drink your wine. . . and watch the stairs!’

He turned away. Two paces took him across the balcony and through a curtained archway into a corridor. He
passed a gentlemen's toilet on his Ieft, a ladies on the right, and entered a door marked 'Private into Julio's office.
Skirting the desk, he passed through a second door into Julietta's sick-room. And there she lay, with the old biddy
Katerin, dghty years dd if she was aday, in atendance. The aone wes nodding. Startled, she glanced up at Francesco through
rheumy eyes. 'Who? What? Then, recognizing him, she smiled, nodded and made to rise.

'No, stay, he told her. 'Best that you're here, in case that aily little fat man should look in.' Katerin nodded again and
sat ill. In the dimness of the room, the grandam's eyes were ydlow as a cat's watching her master.

He sat half-way up the wide couch where Julietta lay, and his sudden weight woke her. Or perhaps she'd aready
been awake . . . waiting. Her eyes opened big as saucers; her jaw fdl open; knowledge and horror painted themselves
with rapid strokes upon her lovely, oval, oddy pellid face But in no way odd to Francesoo. And before she could cry out, if she
would:

'Did you think 1 would desert you? Ah, no!" he told her. And his hand crept under her blanket, under her nightgown,
to her thigh, so that she could fed his fingers trembling there. 'No, for having loved you once, | shal love you dl the
days of your life' But he did not say 'my life!

As his hand climbed higher on her thigh, so Juliettal's mouth closed and her fluttering breathing steadied; she began
to breathe more deeply - of his breath. His essence was in it, as it was in her. And his eyes were uniformly jet, like
moist black marbles in his face and unblinking, or like the eyes of a snake before he strikes. Except he had aready
struck, on that night six weeks ago. And the poison had taken.

He smiled with his handsome, devil's face, and the horror went out of her as she lifted her arms to embrace him. But
that could not be. 'Soon," he told her. 'Soon - a& Le Manse Madonie! Can't you wait? A day or two, my Julietta. Just a
day or two, | promise' Her sigh, and her breathing suddenly quickening; the long lashes over her dark eyes fluttering,
as Francesco's cool hand discovered the inside of her hot thigh. Then her nod, and a gasp of weird ecstasy as her
head flopped to one side in sudden shame, or defeat, or surrender, and her thighs lolled open.
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He held her lips open with his thumb and smallest finger, and let the middle three elongate into her. His hand was
quite ill, but the three central fingers stretched with a caterpillar's expansion, throbbing with the effort of
metamorphosis like a trio of sentient penises, with pouting lips opening in their tips. And into her body they crept,
while his thumb and smallest finger closed on her bud, to gentle it like a nipple.

And with the old crone watching and knowing everything - laughing silently through a gap-toothed mouth whose
eye-teeth at least were gill sharp and white - so Francesco found the artery he sought and used his fingers to pierce
and sip at the soft centre of Juliettals sex where the marks, if he left any, would never be found, and the blood, if any
continued to flow, would have its own explanetion.

Then, in afew seconds, a minute - as the girl went, 'Ah! Ah! Ah!" and turned her head this way and that, until her
eyes rolled up - dowly Francesco's jaws cracked open inagrin or a grimace, alowing a trickle of sdiva to dop from a
corner of his writhing lips. In that same moment his own eyes turned to flame, and then to blood! Julietta's blood. But:

Brother! It was Anthony; not a cdl as such (for the brothers were not gifted with the true art), but a warning
definitely. A tingling of nerves, a pramonition. Uio wes coming!

A moment to withdraw from Julietta, and another to lean forward and kiss her dammy brow. Then he was out of the
room, flowing from Sclafani's office into the corridor, and the door marked 'Men' closing softly behind him. And his
penis steaming as he plied it in the privacy of acubicle, once, twice, three times, before it spurted into the bowl. And
even his sperm was red where Francesco pulled the chainoniit . ..

In the corridor, Sclafani was waiting for him. 'Ah! Forgive mel | supposed you would be in there. Your brother asked
meto tel you ... Your man has returned from England . . . And your driver, Mario?. . . A radio message? He fluttered
his hands, asif that were explanation enough. Whichinfadt it wes

Francesco was cool now. He smiled his gratitude, and made for the balcony with Julio hard on his hedls. 'It's been
such a pleasure to have you,' the fat man was babbling. ‘| can't possibly hill you. What? But I'm aready too deeply in
your debt!'

At the tehle Maio stood by in his uniform and cgp while Tony spoke into a portable radio-telephone. Francesco wheeled on
Julio and almost knocked him over. 'My friend,' he said hurriedly. This is a private conversation. You understand? As
for the hill: the pleasure was dl ours.' He pressed awad of notes into the proprietor's hand, more than enough to cover
what they had not eaten. As Julio waddled off, Tony wes sanding up.

'ETA inforty-five minutes,' he said. 'Even if we go right now, still the
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chopper will beat us to the Manse.' He shrugged. Francesco nodded and said, Til speak to Luigi enroute.'



In the limo Francesco sat up front beside Mario. Outside Palermo the

static cleared up and he was able to make himself understood on the

car's communication system. 'Y our patient? 'Sedated,’ came back atinny, aimost casual voice. Threw up a

little . . . doesn't seem to travel too well. The sedative, | suppose.” Fromthebedk of thelimo Tony said: Wil purging cant hurt.
The/ll

be seeing to that anyway, at Le Manse.' Francesco glanced back at him. 'l left instruction, yes." And into the

radio: 'Any problems at the other end?
'None. Smooth as silk. Everything should be that easy!" 'Good,' Francesco was pleased. 'And this end? Control ?
They've cleared me on to Le Manse Madonie. No problem.' (Of course not. The Francezcis manin Air Traffic
Control at Catania

had picked up more than a year's wages for this!) '‘Our people at the Manse will seeto your patient,' Francesco

finished. 'We'll be aong later. Oh, and well done.’ Thanks, and out,' the unseen pilot answered. There were no frills,

not on theair .. .

At Le Manse Madonie, the brothers looked on while their people saw to the girl from the helicopter. Still sedated, she'd
been stripped and bathed by the time they got there. The rest of it would take most of the night. They watched for an
hour or so - the enemas, the operation of the pumps and mechanically forced voiding, the 'purification,’ as it were - but
after that they lost interest. The manicuring of nails, the cleansing and pdishing of tegth, goplication of fagt-acting fungiddes to
her vatious openings (lationsto be removed later inafird bething), &l of that would go on and on. Qlinical but less then bandfiad: hedth waant
the oject of the exercise. Only cleanliness.

'‘And dl wasted," Tony Francezci shook his head in disgust as they made for their apartments about midnight. They
wouldn't sleep but merdly rest; time for sleeping when it was over.

'Wasted? his brother answered. 'Not at al. Well, the girl herself, maybe, but not the effort. He likes them clean, after
al. And she can't lie to him, can't hide anything. Outside her mind, we could merdly prise for clues. Inside it ... he can
lay everything bare down to the electrons of her brain and patterns of her past, the memoaries in the mush of her grey
meatter.'

'Posetic!" Francesco's brother seemed appreciative, but his voice amost immediately turned sour. ‘Ah, but will he
divulge what he discovers? Or will he obscure and obfuscate, as he's so wont to do? He gets more difficult dl the
time!
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‘Helll tell us something of it, at least,’ the other nodded. 'It's been awhile and he's hungry. Hell be grateful, and shell make a rare
tidbit. Why, | could even fancy her myself!’

Tony gave a snort. 'What? But you could fancy old Katerin, if that's al there was!" And as they parted company at the top of a
flight of stairs and made for their own rooms: 'Oh, and on that same note: did you have Julietta, in Julio's backroom?

'Something like that," his brother leered back at him. 'If you're asking will we be sending for her . . . yes, we will. Why? Would
you perhaps like her for yourself?

‘Not redly," Tony told him. 'For you've been there before me' There was no mdicein it, nor in Francesco's answer:

‘It never stopped you before,' he said, evenly . . .

In the hour before dawn, the Francezcis met again in the secret heart of Le Manse Madonie. Beneath extensive cellars and ancient
foundations, at a place deep in the bedrock - a place known only as 'the pit' - they came together to attend personaly to the find
stage of the operation: the lowering of the girl into an old, dried-out well.

The mouth of the well was maybe fourteen feet across, wal to wall; the walls were three feet high, and of massive blocks of old
hewn masonry; a'lid of dectrified wire-mesh in a circular frame was hinged to the walls on opposite sides, covering the opening
likeagrille. But the pit was silent for now, sullen and sinister even to the Francescis. Down there somewhere, a a depth of some
eighty feet, it opened into a cyst that had once contained water. Now it housed their father.

A mechanicad hoist stood to one side, its gantry reaching out over the pit. Suspended by chains, a metal table slowly rotated.
The girl lay naked on the table, with her hands folded on her stomach. In her entire life she had only once been cleaner, less toxic: in
the womb, in the days preceding her birth before the first human hands were lain on her. Now mhuman hands would be lain on her.
But first the interrogation; not of the girl but the Old Ferenczy, the monstrously mutated Francezci in his pit. Only the brothers
were present; it wasn't work for lesser, more easily influenced or corrupted minds. But then, how might one corrupt the
Francezcis?

The cavern containing the pit was a natural place, made unnatural only by its grotesque inhabitant. Rocky ledges swept back
into darkness, but the pit itsalf was illuminated: a bank of powerful spotlights shone down on it from the nitre-streaked dripstone
walls. Where the shadows crept, stone steps had been cut back into a shaft that climbed in a spira to the Manse - the agrie - high
overhead. At the foot of the steps an eectrified pneumatic 'door,’ agrille of two-inch stedl bars, guarded the exit. The door's control
panel was set well back within the brightly lit shaft. Like the cover over the old well, this door to the exit
shaft wasn't designed to keep anyone or thing out.

Yet the place wasn't specifically a prison but more properly a refuge, a sanctuary ... an asylum. And just this once, perhaps



the Francezcis were of asingle mind where they stood at the rim of the well and Francesco quietly commented:

'It'sasif the"Mad"-in Madonie were deliberate . . .

Tony at once cautioned him: "Always remember, brother: he can hear you. Even when you're deeping - or lost in your lust with
some dut - he can be there. And he's here even now.’

And the other knew it was true. Down here their father's presence was everywhere. It was in the echoes of their voices, and
despite the glaring lights - or because of them - it was in the movement of the blackest shadows back there where there should be
no movement. It permeated the very atmosphere, as if the place were haunted. But the Old Ferenczy was no ghost. Nor would he
ever be, s0 long as he was their oracle.

Francesco looked at his brother. 'Well, are you ready?

Tony licked his fleshy lips, and nodded. He wouldn't ever be 'ready,’ not redly, but what must be must be. He had
always been the Old One's favourite, 'spoiled' by a father who had had time for him. As for Francesco: he had been too
precocious; his father had never had time for him! Knowing something of the future - indeed, of most things -perhaps
the pit-dweller had foreseen the time when Francesco would rdishhis. .. incapadity.

The eectricity was off, the grille safe. 'Father,' Tony leaned over the rim of the old well and gazed down through the
mesh on a receding funnel of massive blocks of masonry. "We've brought you something. A smdl tribute, a gift - agirl!"

Aqgirl. .. agirl. .. a girl, the wel repeated, an echo carried on the miasma But a miasma, here? A wisp of mig,
anyway, rising from the pit. The heat of the spotlights vaporized it, turning it to stench. The thing below might not be
especially active, but it was there. It was breathing, and . ..

... Listening!" said Francesco, who was sensitive to such things. 'Oh, he hears you, al right!'

'Father,’ Tony leaned out more yet. 'We've brought a gift for you, but we have our needs, too. There are things we
need to know . . ." For amoment there was nothing, and then the well seemed to sigh! It was physical - in that a gust of
foulness rushed up from below - but it was aso mentd: the Old Ferenczy's telepathy, which in the brothers' case had
skipped a generation. And despite that they were not mentalists, dill their father's power was such that findly they
'heard' him:

Only ask, my son . . . after you have sent me my tribute.

But if the message was smple, its delivery was dramatic. It reverberated in their heads like a shout, and was
accompanied by a
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tumult of tittering, crazed background 'voices that were dl their father's. He had concentrated part of his mind on his
answer, but the rest of it was engaged in its own activity ... the way a madman might often seem cdm on the outside,
while in fact he seethes within. And the many personalities of the thing - his diverse identities - were like a bickering,
uncontrollable, heckling audience to the efforts of the part which now attempted to communicate with the world
outside itself; in fact with the thing's son.

Tony reeled at therim of the pit; his brother caught his shoulder to steady him; the mental babble subsided, aong
with the ‘echoes’ of their father's true or 'sane' voice. And:

'‘Dangerous!’ Tony muttered. 'He isn't in control.'

'Or is he smply playing with us? Francesco scowled. 'His split-personalities, multi-identities: it wouldn't be the first
time he'd used them to confuse us.. . .

Tony nodded, grimaced, and called down: 'Father, plainly you are not yourself. The girl will keep, and well try again
later.' He made himself believe it - in his mind - in case his father was listening. But then, as they reached for the metal
platform hanging over the pit, asif to swing the girl aside:

NO! came that enormous mental grunt from below. NO, WAIT! And a moment later - less forcefully, amost
pleadingly now, as they paused - Doesshecomed he oanfreewill? Isepure? Isshe. .. dean?

And the brothers grinned at each other, nodding in unison. For this time there had been no background 'static,' ho
babble of crazed, secondary voices. When the thing in the pit desired it, he could control himsdf and shut them out.

Tony waited a moment, then said, 'She has no will. As for purity: it's hard to find, father, in today's world. But clean?
She's as clean as we can make her, yes. Except ...

Yes=?

‘She knows things, which we would know. She's yours, but before you use her, will you not first examine her? For us?

For along moment there was slence, until: But. . . why don't you examine her, my son? Before you give her to me? The old
thing's mental voice was sly now, wickedly intelligent.

'He knows,' Francesco grunted, coldly furious. 'He knows that we can't ask her, that even the best drugs won't open her up,
because she's been forbidden to speak! Her mind's been tampered with, locked from inside, and only he can get in. And he knows
that, too! The old devil wants us to beg!'

And: Oh, ha! ha! ha! laughed the thing, as the 'miasma,’ his breath, thickened. Oh, but | hear and know you, my son, my . . .
Francesco? The laughter ceased and the mental voice turned cold asice. And till you have no respect. . .

‘Hah!" Francesco scowled. 'He thinks he'saDon!"

‘He was," Tony reminded him. ‘A Don of Dons, one of the first. So don't annoy him; don't even think, but let me handle this!"
And directing his thoughts and voice into the pit:

'Father, it was you who gave word of a certain threat. We acted on your word. For two centuries we have acted on it, and at last



we have alead. This girl has secret knowledge, buried in her mind. Nothing we do will give us access. But you . . .7

And in amoment - when they could amost hear the brain below working, and the body seething - / can do it, yessss!

‘But will you?

Yessss! Send her down.

'She must not be wasted," Tony cautioned. 'Her knowledge can't be lost. It was risky bringing her here; we paid for
her; we may never see another opportunity like this. And always remember, father, what threatens us threatens you . .

/underdand, yessss Send her down.

Bu youaehugy,wekrow, and ooccasardly . . . impetient? Ardif—

SEND HER DOVWN - NOW

Theesamad nathing dsefar it. Franoeso gparaed thegear to qoen aeflap  the grille ad together they mencauviad the datfarm and gl into position
oe thequn hef o thepit. Firdlly Tay brdeanarpodeurds her nosg ad $regroanad and sook her heedalittie: But befare $e coud weke up maefully,
they sathe anherwey o H.

Hrweghtwesmessradnadid anthecontrd corsde Sesak sky, svaty, ssventy-fivefedt. . . adherwegt becarezaa ‘G it up!' Tay aceked, a5
Faceso reesd e geas Trepafomareuypary. Bu coanbdon:

Sy temand emerdians- thedags d raw, taride emdion - weelikeagde Honing in ther heecd Trebratharsreded, recoverad] qLiddy dosed ad
adiveted thegille Whilein thear minds deaitethet they weesardy gifted intreat, ad tret far acethey weedad o it

Flesh, bone, and bloood! The openingsssd her body, her facdd The entrancesss to heaven, to hell! Oh, | am a monster! Yesss,
for a man could never do thisss! But | am not a man! | am Wamphyri! \Wanphyrrriii!

And above it dl, a scream, just one - but a shriek to end dl shrieks -as the girl came awake and fdlt. . . what? Her cry
of shock, outrage, disbdlief, was a sound to grate on the nerve endings forever. It came and went, as her mouth, ears,
nostrils and head entire were crammed full of the thing, filled to brimming with him, as was her body.

And not only the hammerblows of the Old One's thought processes,

BrianLumiey
24

but pictures to accompany them: of a creeping, flowing, foaming something, never a human being, but with hands -
oh, a great many -and mouths, and eyes, all converging on, soaking into, and expanding within, the girl.

Thenthelceling, thestreidhing, therending!

Ardtremis o/ thepit gedLelly tuming pirk, sinkingwheeitsmdendesareinartaat with tregille. .

Awhilelas theFranoerdswae sumprised 1o find thamsaves dose, touching, ravding, ard dondy disageged. Minutes hed ticked by, the aenwes quiet
aEn a uuig, adthept. .. wesjustapt, axddwd.

FHanceso lodkead & hishrather quizzcdly, but Tany $ock hishesd 1 wartt, coudht, ek tohimright row. oletimredt. Lt ngte . . "

But asthey meckto pessaut through the ged-oarmad dor into theexit et

HE'LL BE UP! HE WILL BE UP! HE WILL BE UP! It was dmogtaay o triumph, but quiddy tuming to dk tarar. H-hhe will be
up, yes- in just a few years, three, or four at most - and then . . . then he'll seek me out. . . seek us out. . . seek us all
out!

‘Who will? Tony tried to ask. But dazed as he was from the mental blast, his voice was a croak. It made no
difference, for he adready knew, and hisfahe hed heardimanyway.

Who? came afading, awed, even frightened whisper in their minds. Who else butRadu? Who but Radu Lykan, eh?!

And then aringing cry like a soul in torment, or one lost forever in outer immensities: Raaaddduuu!

And once again awhisper: Raaaddduuuuuu! . . . that shivered into a shuddering slence

PART ONE

ADEVIOUSTHING

GAiing upintremomingswestrewars o it, whenhewesddiged toleave hisdearshbehind For in hisdeanmshewesua lly imsdf, whileinhis redl life the
NerespeHary Kegh red berresomaredse entirdy. Or nat entirdy, far antheinsdehewes il im Buantreousce. .

... Itwasaorfusng, dizzying, frightening, meddaning. . . epedidly mecbiening Ardinat anly far Hary bt far hiswifg too. Indesdl maoe o far Braoh far
dequd nataddd ntwat to udadand it; $eanly werted thingsbeck esthey hed been Asfar her ey s Hary - wall, who aould sy ebou thet ane?
Whoknevwhet rewesthirking, daming, waking a1?But then agein whobutafod ar alungic wauld bdieve tret an infart o dghten o 0 tader morths

wescetled wakingananyting?



Chhrewakael ngetting fed a drerged ar attended to the sare as ary beby: by sreaming far it. Ard rewaked on adleding hisadee o adriraste
srewsy, too: by buping and fatingad amiling in thet gomlessinmooat wey thet dfedessinfarishave with ther ft litle facrssseaming to didedf to ae
sds adthar e/esgeting aossd, adthedad dhipaing conndf tharwdddy litle chins Condedy dsaming, and uitaly drening of aourse Atayesr ad
ahdf Mot of thet wesover row, bt esfar dfencdess.

Hary Iwesan atd - but aewho hed camefaee to faee with the davil, add wal Hmand his father bath, But thet hed ben anly are bettle; the gregte,
Hooder wasweaedill toame Rigt rowv rether aned themkraw thet, honeser, whidhwesjugt sswel. Weeit ahawise, they migt natwart o goan The
furehesgood caeto gLad its s, ..

But ashisfaher wesnorethen jug ay men oHary Twesmaethen jug ay beby. Itweswhenhewesbdng ... . well, the aher thing \when his eqoression
wesahe thenabey's adhisthoughsnoe
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then the graping, fudded damands o inquiries of an inchogte mind in an untrained body - that the espers of E-Branch were
especidly interested in him. It was when they fdt, sensed, experienced the awesome, dien power washing out from
him as he experimented, or did whatever it was he did, that they knew for sure he wasn't merely a baby. And when
those baby-blue eyes of his lit with afar-away expression seen previoudly only in his father's eyes, and they knew that
he conversed with a teeming mgority no one ese but he and Harry Keogh could hear and tak to ... .

Getting up mornings, the Necroscope would think of these things and, like Brenda, remember when it had been very
different; when the world was a different place and held been a different person. It was easy to remember, for in his
dreams he was till that other person. Hell, he was that person, even when he was awake! But only on the inside;
which isto say, inside his head. For outside - in Harry's body and face and entire externd appearance, and especially
in the mirror - he was someone else. A man called Alec Kyle. Which took some getting used to.

That was probably why he clung so tightly to his dreams and was reluctant to let them go: because they were aform
of wish-fulfilment, a place and a time when the world was a different world and the Necroscope a different person;
himsdlf.

This morning was the same, or should be ...

For some, especialy the young, waking up to anew day is a renewal, like being born al over again: the first day of
the rest of their lives. Despite that Harry seemed to have done an awful lot of living, he was ill very young:
twenty-one years old. But his body - or Alec Kyl€'s body - was ten years older. And knowing that this was what he
must aways wake up to, Harry redly didn't want to. It wasn't that he was suicida about it; the fact that he now
inhabited an older and alien body scarcely made him long for death, (not the Necroscope Harry Keogh, a man who'd
had it from the horse's mouth more than once what it actually felt like to be dead, who knew what it redly meant to be
incorporeal!) It merdy made him reluctant toward life, made it safer to beadegp and dreeming—

—Well, sometimes. It depended on what you were dreaming about.

Currently he was given to dream a recurrent theme of life (but his life beforedl this) where like the proverbid droaning men, he
dung to the straws of his past existence only to fed them grow waterlogged and dip one by one from his straining
fingers. Each straw was a scene from thetimeshe hed known and thelife he hed lived, the dyondogicd gory of his oh-so-strange
adventures. So that like adrowning man facing his imminent, inescapable death, the dream-drowning Necroscope saw
it dl skipping before his eyes like a scratched, comicaly accelerated, badly edited monodromefim

His childhood in Harden, on the north-east coast of England, where he had attended primary and secondary schools
with the roughneck colliery kids; his retreat from the mundane world of the living into the minds and 'lives of the Great
Majority; his secret being discovered by Sr Keenan Gormley, then Head of E-Branch, and his subsequent return to
'the red world' ... his acceptance of his condition, the fact of his unique talent, and his willingness to use that talent
by taking sides against the monstrous evils rooted in the USSR and Romania.

And superimposed on these accelerated glimpses out of the past, his lifdong relationship with Brenda, a smple
calliery girl whose love had formed the strongest single link between Harry and the orthodox world, one of the few
things that kept his feet planted firmly on solid ground when often as not his mind was under it. And superimposed
even over this, aglowing picture or memory of his mother - radiant as any loving mother as visualized by her child: her
soap and rose-petal scent, the sweet warmth of her sigh, a golden aura dl around her, as if the sun had risen behind
her to diffuse her brilliant silhouette - dl too soon snuffed out by a maniac, who in his turn had been snuffed by Harry.

Which was aways the point where the Necroscope's blue, poignant dreams turned a dark, vengeful red. For after
Viktor Shukshin there'd been Thibor Ferenczy, Dragosani, Yulian Bodescu, Theo Dolgikh, Ivan Gerenko . . . The list
was along one. And what of Faethor Ferenczy, that ‘father' or grandfather of vampires? Faethor had been dead for a
long time now, true . . . but so had Thibor before him, and even a dead and buried vampire is a threat. Harry ill
couldn't be one hundred percent certain that the Old Ferenczy hadn't left other remnants (or revenants?) to fester in
the earth like Thibor, waiting out their time until a grand return . ..

Coloured by his fears and anxieties, the Necroscope's dream was quickly becoming confused. His mind was Harry
Keogh's, but the brain that housed it had once belonged to Alec Kyle, a precog for E-Branch. Harry's truths - his
thoughts, memories and emotions - dwelled now in those same vaults of complex, convolute cerebrum once Kyle's,
where dill the odd crevice or corner remained, not yet conforming to Harry's contours. Kyle's weird talent had been
governed by the 'shape' of that brain; his precognitive glimpses had used to come to him during those vague,
confused periods of mental hiatus between dream and waking proper, at that point in time where the conscious and



subconscious minds separate, dlowing a dreamer to surface to redity. Nothing was left of Alec Kyle now, but the
shape of his brain had not yet changed entirely; perhaps some smal part of his talent lingered on.

For on the point of weking, suddenly Harry's dreams underwent a rapid transformation, mutating into sheerest
nightmare! And because precognition is the dubious art of seeing the future - and the future is not adream but a series

of as yet unredized events - it was as if
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evaything thet the Necrasoope expaienoad was red s life And the difference betwean these two dreamedtates wiss . . . detrifyingd Mot
people, induding Hary, know thet they are only dreaming, but on this occasion hedidhtt.

Asbdfareit wesakaedosoope df soanes fad-fledting, over which he hed no contrdl. But where before heéd considered himsaif accustomed
to strangeness. . .

He good in a place that wasnt of this world, at the rim df a desiccated plain of boulders that goramed in one diretion to an auroradit
horizon, and in the ather merged with foothills dimbing stegly into mountains Close by, a huge luninous dome wes st in a walled arater
like the e of sore fdlen Cydopsiin its buried sk, giving off a cold white light. The dome wes like an dien pharos - but for what ward
travdlers? On high, the dsc of a turmbling moon weslit half with the gold of an unssen an, half with blue darshine: its urface pattern wes in
adated flux, causad by the ecoentricity of its orbit and rotation.

Clinging to whet he knew df the geography o hisown world, Harry'singinat tald him thet the aurora sgnalled north; odd, because thet
meart that the unssen an lay far beyond the mountainsin the south. But thiswes after dll an alien world—

—Towhichhédbeensat. . .beensatby. .. by Fagthor?

Heehis reasoning fdtered. To ssethe fullreis dangerous enough, but to try to remamba what isyet o be. . !

Ya for amomant Harry had known thet Fagthor Ferenczy had st him here, that his being here hed at least been advised or guided by
thet father of vanpires that Lord of Lies And do ... fry Mobius? But for what reason? A quest, oovioudy - but why obvioudy? And if a
ques, then for whet, for whor?

He looked al about. The mountains on the ane hand and the seamingly endess boulder plains on the other, and baween tham the
enigmetic Gatg, its cold white light flooding outwards to silhouette the scattered, menhir-like boulders; casting unevenly concentric rings of
shadow out into the Sargde night.

The Gate? Sarsde? But thesswords conogpts were meaninglessto im... weren't they? Now what the—?

In the north-east he spied distantly rearing stacks, fantastic rock formetions croaned with. . . turrets? Toners? Tesdlate
sonenwork? ... Battlements? Or waesthe effet Sy the work o an alien Nature? Harry thought nat, for there were lights up there Soke
arled framtall cdiirmeys notes moved with purpose in the dark air around the upper leds At this digance they were motes amyway ...

Suddenly Harry wes aware that someone wetched him Soinning on his hed he fdl into a arouch. On the boulder plain, only a short
digance anay, there good afigure dim nele with afaced gdld, burning inthe

reledad dare framthe Gate Hehdd up a herd, gedured, seid sorething, bt Harry heerd nathing. Hewes dloned 1o seebut nat o kow . . . tefuiLre
gadditssards

Harykrewirgindivdy thet therewesrodarnge here ot ramthisag at leedt. Ard filled with Srangeerdiians renod tonerdstredthe. Ya whilehe
waldhaeggreaded Hmanynay, his noians ware invdurtary, the floning, mectlaningy ungpvamelle medherics of dresm- ar rather, of precogniion
But the gddaHacsd arered e to e urgant gesiLres panting into thedy to theeest. Hary loded

Adrovthaewesdage hed Thosentesadrding thegreat dads-out nolange noted Dark blats rapidly teking angraes e outines desoanding out
dtedyfrontredretion of theagries ad—

—Paies?

Within hisdreamgif, Hary reaailed framtheward But hisfuure sif aoninued tonoetonerds TreDndler.

—JreDndla?

Frally heaooted thet hewesnat givan o krow evenything and conoarirated on reedhing the arewro weited for im Bt locking beck e saw thet the
tingsinthedywaefas garoading ad thet theywarelike nathing lehedeg ssnar righirered bafore Qreweswingad, $gped sovething likea meria
Treahe wes... inoedde mordraus ggartid It souirted thrauch thedy likeasuid inweter. AdrowHary aodd setret thefirs aesture hed aride -
Swaithisd theVanphyi? - adknavthet thesesordwesaredt his corstruds avarriar.

Harywesdoseto TreDwdler mow. .. Sathisaboerd hisfiyer wessvogang doanaut of thesy . . . thewird framthefiyer's righty merta wings blasted
de and grit pframthegaininto Harnysand Tre Dwdle'sfeass. . . he aresturésecow fall antremasit st aut thestard

TreDwdler hadupawing of hisdaek Harryloded at him a hisgddan meds thescarlet /esbehind it, trenind benind theees. . . and krew thet ind
Ya hecoudnt possbly kow it Ard for dll the drangeness dill hewes uretde o siop hiredlf as he sgopad - o floned forwerd into the Sedow o Tre
Dwadle'sdoek and fdt it wgpaboutHim. ..

... Ardtrelkdddosoaac pauredargad Hary hedkronnwhet would hggoan net - et it dichit! Ingeed of finding hinredlf in The Dwelle’'s gerdn
(wheteer thet right be) Alec Kyléswild talent hed setched iminto yet anather possiblefuture, ar thesamearebut further doanthetimesream

Nowvhewesintrelas greet agied theWanhyi ... . Karadad? Ard furtive as a thief, he puraued the Lady Karen as e desiadad to e lardlr. Snider
addlet assrde Kaenflonadinttraughadark
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cooway; fdloning her, Hary ket to the decbnswhiledreadivaied a trog ard braught it aut of its aocom Heweidned her leed the darrding, aoneioe
neanckrtdl toagoneteldewhareit lay doan sreiched itsdlf praneand bat beckits ugly, prehidoric heed for he.

ThentrelLadysjansgpaned. .. qoarad... ggpedd Blood daaped framber ainson nouthy spythe tegth qorouted, paising over aduggidhly pusing juguar.
Her nrosewrinked flattening bedk anitsalf, ard her gysshumed asred aslanternsin the twilight roam

'Karen!' Harry heerd hinsdlf attiampting toay- intrermarent beforetre kalédosoope sare drarged teking imforwerd againintinrg but arlyalittiewey
thstine...

... TreNarospe st abadlutdy ill, weiting .. . (for whet hedidhit know; couldrit sy, anly thet hefet trseasneser befare), in the degpet derket decons
dteaaie Adeatdlyit are Karalsvenire Bywhet routeit hed left har body, Hary nether knew nar werted to kow;, suffident thet it wesherg
wheete...whaehewantad it? It wesalong lesch cormugaiad, adrahesd dindkand it hed painted udders agrest ey

S\ayirg its heed thisway and that, it indhed fowerd . . . then sisad lim ard anmenod a hedly refreat!. Qurling bedk an itdf, it wigded like a
Hindaarm for rowit mug gt beckto sefdy, retun itsdlf to Karersurdeed fiesh, Bt the Nerasogpeweanit oout to et thet hggpen

Udrghisflameirona, hebumadit. .. dying it issusd egps dosrs o tham which gunand ddttered, vibrating over the soneflags tonerdshim Sedting
bt add indds Harry bumed the s too, eay aed theam Ad asif frama million nilesanay - asif framsmere dsss dresm- he heard the aniul
sreaving whichhesngovkavwesKarals

Then aruptly, leaving imdizzy, dsoriented, thessnedranged yet agan

Toahichbdarnywhereheleaned aut andloded doan and ke why hewes dizzy. the tarrible haght! Andwey doan there aunrded ontre sores the
Ladyswhitegoan...rolage entirdy whitebut red too.

Karen (o whet hreard thefuiLreHarry thought wesKaren), wes indce it. Ard tarridly, adiingly, noe df it nece sarse to him o fleding seeeat bet -
tereaeninteadgreterst
Andherjum

Cdd liquid humed hisface, ot into histhroet and gung him causd imto aough Itwes. .. dacdhd? Cartainly it weswvdldile: It svded, dimmaing into
vgpaur al araurdhim And. .. resaw thet heweslying init

Hesrugged to hisherdsard kness tried ot o brethethefures whidhwarerisng up ino somesort o fiue dredly oerheed .. A
blackened fite. ... Fire-bladkened? Harry kneded ina basin or depression out fromsalid rodk, kneded therein thispod of volatile liquid.

Impressons care quickly: hermug bein the very bonds o the cadle (but what castle?), down in the bedrock itself. . . a huge
cave. And againg the opposite wall where rough-hean geps dintbed to unsem higher leds. . . there good Janos Ferenczy, Wanphyri,
wetching him Thenonger held a burning brand aloft, itsfirerefleding in his scarlet eyes

Thar e/esnd, locked .. Janasslips drew back fram his unbdievable tegth in a hideous grin. He spoke . . . but the Necrosoope couldnit
hear him could only senee the threet. Janos's geze trandarred to the torch in his taloned hand, then to the floor. Harry looked, too: at a
shallow trough ar channd aut in the rodk, which ran from Janossfedt, acrassthe floar, to the lip of the basin where Harry kneded. And Jancs
was doMy lowering historch!

Jesus! Harry must use the Maobius Continuum - but couldn't! His power had been taken anay fram himl Hewas no longer
mester of Mobius spacetime Again Harry knew thiswithout knowing how he knew. His deadspeak wes ill availableto im hut. ..

... Deadspeak? Snce when had it been called that!? But no, he mudnt atenpt to revarbe that which had not y&t
happened! Be if he Shly acogat it thet while the Mobius Continuum wes no longer a viable propasition, dill he hed his deadspeak, his
ability to talk to the dead. Wherdiore, why nat use it? Why nat ask them - the teaming deed, the Great Migjarity - whet all of thiswes about?

Too late! Janos's torch touched down and fire came racing in a blue-glaring blazg Searing heet gouted Up in a whooshing
tongue o shimmeing flamg roaring into the chinmey overhead. Liquid fire Snged the hair from Harry's head and face and st his dathes
ablaze

Legping erect, hecavorted likea humentorch!

Until yet again -perhaps merdfully thistime- hefdt himedf snatched alitie way into the future. ..

... Towhere he stood in antique ruins as dark as night, yet clear as daylight to hinl For while hewes scarody anered it, the
Necrasoopewesa changding now; an dien Thingwesinddehim

He waited werily, patiertly in the ruins o Casle Faranczy;, waited there with . . . with a dead man! With the resurrected
Thracian warrior, Bodrogk.

Briefly, momentarily, flidkeringly, Harry knew why they were here His precognition told him thet much, at leest. And in a little while two
wormen care up fram beow. One wes Sofia, BodrogK's wife of oanturies who flew into her husband's arns Bath Sofia and Bodrogk were
deed; they had bean called up framthar ashes But they were nat as dead asthe other women! Shewas Sandra and wes o had been Harry's
wormen - and later Janos Ferenczyd Thedifference nowwes al too obvious
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FoSrdaaregding inthewey dhvenpiretirals he ydloveesdiveintenght Bu Harykavin hiswey thet Sewes lesstren Sirda o O
nue Oederedloed o luged after im for himedlf; rovdewad ludt after dl nen-for thar dood

Sefewvinto hisams sabadinto hisneck Ardhdding her tightly -esmuch to seedy hineif asto seedy her - Felodked o her sllow $ouder to where
Boorogkand Sfiaartracad If arly ther eviracecaudbethesanre But of aoursg it coudnit. Far Sadrasbeautiful, neerreled bodywesadd es day whare
it pressad againg him and Harry ke therewes nowey heaouid e wamit.

Sessd hisintention ard drewvbedkalitle, but nat far enouch Histhin derp dake a ginter of dd cek drove Up undlr her breedt ardlinto her heart.
Setokafind gegang breath, adagpering gepaney fraomhim ard fell.



Bodrogk ssngHarrysamgLish ddtheret.
AndHarryjurpedagan. .

Thistireitwesdfferat, for tedreamHarywegitinit. Or hewes but sood gpart framit, wetdhing it hggpento hisfuiLre sdf. WHdhwespraety just s
wdl, for ardy thished tolethead df hinf? Yet deaite thet in this indance hewes meardy an dosana, il hrewes ghvan o uderdand something of whet
weshggpanng. .. andwided thet hevest

Farin Sarddk dose o the garing harigihare Gatg, the Nerasape Harry Keogh wes burning Avarrire, firdlly he peid avenares price for afaidl
nidake ohaeld hinsdf get oo doeto treWargil

Heumedinddeard aut fireantheauside ardalburning cansunring hetred withing Far Saithis whoeennowtodk the Lady Karen (ot Karen .. ) by
faceright thereinfront of Harmysaross Sessared edasad where Seithissaeged andraeged her Seresded nat a dl astetorea her.

ThredreamHarywoddgoto ther asisance. .. eogt hewesradted to the qoat. Hewesan dosanve, farbidden o interfere Ardastreflareslided higher
aardteNarospssiungd pre 0 Saithistauntsd im- but dl in slenee likesomehideousfom o mire- while the fire e @ Hamy'sloner trurk It
wespatgsteaudiet thing thet tedreamHarryhedea sna aaddes haeinegned

Patgostoo ad -for emasandsna hewesbegiming to fed hisoanfuureagony!

Barisserd up bearealdur - afury o feer, firg arid freded fle - adlight! Blinding light!

TheGaewesits saurce a bl o slently eqanding but all-consuing light. It ate Shaithis Karen, the Nerasagpe - the ertire e - and it sat the

...H®enmn

AginHaryadhisfulresdf - theaeadeae, adthe ahe aphysdd if fure redlity - warein the metigphysical Mdaus Gantiruum hurtling coana
pesttimesream rudhing beck trraugh tines thet were lag gre ard forgatten, anvorg the myriad g, green ard e lifethreads of SirddeSardde into
thar revdebegmings

Adagginthedreamarywesthedosver, who aouidrit help but desetethsi i reswesckd Nt e alepro urdechutdzd ruly deed (in this menifestation
ayway), adgrefoes ... a ging Gigweaooenobeetedioidtiminotetr pet dandien perdd\anprevold B g teNacsetedent-ary ke
that it weatt likethet: thebody of hisfuure seif wesdeed yes bt the mindwald goon Bagat thistine. . . well, wo cadd ssy where it wadgpto?Qrpetgs

abtrightiadat the beginning Aperadox- but wesrit eanything?

Harrified, becauehekrevthet thiswesar woudbehim thedreamHary wetched his oan furecorpse whare it tunbled heed o hedls into et tire
Hrebadenad and svouidaing - with itsamrsflung wideard its searming heed thronnbeckin thefindl agony o deeth -itwastearegimarorayinachicesdd
tragwihtetirenbersa ritbonsd Hug gemandrad lifethreads for wherethey et forwerdsin tine, thedsed Harry fdl bedk Then. ..

.. A agoriging thing! Far asthet bumad caricatLre o hiedlf fdl anay framhbim- in e goece it It behind asit turtded fram view - a darious
bmbmsdgjom qlintars likestiet pearsdf anlight, breskingupard pedng ot o thisgaceinto...
..Inoahudred dfferetworldsandtined

me{wmwkmrywmwmmmesgm siill hrehed gorean Krewthet he- thedreamHarry hinsdf -waldgpor

Butasfor now:

Sill pungngheedongdoantretimedream- adrearrer, incorporedl
-rewat ailyinoteped. But .. thefuiLreHarry's pest? Which of curss boryiesdiohisvnpesst Betyedenssarchdsitwes corfusing .«

Trepresat, thenow; hisrow (Or if nat now thentheinrediate fulure Far of coursehisdresmwes precogriive). Ard thistimeHamywes hinsdlf, Not merdy
part o - a endsane o hinedf - but adLely hinredf. Ardthe adionweshggpaningtohim

Tremehydtetirgdohidarowtdasbadsetblresk ot anhisfaceard neck Thiswesred, andrewes. . . thevidin? Sk, inahtdeaytighetadten
donatose nedyresdit

-therehed benavidim Ard Harry s pedted thet thessregenard tevena ldgylyesonQmuodtens ek ivegLateled
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evenything, enoughinitsdf to bring on these gnptoms of exdrame aniety.

Verywdl: avidim Probably. But of what? Hecould only wait and see

Astohislocationt

Itwesataranean agrest cag but nat too far undrgraund Bensar aurtainsd light, honee dim filtered doanfromsaerd dvarse sources siting
ddurbed daudsd dug gowning likesell siver gladesinthar faint serdiigtrays

Hamywesin naian herroadwith purpoeeif alitle uncartainly thraugh thegaomdf the cavem, toagoat wharethe light wes srangger. Lacking up re saw
araughaontoured adling of unuad stratification, asif thepresared beokadk hed bemtilted dimogt anend Upthere likerons o jagped tegth st inthe dosed
jansd treadling saerd herd, inpeniouslayersprgedied donnnardswhere solter rata hed fallen anay: Higher dlill, whee ean nore loose siore hed
weethered aut, rerrow, Lnesen geps readhed Up to diaylight - o as Harry row saw, to Sarlight. Theee arevessess filled with rainly unwinking darsana
beddrgp of danordgrinded 3, were the light-source: Theladk o sdntillation could e caused by the Nerosaopes subterraneen viewpaint, a by athin
anoghae a boh Hewesloath o herrdagess

Sill snesting (deqate thet hesasad the cddness of the dlace), Harry loded araurd an isoan led. Ard row thet his gesware more acoudoed o the
srdygoam heaoddnekeaut messvay danting adunms wellsand dinmaysdf rok thet dinbed framfloor to aalling, and dabs of fallen rack tunided into
tiesandtagesinaaydredion Threcaewesavaitadelabyrinth o upadad, mainly fradured strata; a gedagical fresk whose aaling seeed hed dlait
anly by those gty adumrs fomred of herder layers While araund and thraugh this Giant's Causaney o returdl, anglar sypparts - doaing o the
rudded dattered rok likearply, gony e/esodes-anawark of fisares leaning lintdsand gaping arevicesfomed doorvweys to uninviing, urkroan rautes
thraughaforhidding and pracetdy reecherausimeed doukatful edart. Inanushdll, it waldbeanessy daceto gt Ioet in

Bogt .. Harysaredto kovwhaehewes gang Catainly hedd, for if thiswesa precognitive diinpse, then hehed dreedy been here -t in e



negr-ddart fuuretime Nt o drange for ting, astheNarcsrpeweswal anere isrdaive Butinanyeathehedrotimetopods it, for hewesmoirg
a Onttrauch the jurble, ssming o drift in his dreamdate o the ddris of fallen adling gones which hed ben ddibaraidy rearranged, laid in a
roughandhesdy aaarpaing fyleto famapethney a ways trouch the grest nee Ard because it seaed the safest way 1o g, Harry fdloned the rrain
pethney.

Adsuddaiyhewestarg a his detiretion . . . hisradeaous? A gacewhare e tiers of fallen dabs ad adunrs of rack fomred areturdl if junided
dainey Y treinnerdsaningwell of trecaemtoaled areasomedghian fest wicehy wehvedasn wheredood - atelle? An
atar? Somekind of nedlithic sarcophagus?

But Harry knew, that his lagt 'guess was right, and thet it hadn't bean a guess; knew that he had been here before, and that
indeed this solid-ssaing block of gone ganding central in the levelled, paved area under the alocove in the rough rock well wes. .. a
messve gone aoffint

Now his sneet ran colder ill; it sood out in droplets on hisbrow, and stuck hishirt to his back between his shoulder-blades He paused
to look around, to hald his breath, ligen, alsorb something o the atmosphere o the place: He hed a feding thet he wean't done, and wes
offered evidence to confirmhis suspidon; evidence, at lead, that someone dsehed been here, and recently.

Asdreas (even precognitive dreams) arewort to do, this one was unfalding itsdlf ssquentially, adding details along the way. Now Harry
sw the torches - ar became aware o them - in ther bradkets in the walls and espedlly at the base of the great dore odfin Ol o
resin-soaked faggots, bedded in gapsin the flags of the floor, and burning o dose to the sarcophagus thet their flames were blackening its
bese

And there was this sweet smell in the air. A scent remembered from. .. Zante? Or Samos? From the Greek Idands,
definitely. It wasinthestoke asrdl d... pineforests? WA, at least the torches accounted for the sToky atmosphere. Asto who had st
themburning: that would soon be made clear, Harry was certain. They would be badk, those . . . worshippers? Those acdlytes
anyway. Badk to witnessthe Great Return.'

What? A Great Return?! The Neorosoope grimeced and felt a grengthening of hisresolve: Hah! The reanimetion of an alien abormination,
nore like- the resurgence d an andent evil. And that weswhy hewes here to prevent it Moving more naturally now;, but svesting ill, and
andous, he commenced dimbing the juntle o gone to the dais and sarcophagus -and wes arrested by a mournful sound echaing in the

cofinesof the great cave Mournful, yes. .. a sobbing ululation . .. ahoMing! At which hefelt the short hairs at the back of his
neck stiffening in spontaneous recognition.

Timewes shart and Harry forced hinegif to dinb fester. The ggps leaned thisway and that, somedf themalmodt estall ashinedf, o that he
mug actually and physically dimb them and at each led adjus his stance and balance. But forty feet up the log jam of fallen
blocks and toppled cdunms finally he sood at the corner of the onrinous meusdleum

Wharethe high dais badked up to the Sde of the cave the wall was formed of a sries of bladk, near-vertical Sadks conressad together
into the almogt arydalline farms df hexagonal colums A horizontal fauit had causad week sadtionsto topple, creating 2g-zagging chinmeys
and, degper ill, arads ar windows passing right through the rock to the open air of the outsde world. Therins df these vanis o fissres

werelined in pallid darlight, o that Harry imegined the entire cavern conllex aslocated at
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treepdf acurting raine Bagt. .. hermaetren merdy imeginad it, relkeenv—

—Thathewesinfact in Siland, sorenrerein treigh Granpians the Carmgornrs et dkingussel

Trekonledbeare. . . adwesgreagan asqLiddy asthat. But the Nercsapesurgay - those sasations o rerrdess anddly reveined the sare Ad
asasaond baut of howling soundad hegareadart, ran histogue o dy lips ad grcedhed the greet siore adffin Theheedy 7l of resnwesmuch
sronge hag arrlingupintesrdefromtretordhesat thebese o theseraophegs

[twesthen for thefird e thet Harry noliced the 'decorations of woinch dameier hdes bared thraugh the batomedbes of the four dabs thet nreceyp
tre aoffinis Sdes Hesawthem ard a ancerecoyizsd therr fundiat nat nerdy asaaucedeooration, but asautis for the cortarnts of the seragdhegus There
waesx d themaag teninefooHong aoffinsfrot ete ad threedag eech o itsanoet fivefooHong ed pands Wanmred to a thick fiuidity by the hest
dthetordnes agutinous ydlow sidaewes oadng framtrerons o hdes dripping doan the bese of the sraophegus gradldly filling e aadsin te
paingardforing duey puddesantrefioor of thedais Ard thisabdanewsstretruesuree d theaoctive 'sat -warmresin of aure

Tresrayphegswesaod fivefedt high theNercaxpetodk upared thecartrd tordhesframits nde e the front of the greet box and learned o 0
lockingde Wret with thegdaom thesde theheedy rekand dl, hiseeswerewataring bedly; it wesherd torrdeat the contaris of the ooffin But thevay
temrshed applied - 'seraophegs, and 'aoffint +ed intheredhveshen aufident df aduear forenarming, Faor whet dsewoud aeeqoat o find inatarh, but
aqrpea arpes? Bagt, adasHary Kexghwesarly toowel anere therearecorpsessard aorpss

Tresataing o tordhesinthewlls caet ther flidering light doary thebrand in Harrys herd <t the aurface o the randucart, sai-sdlid resinin the
adfingoning likeburmished braee thevegeadiined. . . of somathing, but sorething e e drod beyord bdlief, addenty beeanre vishle Whchwes
whenwhet hed darted asadream- aprecogritive dipee - tumed into deares riginere

Trefigure trgped in the resn wes at leet s8en fet lag, two ad a hdlf broed a the $oudars ad rerrow & the waid and hip. Sill anly
helf-dsoamiblebut doviagyahugenen il therewvesthat oot it thet sTeded of theun, theinduen It lay anitsbeds amrsfdded aoross its dhed, ad
depteitsdrmarsansHary fdt that it wessomehow srivelled, redlioed] asif tinehed denits tdl anit. Astothepredseraired thething

Quite gt framthe eerlier phesss o his dream Harry wes aogLeinted with the WWenphyri. Inoesd the Nerasaope knew nore abaut venares redl
\enpires- trenary ahe meninthewarld Hehed sen Dragosan
at theend of thar bloodfeud, in the fullness of hisWanphyri change, and he'd also been face to face with Yulian Bodescy, in the
very flux of metanorphods He knew exadly what a fully-ledged vampire looked like that in fact it looked something like . . .
like this! And yet this was like nathing hed esar ssm before But ane thing for certain: it exuded evil asardy asiits grest sarcophagus
euded pungent resn.



And now it seemed the precognitive nature of the Necroscope's dream was over, and that purest nightmare was
taking full sway. At least he hoped 53, for if theret of it wesa dlinpseinto hisfuiure, then hewanted none df it

Suddenly awere that shadows were cresping where no shadow hed been, Harry Sepped back fram the sarcophagus fdl into a crouch
and looked all about. There hed been furtive movamat, he wes are there on the paved causeway where it passed under crazly
tilting lintels.. .. and in the shadows along the walls . . . and among the countless jumbles of fallen rock. Grey shadows
floning, flest-foated . ..

... And a renewed burst of howling, near-distant at first, but then answvered frondose et hand. Very doseat hand!

Harry's left hand held up the flaring torch; his right was on the rim of the sarcophagus And even as he looked again into
the ooffin, at the berdy discernible yet unmistakable outline there, something came bubbling up out of the gluey mess to
grab his wrist!

It wasn't a hand, or barely. Clawed, black, trembling and shrivelled, yet strong with some inner fever, it was
half-hand, half-paw, all horror! And it drew on Harry with an irresistible strength until in a moment he found
himself half-over the stone side of the coffin and into the resin. But at the last his wits were returned to him, and
drawing back with every ounce of his strength, finally he broke free of the thing that held him. Or rather, it broke free o
itsarml

How Harry danced then, with the alien hand still clasped around his wrist, as he tried to disengage, free himself
from that unearthly grip. But hed hauled 0 hard that hed dragged the owner of the drivelled daw eret in its great coffin. And,
God help him, the triangular eyes in its resin-dripping, half-mummified head were slowly opening. . . and its dog's
janswere gilitting apart inamondrous grinl

‘Jed Jesd' Harry ydped asthe Thing reached for im And:

‘Jesus? it replied, its awful voice a surprised cough, a snarl, a bubbling-up o centuriestrapped phlegm and muaus And
tiling itshead sardonically on one side: 'Ah, no, not Jesus!" it told him. ‘If you would cdl me anything, cdl me Lykan . .
. Lord Lykan, of the Wamphyri! Or perhaps in your case—(jts great arrs were falding imin, while its eesblazed like yellow
lanterns, branding his soul asit growled), '—in your case | shal make an exception. Aye, for it were best if you cdl
me... father?

Hary ddnosuchthing. Satinganvekehecdled out for isMa dl
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mud and bones and weeds in her watery grave nearly four hundred miles awvay in Scotland. For cold and terrible as she
might seem (to anyone else), she was the warmest, safest thing in Harry's world.

But as has often been stated, the future isa most devious, difficult thing, and nat much given to digdlaying itsdf to common
auriodty. Bventhe Necroscope, the least common of men, could not be alowed to know or remember too much. And as
is frequently the way of it with dreams, this one was aready fading from the eye of memory. In a moment dl that
remained of it was the fear of it, whatever it had been. That and the cold sweat, and Harry's tumbled bedclothes.

And his sweet mother's anxious query, sighing in his metaphysical mind across dl the miles between: What is it,
son?

Harry stopped panting, took a deep breath and let it out dowly, and told her, Nothing, Ma. Just a dream, that's all.
A nightmare.

And: Well, she said &fter alittle while, and isn't it to be expected? (He could picture her troubled frown.) After all,
you've known some strange times, Harry. Oh, yes, she was right there! And there were also times when the
Necroscope's Ma was the very magter (or mistress) of understatement. But:

Srangetimes, yes, Harry answered quietly, wryly.

Then, in amoment, seeing her son was dl right, she was lighter at heat. Whenwill you cometo see e Harry? Youve dways
aharehgewith me, you know. Her words might easily have chilled another man to the bone, but Harry felt only her
warmth.

Soon, | think, he told her. Pretty soon. But right now ... He sighed and shivered a little, for the sweat of fear was
beginning to dry on him. Oh, you know . . . there are problems.

He sensed her nod of understanding. There always will be problems, Harry, anong the living. And, as you know well
enough, even among the dead! But whenever, I'll bewaiting here, knowing that soon youlll bedosetome. . .

Her incorpored voicefaded domy away.

Problems among the living, and among the Grest Mgority. And dl too often their problems were Harry's. His
nightmare had disappeared completely now, forgotten, sunk back into the depths of his subconscious mind ... but
however briefly, his mother's words had struck a chord there.

Problemsamong theliving and the deed.

And ... theundead?

BUTWHEREISHARRY KEOGH?



B, Hary?

Dary Jake gudk his heed rourd the door of the Nerosoopes EBranch 'qlite: alang, nerow roam, relly, fitted aut likeasdl hatd room far Hary's
aonvanias uniil heaodd find thetimeand gppartunity to lack raund far agacefar himedf ad hisfamily inLadm. . . if hecoud aonvinee hiswife o say.
Right row, though, thewey itwesgang with Brachard l, Qakeaorsdred it ahdl of alagif. ..

Infed, in years gore by when this entire topfloar aompex hed bdanged to the hatd bdow, Harry's gpatmart hed besn aed theroams In frart, it wes
sy anovanight bedoomsamefour ar five pecss souere At the rear, partiioned behind adiding doar, theewesawed voesn asone ad WC Thefloor
seed thermanmomwescaayded dag aewdl by acompue carsdewithasnive-arar ard soece beneth for the gparator'sfet; itwesd litlearno uee o
theNearosxe whohed hisaanunigewaysd salving pradans Inacomar awadtdaestood gpen Seitersd’ Hany's dahing wee herging there ahars
lay fdddndevingtoaedde

Hary hed besn ébout to dave Hewaeatond raurd iswes adfocaman hisfaoe adweslearing o trewed hoesn withapladic Saver in hisherd Ard
Felocked jugt alitie 9k pleadddkadtired. Well, Darcy thought, he's looked pale ever since I've known him. . . ever since
I've known him as Harry, anyway! Because of course that had only been for seventeen months; but held once known
him a lot longer than that as someone else. It was that previous person whom Darcy was looking & now - on the
outside, at least.

Harry was only twenty-one, but his body (or Alec's) was ten years older. The Necroscope's hair was russet-brown,
plentiful and naturally wavy; but even in the last few months alot of the lustre had disappeared, and the odd strand of
grey hair had appeared among the
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brown in the temples. His eyes too were honey-brown; very wide, very intelligent, and (strange beyond words) very
innocent! Even now, for al they'd seen - for dl that he'd experienced and learned - they were innocent. Darcy knew it
could be argued, however, that certain murderers have the same look. But in Harry the innocence was mainly genuine.
He hadn't asked to be what he was, or to be called upon to do the things he'd done - but he had done them.

His teeth were strong, not quite white, a little uneven; they were set in a mouth that was unusually sensitive but
could aso be crud, caustic. He had a high brow, a straight nose, cheeks that seemed just a fraction sunken. Not
surprising, that last, for the Necroscope had lost weight. Alec Kyle had been perhaps too well-fleshed - once. With his
height it hadn't mattered much. Not to Alec, whose work in E-Branch had been in large part sedentary. But it mattered
to Harry Keogh. It had been bad enough carrying around those extra years, let done the extra weight! He was trying
to find time to get his new body in training, bring it to its best possible condition. HEd be better off, Clarke thought, if
he got his mind sorted out first! He suspected Harry's mind must fed something like a nervous cat in a new house -
prowling around and trying to get used to the layout. But it was aready more than a year.

'What isit, Darcy? the Necroscope asked, his voice listless as his looks - listless, but not lost. The man might be
little more than a boy, but ill he carried alot of mileage. And his tone of voice, the depth of his penetrating gaze, his
obvious intelligence, carried a whole world of authority.

But his looks, Harry Keogh's looks! They were the stumbling block, and not only for Clarke but for every esper in
the Branch. The fact that each time they spoke to Harry - or even thought of him - it was on the tip of every tongue to
cdl him Alec, just as Clarke had barely avoided doing a moment ago. And this despite that he'd been deliberately
rehearsing to himsdlf, Harry, Harry, Harry, dl the way down the comidor.

Clarke forced himsdlf back to earth. 'It's late,' he said. 'And, wel, one or two of the gang just happened to mention
you mightn't be ... you know, feding too good? Hecamein dosad the doar behind imand st on Harry's tumbled bed.

The Necroscope gave a shrug of his shoulders and offered a mirthless, 'Huh! They just "happened" to mention it,
right? | mean, it's not that these espers of yours have been into my mind or anything. Hel no! But they just kind of
"suspected” | might be a bit down this morning.' He frowned and gave a snort of derision. 'Chrigt, give it a rest, can't
you, Darcy! | mean, surely you know I've been fedling them groping away in my head morning, noon and night every
day for well over ayear now!'

Clarke flopped his hands uselesdly. 'But they're. . . well, espers,

Hamy!' he sad, meking it sound like an gpdogy. 'And they do menege to keep their talents pretty much to themselves. | mean, we
have our code, you know? But we can't help worrying about you ..." Or thinking about you, and about Alec. Wondaring
what kind of afreak you are how you fed about it. And what about that poor girl downdairs how she feds Because we tdd her you were
dead! And now youire alive, but no longer youl And asfar Alec, hes gone farever. We know how it wes -youve told us how it wes and Ben
Trask has corroborated it - but wewonder anyway . . . The Ben Trask of Clarke's silent reflections was anather Branch oparative,
ahumen liedgedor.

The Necroscope looked a Clarke and he looked back: at a man hed known as the precog Alec Kyle. Or rather, he looked at the
shape of Kyle with Harry's mind in it. And so back to that again: a complete fuck-up of a situation! And Clarke thinking: But if it
can fuck me up like this, what must it be doing to him and his family?



Clarke continued to look at Harry where held scraped the first tentative swath through the foam - and where hed immediately
stopped shaving, and was now staring a his reflection in the mirror over the bowl. Clarke couldn't possibly know what the
Necroscope was thinking (telepathy wasn't Darcy's talent), but he could take a stab at it: Looking at himself and wondering who he
was . . . and where he was! Knowing that in fact the Russians would have cut the real him up long ago, to study his guts and brains.
And that they'd have done a far more thorough job of it - and certainly a more clinical one - than the necromancer Boris Dragosani
had ever done on one of his victims.

Trying to concentrate on what he was doing, Harry crooked his mouth and said, 'You know, sometimes when | cut mysdlf I'm
surprised it hurts? It's true: I'm having to learn to be a lot more careful with myself. It's like when you borrow a book out of a
library: you don't much care how you handle it because it isn't yours. Except this time it isn't like that, because now it is mine and
| have to look after it. And I'm not just talking about a book but a body: my body, now! And not even a snowball in hell's chance
that I'll ever get another. So | have to take care of it - despite that | don't much care for the damn thing!"

He finished shaving: a patchy job, but he hadn't actually cut himself. Tossing the shaver into the basin, he splashed his face,
patted it dry, and stepped into the bedroom. And letting the towel fal paradoxically wwselfconsciously from around his waist, as
he started to dress he asked: 'So what do you think? How do we look, Darcy? Darcy knew it wasn't a so-caled royal we. The
Necroscope was asking about the two d hm

Wi, of course, the recently elected Head of Branch could lie, but he chose not to. 'How do you look? He shook his head in
unfeigned concern. 'Not too good, Harry. In fact, you look like shit!'

And finally Harry had to grin. He looked like shit. Thisfrom Darcy
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Clarke! Not that Darcy looked like shit, no - but then again he didn't look like much of anything! For Darcy was possibly the
world's most nondescript man. Nature had made up for this physical anonymity, however, by equipping him with an almost
unique talent. He was a deflector: the opposite of accident-prone. Only let him stray too close to danger, and something, some
parapsychologica guardian angd, would intervene on his behalf. He had no control over the thing; indeed he was only ever aware
of it if he stared deliberately in the face of danger. Or occasionally when danger came cregping up on him.

The talents of the others - telepathy, scrying, precognition, oneiro-mancy, lie-detecting - were more pliable, applicable, obedient;
but not Darcy's. It just did its own thing, which was to look after him. It had no other use. But because it ensured Darcy's
longevity, it made him the perfect man for the job. Continuity was important in E-Branch. The anomaly was this. that he himsalf
didn't quite believe in it until he felt it working. He still switched off the current before he would even change a light bulb! But
maybe that was just another example of the thing at work.

To look a Darcy Clarke, then, no one would ever suspect he could be the boss of anything - let done head of the most secret
branch of the British Secret Services! A job that Darcy hoped againgt hope hed soon be adle to hand over to Harry. Of
middle-height, mousy-haired, showing early signs of adight stoop and a smal paunch, he was middling in just about every way.
He had sort of neutral-hazel eyes in aface not much given to laughter, and an intense mouth which you just might remember if you
remembered nothing else, but other than that there was a generd facelessness about him which made Darcy instantly forgettable.
Even the way he dressed, was . . . conservative.

And indeed looking at him, Harry thought: He's a very ordinary, extraordinary man! And however much the Necroscope might
didike the situation, it was a very difficult thing to didike someone like Darcy Clarke. So: "What's on the menu for today? he asked
him, glancing at his watch. It was 9.45 and Darcy was right: it was late. By now, the rest of E-Branch would be buzzing. But
before Darcy could reply to Harry's first question, he followed it up with: 'And what about Brenda? Did you see her yet this
morning?

'We had breakfast together, downstairs,’ Darcy answered. 'She's. . . well, fine! But he didn't seem too sure about it. And more
hurriedly, eager to change the subject: 'The baby is just beautiful! | mean, he's redly coming dong . . .

Harry stared hard a him. Right now he wasn't interested in the baby. 'She still doesn't want to see me, right?

Darcy flapped his hands. 'Harry, it's only been—'

'—A year and a half,' the Necroscope cut him off. And he was right. Time had flown.

‘Okay," Darcy nodded. '‘But give Brenda - give yourself- alittle more time! | mean if you, we, aren't used to this yet, how can you
expect her to be? She's just agirl, and she went through ahdll of alot.'

The Necroscope continued to stare hard at him for along time, then nodded, shrugged, gave a deep sigh. Darcy was right, he
knew. Life had to go on, and Harry's life for the moment was here at E-branch. He had to involve himsdlf, become part of it. Hed
be okay as long as there was something to do. Well, apart from these endless fucking debrief-ingd

It was asif Darcy had read his thoughts. "We think there may be work for you, Harry,' he said, beginning to breathe easier as he
sensed the Necroscope's spring winding down alittle. ‘Work that should suit you right down to the ground.'

But Harry only wondered: And below it?

Much in accord with Harry's own deliberations, it was the generd consensus of opinion in the Branch that if they could keep the
Necroscope busy, it would be best for him and everyone else concerned. They had a telepath, Trevor Jordan, who despite the
mainly unspoken Branch code occasionally came into contact with Harry's jumbled, anxious thoughts; a locator, Ken Layard,
whose talent drew him to the Necroscope like a moth to a lantern, so that his mind kept bumping into him; and an empath, Ray
Betts, who couldn't help but sense the Necroscope's overwrought emotions. But these were only the specia cases, every E-Branch
member was affected by Harry's presence one way or another. For to a man or woman, and in their own ways, dl Branch



operatives were talented, and dl must fed for afellow psychic.

They knew what the Necroscope was; they were aware of his awesome, even frightening powers. But they also knew what
Harry had done for them, for the world, and how he was paying for it. If they could keep him with them, keep him working, it
could be held eventually get over the multiple traumas of past and present. Certainly he was the type who worked best under
pressure. Making use of a case that only the Necroscope could possibly handle, Darcy Clarke was about to apply just such
pressure. In his office at the end of the corridor, the recently-appointed Head of Branch waved Harry into a chair and told him,
This. .. could be a nasty one!

Harry nodded and said drily, ‘My kind of work, right? He waited for Darcy to get on with it. But before he could begin:

The intercom came cracklingly dive and blurted an urgent, 'Sir? Simultaneously, an dert button on Darcy's console began
flashing red. Keying all-points connections with the Duty Officer, he said:

'What isit?

‘Onefor us, | think.' The DO's voice was tense.
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'Put it on screen,' Darcy answered. And a moment later his desk screen displayed a communication from the Minister
Responsible. Harry, seated opposite, saw Darcy's jaw drop as his face amost visibly paled. 'Christ!" Darcy hissed.
The Necroscope stood up, paced to Darcy's side of the desk, glanced at the screen:

Origingtion: MinRes Destination: Director INTESP.
Duty Cffioer INTESP.
All AgarisINTESP.

IRA Alert! A few minutes ago the Metropolitan Police received anonymous advance warning that a device will be
planted in Oxford S., set to detonate at 10:25 today. Any chance you can do something, Mr Clarke? Sorry for short
notice. No reply required -action will suffice. . .

Your Minister Responsible has a sense of humour!" Harry's tone was dry. Then ... the Necroscope blinked,
staggered, and grabbed the edge of the desk to steady himsdf! Darcy scarcely noticed; made breathless by haste, he
was aready getting back to the DO:

'Is Trevor Jordan in?

'He's on it,' came the immediate answer. ‘| caught him on his way to the office and diverted him.

I'mon it, too,' Darcy snapped. '‘But no one else! Get meacar, then get in here and take over.'

There's a car waiting out back.'

As Darcy left his chair and headed for the door, the Necroscope said, How about me?

Darcy skidded to a halt, whirled around. 'No way! There's only one you, Harry, and thisis—'

—Dangegrous? Hary was himedf again; he grinned, however addly. 'I've seen alot worse places than Oxford Street, Darcy.'

Darcy shook his head. Speaking rapidly but precisely, he said, "You can be hurt, Harry. You can be killed! But with
me it's not very likdy. My talent won't even let me get close to that bomb, which means | can help the police find it.
Where my legs won't take me, that's ground zero! As for Trevor Jordan: he knows the risks - but he also knows the
mind of just about every IRA bomber working in England! If this bloke's dtill out there on the street, Trev can probably
find him. But you—'

He might have gone on, but Harry held up a hand. 'Y ou've made your point. Don't let me hold you up.’

In the next moment, Darcy had wheeled and disappeared out into the corridor. In his weke he left an old-fashioned
wooden coat-stand
teetering where held grabbed his overcoat. It swayed first one way, then the other. It might even have toppled; but
coming from nowhere, a sudden swirl of air straightened it up.

The door hadn't yet slammed shut behind Darcy's back; his running footsteps were still echoing in the corridor; his
communications screen” still carried the Minister Responsible's cry for help. But already his dfficewasquiteampty.

Against Darcy Clarke's orders, against dl logic, and definitely against commonsense, the Necroscope had taken a
Mobius shortcut to Oxford Street. For to Harry it didn't fed like he was putting himself at risk a dl. And he could
hardly be putting Alec Kyle at risk, now could he? For Kyle was aready dead . .. wasn't he?

And histalent, too?

But if so, then what was it Harry had seen, experienced, in the moment after reading the Minister Responsible's
message on the viewscreen? How to explain what had come and gone in the briefest possible time, like a crack of
lightning illuminating some secret part of his brain and causing him to stagger?

For he'd seen ... a Mobius door, but horizontal! A Mobius door, shimmering, hovering lengthwise in mid-air,
superimposed on redlity. Then, as quickly as it had come, the extraordinary vision had disappeared. But in its
split-second existence, the Necroscope had seen the door shaken, had seen it writhing like a ring of smoke in a
sudden drdt—

—And held seen what it vomited, like some monstrous volcano, high into the suddenly darkening sky!



Harry scarcely knew London a dl. Despite that the Necroscope was much, far, and extremdy strangely travelled,
London hadn't been an extensive part of his itinerary. He had visited Oxford Street, however, and so knew several
co-ordinates; enough that he wouldn't emerge in the middle of the road in heavy traffic, anyway. Not that that ever
happened; in doubt, he could aways look out through his exit door before stepping through it. But as for the Street
itsdf, its junctions, idiosyncrasies - its 'personality’ - he redly didn't know one end from the other.

He emerged in the entrance of a shoe store perhaps midway along the street. An extremdy tal man in spectacles,
leaving the shop in a hurry, bumped into him, looked surprised, and a once apologized. But Harry was already
looking around, getting the fed of things.

It was mid-week but there were plenty of people about. Up and down the street, he saw policemen; aready they
were thick on the ground. And somewhere out there would be Trevor Jordan, probably in the company of a couple of
plain-clothes officers. As for Darcy Clarke: he wouldn't even have reached his car yet. But once a the driving whed
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he'd be here before you could say boo! And held very probably be mad a Harry, who couldn't even say why he'd
come here against good advice

A sign said Hyde Pak to the west, Oxford Circus, Holborn, and Centra to the east. Looking along the street
towards Hyde Park, Harry saw that police activity was hotting up. There was no panic as yet, but things were
happening: barriers appearing asif from nowhere, being dragged across the road; treffic being diverted, stopped from
coming this way. Wherefore the suspect area mugt lie to the east, towards the dty canire

Sure enough, in the direction of Holborn, traffic and pedestrians dike were being diverted off the main road down
side streets, and severa of the police down there were using loudhailers. A great many of the people on the street
seemed used to it dl; they began to move a little faster but were gill mainly unhurried. Most of them looked irritated
by the disruption of their everyday routines, but were nevertheless obedient to the law as police activity grew in
proportion to the number of officers arriving on the scene. On the other hand, some paid little or no attention to it dl
but went about their business asiif there were no interference whatsoever.

A string of sx red-robed Hari Krishna types with shaved, bowed heads, beads galore, and their arms folded up their
wide sleeves went singlefile, in an amost mechanical pitter-patter shuffle, along the pavement. With their heads
down like that - the way they seemed intent upon their own feet and moving with that rapid, rhythmic, apparently
blind locomotion - it astonished Harry that they somehow managed to avoid collision with anyone or thing in their
way! Their leader, and the one bringing up the rear, carried tiny golden bells that chimed in time to their precise,
amost clockwork motion . ..

Except Harry wasn't here as an observer of life but as afail against death. Fine, but how to go about it? So he stood
there undecided, until a young pdicamen o about his oan age goproached and sad, Best to gat well away from the barriers, Sr.
WEell be clearing the whole street in a litlewhile'

Harry looked him in the eye and said, 'Look, some friends of mine -E-Branch people, Trevor Jordan and Darcy
Clake? - are helping you blokes out. Now, it's possible you never heard of these people, but your seniors very
definitely have. Since | fancy my friends are alot closer to the action than | am right now, that's where| need to be. So
I'd be odligadif you would, well, drect me?Wheresit dl heppening?

Listening to Harry, the policeman had at first looked surprised; then his eyes had taken on a blank expression; now
they went hard and his eyebrows came together in afrown. 'E-Branch? Sorry, pa, but you're right: | never heard of it.
Press, d'you mean? But in any case, and sinceit isn't in my orders, | have to ask you to move on.'

The pavement was ill dive with people. Harry pointed at them, saying, 'What, just me? | mean . . . can't you get this lot
moving first? What about the Hari Krishna types?

Now the young officer was redly ruffled. His lips tightened and he said, 'Look, chummy, we have to start somewhere and you're
it! So just leave out dl the lip and move your backside out of here!’

Harry refused to display his annoyance. He simply nodded, conjured a Mobius door and stepped through it. He wasn't there
any more. The young officer started to say, '‘And if | can give you a word of advice and stopped short. He wasn't spesking to
anyone and people were starting to look at him. He turned a couple of giff-legged, complete circles, looked for Harry and failed to
find him, finally shuffled sideways into a shop doorway and out of sight. . .

The Necroscope emerged from the Mobius Continuum at the junction of Oxford Street and Regent Street, and knew that he must
be pretty close to the venue. Policemen in uniform were everywhere, working frantically to clear the street. Glancing at his watch,
Harry saw the reason why: it was 10:16. If indeed a bomb had been planted, it was due to explode in something less than nine
minutes time.

Caught in a crush of people being shepherded down Regent Street, he stepped to one side and looked about. Then, just as he
was about to be caught up again, he spotted Trevor Jordan on a traffic iand in urgent conversation with two uniformed senior
policemen. Sidestepping the cordon, he ran towards Jordan, shouting, Trevor, can | be of help?

Jordan saw him and quickly spoke to the inspectors; one of them waved off a policeman who was hot on Harry's hedls. And as
he skidded to a halt, Harry was apologetic. 'l ... just thought it might be a good idea to bein on this," he gulped.

Jordan shrugged and said, 'Right now | don't see what you can do, but since you're here . . " He shrugged again. Jordan was the



easy-going sort generaly, but it was obvious from his tone of voice that in the current situation he saw the Necroscope as an
encumbrance. There weren't any dead people to talk to here ... not just yet, anyway.

A seasoned if occasionally variable telepath, Jordan was thirty-two years old. His looks fitted his character
precisaly: he was usually transparent, open as a favourite book. It was as if he personally would like to be as readable
to others as they were to him; as if he were trying to meke some sort of physical compensation for his metaphysical
talent. His face reflected this attitude: oval, fresh, open and amost boyish. He had lank mousy hair fdling forward
above grey eyes, and a crooked mouth that straightened out whenever he was worried or annoyed. Mostly, people
liked him; having the advantage of knowing it if someone didn't like him, Jordan would smply avoid that person. B,
rangy and athletic, it was a mistake to misread his
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obvious sensitivity; there was plenty of determination in him, too.

Harry asked him: 'Is this where it will happen? He scanned dl about, trying to work out what was going on.

In histime (just seventeen months ago), the Necroscope had been the author of a considerable amount of bombing
of his own, but he told himsdf that that had been different and even necessary. Or was it dl in the eye of the
beholder? Well, maybe, except this wasn't a nest of mindgay thugs and megdomeniacs in some nignimereridded dheteau in the
USSR, but a busy thoroughfare in the heart of London. The people who could get involved, hurt, killed here, were
innocent of any crime other than being here. And there were Hill far too many of them.

A flood of shoppers was even now issuing from stores both east and west, adding to the crushes down Regent,
Portland and New Bond Streets. And police activity had grown even more urgent. There were dog-handlers, with
sniffers straining at their leads; loud-hailers boomed to left and right, issuing raucous instructions, motorists were
leaving their blocked-in cars and hurrying on foot in what they hoped was the safest direction.

'Chaod!' Harry said, guessing that Jordan hadn't answered his question because he didn't know.

The name of the game, sr,' one of the police inspectors harshly answered. The three "D"s. To cause as much
disruption, death and destruction as inhumanly possible. Chaos, yes. But if you're with Mr Clarke's Branch - and if
this is new to you - where've you been?

'Oh, placss' Hary looked & iminacatan wey o his and wes dad that Alec Kyle had been the sort who kept himsdf to
himsdf. And turning to Jordan: There are only sx minutes left, and people dl over the place!’

But Trevor Jordan wasn't listening. He was half-collapsed in the back of a squad car parked on the traffic idand,
with a pained expression on his face and his hands to the sides of his head. The policemen looked a each other, went
to question him. Harry stopped them, saying, 'He's at work. Leave him.'

The police cordon in Regent Street had let a car through the crush. It dewed across the road, bumped up onto the
treffic idand alongside the squad car. And Darcy Clarke got out. He saw Harry at once and began to protest, 'Jesus,
Harry—!"

But the Necroscope had gone down on one knee beside Jordan, who was muttering: ‘It's... it hasto be... Sean!'

'Scan? Harry gripped his shoulder, stared hard into his squeezed-up face

'Sean Milligan,' Darcy hissed in Harry's ear. 'He's one of their best, or worst!'

'‘Armed,’ Jordan gasped. 'And with more than just abomb! He ... he hasn't primed it yet. Too many police around.
Sean knows hell be
spotted, knows they'll get him. He's thinking of. .. of creating a diversion. Yes, that's it, a diversion!' Jordan's eyes blazed open.
'Oh, fuck! Now he's primed it!"

'Primed!" Darcy snapped &t the two officers, who at once turned away and began speaking into walkie-talkies. Up on the roof of
abuilding, Harry caught the glint of metal as a marksman took his position behind a parapet.

'Primed, yes ... " Jordan's eyes were squeezed tightly shut again, and swest rivered his face. 'And he's set the timer for ... just
one and a haf minutes!'

‘God!" Darcy was trembling; he looked like he might make a run for it, which told him - and Harry Keogh - alot.

Trevor,' the Necroscope spoke softly. 'With only ninety seconds left, Sean has to be on the move. Which way's he heading?

But Darcy Clarke babbled, 'Oh, | can tell you that!"

And Harry continued to speak to Jordan: 'Has he still got the bomb?

'Yes!'Jordan's gasped answer, as he squeezed his temples more yet. 'But he knows he must get rid of it, and now!
Jesus, fifteen pounds of semtex!'

‘Christ!" Darcy suddenly yelped. 'Let mein the car. I've got to get out of herel' He made to scramble for his car,
tripped and went sprawling across the back of the police vehicle.

And it happened. A tl thin men with a pele, bedy podmearked faog wearing a loosely flapping overcoat and carrying a
sausage-shaped holdall, came at a run down the middle of the road. Jordan looked up, saw him, yelped: 'Sean!" And
the recognition was mutual. Not that Milligan recognized Trevor Jordan, but seeing the squad car, the senior
policemen, and three civilians dl grouped on the traffic idand - and dl staring a& him - he did know that he'd been
mede.

The right-hand side of his coat went back and the snout of an ugly, short-barrelled machine-pistol swung into view.
Harry sensed hasty movement on a roof, the re-alignment of a weapon; Milligan sensed it, too, and the gun in his
hand swept up, his thin lips drew back, and both he and his machine-pistol snarled their abuse! Bullets chewed the



high parapet of the building, causing the marksman up there to duck down out of sight. And over the chatter of
Milligan's gun, Harry heard Jordan ay ot

'‘Getaway! He's looking for the getaway car!’

Milligan was maybe forty feet away, pointing his gun here, there, everywhere, trying to choose a man target. A
secondary crowd of people had come bursting out of a large store onto the street, but they weren't a threat to the IRA
man. On the other hand, the sausage-shaped holdal in his hand was definitely a threat to them. And it was rgady
becoming oneto Seen Milligen, too.

As the Necroscope glanced again at his watch and saw that there was
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something less than a minute to go, two things happened. Darcy Clarke had finadly got into his car, started the motor,
and was making to drive away. His car had just lurched off the traffic iSand onto the street when a second car, low,
dark, fast and mean, came careening through a traffic barrier in a tangle of twisted meta. The two vehicles collided;
Darcy's ca wasthroan bedk onto thetreffic idand and the rogue car glanoad dff, smashed through a pair of bollards, mounted the
kerb and nose-dived through a store window. Scan Milligan wouldn't be making his getaway dterdl.

He knew it, and it was time to apply the crazed logic of the tota terrorist. The sniper on the roof couldn't get off a
shot a Sean because of the people on the street; Sean had to get rid of his holdal in the next twenty seconds and
then make one hell of a run for it, but first he had to get these people out of his fucking way and he couldn't shoot
them dl. He aimed his gun at the parapet hiding the sniper, pulled the trigger and stitched the wal of the building with
atracery of bullets. Then, as the milling people scrambled for cover, Sean chose his target. Not so difficult, for there
was only one target after dl: the City Centre itsdlf, and what could only be a bunch of top-ranking officials and police
dficas

By now he should have bean shat deed, and heknaw that, too. Which meant there were no armed policemen on the ground in
the immediate vicinity. So maybe he stood a dight chance after dl. .. (/there was ill ime

Panting, sweating, cursing, he ran towards the group on the traffic idand and, pivoting like a discus-thrower,
whirled the holddl. Which was when he saw Harry Keogh. Harry had come forward onto the road, putting himsdlf
between his friends and Sean Milligan. Still pivoting, preparing to release his deadly missile, Sean let rip with a burst
of wild firefranhisgun.

Harry had guessed how the other would react; he'd already conjured a Maobius door between himsdf and Milligan.
Stray bullets ripped past him, but Scan's arc of fire was restricted by the door, which no one else but the Necroscope
could see. The main stream of bullets crossed the threshold and passed right out of this universe. While up on the
roof, the sniper findly had Milligan in his sights and fired one hurried shot.

Hit in the hip, the IRA man tripped and went flying. Him and his hdddl bath, flying right in through Hary's door!

And the Necroscope knew what he must do. If he smply collapsed the door there'd be questions, because people
just don't vanish into thin air like that. But Harry had a picture in his mind that he couldn't shift, which told him how it
must be. And with only three seconds to go, he tilted the door on its side.

His mind wrestled with the dien, metaphysical math of the thing . . . and won! And asif the invisible door's top edge
were hinged, it swung
upwards through ninety degrees into the horizontal. And the Necroscope hurled himsalf backwards away from it as it blew!

Fifteen pounds of semtex in the Mobius Continuum, a place where even thoughts have weight, and a spoken word can be
deafening. And only the frail however savage shell of ahuman body to take the blast. With one exception it was exactly as it had
been during that split-second of precognition in Darcy's Clarke's office; the exception was sound. For even though the Continuum
acted as a baffle, till there came the subdued roar of the explosion, as the immateria frame of the door buckled and warped and
finally blinked out of existence.

But not before the Continuum had rid itself of a hideous contamination, and a jet of wet red stinking human debris had erupted
like a volcano, flinging the guts and brains and shit and shattered bones of a man up and outwards againg the high walls and
windows of the street.

And then the dlimy, spattering rain, that smelled of cordite and copper and many a crime corrected . . .

It was over but as yet the street was till and strangely silent. Street-cleaning vehicles had been ordered-up and were on their way;
somewhere in the near-distance police and ambulance sirens wailed their unmistakable dirges; a handful of unfortunate uniformed
officers were picking up ... whatever pieces were large enough to be gathered off the street. A man, staggering and bloody, was
being led away from a shattered store window, where the rear of his car stuck up at an odd angle.

'You,' one of the police inspectors said to Harry, with ahand on his shoulder, ‘are ahdl of a lucky man. You were the closest to
it when that bomb went off." But suddenly his voice was very quiet. 'What did you . . . see? | mean exactly what was it that
happened there? Carefully, he dabbed specks of blood and other matter from his forehead.

Darcy Clarke was fully recovered. Bregking into the conversation with what he hoped would be a useful lie, he sad, 'l saw
everything. When Sean was shot he fell on top of his hold-all. Then there came the explosion. His body muffled the sound but took
the full force of the blast. He just. . . flew apart.'

Harry nodded. 'Something like that, he said. 'Actualy, | was looking away from it.'

As luck would have it, most of them had been looking away from it. But behind the parapet wall of atdl building, white-faced



and wondering, a police marksman examined his weapon and thought, what the hell. . .? For it was one thing to shoot at a man, but
quite another to hit him and see him fdl - and then watch him disappear right out of this wald
Not fifty feet away from the group on the traffic island, Harry's
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Kridratypeshudded inadopdooway. Far aeinmaallizd, they dered & thessared whet codd havelen an eomous disster. Hary saw them lodking
Thar snddsmight haveben dilled far ace but thar danted eyesware il full o theadion thet hedbeen ard thet they/d ssen Qred” them- their leed?- wes
lonvaingacaraa Hary coudnt hepwarndkingwhet hed ben phatograahing, adwty . ..

Amaargy, Day/sc lodked likeit might still drive, honvever dengrolgly. The seriar lavmen ssemad unoatain ot it, but befare they aould advise Dagy
agdrg it hed bunded theNeorosxgpeard Trevar Jrdeninddeand dhiven dff. Onthewey to EBrach HQ hesad, ‘It sssrswedhoud neer udaredimete yau,
Hary. | dontkrovwhetyoudid, ahovyauddit, but | dokrow it wesyou

AndJrdnsad My tdepethy ssaslikeatoy by compaison!'

Wedl dayed aur pats' Hary $mupped Wevewaked togeher befare ad it's sarting to lodck likewermekeagood teem' But befare they aauld misintapret
thet, ad patgpshisfuiLreintations headded W, thistmeitwaked out, &t leedt.!

Dagy meceadaisary nasein isnose 'But someiinmes| fed likesucha., . . schaldoody conerd, thet'sdl!!

1 shoudt if I weeyau' Jrdentad im Oh, itwesHary whosased theday, right enaugh, butwesit all himf?Howvdoyauknow hewest pranpted by thet
guiadanad o yours Davy, taking caed youssaweys?

Whichgaethamdl somethingtothink eboutontherway hame. ..

Bakin Daysdfiog tar head Hary hed desned yp ad thingsware quieler, the Head df E-Branth todk up the conversetion with Hary wheeit hed ben
inemyted by the Minder Regoonsbléscl far bdp:

Hanry,wekrow thetwecant ovaloed yau By thet | menwekiow you aould gveusthe salution to ey ursaved murda theres e ben, catanly to the
aeswhaetevidimskey thar murdhe. Exagt—

“Whaethey knovthar murdaers youmeay Hary aut ing cameding im

ArdDaoy kraw hewestight. Far Hary westhe Nearosogpeand telked to deed men Tohimwhenamen died, he dichtt just stop. His body goped, yes but
hismirdwert an Ard Hary'stdeat gavrehimasessto suchinoopored. minds Ary adinaty pdicamen mLg find dues dsoover edidaeto bing akiller to
judice But Hary cold haeit 'sraght framtheharsgs mouth, esit were Tohim thedesd warant, well, dpated - nat dl thewey - bt moved adde Asif they
weein anahe roomwheeheaoud ek iotremanoste
threshold of his amazing talent. He could simply ask avictim who had done it!

... Or perhaps not so simply. No, definitely not simply. This thing he had was almost unique; it would till be unique, if Harry
Jr hadn't come adong. Which was the problem in a nutshell: how do you use a unique talent to best effect? For example, you surely
wouldn't employ Albert Einstein as an accountant! And what of the Necroscope, Harry Keogh? In a world where brutal murders
and terrorist atrocities were now ‘commonplace’ crimes (God help us), Harry might easily find them his lifes work! Was that why
he had been born into this world and time? His only reason for being? Was that all? Darcy thought not.

'What I'm saying,’ he continued, 'is that you - we, the Branch - can't be expected to do the work of the police. Well, not dl of
their work. We do some: alot of big-time crime, or the occasiona case that's so abhorrent someone has to be made to pay for it. Or
sometimes an "urgent” job, like today's thing in Oxford Street. But in the main were spies . . . mindspies. It isn't so much
individuals we protect as the country, our way of life - "western civilization," if you like - from forces that oppose it. But | know
you've heard dl of this before, and from someone far more eloquent. . . "

Harry nodded, knowing that Darcy meant Sr Keenan Gormley, first Head of E-Branch, who had recruited him into the service.
By coincidence, that had been just such a case. Abhorrent, yes, to say the least. .. for Boris Dragosani had butchered him! But
without Sir Keenan, without having spoken to his remains, Harry might never have gone on to his discovery of the Mobius
Continuum, and to his re-discovery of life, in the brain-dead body of Alec Kyle. Except he must stop thinking of it in that way,
because Kyle was no more while he, Harry Keogh . . . was.

'So currently you're worried | might think that this job of yours, whatever it is, is beneath me, too mundane, he said. "You think |
might reckon it's just ared herring to divert my mind from other, more persona problems - and that's probably exactly what it idl
But you and | are on the same side in more ways than you think, Darcy. The fact is, | need this job, whatever it turns out to be.
That's why | got myself involved down in Oxford Street today - yes, | know, against your best advice - because it was a diversion .
.. Wdl, and maybe for a couple of other reasons, too. Okay, so this other job you're taking about is no big ded. At least it will
keep me busy. That's my reasoning, anyway. And it's yours, too, | fancy. So why don't we just get on with it?

Darcy nodded, seemed relieved. 'Okay. But it isn't just a coincidence that | mentioned the police. This time they've actualy
asked us for our help. Oh, we get requests from them . . . fine! Like today, when they know we have someone who can help. I'm
talking about Jordan, whom they've used frequently enough in the past. But even to the top brassin
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the police he's just someone with aweird knack, a lucky guesser. That's how they view us: as a pack of fortune-tellers,

literdly "psychics" in the popular or worst possible meaning of the word. As if they see us sitting around a table

holding seances or something - which isn't too far from the truth, | suppose! Anyway, were always their last resort.’
‘But not this time' Harry nodded. '‘Because thistime ... isit something that involves the police directly?



Darcy looked him straight in the eye. 'Right. It's because they're getting murdered, Harry. By a madman. And | mean
literally, a genuine dyed-in-the-wool lunatic! A seria killer with a grudge against policemen.’

The Necroscope thought about it, and findly said: There must be a lot of people holding grudges against the
police.'

‘Just about every crimind in the book,' Darcy answered. That's what makes it so hard to catch the bastard! The files
are cranmed with people this could be. Suspects? Everyone who ever committed a violent crimel And thirteen
thousand reported in the last twelve months! So you see, this could be the bresk weve been looking for with the
police. Wedresdy haveagood record of co-operation with Spadid Branch and the other secret services, but we were never on a
sure-footing with the common-or-garden "Bobby" on the beat. If we can show them that weve redly got something
here, not just an old lady called Madame Zaza with a crystal ball in a Gypsy caravan ... | mean, there could be dl sorts
of weird stuff the police bump into and we never get to hear about it. This could be a breakthrough.'

'Weird stuff? | thought you said this was mundane.’

'No, you did. If you want to cdl grotesque, bloody murder mundane, then yes, it is. Except... it just could be
something dse. If | sound hesitant, it's because were not quite ready to believe that thisis ... what it's made out to
tﬁ_l

Harry frowned. Then you'd better tdll me what it's made out to be. Why areyou hdding bed<?

Darcy answered frown for frown, findly glanced away. 'Oh, | don't know,' he answered at last, but his voice was
much quieter now, darker, even a little shaky. 'But maybe - just maybe, you understand -this redly is your sort of
thing, after dl. ..

DEADRECKONING

It dwayshappensat thefull moon, Darcy sad.

‘Whet does? And now Hary wasoLiet, too.

The murders,’ said Darcy. They happen at the full moon. And after each murder a bout of howling, and the bodies of the victims
aefound. .. torn.'

Torn?

Darcy nodoad ‘Ashy ananimdl. A higdog, or maybea—'

—A wdf? The Nearosoope finished it for im, yet coud never have said what had prompted him to cut in. Just that Darcy's mention of
homing, and alig dog, hed seamed to sst something in mation. It could be something hed dreamed. But if <0 it was gore now, ad only its edho left to trouble
him. Taking a deep breath, he tut-tutted; perhaps sgnficatly, hedidnt gin Whet aewetaking bout herg Darcy? A wearenalf?

‘Someone who thinks hesaweaendf, Darcy svugged 'Or warts ws to think it He relaxed a little, feding pleasantly surprised that the
Necroscope had got straight to the heart of the matter. Harry Keogh had always been precocious, of course, but there was a lot
more than that to him. There was his history, too, his knowledge of the darker sded life

'‘And we don't believe in werewolves, right? (Was there a touch of sarcasm in the Necroscope's voice?)

‘We're E-Branch,’ Darcy went on the defensive anyway. 'We can't afford to Smply disregard or disbelieve anything -
not after what we've seen and what we know. But in this case, it's more that weld like—'

'—That you'd like some proof? That you've smply got to know one way or the other? Because if this is the
unthinkable, you can't let it go on?

Again Darcy's shrug, a little nervous but in no way careless. Two years ago we wouldn't have turned a hair. But
since then ... Heletit
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tal df, addf aourse Hary krew why. Far snae then thered bamn the Neorosgpe and evaything thet wert with im Namdly vanpired Upm alime, peode
hedhit bdieved intem dthe.

Buawaendfis. .. somahing dse’ Harywesthoughitfu now, hisgazesaps, less soulful. Ard gaing & Dary: 'Yau sdd you think these mudasae
trewak o "amerewrn thinks hesawerandf." But asyou dso panted aut, thisis EBranch Sowret chyouthink?

Now Dargysfaewes gim, emn gauntHodking. His eyes sty vacant, ssamad to e the peet. It feds like anly yetardsy; heasnvered 1 ean hedy
bdieveit wes-whet, éghtesn months ago? AganHary krewwhet Day westelking ebout: theBodkesu far.

Twasinanmo o it, conntharein Devan) Dagywatan 1 sw. .. ssvwhet becared poar Reer Keen Hell, | westhearewhofaurd him, a whet wes |t
o hm Butyoukrnon,wens& dd mekeyp ar mindsjust whet did thet to hin?'Y dian Bocksu W, mavie Orwesiit thet goobwful dog of his thet Thing



thetwesmoethen just adog? | dont mird admitting, | <ill have nignmeres abaut it, Hary, and | ayppoe | aways will. Wethought wehed Haldey Hose
aotaned HH Howwageanyou be? Y dien excapad, ard hisHoody dog vary nesdy gt aut tool But thet wes anly & theed trefindle Ardwhet Ve bemn
adrgmysdf e smoe is—

— know, theNeaosogpeat imdff agan 'Yaukow hovhed it isto kill s.chthings Y adrewandaing if something - something like thet dogy mavke?-
might heveesgpad before yaunovad infar thekill, befareyou razed Haldey to the ground!

Tredha nodded thendrerged hismind ard sdd, Wl nat redly. Wewerefaiy well sdidfied thetwereiled doan evaything thet aouid berelled coan But
the Dragosni thing, thenthe Bodkssufar and dl - thewhdedrendf everts- sssmad desigred tomdelsanae et weegpasaatt theanly differart thingsin
aedtion Weeaesded theadn, yes but far whitetheresHadk, ard far good therehesobeevil. Welkeaw thet, df courss but wewearatt anae d the differant
bencsd evil. | memwedidnt krow just how dak they codd gt

‘Sorow thet yaukrow, whet coyauthink? Abaut this o-called wearendf, | men!

Raordly?Itslikel sad | think; | hope thet hesamen- but anly amen A luretic, dfeted by themomatitsfull, trying tomude assmary pdicamen ashe
anbdaethsy gghim'

But why pdicama?Why doud a"weaendf dsaimingte in thet wey?When his ood ad the nom ae up, sy avidim isavidin? Tret is if aur
udadandng o the"legend’ of thebeedt isaomedt!

But thetswhy | think itsamen’ Day nodded ‘Itsaned my reesns & leedt; | menquite goat fram logicand commorsaee tdling e itsamat Thisis
SMETrew ressrsad dsiminates scmerewhokronstre pdicewill hurtimcdoan Soif rermugt kill, who better
to take out than the ones who are looking for him, threatening him?

Harry found himsdf interested, and no longer just because it was something to kegp im oocoupied. For o d men the
Necroscope hed experience of the strange things of the world, and knew that some of them shouldn't be dlowed to continue

Findly: 'Okay, I'm convinced,' he said. 'Convinced that something nesds sorting out, anyway. So how about the detalls?

'We don't have any,' Darcy shook his head. 'Just a set of utterly senseless murders. On the one hand a couple of police officers
aready down in the ground, and a third in the morgue waiting to go. And on the other hand their friends, 'Colleagues and families
mourning them, grief-stricken. And dead-centre, a yawning great gap cdled "motive" and "evidence”. | mean, it's an old cliche, |
know, Harry, but this time it's dso afact: we just don't have aclue!

‘Butwedo havesomenhareto sat, said theNecrosoope, grimly.

Andinfatt hehed threesomenheres. ...

Sometimes | can take it, Jm Banks told Harry. / tend to deep a lot, like I'm emotionally exhausted, you know? But it's when I'm
‘awake' that it's rough. They try to comfort me ... | have that at least. But even so, it's hard. Oh, | know | had a long way to go
and a tough road ahead. My life wasn't easy, and it wasn't about to get any easier, but it was a life!

Banks had been one hard copper; the Necroscope could sense the sob behind his unbodied voice, but Banks never once let it
break through to the surface. Harry supposed held done most of his crying and cursing earlier on, when finally the dead - and his
situation - had got through to him. The 'they' he had mentioned were the teeming dead, of course, the Great Magjority of mankind
who were there before him, 'laid to rest' in the cold, cold earth, or gone up in smoke into the sky.

Banks was of the former variety: buried in a north-London cemetery under a marker that gave his name, dates and a motto, and a
sad farewell from his family. The motto was in Latin and said, Exemplo Ducemus. Harry wondered about that.

| was an MP, a Military Policeman, for twelve years, Banks explained. SB: Secial Investigation Branch. That's the Corps motto,
Exemplo Ducemus: By Example We Lead. Now, in this place, I'm just another follower -following all the poor bastards who beat
meto it! Maybe | should have stuck to a simple Requiescat in Pace, eh?

Exog, s Hary knewwell enough, the deed dontt rest dl thet essy but find ways to oocupy ther incorporel minds Jm Barksswiay would be
to kegp on doing whet hed doreinlife A oop, curently he might eesily be investigating his own murds, if anly in his incorpored mind. He
would be investigating it, certainly - or at least trying to think it through - but just like his cdlleegues in the wald o the living he
didnt
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have much to go on. Only the fact that he'd been very close to something. Too close by far.

‘Butyoull tdl measmuch asyou know?

Not much to tell, Harry. A month ago | was the detective in charge of investigating a ring of car thieves. | got as
far as a pub in the East End one night, and that wes where ny lead petered out. But after thet until he got me, whoever he is|
don't know, it was. .. weird! / had this fedling I'd been mede, thet someone had cottoned onto me Yt | hed no resson to fedl like
that! | hadn't even known | was that close to anything!

Scanning the ranks of old headstones, some leaning, Harry looked around. His gaze followed the tracks of wandering, white
gravel pathways between dreary rows of markers, to ahigh stone boundary wall. Beyond the wall, a distant hill stood silhouetted
againg the smoky evening sky, where lights were just beginning to come on in a clump of darkly-huddled houses. The cemetery
was located in a quiet backwater; well in keeping, distant traffic sounds hung faint as ghosts on the greasy air. It was a late
February night, damp and miserable as only London ever gets to be. On the other hand, Harry had to admit that it was peaceful
here. Well, to anyone d<e. . .

But there was pain in the earth, the Necroscope knew, and in some of its inhabitants. Banks was one of them, and aready
Harry had made up his mind that Jm Banks must be avenged. For only the teeming dead -and the one man privileged to talk to
them - knew how truly precious was life, and how terrible the act of stedling it away.

Harry's thoughts, except when he shielded them, were just as audible to the dead as his spoken words. Banks had



overheard him, and was quick to point out: This mad bastard didn't smply 'steal it away," Harry! If you mean he was
stealthy, well, yes, there was that in it. But there was a lot more than that. Something strong and fast and furious.
Something that did into my chest like the tinesdf a pitchfork, to puncturemy heart and op it, and ne dead!

‘Do you want to show it to me? The Necroscope knew that it could be easier that way. ‘If you don't want to talk about it you
canjust. .. let it happen. That way | get more of the flavour of it.'

Flavour? Bank's incorporeal voice was suddenly sour. It wasn't ice-cream, Harry.

'Bad choice of words," Harry said, by way of an apology, and he cursed himsdf roundly. But it was okay; Banks would do
anything he could to help bring his killer to justice.

Youwant to fed something of it, right? You warnt to get themood of it?

‘Just the night in question, the start of it,' Harry told him.

He had forgotten for the moment that he was talking to an ex-policeman, but Banks was quick to straighten him out: You'd better
have what led to it, too, he said. And Harry gave anod, which he knew the dead man, long gone into corruption, Six feet deep in his
grave,
would sense. Because | have this feeling it all sprang from that night in the pub where my lead gave out on me. My
lead ended there, yes, but | think that's where he must have picked me up! Looking back on it, | reckon my mistake
was a simple one. The thing is, | wasn't looking for violence, you know? | was hunting car-thieves, not some crazy,
vicious, murdeing bedard! S. .. meybel wesallittle loose with my enquiries

'Y ou gave yourself away?

The Necroscope sensed a sigh from the immaterial mind of the man in the grave. Yes, probably . . . No, better than that, | know |
gave mysdlf aney.

How?l memn Im natapdiicamen, Jm If | krowvwiet it wesyou did o fract atterntion to yoursdlf, majkel endupliceteit ad svingalitie adionmy wey!

Tredhawesa aedamed Wht? Youd useyoursdf ashait? Noway, Hamy! JesH | red thetraining, | knewwhet to eqoedt. But | negr eqoeded this sod
Al right, soyaurethe Narasogpe But youvejust adiitted yourerno JavesBand Ardyaure oartainly nat Muhenmed A

'No, but | do have alot of . . . friends? You know what | mean? I'm never adone, Jm, and I'm not above accepting afew tips from
those who went before. Believe me, | can look after myself.'

Really? Well, so could I, or so | thought. Banks had settled down again, but he was bitter and angry . . . with himsdf, not with
Harry. Harry was only the trigger, areminder of what hed been lost, the fact that there was till a decent world up there with some
decent peopleinit a least. Up there beyond the fina darkness, yes. And so:

Okay, thisishowit darted. . .

A nightclub owner's Porsche had been stolen. Banks hadn't felt too bad about the theft because hed known that the owner, one
Geordie King, had alot of previous himsdf; hed been aright old Jack-the-Lad in his time, a gangland hoodlum from the good old
days. That was along time ago, however; now he was a 'businessman’ and 'going straight.'

But, still having contacts in the underworld, Geordie King had done a bit of investigating of his own. What hed managed to turn
up wasn't much, but it was better than nothing. An informant who owed Geordie afavour had told him he should watch out for a
man called Skippy, who could be identified from the spider ‘or something' tattooed on the back of his right hand. A spider with
five legs and a sting. What's more, this Skippy was from 'up north': Geordi€'s old patch in Newcastle, where the 'used car' business
was dl the rage. His thick northern accent would give him away at once - especialy to afellow 'Geordie.'

So King had put it about that he was interested in having a chat with a certain Skippy bloke from up North; various contacts in
the pubs and clubs had kept an eye out for the spider tattoo; soon the reports had
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dated toamein- intefamd aminoulswamingd Sdpy wesarly arermanbe o thegarg ad they weart thesart tomesswith, In aher wads adledt an
yarimrane Gaxde adle it goa thet.

Attresametime honeve, King hed head anthe grgoavine thet Sdpy wesknoan to frequient aloarer nat far fram hisomn Esg Bd dlb

W, deiite KingsdneoLiered hitory heweswll pet hissli-by dete Sohed dengood adviceadframtheeankgt isroseadt. . . but it hechit sopped
him pessing antreinfammeion to the Ad Bill, remdy Jm Barks Itwesarmetter o prindple oto ek Hoorrarog thieves ad dl thet

Whidweshow Barkshed hggpened to dopin antre pubin quetion thet right jus anarthap. ..

‘Butyauhedhttddanyoneaboutyour leed? Hary founditalit odd

Bank's incorporeal shrug. Rivalry. It was my case. Maybe | was out of line, out to prove something - out of touch?
But this is England, not the USA, and there was a time when policemen didn't get killed too often in the line of duty,
you know? And as far as| was concerned, | was still investigating agang o car-thieves Maybe | should have taken a lesf out of
Geordie King's book and stepped a bit nore cawtious

'Youthink therésmoaretoit, then?Morethen just auto theft?

No, | think they're car-thieves, plain and smple. Mainly young and crazy, and probably into drugs, too. And,
fairly obviously, at least one of them doesnt givea kissimy-arse about humen lifed Espedaly thelivesof policemen . . .

Tell me about the night in question,' said Harry.

/thought youwanted to 'see! it?

‘Canwesavethat urtil laa?Like. .. theend?

And dter apauss Mymurder?



'If itsnat too- oh, shit! (For Harry hed dmost sad panful’).

He sensed Banks's grin, however grim. Hey, don't sweat on it, Harry! Let's face it, | don't choose my words any too
carefully either! Then, quiddy sobaing, he continued:

It wes a dwies jab, which goes without saying. | mean, | havent warn a uniform in a long time. Nothing fancy, though,
because this pub had a repasa hit o a rough-house The night wes missrable rain, det and all sorts of shit hammering down
out of the sky. It was a Friday and the bar wes packed with al kinds of sub-humen spedmens | had a rumto warm up and bought
orefor the barrmen, then asked himif Sdppy wesin Good guestion - bed tining!

Abloke jugt three dodls aweay Sraightened up like someone had gabbed him in the back! 1'd already checked him out in the
bar mirror: about twenty-9x ar 0, pale and pimply, white and udly, longjawed, looselipped and shifty-eyed, and a crew-cut like
the bristles on a shaving brush.

Hardly inconspicuous! Put it this way: you wouldn't want your sister dating this one. But his hand stayed wrapped
round a beer on the bar. And that's what settled it.

And it dawned on e "Skippy wes probably a foreshortened verson o a nickname that mugt have sounded a bit over-thetop - a bit too
Hallywood? -for this bloke's Newcastle chums. So they'd cut 'The Scorpion’ down to Skippy.

That's what was on the back of his hand: not a spider but a scorpion. Fvelegs (What, artidic licence?) sretched thar hairy
jantsdoan hisfour fingers and thumb; the beady eyes of the beast were located on his index-and third-finger knuckles,
to make them stand out when he clenched hisfigt; its sting was at the end of a segmented body stretching four inches
along hiswrig.

And some other duif: Sdppy wes in paint- and all-dained overalls Hishands were dirty, and there was fresh paint under his
fingernails. But from the moment | mentioned his name he'd been looking at me - glaring at me-inthemirror. Suddenly the
hand disappeared, and Sdppy with it. Hewes out of there

W, like | said, the bar was crowded; | couldn't really take off after him like Kojak. (One, it would give me away
completely. Two, the bloke wasyoung and fagt - probably a Sght fagter than me- and hewould know where he was going. Three,
| was sure he'd have some previous; | could find out all about him from police records in Newcastle or New Scotland
Yard). So... | had another drink, hung about for fifteen minutes or so, finally went back out into that lousy night.

And | think that was my second mistake. | should have got straight out d there S these new gangs are more audadious
than thedd aond. In Geordie King's day ifaperp thought the filth had loded-on, hed head for the hills and keep right on going.
But nowadays . . . I'd made him, so he would mekene

AsBarkspaused Hary tumed yp his adlar ageingt as.cen soual of windand dlizze It hed aooued to him thet if anyareshaud ssehim sitting heeanthis
debadtdking to himedf, theyd thirk rewesout of hismirdad praoebly cal thepdice

/antrepdicg Barksrarindsd Him, with an entirdy immetaid, totaly humoudess grin thet Hary sensed rather then saw. Ard yau probably are out of
your nind! Why didn't you cometo ssenrein daylight?

'‘Because | wanted to get on with this,' the Necroscope answered. 'Seg, I've got problems of my own, and this should
help me to forget about them For awhile anyway.!

So talking to dead people is therapeutic, isit? . .. But in the next moment, in afar more conciliatory tone: What sort
of problems are we talking about, Harry? Bad ones?

‘Nat desperate’ Hary told him Nat as bed asbeing dead, anyway! Even though thet last thought wasfull of his usud compesson, ill it
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might sound flippant; and so Harry kept it to himsdlf. And: 'Go on with what you were telling me' he said.

Whenl lett the pub | had atail, Banksweat on. / wagnit are about it then, but! amnow. | mean, I've hed lats of time to think things out, you
know? And that weswhen it all darted to goward onre ltweslike....1 dont know . ... in away it wes pretty mudh like this like talking to
you. It fdt like- how can| eqlain it?- likel wesnt done.... inddd

‘Insde?

Inddemy heed.

'Y ou were talking to someone in your mind?

(Thesheke o an incorpored heed). No, nat talking, ligening! And nat e, someone dse Asif someone - a sranger - wesintherd Stting
there grinning to hinredf, in a comear of my mind, ligening to e think and . . . watching mel That's whet it et like, Harry: 1 jugt knew / wes
bang cdosenved! It wasa feding thet grew onmeframthen until. ... wall, right to the bitter end. Weird, éh?

In his time Harry had come across weirder things; for the moment he would keep those to himsdf, too. But having
listened carefully to dl Banks had told him so far, it struck him that Darcy Clarke was probably right, and on both
counts.

For one: he was aready engrossed with the case, to such an extent he was sure it would divert his mind from the
psychologica pitfals of constantly querying who or what or where he was. And two: it looked like this redly was
something he would have to follow through to the end, a job that only the Necroscope himsdf (but himself, Harry
Keogh's Hf) wes qudified to hende

And the more he listened to Jm Banks - and felt of his shock, his horror - the more convinced he would become. . .

That wes how it darted, and pretty much how it dayed, Banks continued in a while. It wasn't with me all the time, only when | was
actually working onthe case But the doser | gat, the morel wes anare of its presence. Bxogat it wasn't an i, it wes a hinl Someone as red
asyouare, Harry, and asreal asl. .. was.



"You're talking about a telepath,’ Harry told him. 'A mentalist. Someone who can get into a man's mind like that has
got to be—'

—Afigmat d hisoan imegination? Yesh, | know, Banks stopped hm short. Or | thought | did. Bt

'Not. . . necessarily,’ said Harry, thoughtfully. For the Necroscope remembered Boris Dragosani's story: how the
vampire Thibor Fer-enczy, the old Thing in the ground, had invaded his mind in order to sway Dragosani to its will.
Also, he knew the mind-spies of E-Branch were capable of just such mental eavesdropping. Telepathy was red, nat just
anideaout o fantasy or afigment o wild imegingtion Why, hisown thoughts on the subject, on this occasion, were aform of the
selfsame talent; which was something else that Banks overheard, of course.

Sl wesright, he sdinawhile Cdll it by some ather fancy naeif you like, but whet youre doing right now isthe sare sort of thing,

‘Well, not exactly, Harry answered, with a shake of his head. 'As far as| know there are only two of us who can tak
to the dead. The other oneis... my son! The talent seems to have passed down to him from me And panly we ae not
soying on you You know Im here and yaure not obliged to tak to me or even suffer my presence. True telepathy, on the
other hand, is mental communication between the living . . .! And sometimes the undead? Which was a thought he
also kept back; pointless to further complicate matters.

'Also," he went on, 'telepathy doesn't have to be intrusive; it can provide genuine two-way communication. | have
certain friends who mind-spy, yes - for the protection of society, our way of life, just as you through your work
protected those same idedls - but the way these friends of mine describe their skills, they aren't in any way this
sinister thing that you experienced.’

No, because that was intrusive! Banks declared emphatically. And norethan that, it wes also frightening. If it hadn't finished
whenit did, theway it did -1 don't know -1 think | might well have gone arazy. Hahl Indead | wart. ... dead! But t firg, 1 redlly wes darting to
bdieve that | wes suffering fram some sort of persacution conlexd | thought it wes dl in my heed! | meen literdly! It wes only afterwerds
recantly, thet | sw it asssomathing dse

'‘Aswhat, then?

As... addradtion! Barksansvered

'‘Someone was deliberately crowding your mind, in order to distract you from your investigations? Is that what
you're saying?

Like an irritating smokescreen, yes, Banks was convinced. But | fought it, pushed on, kept coming. And since he couldnit
frighten medf, finally he—

—Hekilledyoud!

Yes Bitema treedheweshdped by thistdepathic tridk of his | meen rekrewwhanl wesgaing toanefor im andwherefra Adohebet eto
it..

'So what did you find out about him? This felow with the scorpion tattoo, | mean?

Harry senssd Barkss nod. Asl'd sugpected, he had latsdf previous But all petty suff. Hed donetime up north, plenty fit, all short term But
| dd get something ussul: Skippy was onayear's prabation, but they'd le hmnove down to London to take a jab in his cousin's garage in
the East End. Some sort of codeyed rehahilitation progranme seeif giving hima decent jab would straighten imout. | mean, Jeas Harry!
Thisshifs 'therapy westo do facelifts on gdlen card
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The paint under his fingernails? Harry lifted a querying eyebrow. ‘It was dl coming together for you.'

Tootrd

'So what next?

Next? Havealook ingde that garage, what ds2? It was the battom floor of a condamed nunicipal car park. The upper doreys had bean
mede safe, reduced to a towering metal skeleton, but the ground floor and basemant had bean converted into workshops
ingoection pits paint bays and what have you. All the gearr: your typical auto-repairs garage on a grand scale | figured mogt of the work
would belegitimete, afront for theredl earner: the conversion of stolen cars. But it would have to be a supafast turnaround.
Tearlesf a poch motar, gveit a quick facelift, and dip it out. Ten to twelve hours meximum mogt fit at night, after hours

‘And did you check it out? And isthat what got you . . .?

...No.| didnt have time Jugt thinking about doing it, and getting ready to st the thing up, iswhat gat me killed! Because he, the gang's
-what, mindspy? - wegit about to let it go thet far. Hewas on neall the way, and it happened the night before | would have taken out a
sarchwarran.

'And before you could let anyone elsein onit..." Harry was quiet but couldn't keep a tone of censure - and of
anger, at the waste of Jm Barks- out o hisvoice

Banks accepted it. / was out of line. | just wanted this one for mysdlf, that'sdl. Rvalry, likel tdd you It would have been a
festher inmy cap. But instead - it was something that felt like a pitchfork in my heart!

'‘And that's why there were no clues to your death - wdl, other than the ones you've given me Because you chose
to play it close to your chest?

Right. Banks was downcast. It was in his immaterid voice, and Harry could sense it wasn't just because he'd paid
the ultimate price for his errors. Banks was privy to his thoughts, of course, and at last released a sob that no one in
the world but the Necroscope Harry Keogh could ever hear. You pays your money and takes your chance, Harry. But
the voice in Harry's mind was racked with . . . what, guilt?

‘Jm, don't torture yourself,” Harry told him. 'Y ou didn't do anything wrong.'



And my fanily? My wife and kids? Warethey guilty of something? But il they're paying, Harry. And... and the athers and thair fanilies?
Whet about then? But no, | had to play the loner, ahvaysthe loner. | wouldn't fed o bed if I'd paid for it the same way, on my own. But those
poar guys had to pay for it, too. Because of el

'‘Because of you? | don't see it, Jm. You were only doing your job, and when youd gone someone pidked it up whare youd
|eft off. Yau hed nathing to do with—

—But 1 did! Andnow | ask mysdif over and over again, if theyd hed
the whole story, would it have been different. . .?

The Necroscope shook his head. 'I don't understand. What do you mean, "if they'd had the whole story?' Your
colleagues? But they didn't haveay o it, did they?"

Do the names Sevans and Jakes mean anything to you? The deed men was somehow managing to keep himsdf under a
semblance of control, but his anguish was lying just beneath the surface.

The other victims?

Bankssinoorpored nod. Those two warethe dasest | had to friends on theforce | mean, | hed friends; you understand, but thosetwo were.. .
dose | asked themif theyd like to bein on it when | dased down the biggest auto-theft gang in London. And like afod | told Derek Sevens
whowesdoses o dl, about the garage And dll thetimethet bastard thing wesin my heed, ligening to everything!

Now Harry understood Bankss stored-up grief. Not for himsdf but his friends. And he sensed the dead man's nod of
confirmation. / told them too little too late. Just enough they'd be sure to try to square it for me after .. . after I. ..

But for the moment he couldn't go on. So Harry finished it for him. 'After you'd been murdered?

Yes, (afading sob).

They'd investigate the garage without knowing how dangerous it was, and so put themselves in the firing line?

Yes...God yed

'‘And they wouldn't know a thing about this mentdigt, his telepathic trick, because you yourself hadn't known. You
said it yourself, Jm: that you thought you were going crazy.'

Donit look for excusesfor mg, Harry.

I'm not, because you don't need any. You were only trying to uphold the law, and so were they - and so will I." He was in now,
like it or not. 'Okay, Jm, you've given me enough to go on. A starting point, anyway. But now | need to fed it: your pain, your
anger. | need to fed angry enough to want to put it right. Cdl it incentive, for want of a better word.'

Thenightit heppened? Howitheppanad?Whet | san?

'All of it, yes.'

Give me a moment, Banks told him. And in a little while, in direct contact with the Necroscope's metaphysical mind, he began
to think it through, relive it exactly as he'd experienced it that night.

And Harry waswith him all theway . . .

Banks's place was a stone's throw from Peckham High Street. It was nothing specid: a tal, terraced house with a yard
at the front, a balcony on the firgt floor, asmdl round window spying out from an attic room, and a vegetable patch at
the back, crushed between neighbouring
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gardens. All of the houses in the terrace looked the same, with only dight variations of exterior decor. But the rooms
were big and high-ceilinged, and there was plenty of space for the kids.

No space for Bankss car, though; his garage was one of a dozen in a low, asbestos-roofed block of badly
constructed concrete boxes a the end o the tarace This mede far awdk (or arun when it wes raining) of a hundred yards after
he'd locked up. And when the weather was really bad, as tonight, it pissed him off to have to go rushing into the
house spraying droplets |ike a hosed-down dog.

These were some of the thoughts that occupied his mind as he switched off the motor, snatched his keys from the
ignition, rammed the door open with his elbow and made a dash for the up-and-over garage door. And this was
another:

Fuck it! Why can't | ever remember to take the garage key off the fucking keyring? Now (as usua) held have to
start up the car again to drive insgde! Standing under the lesky garage guttering, he findly fumbled the correct key into
the release handle and turned it - only to discover when he yanked on the handle that he'd locked the damned thing!

But even as warning bells commenced their mental clamour, as suddenly and as sinisterly as that, he was there
again! That ominous presence watching and waiting, his silent snigger grown to a snarl now inthe beck of Bankssmind

God! Banks thought in a moment of panic. / must really be losing it! And: Bastard, bastard, bastard! as he
concentrated on what he was doing, turned the key the other way, and hauled on the handle to swing the door into its
up-and-over position. Inside the garage it was night-dark, cluttered with household junk a the back. And the light
switch .. . wasn't working!

Shit and damnation! But it was okay; the car's headlights would give him dl the light he needed to park up. But. . .
was that movement back there?

A pair of dark figures moving forward, silhouetted against the greater darkness behind them; and Banks frozen to
the spot, transfixed by the utterly unexpected! But in that single moment he put the whole thing together, and the
warning clamour in his mind - and the sniggering -went up several decibels.



The garage door: he always checked twice that he'd locked it. But you could buy these fucking cheap keys in any
hardware store. And the light: he'd replaced that bulb just aweek ago! And that sniggering in his mind: it wasn't in his
mind anymore but ... but right here in front of him! First the sniggering, and then alow warning growl!

Banks unfroze ... but too late. The figures coming toward him out o the darkness of the garage converged with him, festened
onhiml Oreaf them, briefly illumined in the rain-lashed glint of a street lamp, was
Sippy, Baks would svear. But in the ned¢ moment an am wat round his throat, and the scorpion-tattooed hand swept a
glittering knife on high! Then—

'No!" said the second figure. 'He's mine. This piece of. .. filth is mingl' But the voice itsdf was filth - full of bile and
phlegm and hatred -and Banks knew that this was the nameless menta intruder. No longer a bodiless, spying,
sniggering spectre but aliving, breathing reality. And to comoboraeit, coming to imin hismind again, but audibly now:

Your ballsaremine, you sinking cop scumbag)!

Then Skippy's knee in Bankss back, thrusting him forward onto something that ripped him open like a paper bag. Pan!
Unbelievable pain! And the dash, dash, dash of silver-flashing steel as sharp as razors ... the hot surging wetness of Bankss
blood from his face, chest, belly and genitals as he went down. In just a couple of seconds he lost pints of blood. That aone would
suffice to stop him, the shock done: of feding his face torn open to the bone, his belly in ribbons, his manhood shorn from himin a
tearing of upward-swinging scythes!

And the slashes not stopping but continuing to rain down on him where he dumped, then crawled, then collapsed.
But the pain . . . miraculoudy the pain was going away, like a dull ache receding; so that only the tearing of
shuddering but no longer protesting flesh remained to remind him of his murder. Because Banks knew that that was
what it wes TheBEnddf hm withdl hisblood lesking out onto theflaar, torrixwith the rain and the oil-clogged dirt . . .

He lay just inside the garage, looking out. After a while (it might have been hours but could only have been
seconds), his eyes focused one last time on the rain-blurred street lamp. It was either that, a focusing, or the mucus of
his eyes drying on the nerveless eyeballs to sharpen his dying vision. But as his brain prepared to switch off,
someone or thing -a face, anyway - leaned down and looked him in his own torn and bloodied face

But god, that the last thing he would ever see should be that face! It wasn't Skippy; it wasn't human; it wasn't
anything Banks might ever have believed in. But it was as monstrous as the death it had delivered. So that he didn't

just die but went out screaming, however silently.

And asif in mocking answer, the last thing he ever heard seemed to be a distant howling . . .

... Banks was ill doing it, silently screaming - but in the eye of memory now, a scream of rage and frustration as well
as horror - as that rabid wolf visage gradualy faded from his mind, and the drizzle waked its wey indde Hary's adlar, and
Bak's sobbing fram beyond it a fire in the Necroscope's guts that he knew couldn't be extinguished as long as this went
unresolved, unpunished. Until he'd 'seen’ the face of the wolf for himsdlf, Harry had almost
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forgotten what Darcy Clarke had told him: the werewolf theory. Having seen it, his senses were as shocked as the
dead mind's that transmitted the pictures, as stunned as Banks had been on the night of his murder. He couldn't help
but wonder if he would have fared any better. Probably nat, nat then, but he would now. It wes dl amétter of knowing whet you
were up against.

Gathering his composure and his thoughts, he findly said: Two of them, then. Skippy and . . . that, whatever it was!'
His voice was colder than the grave itsdf, so that Jm Banks knew Harry wouldn't let im doan even if his oan life were
fofat

A WA, whet coyau think? Thedesd menwesedeto ek imat ledt. / meen wesl aazy, Harry?Or whet?

'Youre as sane as | am,' Hary told him. And to himsdf: Which right now isn't saying much! '‘But what do you
reckon?

Banks shook dff the lagt remnents of hisown harrar, and answvered, What do | reckon’? Dead reckoning, eh, Harry? But hiswords contained
litlear no humaur. Al right: | think it wesa bloke dressad up asawadf. Seg awdf or big dog goesondl fours but this bloke wes leaning over
me S... why the dsguise? | meen, if I'd sunvived they weare goners anyway. | had already identified Sdppy. S why thet arazy horror
mesk?

‘Work on "crazy," ' Harry told him. 'A lunatic, Jm. Someone influenced by the full moon, who thinks he's a
werewolf.

Really? The single word sounded like a sigh of rdief to the Necroscope. Even dead, Banks was pleased to know
that his mind hednt bean aracking up.

Harry squared his shoulders, tucked his callar in more yet and prepared to leave. '| have some people waiting for
me' he was apologetic. 'But before | go | want to thank you, dm, for what you've told me. It wasn't easy for you, |
know. | mean, | redly do know.'

Its okay, the other told him. Just don't forget to let me know how it turnsout, right? It might meke dl d. . . this a little eeder
to gt usd to.

‘Be sure I'll let you know," Harry told him. 'One way or the other, I'l le youknow..."

Beyond the gates of the cemetery, Darcy Clarke and the locator Ken Layard were waiting in a Branch car. Darcy was



a the whed and Layard sat dumped in the back seat, haf adeep, his mouth lolling open. As the figure of the
Necroscope loomed out of the wreathing mist, Darcy opened the front passenger door for him.

He got in, looked at Darcy, said: "You know, there's redlly no need. Transport is the last thing | require. You could
find alot better things to do with your time!

Darcy gave a shrug and started up the motor. 'Harry, the way we see it you're our most valuable asset. We can't be
sure how or even if it will
work out, but eventualy, if it's feasible, wed like you to take over as Head of Branch. Except, as you know, weve dready lost
two heads in the last two years! So—'

'—So0 you intend to keep your beady eyesonme ... yes, | know.'

Asthey pdledaney franthear, Layad jeked andein thebeds, sad ' Huh—? Ard Oh Aled!

Hary fdt Daty aingedonnin hisset besoehim and tumed hispeefaceto doner & Layadwharethe locator wes dresdy biting his lip. But wheese the
Neaaspemight havesad, Daoy beet hm o it. Ken wareyaujust bom diupid o dossit tekeal ot of pradtios?

.. Layad said, ganding & Dary, then lodking into Hay'sface Firdly hedmuopedad sghed, 1 guess| wesadesp Wt anl /2 Im sy . .. Hany!
Fdloningwhchretried todergethe sugedt. Anyway, how dd thingsgo?l meen ddyouge o . . . welJ, ok tohin?

TreNexospe hedht bemninagood mood o art withy rovhewestt inay sat o nood et dl. 'Yes | ... "wll, gt to goek to imy" ' hemimidked the
aha'shestangy. 1'd rever met Jm Banksin life, butwegat anpretty well. Fumny thing, but faratoid sranger rekrew my rareright fram thewad gd Ard
hed arly hedafev minutes- whichisalat less then éghtean fudking morthe' It wespathgpsunfar o im, bt thet westhewey hefet.

Inany case nathing moewessad until they reeched their seaond dedtinetion. Nathing thet Daroy o Layadwereprivy toanywey ...
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KEENAN GORMLEY,AND OTHERVICTIMS

Banks had been the first man to die; or rather, he'd been the firgt pdiceman to de But on the way to the second graveyard, this
timeinthe Musadl Hill district, as the Necrosoope tried to rdax in the front passenger seat, closed his tired eyes and settled down
into the worn legther upholgary:

Harry? The dead voice was one he would know anywhere, any time: it was that of Sr Keenan Gormley, first Head of
E-Branch. Harry? Harry, my boy! | can't tell you how good it is to know you're alive and well. . . again. Word has
reached me about what you're working on. Yau're the Necrasoope and your thoughts are vary srong; somdimes we can't help
but overhear them. And of course we've been, you know, 'halding aur breeth,' asit were, Snce discovering that you were back in
theland of the living. In fact I've held back - oh, for a long time - from contacting you, for | knew you'd be busy. But
as of now | want you to know that if there's anything we can do .. .?

'Sr Keenan? The Necroscope spoke under his breath, the merest whisper of sound, drowned out by the car's
motor. 'lIt's good to know you're dill around, too.' (What does one say to someone who was aemasd mare then two years
a00?) 1 suppose you know thet Im....what? Not the man | used to be? Conversing with the dead could be complicated.

We know about it, yes, Sr Keenan's incorporeal voice was sorrowful, for Alec Kyle. And also something of your
problems, Harry. Your discomfort? But you know, Alec's case was one in a million.. He was totally logt, to the living
and the dead alike. But without him we wouldn't haveyou. S you ssg your prablemis our blessing. Whare would we eer have
been, what could weear have done, without the Necrosoope?

‘And far thet metter, whet can you do now? Thewey Hary sad t, it waant a thoughtless question. The Greet Mgarity were his friends and
vay important to himy he Sy refared to their inoorpored. condition.

Or rather, their usual condition, without that they were engaged in any ... activity on his behdlf. But aswel as having oatan
conversational difficulties, communication with the teeming dead (much like tdepathy) frequently conveys mare then is adully
sd, and Sr Keenenunderstood that the Necroscope was only showing his customary concem and humility.

Wll, for one thing, we can tell you that the deaths you're currently investigating werent the fird o this meniacs murderd
There have bean a dozen hereiin London, all oocurring near thetimedf the full moon; meybea day or so before, during, or after. But
it must be said that the victims were no great loss to humanity . . . nor of any special benefit to us In fadt, and to be frank
about it, they aremainly of the ariminal damat.

'Gangandars? Hary waan't surprised. There hed dway's bean gang warsin London and there dwayswould be, manly for tanitory. Fom the
Eeet B?

In almog every indance, yes But what a dosemouthed bunch, Harnyd Honour among  thieves and all that rubbish! And of
course there was nothing they could do about their lot anyway. Ah, but that's all changed now that you are on the casdl
Yourethe Neorasoope whichisto say yourenot 'Filth,' not the law! With you, they don't consider themselves informants its



not like 'grassing’” inthe normdl snedf theword.

How good istheir informetion? Harry was esger now. Far thefact wies thet he didnt havealat to goon.

I'm afraid there's not that much | can tell you, the dead man answered. And most of it is conjectural anyway. But
surely anything is beter than nothing?

Hary gareamentd nod Tdl me then hessid, ‘and et mretethejuded it

Trenmudashed dl hgppead duing thelegt threeyeas dl of tremaund thetimed thefull nmom but nat somany thet the pdlice waud necessaily meetre

comadtian thered besnagood many killingsin thet imeframe Indsed thearly thing thet gt revecomedted themlay in their unifamly unsdved gus. .

Inthet, andinthefadt thet theledt threemurdars (priar o those d the pdlice dfficery) hed besn committed by athing bef-men, heif-wdlf, ar by somereinthe

gued sthagetre Whhwadd samioindcaetre thermaniached anly reoently adopted hiswerendf rde This let, honeve, the uiee d thewdf e,

wessomehing thet aher living investigetors aoudhit possly know; anly the vidins hed san thar attadka’s fae The vidins ad row Hary Keagh,
[twesthehanific neture d these lagt three murdas - ther nodls gparand - dag with thoee f dm Barks Sevasad s of coure, thet hed firelly

detad theauthaitiestowhet they row eranealgy categrizad ssasaiesd said killings Thet theearodtieswaethe
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work of alunatic was hardly in question, but 'serid’ killings? Sr Keenan Gormley and the Great Mgjority doubted it.

Harry had been right: the initid series of seemingly unconnected murders had been territoria. A homicidd member
of agang of car-thieves had begun taking out members of encroaching gangs one by one, aimost systematically. But
after awhile, following his first half-dozen killings, maybe held started to enjoy it! Maybe he'd sensed his power, the
advantage that his weird talent gave him, his ability to get into an enemy's mind and pre-empt his every move. A
grudge against the police? Well, maybe. The urge to permanently remove any persistent adversary - very definitely!

An esoteric taent plus a diseased and generally crimind mind, equals gruesome murder. Lycanthropy: not merdly a
concept of fantastic fidion but amenia arecognized and acogpted psychiaric phenomenon. The madman's need to tear his victims
to pieces like awild animd, and his bloodlust a the full of the moon, when the lunar orb tugs at the fluid of his brain
no less insistently than it lures the great oceans. His anguished homing when innermogt pessions ae firdly vented in adts of
furious meyhem!

The madness of a rabid animd, then, in combination with the warped cunning of an habitual crimind. That was
what the Necroscope was up against. And as yet he was gtill no closer to learning the murderer's identity . . .

'So what do you suggest? he asked Sir Keenan Gormley, as the car sped him ever closer to the Muswell Hill cemetery
and his second lidson

'Eh? Darcy Clarke glanced a Harry out of the corner of his eye. 'Did you ssy somehing?

Harry gave adight start, and muttered. 'Er, just talking ... to mysdf." He knew how the espers of E-Branch looked
upon his talent, that even with their knowledge of parapsychology, sill they found it disquieting. Settling deeper into
his seat and switching to a menta mooe hesdd

gr?

And Keenen Gamley dhuddling in hismindt Whet do | suggest? WAL, for onething, if | were you | wouldn't let mysdf dray too far fram thet
orel Darcy Clarke has to be just about the safest man | know - or knew. But quite apart from Darcy's talent, he was
also a good friend. And better to have him as a friend than a foe, Harry, what with that guardian angel of his and
all! You certainly wouldn't want to go up against him in a duel, now would you? S if Darcy warts to keep his ee on you,
don't conrplain about it.

I'll try to remember that, Harry told him. But that's not what | meant. | wasnt talking about Darcy.

No, of course you werernit. But | thought it worth mentioning, thafsall. I'mjust 90 glad to ssethet youire dill with E-Branch. Hefdl dlent for a
momat, mulling thered question over in hisincorpared mind Then:

[think ... (Sr Keman's disambodied vaice was much mare sober, thoughtful now), that | would probably try to fight fire with
fire. For talking to you about Darcy and the Branch brings back to mind same of the ameaing talents you have at your command. Quite
literally, yoursto command. If you <0 desre them

Oh? Harry waited. And shortly:

Your gy gopearsiobesekind aitdepeth, which o far hesgveniman advartage But youhemall the fully dadgpad tlerts of ERrath Swhy
mt gvehimateged hisoan meddne Hamy? Framwhat | kowvdf yau, thefsyaur wey, isit it? Aneefor aneg ard dll thet?

Hanry wesinereted /douduean EBrathidget?

Nowthet youkonwhet youreup againg? Youdbeafod not ol Ard Sr Kesnen eqaaned whet he meart.

Hary thought about itawhileand said, Maybe if that's whet it comes down to. But right now | have to be saying goodoye For shartly 1l
be speaking to Derek Sevans the second o this lunatic's three policemen vidins

But Keenan Gormley had aready drawn back; Harry fet him shrinking away, as from a scowl or a dap. And he fdt
obliged to ask: Is there somathing | should know?

He sensed the other's nod and eventually, hesitantly, his answer: Sometimes . . . some people . . . just aren't ready
for it, Harry. Some people don't get usad to death <0 readily. And sone... wall, they donit get used to it at all, ever. When | found
out you'd be handling this, | tried speaking to Stevens mysdlf, just as I've spoken to others of the victims. in order to
save a little time, you know? (Harry sensed his sigh). I'm sorry, my boy, but. . . Derek Stevens hasn't got used to it



yet.
Harry felt Darcy Clarke's dbow giving him a gentle nudge. Looking up, he saw that the car was a a standtill
outside the Muswell Hill cemetery. And since they were here, it scemed only right that he should give it atry.

W, if you must, | suppose you must, Sr Keenan Gormley told him, his ghostly echo of a voice fading to a distant
whisper in the Necroscope's metaphysical mind. But better you than me, Harry. Far better you than me. ..

From this side of Muswell Hill, the fact that the district was elevated was obvious. Southwards, the nighted streets of
London sprawled like some giant, shimmering cobweb woven on the curve of the world. It had done raining for now,
but in Harry Keogh's fertile imagination the cold glitter of distant street lamps in the moisture-laden ar was the
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refledion of amyriad jevdsdf devanthedaddap drandsdf thegrest weh Ard the vehides aanding an the reeds wae Manma Soida’s dhilden, leaming the
illsd theslkentigirope

But evocaivethough thevidawes it weantt the Nearasaopesreesn for being here Astrepandiraed the graveyad, the conoemed, concarter], eve-ourgeaning
damour of inoopored vaiaess sourding in hismegphysicd mind brougt him bedk don 1o eatth - ard bdaw it 4inamomant. Ther aoncamed damar, yes
Rl d conoan for Sevens They waart talking to Hary (nat ye, far they didnit know heweshae), hut 1o esch ahe, and to Sevars Tiying to tak to him,
ayng/!

Disooveing the desd meris plat wesrt difficuit: it lay deed aartre o the physically sllart but psydhically nasy betdde which as Hary garcedned, gev
loude by themomat. Trelrardrew make, deengavd dripsandfreh flovesprovided dl the cordooration hernesldd Theethingsad Sevass rae, his
CHtes ad hisepiteph,  course

AMandLaw& Of,
—aFgteotel at—
Sruk Doanbythel amess
intheFuraLitof HisDuty.
Sody Missd butAlive
inOurMenies
Angs

Avay sdthing But thebeblding aediLrein itsgaewessactda by fax . . .

[twesjud s Smple as Sr Keen Gamrey hed tried to farawam the dsad couldnt aorsde im Deek Sevens coudnt aarerto tans with his damisg
wouldrt acogt it, west gong o lie il for it Ard desate thet hekeawin hisimeamost beng (or unbeng) thet hewesdeed, il refaught ageingt it ard aied
hishorar o it, until ispat adtheentiregaeyad revabaded with his slat sieking ad hisadfinweant madly abok butacdl in asbaranean ssium
Anasiuminthewad possbesseed thewad thet of themedhose

Anedha?Hany asked df thedeed moeninginther gaves

Driven med by grif, frudration and horror, Necrosoope! ashuddering vaice answvered. For the living arent done in thar capadity for
gid. Weas mourn for the absence df all the loved oneswe Ieft behind,, who donit know that we're still down here . . . and must
never know! Else they'd sit by our graves all day, and their brief sojourn in the land of the living would be wasted
no less than ours in the darkness of death . . .

So taken aback by the sheer soulfullness of it, the doom-fraught feding in the voice, for a little while the Necroscope said
nothing. But then:

Excuse me, Sr, for | don't know you, (Harry respectfully shielded his thoughts from the rest of the cemetery's
dwellers in order to speak to this one done). But | do know that while you are in the ngjarity, ill you are of a minority. a defeatist
anong optimids For whileI've spokentoagreat many dead men, | honestly can't say | ever before heard the . . . condition
or the lot of the teeming dead expressed so mournfully, so hopdesdy asyou eqressit. Bven varpires who have logt nat only life
but undeeth and inortality, too, ssama dedl nore acoepting o their dation than you are of yours! Which isn't so much to put
you down asto inquire. .. well, what is it that's made you this way?

For amoment the other was silent, perhaps shocked. Could this redlly be the Necroscope, whose compassion was
universally acclaimed? Harry sensed the stiffness in the unquiet night, and to his relief felt its gradua easing. Until
eventually: You're right, of course, said the unknown voice, but without its hopeless tremor now, stoic in the modern
sense, yet submissive when faced with the truth. You must forgive me my doubts and my regrets, Harry, my lack of
conviction. Ah, but it comes hard for a preacher to be preached to, for amen o the Faith to discover hiedf faithlesd Madke to disoover it,
and by oneoyoung at that! And yet you're S0 - persuasive! You put it so very well! Perhaps you should have taken the dath
and bem a preacher? Or meybe you'd meke a better philasopher. Have you udied philasophy, Harry?

Some, the Necroscope answered, which was at least in part the truth. O rather, I've played afevword-gamesinmy time And
with eqerts too. | know how to argue, if that's what you mean. He explained no further than that. But on the other
hand, what the dead man had said to him explained a great dedl.

All o hislifethismen hed preached of aGod and allifefter degth. Butnow, in death . . . where was He? Why had He not taken
these souls to His bosom? Neither Necroscope nor preacher could answer that question; but in fact He had claimed
them, or would eventualy. Except Harry had always had his doubts, which this apparent delay in the promised
deliverance only served to exacerbate. The whole truth of the matter was something he was yet to discover, dbeit in
another world, another time.



Harry's thoughts on the preacher's predicament were like spoken words, which the dead man answered. Again you
are right. For if | thought it hard to convince my flock in life, how much harder in death, when the anticipated
resurrection isnot?

Harry nodded. It must be difficult, yes. But you do till tak like a pries.

| still think like one, deep down inside! It's just that now, well, my words seem o futile, so empty. Even to me,
sometimes! And the worst thing is, | can't put a time on it, can't advise them of the hour of their salvation. But
talking to such as you, and feeling your living warmth, |
BrianLumley
78

Nerasrpe T afYeas\dl
79

dbdiee o cursel dd Fo if thereisnathing left but this derkness this purgaiory of sorts thenwhy haveyauaareto raind usdf the peet - if nat to provice
aidaed agaiousfuLre? Far Hewes Heis adHeddl awayste. ..

Godsmessager?Hary didht fed likeone

But you are the preecher was indgtent. You bring light in the eternal darkness, Harry, and hopewhere no hope exiged. Yau.... rekindle the
flare Yes and | think | know what brings you here the soul-destroying aries of this demanted one, taken before histime You are here to
cofort im Tdl ethat Imright?

Nat quite, Hary shook his heed, and knew the other would senseit. /lf can confort im wall and good. But infadt Imbheretto quesionim |
wart to know who killed im o that | can right thewrong.

Revenge? The voice of the preacher was far quieter now.

Aneyefor aneye Hary goMed.

Youcantfinditinyoutoturnthecther chesk?

Sothat thermurderer goesfreetokill again?

[tsnat myway, Harry.

Nor mine not reglly. But I'll dowhat | must.

Andindoing o, loner yoursdf tothekiller'sled?

Tdl that tothedozen or morehe'slowered Six feet under thesod!

| can't give you my blessing, the preacher shook an incorporeal head.

Giverreaooess that'sall | ask Call dff the athers for they're doing no good and croading meout.

It was true, Derek Stevens had them dl in a state. Every single -inhabitant? - of the plaog brought to the brink of whet among
the dead could only pess far nervous adllgese They knew no peece with hiny they  could neither converse nor hear themselves
think for his noise; they flocked to him with gentle words, and the hardest of them with threats but nothing they dd
brought surcesse far he wes inconsoleble To the world outside, the world of the living, the Muswell Hill graveyard would
seem a hallowed place of peace and rest, but to the onesintared hareit was now aBedan

W\, Hary thought to himedlf, Sr Keanan did try to warn g after all. But as he sested himsdf onanearby dab thetumiit fdl off allitle, and
as the teeming dead fdt his presence, they drew back and made way far im Then graduelly, the incorpored bebble tailed of to a
hissdf whisoars, and firdly awdoome slence, asthey wated.

O dmod aslence For down therein the earth, unheard exaet by the dead and the Necroscope Harry Keogh, there was a
sobbing. A heat nat yet mdted in comuption lay broken there asoul with nonhere to flee suffered dl the undesarved gidf of the grave, and a
mird bereft of contrd, cut off from menisfive eathly senses testered on the brirk of totl insanity.

to the eye of memory, fleetingly, the Necroscope pictured an
illugration fran somedd book (patgpstheidead Beddamhed brought it bedk to mind): o amenlyingin afodd. podtion analbed d filthy, vemmininfedsd
draw over braken flagiones with geurt, drodling, hdlloeyed figures ambding o and fra, dlesdy dl aoud Add o thet e dl the praetsad the
pedrgademtretiregsd theGregt Mgaity, adHary couldnt hdpwordaing istet whet it's likefar Dek Severs?

Totheteaming deed theurguardsd thoughis o theNeoospewere pafedly audbe Ardt

Yessd Seassibad and hudded to Hany in hisrind, aughing to imffar hislivingwarmihl

Ary ahe menwaldhevereaaled & ae Tolbeariyasd enin anesmind by acopss it athought to davel upon Buk Hary wes the Nearosoope ad
thededwarehisfriends Heaolid romaedirk fran Sevasin hisgaetenframasidk fied inahogaitd werd And 0 heindindively wiggped the deed
maninhiswamh adlg imleehanitawnhle. .. but bidily, for ssmahingwared imnat o let himsdf sourb o theaha’sinourdedhll.

But as he drew away:

No! Dot got Who are you? Whet are you? A nurss? A doctor? You're aive, | know that, because youre warm | can fedjyowr wermthl
But theothersin this. . . place, they're cold! So tell me, tell me, tell me. . . yauvegat totdl nethe/relying! | have to know that
l...thet I'm.... diiiive! Right & the end it tumed to awll, asobbing dhriek thet sank down asif into the earth franwhich it issued.

'mdive yes' Hary spoke out loud, however quigly now, which wes eeder far im and medke no difference & dl to the Grest Mgarnity. But
this. .. isnt ahospitd, Derek. Im Hany Keogh, the one they ¢l the Necroscope, and sometimes | wish | wasn't. This is one of
those times' Thare was no ather wey to do it. His words ooke vadumes, tdd far more than held said, but even in his ears they
sounded like a betrayd.

Nooooo! The dead man'swall denied it. My parents, wife, family, friends. My whole wooooorld!. . . Gone? But this
time the fina word wesawhiga.

‘Not gone' Harry's face was wet with his own tears, and his voice rang with his own agony. They're gill there, Derek,
everything, everyone. They have accepted what you can't accept. Because they saw, felt, touched you, and knew that they had to
give you up. Their living senses made them to know that yours. . . don't work any more.'

The sobbing had stopped now, and for long moments there was only a stunned, breathless silence. It was as if the dead held



their breath, waiting for Derek Stevens to gather his, arenewa of his crazed raving. The Necroscope sensed it coming, and stopped
it short:
‘| can tell them you're okay now," he said. Y our family, your friends,
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Jm Banks and George Jakes. I'm the only one who can tell them. | can make it easy for them, reassure them, give them
strength to carry on. Even those last two, who like yourself can't carry on, and have accepted it. Or | can say nothing
adl. Or... | cantel them you're like this. But I'd redly hate to do that, and leave them in the same sort of hell, going
medwithwony overyou. .. "

There couldn't be a 'same sort of hell,' not remotely! The dead man answered at last. But now there was that in his
incorporeal voice that hadn't been there before, so that Harry felt like an inquisitor, as if hed issued a threat or
attempted to coerce the other. But you did! Stevens told him, with something of a sneer. You threatened a dead man!
So muchfor the'mergy o the Necrosoope! Andlif that wesa lie, what about the reg of the bull shit they've been fesding me?

At which Harry relaxed a little, and perhaps*even smiled to himsdf through his tears. The word-game he was
playing was going his way at last. And: "You're not crazy, Derek,' he told the other. 'Not if you can till reason as wel
asdl that!

Crazy? The other seemed surprised. Was | supposed to be? His voice was ill bitter, but Harry sensed that he had
definitely turned back from the brink. Mad with grief, sure, (just as the preacher had said). Tortured by frustration,
naturally. But | wasn't crazy. Bull-headed, that's all: a bad loser, and unwilling to give up on a lost cause or
argument. Well, hdl, I'vedwaysbean that wey!

Of course. And how held always been in life was how held be in desth. But even the worst loser must accept the verdict when
he's finally down and out.

Harry felt the soft dghing of the dead, for this was an argument that was definitely going his way now. Except, as the
Necroscope was well aware, it wouldn't go down well if he stuck the boot into an underdog. One should aways leave a bolthole,
90 that the gallant loser may retire with grace. And so:

'Well, and you'll win this one, too, in the end,’ he said, however caadly.

Eh? How's that? (Stevens was 'back on his feet' again, the sob gone from his voice forever. It was the prospect of winning when
dl had seemed lost. But how could everything be lost when he was still here, still fighting?) What? | can il win?

‘Can and will," Harry assured him. 'Because in the end . . . why, well dl be in the same hole! Everyone, eventualy.'

What? (Wonderingly).

'‘Death isahdl of along time,' Harry explained. 'Y ou've lost nothing, Derek. Or a worst, your situation isa temporary one. But
everything and everyone you've said goodbye to, you'll be saying hdllo to in some distant future. Except by then, why, you may
not want to!"

Not want to? (Astonishment!) / won't want to be reunited with—

'—Youll get old, Derek, and so will they. Youll be old in the ways of degth, and them dd in the physcd ssnse Which is
something you warnit have to suffer. They'll have new friends and be ... different. And so will you. But who knows, who
can say? Maybe they'll be like you, as rebellious as you have been, and need you to show them the way when findly
... findly they get here. Just as the dead will show you the way, if youll let them.'

[ canhavenewfriends?

'Even old ones! Jm Banks isn't that far away. You should be able to tak to him, if you'l just reach out.'

Havel been. .. sdfish?

'No, just scared. And you scared the dead, too, because now and then they lose someone like you. Now and then,
someone will retreat so far into his misery that he's permanently lost. They thought you were going that way, too,
Derek.

And so they calledyouin . . .

Harry shook his head. 'l didn't come to help you, but to ask for your help! Just as Jm Banks has helped me, and
George Jakes too, | hope.'

Jim, George, and me. . . Now the dead man knew what it was dl about, what it had to be about, and Harry fdt his
excitement. Now that really would beaway to finish afight, right? To hit back franthe gravel So what do you wartt to know?

Harry told him, and what little there was he got: from a seat in the front row, as usual. . .

Afterwards, when the Necroscope had said goodbye to Derek Stevens and was leaving the cemetery:

Harry, said the preacher, that was just. . . marvellous! And you really do know howto argue, dorit you?

Told you so,' said Harry. 'But in fact | had an advantage over you. | knew something you couldn't know.'

ar

It was something | saw written on his gravestone, something that had been put there by people who knew Derek
better than either one of us. It said he was "a fighter to the last." Except, as weve seen, the fight isn't over yet..."

The Necroscope had to make one more visit. And this time it was a venue and a mesting that he wasn't looking
forward to at dl: the police mortuary in Fulham, where George Jakes lay gutted on a slab waiting for him. For it's one
thing to talk to the dead, but something else to converse with a mangled mess that smply isn't recognizable any more



and smédlls of the blood, guts, and shit that used to lie under the skin!
Harry steeled himsdf to it, however, and on the way told his esper friends what Derek Stevens had told him:
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‘Less than Banks, I'm afraid. When Banks was hit, Stevens didn't automaticdly tie it in to what Banks had been
investigating. Banks had been onto a gang of car-thieves, yes, but he had been killed by some maniac who was
perhaps responsible for awhole string of previous murders. Maybe Banks had been doing some work on those, too?
The only thing Stevens was certain of was that Banks had alead on this East End garage. And he knew it was a job he
had been keen to finish. So Stevens waited and watched, and got together and made plans with George Jakes. And
because Stevens and Jakes had had close friendships with Banks, the investigation of Banks's murder was passed to
another, more 'impartid' team. Not that there was any red impartiality; a policeman had been murdered, and the police
are clannish about that kind of thing. Anyway, Stevens and Jakes were out of it.

‘But if there was some connection between Banks's murder and his theory about the garage and his auto-theft case,
Stevens reckoned busnesswould fdl df akit now; the gang waould kesp alow prdfile until they saw which way the wind blew. In
which case it would be pointless to raid the garage right now, for the place would be "clean."

'‘And in fact, over the next three weeks to a month, there was a noticeable fal-off in reported car-theft. But that could
be coincidental, and Stevens Hill couldn't tie Bankss murder to the suspect garage. In a morth, however, the moon hed
wanad and waxed anew; toward the end of thet pariod the inddence of vehide theft hed risen egain; the teking of a couple of Porsches
clinched it, and araid on the garage was on ... and themoonwasneaingitsful.

'Meanwhile, Stevens and Jakes had looked the place over. A run-down, multi-storey ex-municipa car park, the
garage was huge and decrepit, a concrete skeleton. Upstairs it was a gutted ruin; only the ground floor and basement
were dill vigble, and housed the garage proper. Access, however, was by no means easy. There were no windows on
the ground floor and one of the two old entrance/exits had been blocked off. The remaining entranceway onto the
disused ramps was controlled by a manned barrier and a motorized, steel-ribbed, retractable overhead door. There was
no natural light in the work areas, only eectrical, and the only visitors dlowed inside were clients whose vehicles were
in process of repair. A search-warrant was vitd.

‘But in the course of looking the place over, Stevens and Jakes had experienced the same kind of invasion suffered
by dJm Banks. something, or one, had got into their minds! But a fedling so "strange, unnatural, weird, that neither one
of them more than mentioned it to the other! Maybe they suspected they might be cracking up a little -certainly
Stevens fdt shaky about it - but neither one of them made too much of it, not to his partner, anyway. In fact Derek
Stevens put it down to an attack of nerves, and to the loss of Jm Banks. But I've

spoken to both of them now, and | know that their symptoms were exactly the same.

This wolf-thing, a sdlf-designated lycanthrope, was into their minds. Maybe hed been aderted by their giving the garage the
once-or twice-over in preparation for their raid. Whatever, it never got that far . . .

'Five nights ago, a day before the full moon, Stevens was driving home from work on wet roads through a thin drizzle. He
stopped at ared light controlling road-works at a bridge over a railway . . . but the truck following right behind him didn't! The
only warning he got was that Thing in his mind, an obscene chuckle, and a gurgling mental voice that told him: "Kiss your asshole
goodbye, fuckhead!" Followed by a howling, like a madman trying to imitate a wolf.

'Struck in the right-hand rear, his car spun left, smashed through a makeshift "safety" barrier, and fell thirty feet onto eectrified
tracks. . .

Darcy Clarke nodded. 'We read about it in the papers. That would probably have been enough - faling like that and crashing
down on that liverail - but the commuter train that piled into him two minutes later left no doubt. It was a miracle the train wasn't
derailed and there were no other injuries.’

Harry nodded. That was the extent of what Derek Stevens could tell me. And now I'm left with George Jakes. Or rather, with
whatever is left of him!'

‘Harry," Darcy was very quiet, ‘| know you've seen some stuff, but the police have told us that this one is, you know, ugly.
Jakes didn't have any family, so they didn't pretty him up much. He's . . . just as our mad friend left him three nights ago. But the
police are finished with him now and he burns the day after tomorrow. Jakes was a "Green" and that's how he wanted to go,
cremated. He reckoned we're short enough of space asiit is, without filling the ground with dead mest - his words, Harry, not minel
S0 his boss told me, anyway.'

Harry thought about it a moment, and said, 'Y ou're right, Darcy, I've seen some stuff. The Chateau Bronnitsy . . . was full of it!
But thanks for the warning, anyway. | could probably contact Jakes from here, or from my room at E-Branch HQ, but that isn't
my way. See, in my book, respect works both ways: if you want it, you've got to give it. So I'll go to see him anyway.'

Andin alittlewhile they werethere. ..

No two dead people are dike, Harry knew that. Jm Banks had been hard, but not redly. Derek Stevens had been
hard-headed; he hadn't wanted to admit defeat, wasn't nearly ready to quit, even when the chips were dl the way

down. With them, maybe it was like a suit of clothes you wear to impress. They were just people underneath,
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wearing policemen on the outside. Well, and that was them. But George Jakes was something else. George had been
hard hard. And he ill was.

And he was soft, too, in places. Or as soft as his rigor mortis would dlow. But on occasions like this, the
Necroscope was adept at keeping his thoughts to himsdf . ..

Harry and his friends had been taken down into the Unnatural or Suspect Deaths room by a police pathologist in a
white surgica smock -rather, it had started out white, but their guide had just finished an autopsy in another room.
Chatting to them in afriendly enough fashion, he cleaned his hands on the smock as he led the way, then stripped off
his thin rubber gloves to let the trio into the locked, refrigerated morgue. And leaving them, he told them, 'Drop the
key into my room when you're finished." Which was the only thing they actually heard. The rest of his patter had been
drowned out, blurred to amumble by the morbid aura of the place.

Jake and Layad fdlomved quigly behind Hary whare he wert fram diding drawer to drawer, examining labels. But when he
stopped at a drawer marked 'George Jakes they stepped back a little. Darcy admitted to ill being queasy from the
mess in Oxford Street, and Layard didn't want to see stuff just for the sake of seeing it. But if Harry redlly needed them
... ?He shook his head and let them leave, then did open the drawer. And:

What's new, Necroscope? said George Jakes, with a grin of horror on his face that hed wear forever, or a least
until'it rotted off. And before Harry could answer, but in afar quieter mode, as Jakes scanned his visitor's stunned
thoughts: Hey, is it that bad? Funny, 'cos | can't fed a thing! But | can remember it - and how! And seeing it in
Technicolor doext really hdp. S>what say you switch it df now, Necrosoope? | mean, | wias never aone for watching mysdf on Hame
videos, dther, you know what | mean? By which time the humorous touch had disappeared entirely from Jakes's voice.
And Harry redlized that the dead man had beanlooking & himsdf through hiseyes:

He quickly did the drawer shut, groped for a stedl chair to steady himsdlf, sat down heavily in it and said, 'George
... l... What can| say? I'm sorry." It didn't seem much, but what else could he say?

\teSpiXfex\aAWe tacexmg SVA, Yigry coM 99 ssgAs contents They weare printed on his minds eyein dl ther gory detalls But Darcy
hed bean wrong: someone had done something of ajab on the corpse, if only to mieke it bearable. The stitches were . . . less than
cosmetic. Like a slipshod job on a torn hessian sack, Jakes's corpse seemed to have bemn sawn together marly to ke it
together, to stop imfdling open ar even gpat.

Harry deliberately put the picture out of mind - to keep it from Jakess mind - and took a deep breath. Then,
remembering what Jm Banks had told him: 'But at least you didn't fed dl of it, George,' he
said. 'You couldn't possibly have felt al of it.'

/ fdt enough, Jakes answered. More than enough to put me down among the dead men! Obviously he wanted to forget it, but
knew that he couldn't, not for alittle while. So: Let's get on with it, Harry. | know what you want, so let's get started . . .

| had no family, Qakes commenced his story). The only real friends | had, and few of them at that, were on the force. I'd been a cop
man and boy, since | was eighteen until a couple of weeks ago when | turned forty. And much like you, Harry, | was the one who
always got the nasty cases. It just seemed to turn out that way: rapists and murderers and arsonists, pimps, perverts and all the
dime that walks the streets, they all seemed to head my way. Hence my reluctance to make more than a handful of friends, take a
wife and raise a family. Being that close to all of the shit, | didn't like the idea of contaminating others. Or . . . maybe it was a matter
of trust. So many people out there seem bent on making it, even over the bodies of the rest of us, that | wasn't willing to put myself in
the firing line. | mean, 1'd be the best sort of cop | knew how, sure, but I'd get along just fine on my own and not rely on anyone else.
And | did.

And people - even other cops, unless they were close to me - didn't mess with me. | had this reputation; | smoked too many
cigarettes, and drank too much cheap whisky, maybe . . . but | got the job done. Especially if it was a job no one ese wanted. And |
was hard, for despite all my bad habits | kept my body in good nick. It would have to be one rough son of a bitch who put me
down. And it was.. . .

Normally | wouldn't have fallen for it, but these weren't normal times; | was fedling for Derek Sevens. | mean, one day there
were two of us, and the next. . . he was gone! A lousy hit and run traffic accident, of all

if only because He leaves no one to mourn after him when he's gone. | suppose | was hitter, you know? And no way | could tie
Derek's or Jim Banks's deaths together, or connect them to Jim's work on the stolen car rades

But one thing for sure: warrant or no warrant, tomorrow | was into that East End garage. And nothing and no one was going to
stop me! The trouble was, | thought these things while walking the street with my hands in my pockets and my fortieth cigarette
sticking out of a corner of my mouth right there outside the garage, which | was looking at one last time before busting the place.
And of course he was listening to me! | knew he was there, in my head, but figured it was just another symptom of the blues.

Wall, you live and you learn, and then you die.. . .

Before | left the place | saw a van rolling down the exit lane onto the road. There were two guys inside, and the
van was giving out a blast of raw jungle-music, | mean like that calypso stuff that your namesake Harry Belafonte
used to sing, but a hell of a lot wilder. Hey, | never got
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past Bill Haley, Little Richard and Fats Domino, so don't ask me to be specific! But it was Caribbean Idand stuff:
Jamaica or somewhere like that, for are And Dwasthe front seat passange

He was Rasta as they come, greasy dreadlocks and all, and his eyes ware black as his plaited hair where they dared at e
asthevan shat by. Those dark eyes seemed to be saying, "WEl be seein’ ya 'gain, Honky!" And they axreenough dd!

Theguy driving wes younger by three o four years he wes white - wdl, a dirty pale - pimply, sort of loose around the mouth
like some kind of idiot, and wore a crewcut. Yeah, Harry, | know. What do you think, I've been lying here doing
nothing? I've had a word or two with Jim Banks, sure, and this guy would have to be Skippy. But | didn't know that
then. These guys ware what? -Jug a couple df yabs arployed by the garage, asfar as| was concerned. Yesh, a couple of yobs who were
waiting for mein myflat when| gat home

Like | said, if I hadn't been so down | might have sensed it, | might have known something didn't smell right. But
by the time | did smell it, it westoo late

My flat is on the ground floor and the other two tenants, upstairs, always work late S the res of the house wes enaly. It
wes -1 dont know - somathingto-seven by the time | gat hame Outsidg, the sredt lights were already on. But as | turned my key
(which seemed to stick in the lock a little), opened the door, stepped indde and tried to switch onthelights. ..

... Suddenly | knew! But it was already too late.

Therewesalittlelight fromadreet lanp right outddethe main door of the house, which shonein through chinksin my curtained
windows But | hadnt beninthereaninutebeforel knewthey werethere Just afeding, or atageor ardl; thefact that my lightswereonthe
blink; and shadowswherethereshouldn't beany.

| don't know who or what hit me on the head. But the carpet was wet withmy blood when | came to, and a spat behind ny
ear fdt oft. | could only have been down a second or so, but as| stirred and tried to drag mysdlf into a sitting position |
heard this ugly voice say, 'Tough bastard, igit he? in a broad Georde acoant. And another voiog, degp and brown and guttural,
and yet avoiceinny heed, saying:

"Yeagh. But you Il besofter ontheindde, won't ya, boy?

And when | opened iy eyesto catch adinpse o that faog which | knewwent with the voice.. . .

... It was Jim Banks's wolf-face, of course, but the mad eyes staring out of the sockets were black and glinty as
coal, and human . .. and inhuman! Thenlwas kicked over onto my badk, and the thing seated itsdf adride my upper thighs and showed
neitsdaw; fiveargical knives s ina snarf-gove that hewore over hishand!

It was dark in my flat, as I've said; the only light came in through chinks in the curtains fran the drest lanp outside; but it
wean't o dark|
couldn't seethis Sdppy charadter over the arazy man's shoulder; how pele his face looked, and how he couldnit beer to look but mugt turn

Aﬁd then the pain as that Thing ripped into me, and didn't stop ripping. ..

But you're right, Harry, Jakes sighed after awhile, / didn't fed all of it. You can only take so much, you know? And
funny, the last thing | remabe thinking beforel passad out and woke up here wes 'Jeas nyflat's going to look a real mess . .
N

Then hewas quiet aggin, maybe tumingitdl overinhisoavn mind But as the Necroscope was about to say thanks, Jakes said:
Oh, and therés one ather thing. It probably isnit worth mentioning, but 1l let you dedide Therewesthisgrl.

'Girl? Harry repeated him.

Se wes autsde the garage, jut walking up and down the dredt. | saw her there twice, and again on the night. . . that this
happened. He shrugged the last off, was findly done with it. She was a real looker. Tall, dim, slinky, yet natural with
it. Maybe Eurasian? Could be, from the shape of her ees like dnonds and very dightly tilted. And her hair, bouncing on her
shoulders seaming black asjet but grey in its shemn, with the light glanding df it. Se wes the agdess type Harry. | mean, amything from
nineteen to thirty-five. But a looker, oh yes!

He pictured her for the Necroscope, who agreed with him: yes, she was definitely a looker. 'A customer, waiting for her car to
be fixed?

Could be, Jkesshrugged again, and fell lert.

The interview was over . . .
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Vv

RL.STEVENSON JAMIESON,AND HISBROTHER. ..

Bak & EBranch HQit should have beentimeto cdl it aday, ar anight, but Darcy had mentioned some paperwork he must see to



before going home. Likewise Ken Layard; he also had work to attend to. And so they had ridden up together with
Harry in the elevator and accompanied him to his door. Or perhaps the paperwork was just an excuse because they
had sensed that the night wasn't quite over yet where the Necroscope was concamed.

The place was quiet. With the mgority of esper personnel already checked out, the mein comidor might essily be misteken for
any conidor in any better-class London hotel. But the Duty Officer had met the three out of the eevator, and as the
Necroscope entered his room and made to close the door . . . suddenly it seemed he heard someone breathe his name!
Heimmediately boiled over and, stepping back into the corridor, shouted, 'Hey, look! If I'm involved, why not smply
involve me? | mean, don't talk about me, talk to mel What am |, a social leper?

Layard had aready entered his office; but Darcy and the Duty Officer, an esper by the name of John Grieve - a
bespectacled, balding twig of aman in rolled up shirt-sleeves, grey dacks and dippers, with a clipped, precise, military
or 'old-school-ti€' sort of voice that Harry supposed might easily get him type-cast as an Inland Revenue Inspector,
which he was anything but - were standing with their heads almost conspiratorially close together.

'Well? he snapped, as they turned puzzled faces towards him.

'Wel what? Darcy was plainly annoyed. "We weren't talking about you, Harry!'

'Er, but we were about to." John Grieve was less certain and fidgeted with the lobe of his right ear. 'Or if not about
you, about your wife. And you're perfectly correct: | should have included you. But | wanted Darcy's opinion first.'

Now Darcy weslooking & Giievein the same puzded feshion. What? What's going on?

That's what | was trying to tdll you. It's about Brenda' And quickly, before Darcy and the Necroscope could bresk
into a bout of angry questioning: 'We seem to have lost her - and the baby.' In the Necroscope's mind, Grieves dry,
officia, amost emotionless voice seemed to ring like an echo chamber; Darcy's, too. Perhaps it was an irritating effect
of the empty corridor and rooms, he thought, and put it aside if only for the moment. But Brenda and Little Harry,
missing? That was something else!

‘Logt them? he repeated Grieve. 'My wife and child? What do you mean, "lost" them? The phrase seemed too
well-chosen, too find. Harry's tired eyes were wide awake now, unblinking. 'Have they . . . come to any ham? He
grabbed the DO's ebow.

Grieve looked him straight in the eyes and said, 'No, not that we know of. Now, do you want to let go of my am so |
can tak to you in what's left of comfort?

Harry gritted his teeth but released him. And waiting for Grieve to speak, he re-evaluated what he knew of the man.
Grieve had two talents; one of them 'dodgy,' Branch parlance for an as yet undevel oped ESP ahility, and the other very
remarkable and possibly unique. His first gift was that of far-seeing: he was a human crystal bdl. The only trouble was
he had to know exactly where and what he was looking for, otherwise he could see nothing. His talent didn't work at
random but had to be directed: he had to have a definite target.

His second string mede im doubly valugble: It could well prove to be a reflection of his first talent, but occasionally it was a
godsend. Grieve was a telepath, but a mind-reader with a difference. Yet again he had to 'am’ his talent; he could only
read a person's mind when he was talking to him . . . but if he knew the person in question, that included when they
were taking on the telephone! Using John Grieve, there was no need for mechanica scrambler devices. It was one
reason why Darcy used him as frequently as possible in the role of Duty Officer.

But. . . had it been something of Grieve's talent that the Necroscope had experienced just a moment ago? Was it
even possible?

'Yau werent taking about me? Harry fronned and licked his dry lips his mind returning to that peculiar sensation he had felt
when he'd entered his room: the feding that his name had been whispered. And then there was the echo chamber
effect, which was ill present: asif his head were hollow - or as if it were . . . what, occupied? By someone else?
Someone who was spying on his thoughts? 'Were you thinking about me, then? And if so, would | be able to hear
you thinking? Suddenly Brenda and the child had taken a back seat in Harry's order of priorities. Or if not that exactly,
then he'd seen the possibility of a connection with their disappearance and this new
0
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problem. A remote one (he hoped and prayed), but a possibility.

Again Hary gripped Grieve's am, then both of them, as he read the other's negative stare. No, he wouldn't have
been able to hear Grieve thinking about him. And so: "John, | want you to read my mind," he snapped. '‘Go on in there
and see what you can find. See who you can find! Do it now, as quickly as you can.'

Almost ingtinctively Grieve looked, and recoiled a once! He wrenched himsdf free of Harry, took a stumbling step
backwards, said, 'What. . .?

WeI? Hary caught up with imand hdd Him againg thewl of the corridor. "What did you see? (Perhaps not surprisingly, the
echo had vanished now; the vaices o evaryone invalved weae ramakebly dear and ardinary; there was no whispae in the Necrosoopes
mind).

Darcy weslooking wariedy fran Harry to Giieve and bedk agin. Whet on earth .. .? he began to say. But Giieve aut im short witht



Twod you? (Thisto Hary). /A momart ego, two df you. But now, only one. Only . . . you!'

Again Harry released him, and turned tremblingly away. He had been invaded, his mind broken into. Just like Banks,
Stevens, and Jakes before him. For long moments there was an electric tension in the air, unil firglly:

'WEell, is someone going to explain?!' Darcy shouted.

At which Harry took them into his room and listened while Grieve reported the details of Brenda's and Little Harry's
disappearance. Grieve didn't waste any time, but the Necroscope was now sensitive to every second ticking by. And
as he listened to Grieve, he also found himsaf listening to - or for - something in his head. But it didn't return. Or not
yet, anyway.

'She was shopping in Knightsbridge," Grieve started. 'She had the baby with her. We had men on her, of course,
three of the best. The same people who have watched out for her dl the time she's been here, Specid Branch and good
at their job. Not espers but the next best thing.' He shook his head. 'If it were anyone else, 1'd suspect their report was
awhitewash. But not these blokes. They know what they're doing. And if they say she disappeared, she disappeared .

‘But not into the crowd, you understand, though certainly there were plenty of people on the streets. But she took
young Harry into a baby outfitters, and left the minders waiting outside. Where they waited, and waited . . . and finaly
went in to see what was wrong. Well, there was no exit from the rear, but Brenda and the kid—'

'—Were gone,' Harry sounded much calmer now. 'Yes, | get the picture. But what time was this?

'Five-thirty or thereabouts. You two had aready left the H.Q. with Ken Layard. | didn't want to cause a panic or
divert you from what you were doing. There seemed every chance that we would pick Brenda up
agan. | mean, were not looking after her because she's under threat or anything, but mainly because . . . well, because—'

'—Because sometimes she doesn't seem capable of looking after herself? Harry cut in again. 'It's okay, go ahead and say it. She
has problems, | know." And to himsdlf: Problems, Brenda? That's saying the very least!

All those weeks, months of debriefing following the Bodescu case and Harry's subsequent metempsychosis, his rehabitation of
another's body. Indeed his very being, when Brenda had thought him dead. Wouldn't that be enough to ... unnerve anyone? And
gradually, during the course of dl that debriefing, and Harry's rehabilitation, it had become increasingly apparent that Brenda was in
red trouble. But surely that was only to be expected, and might even have been anticipated.

For &fter dl, Brenda had only recently become a mother; she'd gtill been recovering from an uncomfortable confinement and
problematic birth, when for awhile her doctor had thought he might lose her. Add to this the fact of her husband's weird ‘talent,’
that he conversed with dead people, which Brenda had known about and which had preyed on her mind for months - and then the
fact that her infant child seemed possessed of similar or even more frightening powers, so that even among the espers of E-Branch
he was looked upon as something of afreak - and the fact that Harry was now (literally) a different person, one who was Harry,
with al of his past, his memory and mannerisms, but living in a stranger's body; the fact of the absolute terror Brenda had endured
on the night when she came face to face with the monster Yulian Bodescu, whose like she couldn't possibly have imagined even in
her worst nightmares . . .

Little wonder her mind had started to give way under the strain. On top of which she hated London and couldn't possibly return
to Hartle-pool in the north-east; her old flat would be poison to her and full of monstrous memories. For it was there that the
Bodescu creature had attacked her, attempting to destroy both herself and her child!

Thus, as her mental connections with the real world were eroded, Brendas visits to various specialists and psychiatric clinics
had increased. Until now . . . what had happened here? Had she decided that enough was enough? Or was it the work of some
outside agency? Or could it be that the baby himsef. . .?

'‘Anyway," Grieve continued, glad to be off the hook, 'it didn't work out like | thought it would and they're still missing. We have
as many Branch agents on it as we can spare. They're out there in the City right now, doing whatever they can.'

His words drew the Necroscope back to earth. The address of the store? The look on Harry's face was now entirely grim.

Grieve took Darcy and Harry to the Ops Room, punched up a street
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map of London onto the big screen. He showed the Necroscope the exact location of the store.

Harry said, 'Okay, now | have something to do." Then, to John Grieve 'l won't be gone long, but in the meantime
Darcy might like to tell you about the case were on.' And to Darcy: 'l hope this thing with Brenda has nothing to do
with our werewoalf, but ever since we got back here -1 don't know, | can't be sure - but | think 1've been experiencing
the same sort of mental invasion that Banks and the others described.'

'Chrigt!" Darcy gasped as the meaning, or a possible meaning, of what the Necroscope had said sank in. 'But if he
knows you're on to him . . . do you think he'd take hostages?

Harry held up his hands in a helpless gesture, but a moment later gave agrim shake of his head. ‘No, | don't think my
son would let him! Let's hope it's just a coincidence. But one thing for sure, | daren't waste tonight. So while I'm gone
perhaps you'd like to cdl in Trevor Jordan? Better ill, let me have his address and tell him to wait there for me Its
omething Sr Keanen Gamnrley recommendd. . . "

Using several co-ordinates that he knew, the Necroscope went to the store in Knightsbridge where he entered the
premises using the Maobius Continuum. His arrival a once set off the store's darms, but that didn't bother him; in the
event that his plan worked, he wasn't going to be here very long.



In Harry's incorporeal days, before his 'repossession’ of Alec Kyle, he had been able to travel into the past and
‘immateridize there: held been able to manifest a ghostly semblance of himsdf on any bygone event horizon. Now,
embodied and fully corporea once more, this was no longer possible; it would create unthinkable paradoxes and
perhaps even damage the tempora flux itself. He could ill travel in time, but while doing so must never attempt to
leave the Mobius Continuum for the red world.

Transferring back to the Continuum, he found a past-time door and floated for a moment on the threshold, gazing on
time past. This was a sight that never failed to awve him: the myriad blue life-threads of mankind, twisting and twining
in the metaphysical 'vacuum' of a previously conjectural fourth dimension; those neon filaments that might best be
likened to the 'retinal memories of time, the trails of human lives that had travelled here; or if not here, in the mundane
world on the other side of the Mobius Continuum.

And way back there in the past, the blue haze of Man's origins, that supernova of human life, from which these
streamers had hurled themselves into the ever-expanding future. It seemed to Harry that he heard an orchestrated,
sighing Ahhhhhhh sound, like a single, pure note from some other-worldly instrument, or the massed voices of a
magnificent chorus in a sounding cathedral; but in fact he knew that dl
was silence, that it was only the effect of his stunned mind. For if any man were to actualy hear the tumult of the past, that would
be a sound to blast his brain and deafen him forever.

Almost reluctantly, the Necroscope brought himself back to the task in hand. This was the place where his wife and
son had disappeared just afew hours ago. Well, he had his own theories about what had happened to them; and now,
one way or the other, he intended to prove them. And without further ado he launched himsdf down the past
time-stream.

But here a curious and paradoxical thing. Because he had never existed in this particular space-time, Harry had no
past life-thread to follow but must smply let himsdf plummet, and because this region of the past was now his
present, (and even his future!) his true life-line extended behind Hmand ssamed to unwind framhimlike cotton fram abobbin back
to the past-time door. And Harry found the knowledge that he could return to his point of entry via that thread very
reassuring . . .

In alittle while he had reached his destination, arriving at a point in past time where it would be proved eventually
that his son, the infant Harry, had contrived to bring about an amazing, amost unique occurrence. But that was for the
future, not the past!

He knew the life-threads of Brenda and her baby a once; he seemed drawn to them - sucked at by their rush - as
they emerged like bright blue meteors out of the past, and hurtled by him on course for the true future. The one a
mature blue nucleus at the head of atrailing thread, its pathway through dl the aternatives of time, and the other
amdler, but brilliant with new lifel This was them, or their tempora 'echoes after entering the store, but what the
Necroscope desired to discover was their course from here on.

Quickly reversing his direction of travel, Harry followed behind and gained on them; for he had the advantage of
knowing that time is relative, and that in the metaphysical Mobius Continuum will is the single cause that brings
effect. And indeed he willed himsdf to catch up with them, ‘just intime'

Speeding behind them, intent on following wherever young Hary might take his mother, the Necroscope was
witness to an effect that would baffle even him, and continue to do so for a period of seven long years - or 'lost years,
as much of that time would come to seem to him. For Harry had forgotten a very smple fact: that what he could do
with the Continuum, his son could do in spades!

It was smply this: that in the space of a single moment of time Brenda and the infant Harry's life-threads had come
to an abrupt, totally unexpected, apparently violent end! Blinded by the sudden flash of twin bomb-bursts, Harry
closed his eyes and sped on through what must surely be the debris of his family, scattered atoms of light occupying
the 'space’ where they had been. But then, looking back, he saw that their
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temingtion hed ben too condete, too utte; thet infadt nathing remened of them Natin thiswarld, aywey—

—Orrathe, tinthisplass?

Ardso patgsHary aodd befagvenfar bdieving thet hissmnhed Sy mosed hisnahe to sime ahe, e daein e mucirewald and thet he
woddeqaieelitie dfficity infindngtemad gang o them ldte.

But late enbealag ime astheNenosrgpewaLld dsoover soconenauch Ardin hiscaeit migt enbeyesss. ..

Bak a thebeby oufittars thedamswaredill gang of. AsHary pausad thereto gt Hisco-adiretes o thetdgahone dated ringing. Faramomant heignoed
it, trengpreit samethougt. Farwhowaddbetrying to el abey dored thistimed night? Trearswve sssrad doias

Movingothefrat of thesiorg Hary found the dfficg, dek, and tégahong andlifted thelatter framits aade At theaher ed o the ling Day Clake sadt
Hany?

Yes?

‘Good Imdad | caugtyad Lad, dontt goto Travar'spaee | gdketo himanthehaoneardby rovhesanhiswey in B, &, hetddneto tdl youthet he
wouldht - | mean nat undl any droumsiances- ascarpary yauaywheeviayor noced travd. Isthet understood?

Hary ginmed to himedf honeser addly, ard noddid 'Y es undarstood, hessid. At Canyaurechhiminhisca?

Yes



Trentdl imtogoto thisadbressad met methare’ Hepessad inthe adbiess of the Eagt Bd grage /Ard tdl imtokegpalow prdfile!

Hany, isthiswis#? Dagy/scomancareos loud ad dea. Doyauthink you daud kefdloning thisyp?! mean tonight?

"Rraedly nat, but | ddnt datit!

Whetaboutpdlicear EBranchbedu?

Dedintdy nat! 1et Jorden, nobede-up. Infact | wartyoutobedk off!'

Faramomat teewesslass, then Dany eked, Canl hexr damsiinging?

Pty inmoewaysthen ane’ Hary asvered ad put thejhonedoan Ard to himegf: Srans tod Ouisde the sp, vishle traugh e plae dass a
pdiceca hed srethed toahdtt. Its sSrenwesHaing and Huelight ratting A yourg pdicemen areto the wincow, hdd ahard o the pesk o Hisapad
saraltreinaior. Hesw Hary welk aut f thedffios dvark to ane Sdk, begen telking exatedly into his henoset. Hary weved chesily et himy, then welked
inothebak o thesorewnseit wesslill dak, corjuredaMdausdoor ad todk hisdepatture

Lanmenhed imitated theNeoosxopenaetten eouch far aedly. Tieto e tremdbsomeeqdaning - ad egpegdly &t they/d brden into the sare far
rogyaatresn...

Hary tock theMdaiusrauteto the Bt Brd and sepped fram hisdoar ino athin, peneireting dizze thet filled thenight with its misay and tumed the adiies
todearirgje. Tuninguyp hisadla, Hary wakedaguata-mileto therundoan ddria wherethegaappweslocated, and framaneaty dredt lodked the dace
os. Tregaaewes ety muchasHary hed head it desriberd

Itssppatsand ye floarsfameadaconaeie skdeion sx soreyshigh; the ssdionsmeking up the auter sefety wellshed beanknodked aut, <o thet the floars
waelikeve lindsppated angant sed and aonaee tanciians Inslhouatte ageing thenight sky, thedace might beatowaing 20th Catury Soreag
aaresuredig supor's Ziggurat!

Bdaw, & goud led, the rarps & Hary's ed o the meily dadia building hed bean reyoved, the etrance lricked yp But endosed behind an
aght-foat-high bidk well, ameinerenceyad edanced afuther sixty fedt ar 0 beyad theed of the mein drudure Breuing thet hewesnt dosaved, Hary
meckaquidk Mdawsjurpinoteyadiohaealok. ..

...Ardrdreged in doude ik timewrenhedsoovered wardoLeedoars danding goen @ theed o thenein building, emitingaldeze of dentic light ad
thesoundsd humenad medrenizd edivity. Also, theyadwesfull of guelity mators hed ssnahendil f Rasthes einal dld Ohviady thepaodein the
caapwaewaking ovatime and the Nerosge krew whet they waeewarking an Hearly hoped they wouidnt bewarking too late, and thet Treaor idn
wegt gorg otekedl nght getiing hee

Farif theWerendf weean duty, sooner o late hed bebourd to distover Hary lurking aut harg which caud arly resLit in commlicions But Sr Keren
Camley red advissd to fight firewith firg and Hany'sansiver to hisurknonn advarsary's ety wes Trevar Jrdiris Make Joden could Hodk the ather o,
gving the Neoospetheattehenessd Whidhweant to sy thet Hary didht dreedy heveaneche he hed agood mary ecbes ad dap aes & the, but hed
sthroughtheeesd dedmanwhe hewasUp againd.

Hispganwesasndeae

Gainothegaage dek ot smeplaes egre ok rumbasad whet haeyou, gt ot agan and repart the entire gparation to the pdlice TreBrath
aud pessantreinfamretion abaut theaazy wadfen, themurdashed aommitted. Ardif there wearnt eough red, living eidee aaind thet ae. .. make
Hary cald thirk upsame
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other way to settle the score. Maybe even to the point where he'd offer himsdf up ashbeit.

But the law is the law; despite that the Necroscope might occasionally seem scathing of red-tape officiddom, he
wouldn't be playing the part of executioner just for the sake of it. He knew that the murdered men, especially Jm Banks
and the other policemen, wouldn't want it that way. W, not if it could be avoided. But if it couldn't—

—In that case, if there were no other way, then Sr Keenan Gormley's law would apply. Then it would have to be
Hary'sway. An eyefor an eye. ..

Right now, however, deciding that his lone figure was too obvious standing there in the blurry, watered-down light
of the street lamps, Harry made his way to an dley on the far side of the road and stepped into its shadows. No
sooner had he done so than he redlized that he hadn't been aone in what he'd thought was an empty street. Looking
out into the night, he saw afigure, femae, walking in his direction but on the other side of the road, in the lee of the
garage wall.

Despite that she wore flat black shoes, she looked tal and lithe. Her gloves were black, too, as was her trouser-suit.
Her hair was tied back in a pony-tail, and her manner was carefree as she swung a fancy black shopping bag, for dl
the world as if she were just returning from a jaunt to some fashionable outfitters for that specid little item - and to hell
with the rain! Harry couldn't quite make out her features but found himself wishing that he could, for he fet sure she'd
be alooker ... At which he remembered what George Jakes had told him.

Could this be the same girl? She fitted Jakes's picture, definitely. But if so, what would she be doing here now? Some sort of
fancy lookout for the garage? It seemed likely.

But then, catching a glimpse of her dark, slanted amond eyes in a pale, heart-shaped face as the girl reached the
wadl of the maintenance yard and glanced across the street in his direction, the Necroscope drew back into the dley's
shadows.

And as his back met the wadl - at that precise moment of time - a well-known voice spoke suddenly, sharply in his
mind: Harry? Thank goodness I've found youl My boy, you noveofed, it's hard kegping tradk of you! Sr Keenan had spoken to
him at a moment of maximum concentration, when his nerves were a full stretch. So that there in the darkness Harry
gasped and gave an involuntary start. The dead man fet it and said, Oh, and what are you up to now? Why are you 0 juny?



Harry took a chance and glanced quickly round the corner. But the girl. .. was gone? But how? There were no other
aleyways close by, and the street was a long one. Yet from what he could see it was deserted end to end. Even an
Olympic sprinter couldn't have disappeared at that speed! And it wasn't likely she'd gone over that wdl. . . wesit?

WAI? Sr Keanen pressed him. What'sgoing on?

Putting the problem of the girl aside to explain the more important details, Harry whispered: 'So you see, while | was
half-expecting some kind of mental intruder, | wasn't expecting you!' On the other hand, while he engaged in
incorporeal conversation with Keenan Gormley, he wasn't likely to be overheard and intruded upon by any living
mind. Even atelepathic ‘werewolf can't intercept the thoughts of the dead.

Sr Keenan, however, could hear his thoughts well enough, and told him: Harry, you know that normally | wouldn't bother you,
but | believe this to be important. Indeed, | think it's what you've been looking for - the identity of the murderer!

Harry stiffened at once and said, 'l think | already have it. Or if not an actual identity, a description at least. But it
would be good to have confirmation, yes.'

It happened after you visited Banks, Stevens, and Jakes, Sr Keenan told him. Someone came forward.

‘A dead someone?

Oh yes, a victim no less than the others. Yet if possible a worse crime than the others, for this was the murderer's own brother!
The Necroscope sensed what would be the sad shake of Sr Keenan's head. Then: Harry, now I'd like to introduce you to RL.
Sevenson Jamieson, and let him take it from there. . .

Harry had become adept at discerning good from bad amost from the initid 'sound' of a dead voice. And when this
one spoke to him, at first tremuloudly, and then with growing confidence, he knew its owner for a good and honest men

| reckon | was, yeah, the other agreed, but not without a degree of modesty. As best | knew how, anyways. But my brother . . .
wasn't. Like | means, he isn't! You want to hear our story, Necroscope? See, | think things is gone far enough. | has heard you
talking to others bout this thing, and even though | was a ways off and it weren't me you talked to, till | fet how warm you was. So
| know why the dead 'uns love you so. And God knows that should anything happen to you, my name and bones is cursed forever.
W, | don't want that! No way! So ... does you have the time to hear me out, Necroscope?

And of course Harry nodded his confirmation . . .

'l keep it short, (RL. Stevenson began his story). We were born in Haiti, Port-au-Prince. By we | means me and my
brother, A. C. Doyle Jamieson. And before you asks. yes, our Poppy was a hell of a reading manl We had a dder sde,
too, Sdley. OM. W aswe sometines called her, 'oos Wollstonecratt isa mite longrwinded.

[ wesbomin '46 and Arthur Conan carme seven yearslater. S you see hewasy little brather. But out therein the Antilles it wes much the
[are
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asherein Engand, o anywhere dse in the world, | redon: theréls a hdl o a difference in salnyeard Whet | meen is | was brungup
respediful tofolks, just like Shelley before me. But by the time Arthur Conan came along things was changing. For one
thing, Poppy was getting old. He weren't much good at corredting anynore

Ma died when Arthur Conan weshborn, and three yearslater Sdley gat herself married and moved across to Jamaica. Which
left just me, ten years old, Poppy, and A. C. That didn't help a lot neither, 'cos there was no womenfolk to teach A. C.
his manners and put him right when he did wrong, just me and Poppy to do our best at spoiling him . . . which we
did. By then Poppy was really old; A. C. had been his last spurt, S0 to goeak; if you take ny meaning.

About Poppy. He had obeah blood in him; me too, a little, and A. C. a lot! You know the obi, Harry? Shoot, a
‘course you does! Why, this thing you're doing right now is . . . well, it's obeah, right? Black magic! Obi! Those
islands is still full of it, | hear. Whole regimes has risen and fallen on it! But more of it when A. C. and me was kids. It
came with the black faks aut o Africa, you know? The preacher used to say that obi wes bornin sin and bred in ignorance, and
didn't have no place in a God-fearing world. But| awaysfigured hewas nmore afeared of ohi than God!

Exogat, Poppy's obi wes gentle uff, for pratection nore than anything e | mean, Poppy wouldn't a harmed a soul! He wes just happy
with hischarms and love-potions, and never once messed with poisons or dead faks! mean the zomhies Harry, begging your
pardon! Protection, yesh! But Poppy did have somgthing nore than the drple suff, and he couldaused it to make himself a big man.
Why, whole governments have balanced on such as this, in Haiti and the Indies! Yeah! For Poppy had the power to
look into aenamy's mind, and 0 know hiseary nove

Why; it wes even better than that: he Sirply knew it when hecameup against a bad one! This thing of his would kick in; right
away he'd be reading any bed o dangerous thoughts aimed in his direction. And heéd know who was aiming them! Not that it
happened too often, you understand, ‘cos Poppy didn't have no enaries

Therewes gpedal timeswhen Poppy would practise his dai, and the full of the noon wes one o tham We had a little house and garden
shdtered by the diffs in a corner of a shindle bay near Port dePaix on the south coast. We kept a few chickens, a pig or two, and
there was plenty offish in the straits between Haiti and Tortue Idand. What with green stuff out of the woods and the
garden, we didn't do too bedly at dl. But as Poppy got dder and A C. grew up, I'd keep getting this feding thet ny little brother wasnit
stidied. Therewasawhdlewideworld to play in, and our garden by the beach wasn't big enough....

Wed creep on up Poppy at full moon time. He had what he called his ‘obeah house it wesjug awooden shack at theend o
the garden, wharemostly he'd sit on a old rocker and tilt a jug. But sometimes he'd burn



herbs, mutter a spell or two, turn in a circle and scan all around, to 'fed' what was going on in the world. And the
next day we'd have chicken for dinner, 'cos he'd a used a bird in his practice. But if he'd catch us spying on him, my,
how he'd fly into a rage then! Obi was something he didn't want us having nathing to do with! And hed gt me on my own and

sy

"You hesa good aura. Robart, youis chocolate- whichisto sy, yousanatural thing. As a forest is green, and a fish is silver,
you is chocolate. Like a log is brown, and the sky's blue, and the sea’s deep green down under, you is the colour o your
oul, too. But son, | tdl you your brather is dark. And | mean darker than just his skinl But Arthur's young and that can
change - better had, too, else there's no good ending for him! Bxogat | knows| won't behereto look out for im <o | gat to leave
all thet to you. You is his brother, after all." And that was me stuck with it. Not that | minded much, not then . ..

But come the time A. C. was seventeen, | was a full-time working man and didn't have a lot of spare time for him.
Poppy was on his very last legs; in fact, | couldn't see how the Old Boy was still hanging in there!l And my brother. ..
well, he be just a handful!

Tharewes this girl in trouble in Port de Paix (nat that thet meant a hdll of a lot, 'cos she had something of a reputation
anyways), and A.C. was syoking alat of thewrong uff. Also, | suspected hewas big ina gang on thewrong Sdedf the law. And you got
to ramarha, Harry, The Law out there in them days wean't the same as here in England! No sr! Men wes dying for their palitical bdiefs o
jugt disappearing of the face df the earth, which amounted to much the same thing. But worse than these things, | aso figured
AC. was daing some obesh, ar trying to do it, anmyways

| gpoke to Poppybot it, and he said, 'Son, itswhet | feared. The blood will out. Obeah's in my blood, and in you and your
brother's blood, too. Exoapt | knowsthat if A C. gatsit hell useit wrong. But | also knows thet youisthereto block im S long es youris
alive my obeah's gt two ways between you and your brather. Sowherever he goes whatever he does; be there to square it with the Poners
Thet Be | mean, the ponersthet govern obi. Just be there, and Arthur won't have full command of his skills. But son, | fed |
has to tell you this. .. your brother is strong in obeah. | has known it for, oh, many a long year. | reckon it's why |
hangs on: 'cos | know he doesn't come fully into his own till | ispassed on... .

Now Harry, that's a night I'll remember always, 'cos when | was leaving the Old Boy be in his obesh house, | saw a shadow
sneaking away along the garden, and that shadow wes haped like rmy brother ...\, Poppy died afew dayslater, dl curled up like an dd
lesf and dutching hisbelly as if he ate something that didn't agree. | had my suspicions, but God, | couldn't see A.C.
doing that! | just couldn't. . !

A couple years wart by, and Poppy wes right: his abi carme doawn toreand A.C. But as | said before, | got a little and ny
brother got a lot - and al awhat hegat, bad!

BrianLumley
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AC wesningesn ardwerted by TheLaw: Nt for any thing you aoud speafy; mreinly for baing againgt theso-called ‘autharities' If theyd gat imhewesa
goe for arg ad AC kewit. Thet danewesenauch o turm himagainet any kind of genuine authority framthet ime an. Hewerted to smugge hinedlf aut
dthecountry, andhered e cortadstodbiit. All henestkwes pepars whichwearent herd aaebyy to simerewho coud chafew favours sivedh tridsfor
fdks to gt them Ard et peparsfor e too,

Se | mindnypraiseto Payy, thet 1wadd godag with A C wheraa rewat, andweichimwhetasa hedd Hewesny litfle brather, after dl. $
veareto Bgard | aypoevewesillegd imrigrants sneeaur peparswaefded ad dl; anynay, they reer dd catch us Luk- and dossh-warewith Ls
Adthaesala df idand fdk o here yaukon? Tharesawayssomearewho kereedy, willing, ard dideto prated anda ren | aypose | wesloded after
‘aspadelikedmeard AC 'aos. .. 'aosthey fered im

But traudefdlonstraude Harry, andherein UK A C. just aoudhit kesp hisnoseaut of it, sameashedkhame Back gengsardwhet dll, plfering, drugs. ..
hewesjugt abed Iat; hewesinto eayting | waddagvenuypan hmfar aure bt for ny pramise to Pay: Ad | kew thet hed bealat ware if | wearit
theretolkappabdance But it ssared myidi belanoed hisard kgt himaout of troude VA, out of thewaord kind of troude, anynays

Vaudlywefdl goert | redeajda agood ae too, and trarewesagir. . . but revar mird ot thet.

Qengt A Carearaudtonydacs adhed hed toomuchto drink Sd hewerted to talk WAl youkmowhowdrunksrante But theresrading and
rading Mybraher wesloddng atmesort of drangeand bresthing dow ard heawy, Ard yaukinow, Nerosogpe | aouahit hdp bout rerenber thet night when
Rapy tdd meabout thebdlancebemen aur das andhowA C. Dojle Jarmiesn waudrit aneinio his oan while Pagpy wes il dive ard bovean then
there'd berreto deer apeth for im And| ediit | thought "W, lodslike AC s about reedy o dtart sering hisoan paihl’ and | thougt Thishboy werts
nya, too!'

Anwas | ededimwhatwestretraude ardhetddnetheleedsr of anather gargwesalter hisdin But AC. coud anly cacha 'dinee of thisboyesy
rovandthen | meen andossh dinese yaukroa? Likewhen Pagoy ke thet aenemywes alter hinf? But thiswes serious stuff, and AC. needd to kow this
awseaynoe Buthecoudht, ‘acsimy deeshwestloddng hid Ard hed heerd bout thisboyardknoned hewesredl bed S,

W4, likeafod | tdd AC. I'd rénbeckanit, and | dd judt thet. | hednit gvennyda herdy athought snceny talk with Py, but now | concentrated an
dezringtrewayfor AC ltwerant nahing physicd,
intherind | just quit frangiving dff ohi. 1 figure you knowswhet I'mtalking 'bout, Necroscope, 'cos you be like that. Buit. . . oh,
| had bad drearrsfor a couple nights 'til AC. cameto ssenreagain.

And by then itsbeen the time of the full noon, ol tine, and | has seen in the papers how this ather guy is dead and all tore up. And herés ny
brather, AC. Doyle Jamieson, on top df the world, nat like when | lagt saw hin ‘ot judt like before | couldnit bdieve that of im nat of nry
brother. But jud in case | letsimy obi flow again; | s it out of me nat judt to guide but to counter Arthur! And he knows/ doreit, 0 corse
How? 'Cashe picked up onaenary-ne

WA, amonthwert by . . . itwesfull moontimeagain ... and after thet. .. | mean it westhen that. .. Harry; | wes out of it! But don't ask reto
tdl you 'bout it, 'cos| won't. Andyou already had it franthe athers Andit'sbecause you had it fram them thet | knows it were Arthur. See the



way it happened to themishow it happened tore gt eadly. Sintheend | hes to face up to it; but like | always tdls mydf, A C. was ny
brother, after all. ..

"You will know, of course,' Harry told RL. Stevenson Jamieson in a while, 'that the best your brother can expect is to
be put away, probably for the rest of his days? And | do mean the very best he can expect.'

Andthewors?

'He thinks he's awerewolf, R. L., and to my way of thinking he won't be safe even behind bars or in a padded cdl!
But the worgt is death. If he puts up afight. . . well, he just has to lose. Because if he doesn't, other people will. They'll
lose their lives:!'

Hesensed R L. 'snod. / auppose| knowed that, degp down indde Srel did, 'aosif | hadntt, | wouldn't a come toyou. But | figured if he gat
togo, best & your hands Necrosoope

'‘Not if | can help it, R.L.,' Harry shook his head. 'Not now I've spoken to you. But if it comesdown toit. . .

Ml undergand, R L.tddhim AndHarry, if | canbeofanyhdp. . 2

'Well, perhaps you can at that." For out of the blue, the Necroscope had an idea. And: 'How's your obi, RL.?

Eh? (And Harry could almost see the surprised expression on the other's face). Why, it be gone down into the earth
with mel

'Oh, redlly? For Harry knew it wasn't like that; he knew that whatever a man is or does in life, hell usually continue
to be and do afterwards. Why, it could wel be that R.L.'s obeah had helped keep his brother's identity secret even
among the Great Mgjority!

You think s0? RL. obviously hadn't given it any thought. Oh, myl You means | wes dill looking out for AC. even after he
killed me?

It could very well be' Harry told him. 'In away you've kept right on protecting him - or his good name, at least.'

Huh! sadR. L. Hisgood nanme, indesd!
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'Yours, then,' Harry answered. 'And now, well, maybe you can protect me, too.'

Eh? How's that? (Astonishment, thistime!)

Harry explained, and RL. quickly got the picture. He was dead and his obi with him . . .« or maybe not. Through the
Necroscope he could use it again, for the Necroscope! And in doing so deny its use to his brother. 'But only if it
comes down to it, Harry told him—

—And in the next moment gave a massive start! There in the deep black shadows of the dley, he had been so
caught up in his conversation with the deed men that hed falled to hear the ped of soft, furtive fodifdls as they approached him. Too
late he had heard them - &t the same time asahand camedown on his shouldar!

'Harry? Trevor Jordan said, as the Necroscope gasped and lurched away from him. 'Did | startle you?

'Jesus Christ!" Harry whispered, faling back against the wdl. Trevor . .. Trevor, what do you think you're doing!?

'‘What | was told to do,' the other answered with a shrug and looked perplexed. I'm keeping alow profile, what else?

Vi

ANDONEOTHER

Freed of his conversation with R.L., Harry's mind became a possible target again, as did the telepath Trevor Jordan's. For of course
he, too, was an enemy of A.C. Doyle Jamieson. The extra-sensory presence of both of them was too much; their combined
esp-auras - undetectable to the great mass of mundane mankind - radiated out from them into the rainy night in every direction.
One direction would have been more than sufficient: that of the garage across the road.

There came ... anintrusion! Which the Necroscope felt at once. But instead of avoiding it or flinching from it, he answered back
and tried to get into the mind that was getting into his. Trevor Jordan felt it, too, the blunt groping of a strange and strangely gifted
mind, and said: Whe—?

But Harry held up ahand to till Jordan's inquiry, husking, 'Listen in if you want, but be sure not to open your mind to it for
now. I'll let you know when." And:

Huh? The intruder grunted like apig in Harry's mind, no longer a mere whisperer but a sentience surprised that the Necroscope
had recognized his presence and was reacting to it, but not in the way that the intruder had anticipated. Then, because he knew he'd
been discovered:

You . .. again! There could be no mistaking the phlegmy, threatening quality of that voice, or the megadomaniac 'superiority’ of
its owner. Any other man but a telepath born - and a practised one, who had come into contact with deranged minds such as this
before - must surely recoil from the stench, the mental dime of it, like a poison seeping in his mind. A telepath, yes ... or the



Necroscope Harry Keogh. For he had spoken with vampires, and not dl of them dead ones. By comparison -and grictly by
comparison - this mind was almost sweet. But as for the rest of it, the actual contact:
In fact, this mind-to-mind contact with aliving person wasn't unlike
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speaking to the dead. Except Harry wasn't a true telepath; he couldn't 'send’, but only receive incoming information;
any answers he might originate would only be 'heard' by virtue of the other's telepathy - which in this case amounted
to the same thing.

And this time the other - none other but A.C. Doyle Jamieson - had indeed heard the Necroscope's thoughts. But
they were scarcely the thoughts of a frightened man, and definitely not those of one who doubted hisown sanity! Andt

Who are you? (There was anger in that voice now, and perhaps something of uncartainty if not dowrright feer) Whet are you?
Whet thefuck . .. are. .. you!?

I'm the end of the road, Arthur, Harry told him. 'I'm a big dose of your own brand of obeah bouncing right back at
you. 'm a silver bullet heading for your heart. I'm the justice of dl the lives you've taken held back way too long, pent
up, and now about to burst out and enact itsdf on you!' But in Harry's metaphysical mind, irrepressible if not
deliberately expressed, there was one other thought: And I'm the one they call the Necrasoope

A.C. got al of it, but especialy the last bit. And even though he didn't know what a Necroscope was, it sounded
threatening and he didn't likeit. Huh? Necroscope? (The 'scope’ ending had stuck in his mind; finaly made sense to
him, abeit mistakenly). 'Scope’: a spy! A police spy? A raid? Oh, really? A.C. was trying to sneer but in fact he was
panicking now, and far more dangerous for it! Findly he broke and snarled: Well, fuck your ass, bro! His presence
vanished abruptly from Harry's mind.

The seconds ticked by. Then:

Down the street at the other end of the garage, the overhead door began clattering up on itsdlf, its long metd leaves
concertinaing into the housing. It was easily sixty yards away, but in the quiet of the midnight street, even a that
distance Harry and Trevor Jordan could hear hoarse, angry shouting. And as the darkness was suddenly slashed by
headlight beams, a veritable convoy of vehicles came roaring down the exit ramp, one after the other onto the road.
White and blue sparks lit the night where wings hit the walls of the ramp and chassis jarred down onto the shining
tarmec as the cars and vans turned viciously, squeal-ingly into the road, some heading in the one direction and others
coming Haryswey.

He and Jordan ducked down, shrank against the wal of the aley, watched two cars and a van howl by, their drivers
pale-faced where they crouched over their steering wheels. ‘Like a pack of rats deserting a sinking shit!" Jordan said in
Harry's ear. Glancing at him, Harry saw that his eyes were narrowed to dlits and his face creased in concentration. '‘But
the shit who ordered them out of there is till inside!'

'What? Harry frowned. 'You're in contact with him? But | asked you to stay out of it! We're not sure what were
dedling with here!'

'We're dealing with one powerful telepath, that much I'll grant you," Jordan answered. 'Also a frightened one.
Something is interfering with his talent. He's trying to locate you again but something is getting in his way. Not me or
you but - oh, | don't know - something else. And anyway, | didn't deliberately ignore your warning, Harry. But with a
talent as strong as this one.. . . he's hard to avoid.'

'RL. Stevenson,' Harry offered agrim nod. That's what's bothering him most: his brother's obeah. | can dmost fed it
flowing through me!" Which made little or no sense to Jordan; he couldn't get the meaning of it because he was busy
not reading the Necroscope's mind.

But a that precise moment the intruder had chosen to return, and he wesreedingit. Andt

What. . .".? (He issued a dishelieving croak). RL.? But. . . he's dead! Liden, you white fudk, whatever you are ny brather is
deed! Did you get that? Hesdeed! / know 'aos| killed himl For that nretter, so areyou dead, ar good as... and the two you gat out there with
youl

Two? And Hary wonderedt What? Can hefed RL too? Nat just hisobeah but. . . RL. himself?

Who you trying to shit, Fudksoope? Thareain't no 'feding RL. 'cos RL. 'sdead! | mean your two friends out therel Enamies dl threedfyou-
but only three df you S comeand get it, if you got the guts | mean, three againg one.... whet are you waiting for? But revarbe this | gat the
nmonanny s Hisfadng mant laughter weslike thebaking o awild dog

'He's not scared any more,' Jordan hissed. 'He's just mad-angry - and mad as a hatter, too, of course!’

'He's picked up three enemies, but there are only the two of us,' Harry was puzzled. 'If he's also reading RL.'s talent,
that makes him something of a Necroscope in his own right!'

'Whatever he is, he craves blood . . . namely, yours!' Jordan answered. 'But also mine, if I've read him right! We
should stop this right here and now and cdl in the law.'

Cowardly bastards! the thing in Harry's head roared. Fuck you, then. We fight another day! And Harry got a vivid
mental picture of the intruder inside the garage, making for his vehicle. But the Necroscope had been challenged;
worse, he'd been scorned, caled a coward. And deep inside there was ill this fedling that he wasn't at risk. Not the
Harry Keogh he'd used to be, anyway.

Meanwhile, Jordan had locked on again, deliberately this time, and said: There's more than just him in there. He has
afriend with him. Or ... friends?



‘Skippy,' Harry answered, jumping to the wrong conclusion, or one that was only haf-right. They're both in there.
And if they get away this time, who knows when well be able to bring them to book.'
Jordan saw what was coming next, and said, 'Harry, I..."
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‘Areyoucoming? ThreNeoosoopehddatHisars

Jorokn bedked dff. 'Yaur wey/?Nat likgly! [\ve sen indde your heed Hany. | krow allittie of whet your Mddus Garirum is likel 111 go over the wll!
Allorirgrotimefar agumat, heldt thecove o thedley adimeceto un aoosstherced anly peusing to tumand toss somathing bedk It glinted dlueoksted.
Hary caght it a9rmBroaring Snoeyaull ketheefirs, Jrden quiely cled, younrey redlit.!

Reachingthewll, helodked back . . . adsaw thet hewesight, Hary wesrologa tee—

—Buhewesirsdetregaae AdAC Doje ariesnkrew itt Tremedmarsadonidmat weslike triple exdametion maks in the Nearosagpes mind
fdloved by aripded tarar, adabaraged inwady-drected questions Whet?Where? Hov?\Whe?. .. adfirelly arenened flaing of agg. Hiswesarnind
full of monad murds. Ard Hary weshistaget for tonight.

Thaecaredlae phydcd admatd...

Smareswitdad trelignts off; Hary head the switches trip. Ardnow therewes dakness Orly aresrell dedric bulb fifty ar ofed aney inthe midde of
amessvearadeddling, gpeay ligt e dl. Ardit e Secons

Movingdecond

Hary svar ssssd movamat. . . amdd dgett dattared sssomemedumtded over it o kidked it ik Tretwestothe left. But to the right: adithering o
decons jud aflide but enach o bing the shart heirsat thebeck o Hary'sneck et likeacats ush Hiseyesflidkered thiswey ard thet, dancad upnards
Ovwetesd ag/dam d gartries 3 pported rallsardamatonized cathin and aare heawy deirswae ill svinging allittie an thar pulleys Or mavke they/d anly
jug bensd sninging?

ACadSdpy ... adwods?Hary remerbaedwhe Trevar Jrdenhed sad anly anamat ago: He hesalfriend with im ... ar friends? W, greet
Buthovmay o trer? denwesrigt: Sdppy ddnt haetoketrealy ae

Thred ssdavdceframtrelug o rahe fram the meaphysicdl dakness bahind the Nerosrpes e/es Ardheat aekraw its ovrer far RL. Seasn
Jriexn Threegaries Buwhoeaamissisharder to sy Two o themisagaing you, for are Asfor the third . . . Hany sensed the deed maris
shrug.

RL., Hary whispered, ‘youd best be using your dai to damp downyour brother's. | mean, you should save your efforts for that.
Don't wagethamtdkingtome'

Yauisthereto put things right, Necrasoope, and Il dowhatever | canto help you, RL. told him. Don't you be worrying 'bout
my obi. It is working, believe me. And | just read in your mind my own brother boaging how he killed me S 1 wonit be
holding youto no pramises
Harry. Don't beholding off for my sake You goget thet sondfa. ..

Haryse/eswaerovmoeardamad o tredaomd thedace TreshdIsdf caslay invaious Sapesdf repetr, aorverdan ard recondrudion, in twin rons
o baysequipped with ingpadtion pits oveheed hasts advaiousherd todls Jadsand ather wheded medhinesstood ebardored in the aarntrd @ide, ad dreins
cagal esaywhare The gaage hed ben evanLeid in ahuny adwesrow amatrgn Bven to simerewl aoqueinted with the layout, ay dnyt a hegy
maion codd poedagaasio sy teles.

Harywesdhidded by aed themessive 9ed dandhions aypparting the high adlling, hewes loceted just indde arepeir bey, where hed dgped ot f the
Mdaus Cartinuum Sefarty o ofedt to hisleft, thewardhausedoarsthet hekrew qoened antrereintarenceyad . . . hed bendosad By row Joden waud
kedrasd antheaher Sded them and thet meart thet Hary wesanhisoan Ardrekraw thet enif hetodk theMdhiusraute into the yard, ill the tdepeth
wast gang tolet himedlf betrangoorted thet wey. But inany casewhet goodwauldlit do to gt Jrdeningde? Nare it waud anly dacehimin gregter carnge.
Cf course Hary aoud sy wesh hishendsdf trewhdemessard telke himsif ot of here Bt thet wesnt isway.

Ardtretobdewestret heeinthedak adthedanog, hrewesdating to fed noreneaty himedlf; hrewes nore surdy anae d the jeopardy inwhich rehed
Haced hinref, theHary Keschmird if nat theariginel body. Butwhet thehell, itwesdl the same- westt it? It hed row been brougrt fareefully hometo him
thet thisweshim! Ardreredly wesanhisoan. ..

Nat neosssarily, Neorasogpe, e the ner-didant vace df Gaage Jkes casing him to sttt allittle. Harry; use the - whet, Mdaus Cantinuun®? Heswes
exdted, uncataind whet hed heard Hary thinking, By all means useiit, but nat judt to cut and run! You nesd redl back-up, Harry, and it just
might be that I've got the answer. Then, quiddy (indesd, as quiddy asthet), he outlined hisplan. And because George Jkeswesa deed
men, whom only the Necrasoope could heer and pesk to, no ather prying, intruding mind wes privy toiit.

Hany ligened, liked whet he heard, acted uponiit. Theideadf plading an dlly like Jorden in jeoperdy hed been auffidant to gve hm pause, true
but Hary wes no fod; heknew he could use Gaorge Jskes without warrying ebout the consaguences. And this way he would be kegaing his
promise both to R L. Stevenson and to the teaming deed in generd. He made a M obius jump to the police mortuary in Fulham, and
in a mettar of saconds retumed to the Ezet Bd garage

But coming bedk, hewagitdore. ..

/ got him! R.L. was triumphant, hisincorporeal voice greeting the
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Necrasoope even as he sepped fram his doar. You wes right, Harry. My abeah hes come badk to g, drawn badk through you It gves e



gdrength and depletes AC. Helll havea hard timefinding you now. The balance is meintained; you is equals At leest aslong as 1 can had
hm

'My thanks, RL., Harry whispered; but in the empty, echoing garage his words were plainly audible! Almost
immediatdly, there were furtive movements both Ieft and right. . . and overhead?

Harry wasn't much disturbed by the movement on the right, which wasn't so much furtive as deliberate, purposeful.
He knew the sounds he heard were the shuffling scrape of George Jakess feet where he headed off aone on his
mission of vengeance. But Jakes's shape and shadow were grotesgue things, made even more grotesque by the
glowing nucleus of the single dim light bulb, which silhouetted his lumpish figure in a pae aura, and cast his long
freakish shadow on the angular machinery and dangling festoons of chains like that of some nightmarish spider on its
web.

But the movement to the left? The door to the maintenance yard was that way. Had Trevor Jordan somehow
managed to force an entry, or was someone waiting for him to do so there in the darkness? Harry conjured a Mabius door
and jumped to the warehouse doors Sanding inthe near-absol ute darkness, scarcely breathing, he could hear nothing inside.
But outside:

Harry? It was Jordan's tel epathic whisper, the result of a gigantic effort on the part of the telepath. Can you . . . let
mein?

No, Harry thought his denial. Just stay in touch with me. Then, if anything happens gt the hdl away from here and call the
policgl

You've got it, and he sensed the rdief in Jordan's mind. But they had also given themselves, and their situation,
away!

Hey, you. Fuckscope! (In his mind, Harry saw a hulking, menacing outline moving in the mechanica labyrinth of the
garage). / know where you are, shithead. You're locked in and one other mother's locked out. And I'm comring for you,
Fudaoopel Themeniec bayed likeahound, but dl inslence

Trevor, did you get that? Harry spoke out loud through a knothole in a wicket gate set in the main door. 'Can you
pinpoint him?

'Yes,' Jordan's anxious whisper came back. 'He's down in the basement where they keep their personal vehicles. But
he's moving in your direction. He is coming for you, Harry!"

Yes but AC. ignit a Necrosoope, (Hary ket thet thought to himef). And he haan't gat the foggiest idea wht's coming for iml Neither hed
Jrcenkrownit until hesaw it in Hary'smind, ard then herenalled asif dgped intheface Honever, Hary wart an if A C Dojekonswhare | am then it's
praellyagoodideanat tokehere

Going on foot this time, using the repair bays as cover, he made his way back along the central aide into the heart
of the garage. But

half-way back to the single source of dectric light. . . suddenly it was snuffed! There came the soft tinkle of fragile
glass bresking.

Harry froze. Whoever had smashed the light, it wouldn't be George Jakes. Because light or dark it would make no
difference to him. Jakes was governed by ... whatever he was governed by! Love of the Necroscope, mainly; or
Harry's power over the dead, whichever way one chose to think of it. So, it could only have been A.C. or Skippy - or
one other?

Oreather, Jorden tdd him But | can't reed im.... ar he! This ane hes a funy mind. Ive et the like befare: You can't scan tham any too
eadly. They sort of deflect tdlgpathic probes Like mindarog, you know? | don't think itsa conscious thing, but—

| get the idea, Harry cut him off, and made to release the safety on his 9mm Browning. But even as he did so, chains rattled
amost directly overhead!

The Necroscope's gaze jerked upwards. He saw eyes glaring down on him from the gloom of the gantry walkway. And diding
down the greasy chains, alithe, black-clad mae figure kicked the gun from his hand, not only disarming him but numbing his arm at
the same time,

Shocked, caught completely off guard, Harry's thoughts flew in every direction. Fumbling, he made to conjure a Mobius door,
tripped and went sprawling over an open box of tools into a pile of fresh swarf. He felt aleg of his trousers rip, felt his hands
diced as he scrambled to untangle himself. But suddenly the black-clad figure was standing over him, eyes burning in a black
stocking-mask, and adark gash grimacing where the mouth would be. Then the mouth formed words, and snarled:

‘Just one more motherfucking copper who won't come snooping anymore!' A Geordie voice - Skippy - and the Necroscope
could picture the writhing of the scorpion tattoo on his wrist as he drew back his arm for the killing stroke; but no need to imagine
his weapon. Harry could see that well enough: the long ugly curve of a silver-glinting machete!

The blade went up, commenced its arcing sweep forward and down—

—And something struck out of the darkness, making first a vibrating thrum, then the vicious whuuup sound of cleft air! But it
didn't cleave the Necroscope.

The machete flew out of Skippy's hand; his black silhouette was straightened forcefully from its killing, feet-apart stance, jerked
upright and tossed back like a carelessdy discarded puppet. He tugged at something sticking out of his chest, coughed a spray of
black that Harry knew must be red, and went down into darkness without another sound. And stayed down.

A shadow moved sinuously close by. Harry heard a straining sound -like something being stretched under pressure
- and the sharp click asa
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catch engaged. And baing no dranger to croshows heknew whet hed hit Sappy. A momat lae:

The bright beam of a pocket torch shone directly into his eyes. He wesdill tangled in cuiting svaf, and dripped blood wharehe
put upahand to shield his eyes. But before the light snapped off he saw the Broaning lying in the svaf and reeched far it. This
timg before freang himsf, he prepared the gun far firing. As he dd s, he saw the shedow - afarde shape, surdy? and one that hed seen
before? but he couldnit be sure because his eyes were gtill dazzled - dipping away dong the catrd ade

Think graight, cant you! Trevar Jorden sngpped in hismind And asHarry firdlly got to his fedt, in a softer, more anxious tone How bed s
it? Areyou okay?

I'l live, the Necrosoope ansvered, hoping Jorden would heer im But things are getting nesty now and | cantt rightly say what's going on.
Ga back over thewall and call for backup. Let'shave the pdiceinoniit

HQ. hasbemn tradding us Jordan ansvered. / called far back-up the momant you ... whet, wart into shock? | thougtht it wes all over for you,
Harny!

No, nat quite, nat yet, Hary ansivered. Now for Chrigt's sake leaverelbd! | nesd to concertrate

And as Jordan cleared the telepathic ether, so Harry took over. He spoketo RL. Slevenson Jamieson

RL.?1 hope youve gat your ol going full blagt. AC. 'sgoing to be pretty med when hefinds out helslogt a bosom pel!

'Fraid nat, Necrosoope, RL. camebeck & once: Youison your oan My obi meintains the balance, thet's all. But now the balance is dll in
your favour! Andin case you isinterested, | wants you to know we jugt welocomed a dranger into the ranks o the Great Mgjarity. Or we will,
eventually, when he quits fusing and srearing, and if hebeworth it.

Sappy? (Hary sooMed, and knew thet RL. wauld fed the depth of hislcething, theway he shuddered inhis sou). WAL heisnt worth it But
in the moment of speaking, Harry sensed that the shuddering wean't hisdone Theintruder, A.C. Doyle Jamieson, was beck. Exogt
now he was whimpering like a whipped dog where he crouched in Hary'smeigohysicd mind - dmogt asif he ware trying to hide
therd

Ga out of there AC, Hary quidly, cddy tald im ./ dorit want to share your pain with you when findlly you de

Let me show you something, Fuckscope. The other's terror was tranformed on theingtant, replaced by rege and medness Now
he no longer pented his feer but his hetred and bloodugt. Let e show you how it wes for the rest of those badtards who tried to bring the
wearendlf to hed!

But befare he could bagin: Nol' the Necrasoope refusad im paint-hlank. 1've aready seen how it wes AC. | know exedly how it wes S
indead, I'd like to show you something: (A mantid piduredf Skippy,
transfixed by a crossbhow bolt, stopped dead - literdly - in his tracks, and soramed in the bloody svaf where hed fdlen). Bu
because thet didnit ssam enough:

Hary opened Up his magphysicd mind to dsdlay dl the unknoan depths, the gauntly yawning vacuum, the absolute
otherness of the endess Mabius Continuum A.C. saw how Hary wesapat of it, linked toit, and findly sensad the pratematurd dhill of The
Gregt Unknoan aregping inhisbones Then, asthe psydhic ether domy dearedt

WAI? The Necroscope was vary auiet now. And are you dill conring for e, Arthur?

Treansnverwesalo - but ared anguish, of adisessed mantdity frudrated o the breslding pant - thet revebarated in the dakness o the gaagead wart
edharg df inoathrabking slence Ng AC waat aavirg far iy A. Cwestuming

Famsmenheebdon aretrecoughd amaor reved into torured life, thesoreeam o itsébused eging and Hary aygposad thet AC wesheeding aut of
hae Thaewesanly arewey aut, connthedd capak ravpard thraugh the benier. But if the baier waeloneed?

Hary jucbed thecoadretesadmaceahedty junpto thegaragpartrance, juet indde the retradeble doars To his et hesaw the dak tund  atwolae
connrarpto thebesamat; conntherg heedight beamssvaved araticaly, tyresshieked thar dhill pratest astherewing roer aaredossr.

Huniedly, Hary samad thewallsonbath sdesdf theexit far the button contrdlling theovehesd doar, toroavall. Ard it westoo lae to cove thethinty ar
feet to the barie’'stiny cortrd $hedk, snitthanardloner theboam A Csvehidewesdresdy raaing uptreranpframthebesamat! Bt

Dortt sneet it, Neorosoope, sad Gaage kessinaonared vacein hisheed Didhit youheer thelugesounding thedrerge? Trecavdry'sright here Hamy!

Harry looked, and he saw, and even the Necroscope himsdf scarcely believed what he was seeing. But
conversation with the dead dften conveys marethen isacudly said, and Jekes showed imthe whole picture in the time it took for
the battered van to make it up the ramp; or rather, he showed him the picture as it had been just aminuea 0 ago

A C. Doyle Jamieson, tall, burly, decked out in his wolf-mask and wearing his gove wespon, lurching like a drunkard in
the darkness df the basament, pening obsoenities like the medmen he wes as he mede for isvan. The vehicle was parked with its
driver's door to the wall; A.C. yanked opan the front-sesat passenger's door and hurled himedf headfirg indde the cab. But before he
could reach the contrals the nmotor coughed into lifed Someonewesin the driver's seat, hunched over the Seering
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whed, adAC krawit codd anlybearedt hisenamied Sowhy hedhit helben adetoresd hin?

Threarsna wesdovas bt of aoreeA C coddhit kowit: thet anly the Nerosoope, Harry Keooh, eanreed anything o thedsed

Trecbradedastrevendrevalt ino theaatrd adeandthediver gumed thenotar, heeding for tredmsered light thet narked theedt ran Then
treheedligntsHazed anard illunineted afigure ganding deed aheed, afeelefigure with her amand herd raised and painting -ar aining - diredly &t the
c

Thiswesaconated attadk, they were ading in parfedt co-ardination, all of AC. Doyles enaries togethar! Heyelped, dude, turmed and srudk with his
hoed ged dawdl inaermroaret - ruka thefaced thenena thewhed. Ard thefece urdpped itsdlf likeabereng, itsflesh filogaing doanin rips then
uradto gina imwith scarlet gunsard resaed tegh andwa, pusdripping e/ed

ACwoldhaesreaed then, but aoud anly go Urgh, urgh, urghhh!* asthe Thing besdelimlay ek itsgrates ehesd ard gurget



‘Onanoooon,wafrrent Ifssiver bulle e

Butinfad itwesaoshondt ime abat thet aresresing thraugh thewindsresn and relled A C 's sholidar o the pedding of the st whereits
heedjenedin theduminumbedeate. ..

All of this from Jakes's mind as the van reached the top of the ramp and bounded onto the ground-floor level, and
turned left, not right, to go revving up the skeletal ramp to the next floor, and the next, and the one after that. All the
way to the top. And Harry seeing it through Jakes's dead eyes, but hearing it with his own ears even over the
thunder of the varisengine

AC. Doylesdhill, sgonized, meniacd sreaming, asit firelly danvned on him thet amen hed killed was about to kill il Anck

Chers Neorasoopd Jekes aowved in Harry's metgphysical mind, and he aimed the vehicle at the parapet wal dx storeys up.
Thanks for having me in on this. Thisis for Jim Banks and Derek Stevens, but maeinlyifsfor me Thetank o this bucket is ful,
and | awayswanted to go aut thisway: inablaze of gory! Oh and by theway, herésthe faced the ugly fuck who caused all afthis

And he reached over with a dead hand to rip A.C.'s wolf-mask right off his head. Which was at the same time as the
van hit the wal and went through it in a crumbling of rotten mortar and battered concrete, and a shrieking of twisted
metd.

Harry staggered back against the wal in the entrance to the" garage, flopped there with his jaw hanging dack,
looking a A.C. looking at Gaorge Jkes At themed, Hlack, sreaming faoe the daw-hand hdd up to ward off the very sight of the
dead man; dreadlocks flying in the midnight wind as the van's door was shorn from its hinges. The mad eyes amost
bursting from their sockets; the thick, foaming lips, the
torso beginning to float in freefal, but pinned to the backrest by the crossbow bolt whose flight stuck out from
A.C.'s shoulder.

Let'stalk again sometime, Neorosoope, sad Jekes But right now | jut wartt to ssvour thewarnth...

Harry shook himsdlf, had time to straighten up and look out into the street. . . where even now something was crashing down in
the centre of the road. And Jakes was right: the van's tank must have been full to binming

Under a sky dearing of clouds, in which a bloated moon lit the wet-shining streets of London, A.C.'s van hit like a bomb, nose
first, went off like a clap of thunder and blotted out the night with the abrupt brilliance of his funeral pyre. And of George Jakess.

Which was the way one of them had wanted it, at least . . .

Harry shook himsdf again. His numb mind cleared, and he heard . . . police sirens? Of course, and they'd be here in
just afew minutes.

Harry, are you okay? (It was Trevor Jordan, but faint now that the pressure was off).

Yes Harry ansvered. Areyou out of it?

Well out of it, Jordan answered, with amental sigh.

Seeyoulater, Hary toddhim, nodding.

But right now . . . there was something he had to do, had to know.

He had seen the girl outside the garage. Then held seen her inside (but couldn't be sure), when she'd saved his life
And hed seen her athird time, in Jakes's dead mind, so that finaly he was sure! Now he wanted to see her again, find
out who she was, why she was here. Jakes had pictured her a the far end of the basement. To the Necroscope's
knowledge there was no exit down there, and he knew that the maintenance yard doors on this level were locked. She
had got in through those doors but couldn't get out that way. Which left only one escape route. She had to come this
way. And she did.

She came panting, dert, aware of the growing clamour of the sirens. But Harry was waiting for her wel inside the
garage, a the landing where the down-ramp met the ground floor. She came up the ramp at the run, sill carrying her
'shopping bag.' The Necroscope knew what was in it: her crossbow. Sheld shot two bolts to deadly effect and was
probably out of ammunition, else she'd be holding the weapon. But he ill hed the Browning. And hed found the mein switch far
thelights sstback in arecess in the wal & the top of the ramp.

As the girl drew level he threw the switch, stepped into view. She gave asmdl cry of surprise, skidded to a halt and
blinked in the suddenly bright light. ‘'Who .. .? What. . .?

‘Don't be scared,’ Harry told her. 'It's dl over. | just wanted to thank you - for my life!

'Oh, it'syou,' she said, and breathed her relief. 'l ... didn't know
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which one of you to shoot! | was. . . just lucky, | suppose.' her didect was a distinctive, husky, even sexy Edinburghian brogue
that Harry vaguely recalled and recognized from early childhood days in Scotland, and from later visits.

'‘Me too," he grinned, however wryly. 'Very lucky!" And for the first time he felt the stiffness of his drying blood sticking his
torn trousers to his legs.

‘But the one in the stocking-mask,' she continued, 'well, he looked the most likely target.' She licked her lips nervoudy and
glanced this way and that, obviously seeking away out. She had seen the gun in his hand.

‘And the man in the van? Harry was intent now, staring a her. "The passenger? | mean, why didn't you shoot the driver? It
would have made no difference but he wanted to know anyway.

Her eyes went this way and that. 'l ... | saw what looked like abig dog or wolf, sitting in the van, but it was a man in a mask.
He attacked the driver, tore a him. And 1. .. |—



'—you fired at the one who looked the most dangerous,' Harry nodded. 'So ... were you hunting them, or what? He stepped
closer to her but she didn't shrink away. Out in the night the sound of the sirens had grown very loud, and he could fed the girl's
urgency radiating from her.

‘Just one o' them," she replied, her brogue thickening as her anxiety increased. And now she moved closer to Harry. 'Are ye the
police? The way she said police it sounded like 'polis.’

'No," the Necroscope shook his head, and a the same time made up his mind about something. This girl should answer
questions - to the law if not to him - but she had saved his life after dl. 'l was hunting them, too.'

'Well, and we got them, did we no? But now, I've to go . . . She made to brush by him, and cars skidded to a screeching halt
immediately outside the garage, where orange flames lit up the night and black smoke roiled for the moon.

Tel me one thing and I'll help you," he gripped her arm, and she looked at his hand where he held her. 'l promise, I'll get you out
of this.'

'‘Better make it fast, then,' she gasped, as running footsteps clattered on the entrance ramp.

‘Why were you hunting him?

'Why were you? She was drawing back from him, and she was surprisingly strong.

They murdered friends of mine.'

'‘And they placed good friends o' minein ... in jeopardy. But I'm afraid yere too late to get us out o' here!

Harry reached back, threw the master switch, and the entire garage was black as night. Then he conjured a Mobius door, and
swept the girl through it. And: Where to? he asked.

He thoughtswaelikeavadly gonging, aradked and echaing ball: WHAT? . . . WHAT? . . . WHAT?

Shhh! Harry told her. Just cling to me, and tdl me where home is. Where do you want to go?

Sedugtohm just astighly as she coud! And ‘Anywhere aut d herel’ she whispered hoarsely, a whisper that rang like a
shout in the pimd emptiness o the Maobius Continuum.

Hewert toaplace he knaw, exited fram the Continuum, and hdd her upright until she felt the solid ground under her feet and
stopped trembling. Then, gradually opening her eyes. . . she reded for a momat, and aoruptly set dovn—

—Ontheraindick cobdlesof the dley just acrass the roed fram the garage: But the ran wes finished now, and amigt swied anlkdedesp likea
river of whitegdowing nrilk &l dong thedley, lgpping into recessed doorways and swirling fram the Necrasoopels sudden resurgence

Hary didnit wert to answver any more questions right now, but later he might have some for her. ‘Now I've to go,' he told her in
her own brogue How canl find you again?l mesn, if | wanted to. Crif you.. .. wanted meto?

He held out a hand, helped her to her feet. 'I... | just dinna believe what hgppened then!' she gasped. 1 redly dmna bdieve it
Her hands fluttered up and down the length o her thighs, brushed water framthewet seat of her trousers.

veredly gat to go Hary tdld her, moving dff dong the dley away framadrest thet flared red and orangein the roaring firdight

'B.J.'s," she breathed. 'Find me at B.J.'s

'Oh? He looked back from the dark threshold of a recessed warehouse beck entrance and codked his heed questioningly.

‘A wine bar - | mean, mah wine bar - in Edinburgh." Her mouth was hanging open, and her words came out soft as breath.

But Hary redhedenauch d initids ACsad RL s ad BJsindudsd ‘Sowhet dossit dand fa?BJ, | mea?

H?He mauthwes dill goen adlodked ddidous 'Oh mehiniids?Bamie Jsen desdd

Trerareragabdl. Hary rerarieadandd muscd hed ssnanthe TV inhisfiat & Hatlgood - owlongags?Nowrerecdled the title, and thewads o
amtansg

Gohomggoharg

go home with Bonnie Jean.

Gohomegohare—

—Hir... gohorewithBamielen

Wall, maybe . .. but not tonight, Bonnie Jean. 'Just like in Brigadoon!" he said.
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She obviously understood his meaning. For now, accepting the weirdness of things, she closed her mouth, smiled
however wonder-ingly, and said, 'Aye, mah brave laddie, exactly like in Brigadoon. And your name . . .7 But then,
momentarily distracted when a police vehicle with blaring sirens went screeching past the mouth of the aley, she
looked back over her shoulder.

And B.1''s question hung unansivered on the damp night &, for when next she turned to Harry ... dl that remained of him was a
swirl of migt, collapsing like an exorcised ghost on the spot where held been standing . . .

Harry made brief stops in several locations - graveyards, al of them -to report the results of the night's adventure. The
principal details were already known, however, mainly through the efforts of one RL. Stevenson Jamieson. Before
returning to E-Branch H. Q., Harry spoke to RL. himsdlf, and said:

'Well, a proven principle is shown to be working till. I mean, what you ddinlifeyoull continueto do in deeth. And in <o daing,
youll eenthe gratitude of dl the teeming dead. No need to worry about your name being cursed now, R. L.

Youtalking 'bout my obi, Necroscope?

Harry nodded. 'You know | am. For in life, you took care of your brother as best you could - you kept the balance. Now in
desth you'll go right on doing it."

It don't take no effort, Harry, RL. told him. Its a natural thing. 'Specially now that I'm in touch with Poppy again!



See, | didn't like to bother imwith al thisbefore But nowweisall together, 90 to gpeek—

Agan Harry's nod. 'No shame attaches to you or your Poppy, R.L. And like | said, the dead will always be grateful to you for
keeping A.C. in his place. What | mean is, when the teeming dead talk to each other it's voluntary; they don't need to fed anything
like A.C. cregping in their minds!'

COh AC. be no trouble now;, Harry. The werendlf sgonefar good. No more howling, just the whimper of a cold, lost little
puppy. But he'll be okay, oncehelearnshés safein the dark and the quiet.

And: 'Fair enough,' the Necroscope answered. 'Let's leave it at that, then . . .

PART TWO

SFARCHING
FORBRENDA,AND FORHIM3E_F

Despite his severa duty stops, gill Harry beat Trevor Jordan back to E-BranchH. Q. He found the place just s the tdepath hed
advissdt My adtivated under Darcy Cakeand reedy & amomant's natice to bedk imto the hilt ... psychicdly if nat physicdly. In the evert,
and with the assstance of new-found friends; he haoht nesded edrahdlp; o, and right fram the beginning, he hed asked Darcy to kegp out of
it Bethat asit may, the Heed of Branch hed been reedy, willing and adle, and it sid alat far the value the espers placed on Hary.

Eventually the Necroscope was able to complete his report, and in the wee srdl hours he st done with Darcy in the latter's
dffice With his duties behind hm, Hanry & legt found time to inquire &fter Branda and his infart son. Nat thet his conoam wes any less then it
should bg or his attitude in any way casual, but he knew that wherever his wife and child weare it wes unlikdy that they waould
cometoay ham Fordl that Harry X was a babe in arms, held aready displayed his ability to protect his mather fram even the
meet drethregt, and Hay S knew that whatever mundane things the infant wasn't capable of doing for himsdf, Brenda- ar the
Gregt Mgarity - would do for im

Andinanswver tohis ‘Anything...?

‘Nathing, Darcy shodk hisheed warriedy. Nat athing. Evely menwho wasn't on your case has been on the lookout for Brenda
and the beby. Theyvedl drawn blanks Precogs tdepaths hundmen, locators: a dead end - if you'll forgive that expression.
When Brenda first came here, it was Harry X who brought her; we have to assume he's taken her avey agan. Why, ad
whaeto. .. isanybody's guess O course we shall go on searching for them, but right now ..." His shoulders sumped a
little. 'I'm sorry, Harry. Y ou've done so much, given so much o your time and enargy far us and we don't seam adle to do athing for
you'
‘Which means I'll haveto do it for myself,' Harry answered, but
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without bitterness. 'Darcy, you must have known from square one that the main reason | let you talk me into staying
here was for Brenda? Y ou hed dl the contacts, and | hoped the people you brought inwould beddeto do something for her. | knew
she'd be safe here if there were any aftershocks from the work I'd been doing. But that's dl over now.'

Darcy saw what wascoming. Y ouremoving out?

'Lock, stock and barrel. E-Branch isn't for me, Darcy. | was dways a loner, and that's the way | have to be. And after
dl - and as you've often enough said yourself - do | redly want to spend my life opping out mental sewers? | just
can't see mysdf at the beck and cdl of the police, their "pet psychic" who they can cal on to solve every grubby little
murder in the book! Oh, | know it wouldn't be like that, but it would be something like that, and it isn't what I'm cut out
for. So, it looks like it's come sooner than either one of us expected. I'm moving out, yes.'

Whea?

I don't have any ties here. | mean, I'm not bosom buddies with any of the people here, or anything like that. | have
friends here, yes ... | hope you're all my friends. But no one | have to say goodbye to. Except maybe you. So,
goodbye.'

Plainly Darcy didn't know what to say. 'You're our greatest asset - or you were.!'

I'm just aman,’ Harry answered, and meant it. 'And anyway, the Branch has enough going for it.

‘But. . . lock, stock and barrel?

Harry shrugged. That doesn't amount to much. Nothing, in fact. What's in that wardrobe in my room can stay for
now. Maybe I'l pick it up sometime.'



That's not what | meant. No contact?

‘Only if you find my wife and child. But in any case, I'll probably find them first." Suppressing a yawn but stretching
alittle, the Necroscope grimaced as he fdlt a scab break on his thigh under new bandages. His expression was wry as
he looked at his hands, which were also bandaged.

'Y ou should have had stitches,' Darcy was concerned.

| hate stitches!" Harry answered. 'Not to mention scars! This way if I'm lucky therelll be no scars.'

'So where will you go? And when? Not tonight, surely?

Theres my flat in Hartlepool, which could use some tidying up before | sl. 1t's been empty for wel over ayear. And
my inheritance up in Bonnyrig, that big old house. | think I'd probably like the solitude, and | would be that much
closer to my Ma. As for when: what's wrong with tonight?

'Look,' Darcy said, suddenly anxious, ‘we're both tired. You especially. You look dl int And we don't see things right
- nobod
does - w)r:en we're, tired. Spend the night here; have breakfast with me in the morning; make up your mind then.'

Harry shrugged again. ‘It's made up,’ he answered. 'On the other hand, you're right and | am tired. Okay, tomorrow is soon
enough ..."

Darcy looked pleased, said, 'And you'll stay in touch - | mean, when you're settled?

Harry sighed. 'If you promise not to bother me ... maybe. But let's have it understood right here and now - I'm through with
E-Branch, Darcy. It isn't me. | wouldn't have time for the Branch anyway, no time for anything, until 1 know about Brenda and
little Harry.'

Darcy nodded. 'Very well. . . And then, on an afterthought: "What will | tell the police?

'Eh?

They found two bodies in that burned-out van. One was our werewolf, yes, but the other . . .? They're bound to identify him,
you know. And then there's the one inside the garage, shot dead . . . but with a crossbow?

‘Let's ded with George Jakes first,’ Harry answered. The big question is going to be how did George get out of a Fulham
mortuary into a burned out van in the East End, right?

'You're the last one who saw him, er, in designated situ, as it were. If we have to put aname on dl of this - | mean, we won't, but
if we had to—

‘It would be mine, yes . .." Harry gave it afew seconds of thought, and said, Tl them that A.C. Jamieson was an obeah man
from Haiti. They should be able to prove that easily enough. He must have stolen Jakes's body so that he could use it to put some
kind of hex on the police. As for why he chose to commit suicide: who knows? He was a madman, after dl. Also, tell them to look
for ashrivelled or melted wolf-mask, and a claw glove. Then they'll have dl they need.'

'‘More than they need,' Darcy agreed. That garage was full of class motors, most of them knocked off!"

'As for the one inside the garage, " Skippy" . . . maybe that was Jamieson's work, too. Sure he was a madman, but mad like a fox!
Killing Skippy, he was covering his tracks. Smple . . . "

‘And the murder weapon?

They won't find it,' Harry shook his head.

‘Something you haven't told me?

'Something | might look into, eventualy.'

‘Well, then," said Darcy, nodding thoughtfully, ‘it seems weve covered just about everything. Then the faint
haf-amile that had amost made it onto his face turned to a frown. 'Still, I'm glad Jakes didn't leave anyone behind.
Family, | mean.'

I know what you mean, Harry answered. 'It would be hard to explain, right? But don't go worrying about Jakes,
Darcy. | haveit on
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pretty good authority that he doesn't fed sorry for himsdlf, just glad that he got his man, abeit after the fact.’

Thinking about it, Darcy's face went pale. He remembered the Bodescu case, Hartlepool on the north-east coast, and the teeming
dead coming up out of their graves. But for the fact that he - what, liked the Necroscope? trusted him? knew there was no menace
in him? - he supposed by now his guardian-angd talent would be howling for him to run the fuck away from the man!

It just doesn't bear thinking about,’ he said, quietly.

‘Well, if you must,’ the Necroscope told him, ‘then think of it this way: Jakes was only doing what hed aways done in life, and
what he did best. He considers himsdlf fortunate to have had another crack &t it, and to have done it well. | say we should dl be so
lucky ...

'All 1 know," Darcy answered, 'is that when I'm dead and gone, al | will want to do islie very ill!"

'Yes, but that's for now,' Harry told him without emphasis, but with a strange light in those eyes that knew so much.

Darcy was scarcely listening to or looking at him, which was probably as well, but was still considering recent events. The dead
thief and murderer in the garage, for instance. Harry was right: so far the police hadn't found the murder weapon - but they did have
the actua instrument of death, the short, hardwood bolt. They had spoken to him about that, and it was worth mentioning at least.

‘Are you sure you don't want to say anything else, Harry? he said. 'About this crossbow thing, maybe? | mean, a crossbow is in
any case an odd sort of weapon. But forensic are looking at it and they're puzzled by the fluke, the arrowhead.’

This was something new. Harry cocked an eyebrow. 'So what about it?



Darcy shrugged. 'It's a sted arrowhead, as you'd expect. But silver-plated? Y ou kill werewolves with silver, don't you?

Harry was good at hiding his thoughts, his emotions, and this time his surprise. And coming to him as an extra surprise, it
seemed he was getting good at telling lies, or half-truths, too! Never to the dead . . . but to the living? 'l didn't know what | was
going up againgt,’ he said. 'Oh, sure, we had decided that this was the work of a. .. what, alycanthrope? Some kind of lunatic? But
what if we were wrong? There are strange things in the world, as we know only too well.'

Darcy nodded. 'Y ou did kill him, then? Hence the missing weapon?

The Necroscope looked away, finaly muttered, 'He's dead, isn't he? But now it was definitely something he would have to look
into. .. eventualy.

He stood up alittle unsteadily, and said, 'l seem to be more tired than | thought - yet how am | supposed to deep? | have a lot
on my mind, going round and round. Sometimes | can't remember atime when |
ddnthave A pity wecantjust smitchoursdvesdff, likemedhines'

Dagy cpeasrdl dat, asif hed just rmmamaed somahing, ad ssid, Butwecanl Whe, co yau thirk thet asheed of this doody autfit | leavedegp o
da=?Cad Idree gt ay!

Hary lacked & Dary ssheqpanedadsk dane, tock atasdl battle, sood up ad wert to awaer dgpensa. Do you laeay dleges? Hedgpada
srgewhite pill inagassad filled it withwete. Treteblet dssaved inanamant.

Nao'Hary ok hisheed Nodlagestrat | ko df. But. . . desaing pills?

Jg o' Day tdd him Doeestretrick far meeay time L& svitdhesimed:!

Hary ok thedass Maethisanoe' hesad tilting hisheed beck ard donning thewetar. But sshediark, hedidhit naicethefadt thet the Hesd of EBrath
samadtobehdding hishregh...

After the Neaasae left to go to hisoan room, Day cdled aBrath 'speddit’ an hishomerumbe. Nat an eper a5 ach il this wes amen with an
edraodray tdat. Dodor Andasor? Dary inguired, whenfirelly the phorewespdked uyp ames Arcasar? ThisisDagy Gate. . .

Ardinamomat, aswairg tetinmy, tired vdaea thedhe ed d treline 'Yes | dokrow whet ime it is Andesn and Im sy its o lae But thisis
impartant. Doyauremante thet Keoghthingwegookeaoou? W, itsaareup!

Ardinanahe momat: et twominuiesagp, yes'

Ardfirgly, befare puting thehanedort Good 11l beeqeding you'!

Afte thet therewes nathing far Dany to cb but weit far Ardasn o gt there Thet and o affer fedings d dsgud, saifcething, like His aubodance hed
cavdved to omucth quaking trescheossuman the suface df asudking svam Ontre ather herd . . . wll, duty and consdenoe didnit mix, nat in hisjdo,
Dany/sfirs duty westo theBrath theswand), adrekrew it Hiscosieewald haveto tekeabek <t ..

Maykethe Neorosaopes tituce hed bemn too caa H &fter dll, arhe hed ben too are df himadif, So EBrath couldnt dsoove trewhareshous o hiswifead
dild ... owhe? Trey ddnt have the Mdaus Cartinuum to wak with (Likealittle kid refusing to let the aher kids play with his bell - Nyathl Nyeth
Nya Or too possessivead muchtoo dessad with imsdf thet hehedaldll in theffire dlaos). But asthe saying goss whet goess around cames arourd, ad just
liketrelittle kid Hary hed dsoovered thet yau carntt play thegameanyaur aan Eqpadily nat hideanohsesk.
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From his rambling old house outside Bonnyrig, he called Darcy Clarke and poured out his frustrations; but Darcy
could only tell him what he already knew, (else E-Branch would have contacted him first): 'We haven't even the
foggiest idea where they could be, Harry. It's like they've vanished off the face of the Earth!'

‘A month, five weeks? Harry looked at the telephone like he didn't believe what he was hearing. Y ou've been on it
for five weeks, and nothing? What, E-Branch, with your locators and your hunchmen, your seers and scryers and
precogs? You haven't the foggiest idea?

Which got Darcy's back up more than alittle. "What are you trying to say, Harry? he snapped. 'That you don't think
were trying hard enough? That you don't believe we're looking for them, is that it? Well, start getting it together and
believe this: that we have as much interest in the kid as you have - if not for the same reasons!'

And while Harry didn't much like that lat, till he knew it must be true. Of course E-Branch wanted to find Harry J.
Just because his father had turned them down, that didn't mean the child would - when it was his turn! But maybe
Darcy redized held said too much, and:

‘Harry,' his tone of voice was more even now, 'l ... don't want to fight with you. | mean, Christ, we shouldn't be
fighting! We are looking for them, you know we are. And | was wrong to fly off the handle like that. What | said . . .
wasn't what | meant to say.’

‘But you did say it, Harry answered, and he was quieter, too. 'My son: the next E-Branch dupe! What, when he's
fifteen, sixteen? And whileyaurewaiting, youll be stood df inthe background weatching im grow up, measuring his skills, letting
him develop? Or will you step in before then, recruit him like | was recruited: by showing him dl the world's evil, and
telling him that with him on the team E-Branch will have the power to changedl thet? And what then, Darcy?Will he be the one who
ends up dopping out dl of those mentd savers? Chiredly?Natif | can help it. .

'‘And not if / can help it, Harry!" Darcy's voice was pleading now. 'Look, you're not yourself or you wouldn't be
talking like this. And | redly didn't mean it the way it sounded. You want my word on it? You've got it: well never
interfere with your son or his way of life. But Harry, the fact is that none of us will ever have anything to do with him,
if we can't find him! and at the moment we can't.'

The Necroscope was silent for awhile, then said, 'But you will keep trying?

'Of coursewe will.'



'‘Well, thanks for that, at least." And Harry put the 'phone down . . .

Down by the river bank, where the water swirled and eddied in a smdl bight, Harry spoke to his Ma It was the first
time since the day he'd come up here amost three weeks ago, after selling off hisflat in

Hartlepool, and the Necroscope's mother was beginning to fed neglected. But his mind had been troubled - oh, for along time - and
like any mother she'd sensed it. So despite that she could speak to him anywhere, any time, she hadn't intruded. And anyway, she
knew how he liked to visit the people he talked to.

It was the middle of April, blustery but at least dry, and Harry was wearing his overcoat where he sat at the river's rim. But you
Il probably catch your death anyway! she told him, feding the cold breeze in his hair, and scanning the blurred grey mirror images of
clouds scudding in the river (as seen through his eyes, of course). It's no day to be out, Harry.

She was down there in the mud and the weeds, her spirit at least, and probably her bones, too, even if the rest of her was long
washed away. But typical of aMa (of any mother anywhere), even though Mary Keogh no longer felt the cold for herself, she was
still able to fed it for her son.

'I'm okay,' Harry told her.

No, you're not. But she wasn't ready to push it, not yet at least. And because he didn't seem ready to speak: Well, how are things
with the world, Harry? The rest of the world, | mean . . .

He recognized the ploy: to take his mind off his own problems by getting him to relate the troubles of the world in generd. Now
that the dead were dl linked up and talking to each other from their graves and various resting places, they could get the news from
recent arrivals, of course. But through the medium of the Necroscope it was that much more immediate; they could see it and
perhaps even fed something of it, if not actually experience it. Harry was their one link with the living. And on this occasion
especialy he went dong with it. For his Ma was right and-he wasn't 'okay’".

Not that there was much of good news. 'Do you really want to know?

Isitthet bed?

‘Well, it isn't wonderful!" He pulled a face. "Youll have to judge for yourself." And recalling a recent newscast:

'‘Most of Africaisin turmoil: Zambia and Rhodesia, Mogadishu, Somdlia, Ethiopia White "supremacy"” looks to be
on its way out in Rhodesia, where they've just voted for black rule!’

But isn't thet just right? Aren't all men bornequal?

Again his shrug. 'As long as the recently equal are happy to remain equal -1 mean as long as they don't want to be
more equd - | suppose it's okay .. . And quickly, so as to radicaly change the subject before she could start
protesting or mordizing: 'And there's been an atomic meltdown at a place called Three Mile Island in the United States.
It's a power station.'

On? (She carody sounded impressed). Something mdlted? Isit that important?

Harry had to grin. When his Ma had died nuclear power was fairly new, industrially at least. 'It's pretty important,
yes. Dangerous stuff. It
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killspeode Ma An unplessart, invidhle, slent desth’ The grin was gone now fram hisfaog, and hisMa knew why. She hed gathered the rest
of it - the seething horror of it - from his mind. And he felt her incorporedl shudder.

What ds=?shesad.

W, thereshemn some pretty tamible suff caming aut of Canboodig bu—

—ButHary couidht possibly talk ebaut thet, nat to hisMid Heat et histongueand Harked hismind, warosingwharein hdll histhoughts coud heve
benwerdsirg thet hed e mantionad it. Majkeit wesbecaised thewey $e hisMghed died, bt reeding abaut thet deethrlakein Sung Treg hed gven the
Neaasrpenigtmeaes thosetwo thousad bodiestied together with rapesand weighted with Sones. ..

Seradcagt anfromhisfirg maniond Camoodia hovese, and quigly said, 'Oh, donit worry, Harry. For we know al about thet. And asfor
Pd Pa: wall, hell have to cometo us too, you know, in the end. But he can have no idea what's waiting for im down here

'‘What's waiting for him? Harry had never thought of the dead as bang epaddly vengeful. After dl, whet could they do?-wal,
without thet he, Harry Keogh, the Necrosoope, wasthar mativation’?

Da? HisMaa once ansvered. WEII do nathing, say nothing, have nathing at all to do, nat with him And helll beso cdld, logt, and londly; it
will beasthough he has no eddence, nat even thiskind of edstence, whatsoever. And eventually he won't have Helll Sy fade away into
nothing. But hewill knowwhy ...

Foramomat Hany felt theicy dhill of her words- the coldness of outer space, the blackness of inner earth - as if it had entered
into his soul. But it quiddy passed and shewaswam agan Srange, but of dl Harry's dead people she was the only one who ever
felt' warm! Or maybe nat 0 drange SreweshisMa dter dl.

'So, that's it then,' he said after awhile, and shrugged. 'Oh, there's ather Juff, but maybe it waan't such agood ideato tdl you
whet wes hgppening in the warld dter dl. | meen, when you thirk abot it, thet mditdoan & Three Mile Idand is probedly the lesst of aur
wored'

And she was glad to change the subject, too. But if this. . . 'mdtdown? isso dangerous, thenwhy did they do it?

What? (Was her undergtanding thet limited?) But it wes an acdident, Md They didnit doiit on purposa!’

H (Segavealitielaugh). Thenl supposeit can't be hdpad, canit? But her laughter quiddy died away, and it ws time to be sarious again
Soinfat nothing isvery much different franwhet it alwayswes men go on maeking midakes And| don't suppose therés much hdp for thet.
But now youive gat to tdl mewhat can be hdped, Harry. Tl mehow| can hdp. And more epedially, howl canhdpyou...



So firdly the Necrosoopes bdoved mather, his frequently omnisdent Ma (where he wias concamed, anywiay), hed gat to the point. She
sensed it when his shoulders dumpad allittie, just before he Sghed and tdd her: 1 havent found them yet, Ma- Branda and my beby son. Oh,
thereareamillion places 1've nat even thought to ladk yet, | know, but thet ssamsamillion too meny to even know whereto dat!'

Far awhleshewasslat, then quidly sad, Do you wart nreto ask anmong the dead, Harry? | mean, do you think its posshle thet. . .2

Hary scarodly dared question her on the subject, but knew hemudt. 'Surely not, Ma? he said, dmost pleadingly. 'If that was the
case, wouldnt you have knoan by now?If they were.. .?

Nat necessarily, son, she sdd. It depends whare, and when. | meen, if it were you wed know, be ard And no retter where o when, for
theres only one Necraosoope . .. wall, two now. And wed know it at once if your light went aut. But deeth is generally a cormon affair:
omeoreisborn, lives, and dies. Inevitably. Brenda is Brenda, just another ordinary person, ancther life And if Seware to de
insomefar place, wel that could take soelitle timeto get back tone

Ardyour gandsn Hary Y?Ishejus andher "adinay” pesar? dort think ©0- ad nt judt becasehesyour gasn Hekrons dalt youl Yau krow
oot him Woddht theGrest Mgaity krow it if hislight wesexdinguished, too?

But you have been with usfar someting, Harry, she reminded im And the Great Migjarity didn't know about you, ather, et fird. Why, they
didn't even know about each ather until you came onthe soand Ohy | knew you were differert, but then | wes your mather! But bdiee ng it
took quiteawhileto convince therest. Finally, they bdieved; how could it be atherwiss? They fdt your warntth as you passad dose by, they
heard your dreanring, and sansad you trembling when youwere afraid. In those days o your childhood, they sorang to chanrpion you. Little
did they know that one day you would be the chanpion df the deed!

'Y ou mean, they don't know him yet? He hasn't been around long enough? But in Halepod thet time - whet, ayesr and helf
a00?- they even came up out of tharr gravesfar im!'

Fa bah o yay, Harry. Ch Hary I cdled ttemup buwhodd theyaneto sae?

aithe. .. warmthat?Likeme?

Heswarm yes And the dead fed himlikea s, kindly flame But heignit the light in their darkness like you. One day, meybe, but not yet.

You won't know it, then, if he dies.. ." It wasn't a question but a statement. And in a way Harry was glad. He
wouldn't want to be gppraised of his son's death, nor of Brendds ever. Ndther by theliving nor the deedl.

/ would know it. . . sooner or later, his mother told him. But right now, | can promise you this much a leest: nothing of that
nature hes
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reached meyet. Tomy knomedge they aredill among theliving.

Harry breathed a sigh of relief. If his mother said it was o, then it was0. And indl truth, thet hed only been avary svel fexr
anyway; hehad 'known', been sure, that his wife and son were dive somewhere. Buwhae?

HisMaheard hisslat quary, and asked hint Wharewould you go, Harry, if you warnted to hide yoursdlf away? Where would Brenda go?
Srdy you knew something of her searets her fantasies her dreans?

Suddenly the Necroscope redized how selfish he must seem. Because he hedn't been thinking of it fram his wifés paint of view,
natrealy, but his own. And now his maother, in her way, had brought it home to hm that Brenda was a person in her oan righ,
with her ovn secrets fantasies, dreams With fedings and emations and passions, dl of them dameged now, o contamineted by contact with
Hary'swarid, until she hed only wented to hide hersdlf away’ fromit. But

That's not what | meant, son, his Matold him. You know it isn't! It wassnplyny... mymame o eqresson.

Except Harry knew that spesking to the dead often conveys more than is actualy said; so maybe hed read
something of his Ma's true thoughts &ter &l. And cartainly she hed touched araw nerveinhim Perhaps deliberately? Ah, but she
had away of bringing things into perspedtive, hismother - and ways of bringing iminto lind

But a the same time her approach to his problem had set the Necrosoope thinking. For of course Branda wes differat, a parson
inher oan right with her ovn ways of thinking, her own likesand didikes So that now Hary wondered wherewould she be likdly to hide hersdf
away, if "hiding as such hed ssamed the anly course agpen to ha? She hed never been much o aone far the aun but dway's enjoyed the rain!
Shed loved gardens, thewind in her heir, drametic, misted landscagpes To st inawindoa-seet intheir garret flat and ligen to therain on thetles. . .
thet hed been one o her favouite things

Inwhich casg, HarysMadimedin, this place would sssmentirdy suited to her purpose Thisvary place!

'She never even saw this place," he shook his head.

But a placelikethisone?

'Maybe, maybe not. Certain coastlines seemed to appeal to her, rugged diffsand rany skies . .. axd ay gadan; but mae
expaddly, agarden withaooing unwild Long grasses, wild flovers and aplace whare she could lie on her beck and wetch the douds And the
gas the brighter the better. She didht know asngle conddlation, but she liked them anyway. A place o wildness - awildemess- and alat of
darsinthedesr night sky: thet would it her parfedly.

You'rea poet and you don't knowit! HisMarhymed

1 wonder wherel get it? Hary said. And she sensed thet ismood wsslifing alittie

/think it's about time you darted checking on those million places shetdd him For after dll, wemug have narroned them down a little by
now. ArdHary ayesd

Thy litle thought o coLld ever heveguesssdl thet Bradhiad Hary J waiein just s.ch adace as the Neorosoopes Malhed suggestsd, which her quay hed
braught into vivid definition in ismind A dacedt draelic ssamay, honeser diean of long, misted nights darting, aunlit days lang gassessad wild floners
Ardagatn quitebey/od Brandes previaus equedztions her murtareimegingtion.

Fortrefat westhet & this pant o timeit wesbeyard even the Nerasoopesimegingtion, too, andwald day thetwey long efter hed given up any red hoe



dfirdngtham...

But far now: firs Hary reconddared the plaoes hed dresdy dedked aut, darting with Branoes dd hare with her fdks in Hadn a adlliey village an the
northees aoedt

Tremire(the pit) itself hed beanwarked ot and hut coanfar simetime nowy, o et the dace hed seamed even mare saulless then befare, bt the pacde
weetheeasadways Of aurs if Bratha theldyyweeredly tyingtoarad him if they waeaduelly hiding tharsdvesaney franhim-whichhewes farced
ohdieewestue- thenthiswaldbethelas gacethe/d go Hary hedknoantret franthe statt, but il hehed lodked Whet hed found hed mecehim mae
misddeyd.

Heooudnt snly garcech Brandss pagde asin the dd dys far hewesno langar im W, go to them and tdl them rewesHary Keogh ad try to
edan?The/dresa oot ay o that, these sdt-af-theearth - ad vay much coan to earth - northreeet fdkdl Ingieed hed goarcedned Bradeis father in his
locd puby inrodudng himeef esaffriend of Hary's ard asking whet hed bexomed” im Whichhed hedarmixed reuit.

Tomdealog gay st Bredhad Hary hed gt maried, ad therewesadhiild. Eighteen monthsgn, held teken theleby to Ladn to jain her hudoard.
Heweswaking therg wiiting aloook a something Srewesawaysvay auie doout hiswak Nahing drangedoout thet; Sewespraoedly ahit ademed thet he
didnit heveairoper jab! Whe, Hary Kengh?Why, he hednt doneadrake since leaving sthodl - nat physicdl wak, anywey. But whelaser e did, wiiting
whesm, remug bedang dl right, Sed e ben gt of nargy.

But then, just afev weks agn, $6d witten to sy thet Sewesteking the by ‘sroed smenkare Ard thet wes mavke afurry thing, far e hedht
mationed her husoandt juet hersdlf and thebeby. Stll, shed hinted dften enough thet Hary dd same kind of hughhoeh jab with the govermett; make thet
wesit. Thyy muet havegredf somenhaeoasssto someamtesyy a ahe. Matethewiting hedhitwaked out, sohewesweaing hisahe het now. Make
te
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government had given him a job as one of these 'special couriers or something: someone who carries important
documents or goods from country to country. Or perhaps the writing had worked out after dl, and dl of this was a tax
dodge. Except. . . well, Brenda should write more often. That last letter had been - what? All of five or ax weeks ago?
And they were her parents, after dl...

In short, they were obviously worried about her, no less in their way than Harry himself. And equally obvious, it
wasn't aput-up job ... Brendawasn't with them and they redly didn't know her whereabouts. He got the same story
from dl of her old friends. So Harden was out; she smply wasn't there, and no one knew where she was.

Then another thought had occurred, and one that redly was worrying. The Necroscope had given the Russian
E-Branch (known to Darcy Qakeand hislat as ‘the Oppoastion) ahad time d it in the lagt two and a half years. They'd lost three
Heads of Branch over that same period, and seen their HQ outside Moscow reduced to so much rubble! What if this
thing with his wife and baby was something they had been engineering ever since Harry's showdown with Boris
Dragosani? What if they knew that he, Harry Keogh, was dive, despite that his body - his original body - wes deed? If
anyone was likdy to have thet infometion, it had to be the world's ESPionage organizations! The Opposition's top telepath,
Zek Foener, had known it definitely . . . and following the destruction of the Chateau Bronnitsy, Harry had let her go
free. Could Zek have told them? And had they then taken Brenda and the baby in order to facilitate the coercion of the
Necroscope himsalf?

But no, alarge part of that didn't make sense; held been incorporea following his fight with Dragosani, and no one
in the world would have believed that he'd ever be back, not even Harry himsdf! But on the other hand part of it did
make sense. Right at the end of it, up in the Khorvaty region of the eastern Carpathians, Zek Foener had known that
he was back. So she could have given him away after dl; which would mean that her Russian superiors had put this
thing together dl in the space of ... what, eighteen months? Even after he'd decimated ther E-Brand?

Noway; he hednt Ieft the Soviets nealy enough medhinay to bring it into being! Which meant it had to be another dead end,
and in a way the Necroscope was glad. He would hate to have to blame this on Zek Foener; partly because he had
genuinely liked her, but mainly because his last words to her had been a warning never to come up against him or his
again. If athreat carries no weight, then it isn't athreat; But this way he wouldn't have to enforceit. ..

So ... where had Brenda ever been, that she might want to return to? Nowhere to mention. Where had she ever
expressed a yearning to go? Again, nowhere. Since their early teens she'd only ever wanted to be with Harry. And he
hadn't been the most responsive of sweethearts,

either. Indeed, held asked himsdf a hundred timesif he redly loved her or if she was just some kind of habit. She had
never known his uncertainty (he hadn't been able to tdl her, because she hersalf had been so absolutely sure), but
now he despised himsdf for it anyway.

But on the other hand, how do you tell someone who has loved you for so long - as long as you can remember - that
you just aren't sure of your own feelings? Not so easy. And alot harder when she's pregnant with your child

Misted landscapes, dramatic scenery, diff paths and gardens grown wild, and starry skies ... .

It brought a certain picture to mind, but of what? High passes and mountain peaks, and stars like chips of ice glinting on high.
And a plain of boulders stretching away to a far northern horizon under the weave of ghostly auroras.

The picture came and went like.. . . like an invention of his own imagination? It had to be, for he had certainly never visited such
aplace! But in any case it was aready fading, melting into unreality like a fantastic dreamscape; which was probably as good an
explanation as any: that in trying to visualize Brenda's ided habitat, hed evoked a leftover from some old dream. Not so old, in
fact. . . indeed so new that the actual fact of it - its basis in redlity - was yet to happen. But the Necroscope couldn't know that,



and in the space of just a second or so the picture had faded entirely.
The future was ever ajealousplace. . .

A million places? Hel no, there were a million million places! Since Brenda had never been anywhere or done
anything very much, she could literally be anywhere doing anything! But the north-east coast was where she'd been
born and grown up, and it ill had to be the best bet.

Harry had tried dl the towns and villages between Harden and Hartlepool, and had then backtracked dl the way to
Sunderland and Durham City ... to no avail. But he had been surprised how many smdl villages there were that hed
never heard of or visited before, and how essy it wes to try to find a lost someong, dbat hopdesdy. Housng and building
societies, hotels and flats and bedsits, and temporary accommodations, these were the obvious places to check:
Brenda had to be living somewhere, had to have aroof over her head. She wasn't registered at any of the agencies; the
dozen or so girls with smdl babies who were registered weren't Brenda. And Harry wasn't greatly surprised, but hed
had to try anyway.

Somewhere abroad: that letter she wrote to her father had said she was gaing aoraed, hence themillionmillion places For if there
waeacoupleof hundred towns in the north-east that the Necroscope had never

I
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visited, and five thousand in the rest of England, then what of the rest of thewald?

Somaenwharearoed.

...Agardenin afatile sadde betwean ruggedy weathered sours where dudly bearrs o aunlight came danting through the high pesses
during the long daylight hours, and the stars glittered like frosted jewels at night, or ice-shards suspended in the
warp and weave of ghostly auroras. ..

The northernmost of the North American States? Canada? The frozen tundras of the northern Soviet Union?
Switzerland? (Did they even see the aurora borealis in Switzerland - and why the northern lights anyway? But Bravhwes
aBritish g, neivein mod things eveninher native country, even in her native county! And as the Necroscope rubbished his
own inward directed queries, so that fleeting picture of some far, dien land once more retreated. Which was just as
wall, for search as he might he would never discover it on Earth.

Never find them. . . never find his baby son . . . never even see them again . . . not on Earth!

Harry started aweke in a cold sweat, in his bedroom in the old house not far from Bonnyrig. A swesat of fear and frustration,
yes, and afeding of utter londliness.

He lay panting in his bed, damp with perspiration, feding his heart racing and his blood pumping. So that for a few brief
moments it wasn't as if Brenda and the baby were missing a dl but simply that. . . that he was the lost one! And of course the
genuine Harry Keogh, the origind Harry, was lost.

That again: his body, gone. And piece by piece his entire world going, too. Was that why he had to find Brenda, in order to find
himself? In which case his search was useless, for she would only deny him.

Fuck it. .. that was why sheld run away in the first place! Because he wasn't him!

She'd run, or been taken away. By the baby or by ... someone else?

The Russians? But held already been over that and it seemed very unlikely. So if not the Opposition, the much-ravaged Soviet
E-Branch, then who?

As his sweat dried on him, so Harry's thoughts cleared and his mind seemed to sharpen and focus as he hadn't been able to focus
it for quite some time. He went right back to square one: to that night at E-Branch HQ when held first been told that his wife was
missing. At the time he had put asde the possibility that A.C. Doyle Jamieson - self-styled ‘werewolf - could have been
responsible for the double disappearance. But now?

The man had been into his mind, after dl. .. but for how long? Harry had become his ‘enemy' the moment he became involved
with the dead police officers and took up their case. Had A. C. been 'listening' to

him - to his thoughts and worries and problems - from that time on? In which case he would know about Brenda, Harry's one
weakness. But surely if that were the case, ;/ he and his gang of car thieves were responsible for Brenda's disappearance, then right
at the end when A.C. himself had come under fire, he would have used her as a threat, to stand Harry off. Yes, of course he would -
but he hadn't. So . ..

... S0, damnit to hell, it was ancther blind aley!

After speaking to his Ma held come back to the house full of resolve, and now it was amost burned out of him again. But while
his mind was sharp he must pursue the problem. It was so frustrating: to be equipped with his powers - the powers of a
Necroscope - and no way to use them to solve his problem, except by tria and error.

He got up from the bed feding stiff; this damned body of his, which wasn't nearly as flexible as it had used to be. Because it was
adifferent one, naturally. Or unnaturally?

The light coming through fly-specked windows was grey as the day outside. He had been down only an hour or two. An hour or
two wasted. Down and out. Wilting. Going to seed. Oh, really? And suddenly Harry was angry with himself. He had to shake



himself out of it and get on with the search, get on with life. He was ten years older than he should be, sure, but he didn't have to
settle for that, did he? His mind was till in shape, wasn't it? And the mind governs the body, doesn't it? Well then, held have to get
the fucking body in shape, too!

He was dressed; he went out into his overgrown garden and did twenty furious press-ups, then fdt ridiculous and
sat hugging his knees in the deep grass and shivering from the difference in temperature between the house and the
garden. And in awhile he thought:

My Mealsright. ... 'l catch my desth!

Death, yes.

Always a close companion of Harry's, death wasn't something he worried about. Not from a distance, anyway. Close
up it would be different, of course. If ever death should attempt his stealthy (or sometimes abrupt!) approach, then like
anyone else Harry would be galvanized - to lifel But as for the idea of death and the dead themselves, he knew no fear.
Indeed, he had a thousand dead friends, but nat aned themwho could hdp himnow, nat thistime While anong the living . . . did
he have any friends at dl?

Well, some - like Darcy Clarke and his people - but even they weren't like the dead, because the dead were true
friends and rarely demanded payment. As for the exceptions to the rule, the one or two monstrous members of the
Great Mgjority who had demanded payment . . . but they were in the Necroscope's past now and couldn't resurface. At
least he prayed not.

It was a morhid train of thought, which he tried to break by numbering his friends among the living. These were a
handful at best;
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no, not even that, for he couldn't any longer approach them as Harry Keogh They would know thet heweant!

Deoresson, wasthet it? Prabetly. And Harry thought: /// bieved in psychiatry | might even go and ssea ghrink But if he darted to eqlore
ny pest, how coud | eqalain it? Hed be oatan/wesincurably insangl Or, if | liked strong drink; | might go and get drunk and see how | feit
whenlwoke up. Except. . . | wouldn't know where to go to drink, and I'd probably fed aut of place when | gat there But darm
it, | redlly fed like |l could usea good iff drinkt And a talk with a genuine friend. Yet | heveno onerto talk to bt the teaming deed, and theyre
the only oneswho givea danm anyway!

A morbidtrain of thought, yes. . .

But now the entire chain of his thoughts, ever since held started awekeinaadd swvest, begen to jan up link upon lirk. And
therewes one mising link, whichwesintsgrdl to the rest. Hehedn't thought of it until now because it had seemed wrong, especially
when he was searching, ar trying to seerch, far hiswifeand child But there might be something init & thet.

Initials writhed on the screen of Harry's mind. Not A.C. Doyle Jamieson and his brother RL. Stevensoris initids but someone
dsgs Someone the Necrasoope hed sudioudy avaided thinking of until now. But now ... maybe hedd have afriend among the living &ter dl.
O someonewho owved im & least. And maybe, just maybe it wert alat deeper than that. For one thing, the time frame was right:
the disgopearance df hiswifeand child hed coindided precisdy with thisone's advent. And since that was true, mightn't there be a
more rdevart, more Snider connection’?

Psychiary? Maybe thet wes the lat thing Hary nesded. Maybedl he nesded was arest - fram dl of this even fram thinking about it Or a
change Didnt they sy thet achange wes as good asares?

Havea good iff drink and degp it df, degp it right out of hissygem Clear the air. Chrig, he nesded adiink! Or was it Sy his body - o
somebody else's body - that needed it? But. .. the mind controls the body, doext it? W, yes it does exogat when the body
hes habits ar needs thet conirdl the mind

SQuddenly things didked into place in the Necrosoopes metgohysicd, his laterd-thinking mind. But his mind in ancther’'s body. And a litle
shekily - shaky with redlization, dbeit as yet unproven - hewent beck into the house, to the tdegphone.

Dacy Qake wes & EBraxh, and he & once sensed something of the excitement in Harry's voice. And in answer to the
Necroscope's quesion:

'‘What, Alec Kyle? What did he do when he was under pressure? Darcy said. 'Well, he would just ride it out, Harry.
When there was wak to be done, ar apradam to be solved, hedwak a it dl theway
unil hed oveademy age dmod tothe part of edelion Ard et thet?VWhe dd hecb far rdaxetion? (Hary coud dnog ssreethe ahe's gin). W,
Imna sreif | doud mationthis yauknoa?!l mem- peekingill of thedeedad dl thet -t .. "

... Ddhrelikeadirk? FHrelly Hary faoed theisse Ard Dagysase lit uphismind liketheaadk of cannanasummer ey

Did Aleclikeadirk?Didreea! Whenheweswourd up otight itwesthearty wey tounwind ... trenrewadd dink, yed Us elly & hore beae there
Fewestt rising anything andhedidnt haveofa tofdl into bed | rererbe aetimeleinvited meround to hispace and bewvean uiswekilled akig batle of
Jik Danid's | dayed o, becaueel krev | weant gaing torrekeit toanywhared e Ardl ped far it far treewihde days But Alecwes judt find Thet body of
hisaoud ek yphadliguor likeagpoge'

Heweastt andaddic weshe? (Something of dam row, inthe Neorosoqpesva ).

Gad nd Qreinabuenom thetsdl. Buwhenhedd it, Alecdd it right.

Therks Hany bresthed andpuithephonedoan

Ardrovhekrew. Krew how tobehimedf ageint by nat barng himedf. Fedlingsd illiat attradion? Chamisry, thetsdl. Alee Kylesdhamisry. Ardthe resl
tohaveagood Hiff dink fdloningapaiod of prdanged dress? Agen demisty: theerenagsbody daing itsoanthing - arrather thething it hed Lsed to co
Ardtheresood Hary svek cebin themidde firmin hisdetamriretion to get usad to hisrew body, without gvingamoments thought to thefadt thet it mugt
et s iohim



Smateangt mtreowmnweaat schabed ida dter dl. Mate then hed beadeto gt it dl gaing - gt body and mind waking together - ad figure
smdahing it Ardaareto think o it, hedd krowvwhaeto goto gt adtink, ard prabetly afreeared thet. Seoneimtret muchat lesst
AleKylespaord body damigy?llliat aradion? Ser londiness?Maykeit wesdl of thesethings Ardinitidls catainly.
BJ's...
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It was 3 p.m. and just as grey in London as in Edinburgh, and even darker for Darcy Clarke, who had been sitting a his
desk for the last hour, ever since the Necroscope caled him, dill feeling bad about things in general and wondering
what the hdl this latest 'thing' was dl about. Alec Kyl€e's personal habits? Especialy the fact that he'd liked a drink
now and then? What in the world could that have to do with Harry's search for his wife and baby son? Answer:
nothing. Which meant that Harry was till dealing with the same basic problem, till getting used to the fact of his new
body.

And asif that weren't enough, Darcy thought, / had to go and fuck about indde his head! Or g&t Someoneto do it for g
ayway.

The 'had to' part was the only tiling that et Darcy live with it: the fact that E-Branch and the security of the people,
the country, came first above dl other considerations. But it had been inevitable from the moment the Necroscope had
let him know that he would probably be moving on. Then, even hating it, Darcy had been obliged to set the thing in
moation. But dl the time he'd been hoping against hope that it would never have to be brought into being, and he'd kept
right on hoping until the moment Harry had said he was through, definitely.

From then on it had dl been down to Doctor James Anderson, whose business address was a consulting room and a
highly rewarding practice in prestigious Harley Street. One hdl of a step up for a man who only three years ago had
been working the nightclub circuits as a stage hypnotist! But E-Branch had found and elevated him, which was about
the same as saying that they owned him. And certainly he owed them. That was why hed come in that night a
half-hour after Darcy cdled for him, and why he had done what he'd done.

Sinister? But in away it might be argued that everything E-Branch did had sinister implications for someone. Except
this timeit was being done to afriend. And that was what bothered Darcy the most: that this
time the Department of Dirty Tricks had come down on Harry Keogh.

Ye for dl that Darcy felt guilty about this thing, the fact was that he hadn't initiated it. That had come from much
higher up, from a grey, dmogt anonymous entity knoan anly as the Brandhis Miniser Responsibl€’. It had been Darcy's duty
merdly to let the Minister know how things stood, and the Minister's to order counter measures.

And (Darcy was pleased to remind himsdf) they could very easily have been much harsher measures, except hed
been able to advise in that respect, too. So Harry had suffered a degree of minor, or maybe not so minor, interference:
so what? He was till functioning, wasn't he? Darcy gave asmal shudder as he put what might have been to the back
o hismird

Asfor why it had had to be done;

Harry Keogh was potentialy the most powerful force in the world, for good or evil. He was the Necroscope, and Sr
Keenan Gormley had 'spotted' him almost from scratch, and homed in on him with unerring instinct, recruiting him to
E-Branch. But if Sr Keenan had 'discovered' him, so to speak, couldn't afar less friendly agency just as easily find hin?

Fareardetre Rusians By rovthey mLg bekearly intereded (fo ssy thevay leedt) in Hany's kind df ESR. It wesawespon hehed usad agdingt ttem o
devedding effet Boan though Hary himsdf wes ar might gper o be deed ad gore il the atartion o dl viving mentes o the Sovid
ESRagmizionwaldberiveied ypon ther British courntapats eay noefram thistmean

Itwese/mn posstle (berdy, but possble) thet the Russans dresdy krew about British E-Brandhis nen Nerosogpe! Ardwoldt thet becausing them some
aorman 2Wh, theedHead of Branch AleeKyle back in business?Nat breindksed, o physicely desdard oan 1o bits darg with the Chetesu Bromnitsy, but
diveadwdl ad living in Brgand? Nat dained f dl intdlligence anadeb in some neramantic ESRequaiment, ar pulped in ahdocad o dmighty
propartions but sourd asabdl and corsorting with Hisdd adllesgues in Ladan? Good Gad By row they/d praoedly be thinking thet eey Brdidmen wes
indesrudtible. .. ad they/d bewarting tokrowvwhy! Ardhow...

Dagy fourd himsef giming & hisaanflight o fay, but o dl menhekrew thet theehed neser benso fanaful aflight ssthet of Hary Keogh Neoosge
Ardtregindednhsfaesshecrsdaed dher posshiliies

Asmingthet the Russanskrew nathing - thet they ware il recovaing framthe Nearosaopes adaught - il theewere aher ESRegadesin thewald
adHary codd aonoavedly fdl into ther herds

Ardnat aily mindgaesbut gimesrdicatesard tararist aganizations too. Whetathie hed meke whet an assassin o tararidt!
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Barriers, borders and brick walls couldn't stop him; he could disappear amost at will; the teeming dead were in his debt
and would go to any lengths, literdly, to advise and protect him. And dl the knowledge of Earth had gone down into
the soil or up into the air, where it was written like lore in some mighty volume in an infinite encyclopedia for Harry to
open and reed. If he had the time, but he didn't because of his seerch.

Oh, yes: Harry would be invaluable in the hands of any one of a score of crimind eements. And it was gill possible
that his wife and child's disappearance was connected in some way to just such an organization. Which wes why the
Branch was indesd working flet out to disoover thar whereabouts. Oh, they were doing it for Harry, too, who had done so much
for them and for the world, but they were also doing it for themselves, for ‘the common good." And it was for that same
common cause that Darcy had cdled in Doctor James Anderson.

Anderson was the best, the very best there was. a hypnotist without peer in dl the land, as far as was known.
Working without anaesthetics on patients lulled to a painless immunity under the weird spell of Anderson's eyes and
systems, surgeons had carried out the most delicate operations, women had given effortless birth in exceptionaly
awkward circumstances, mentaly traumatized and schizoid cases had shed their delusions and extraneous
personalities to emerge whole and one from his healing gaze. And far more importantly where Darcy was concerned,
Anderson was a master of the post-hypnotic command.

Darcy remembered how it had gone that night. . .

By the time they had entered Harry's room using a master key, the Necroscope had been dead to the world, and
probably to the dead, too! The drug Darcy had given him had been a deeping pill, but a pill with a difference. Digtilled
from the orienta yellow poppy - and as such an ‘opiate’ - the principa active ingredient had the effect of opening the
mind of the subject to hypnotic suggestion while he dept on. The hypnotist would then insert himsdf into the
subject's dreams, his subconscious mind, implanting those commands which the subject would act upon and accept
as routine long after the drug had dispersed and hewasaneke

Darcy had obtained the pills from Anderson, who used them when he was treating mental cases. Not that Harry was
amental case, but it had provided an easy method of bringing him under Anderson's control without the Necroscope
himsdf knowing whet was heppening. Snce hewasn't a patient as such, it was imperative that he did not know what was
happening. For rather than being a curative treatment, this was to be preventative.

Darcy had been present throughout and remembered the entire thing in detail. Especialy he remembered his only
partly covert, his dmost suspicious examination of Anderson himsdf: the way held considered
the hypnotist's attitude to be far too relaxed, too casual. . . wdl, in the light of what he was doing and who he was
working on. Didn't he know who this man was? But then held had to remind himsdf: no, of course Anderson didn't
know who or what Harry was. He was only doing what he'd been asked to do.

Anderson was young, maybe thirty-five or -9x years old, tall, and good-looking in a darkly humourless sort of way;
or perhaps more attractive than good-looking. But maybe that was residual of his stage days, when held used to
portray himsdf as some inscrutable deity of inner mind. If so, then held succeeded very wel indeed. With his
high-arching eyebrows, full, sensual lips - that seemed too full and sensuous against the pallor of his face - and the
sunken orbits of his eyes, dark as from countless deepless nights, why, only give him a pair of horns and Anderson
would be the very epitome of the devil! A handsome devil,' yes.

His hair was a shiny black, swept back and, Darcy suspected, lacquered into place. His chin was narrow, amost
pointed, and sported asmdl neatly trimmed goatee; his sideburns were angled to sharp points mid-way between the
lobes of his amdl flat ears and the corners of his mouth. And as if to underline or emphasize his looks, he wore a
cloak, which to Darcy's mind was about as theatrical as you could get. Anderson's eyes, of course, were huge, black,
and hypnatic. And hisvoaice. .. was velvet.

Inside Harry's room, the doctor had wasted no time. Darcy remembered how it had been: firs Anderson sitting by
the Necroscope's bed, and lifting each of his eyelidsin turn to check the dilation of his eyes. Then, when Harry's eyes
stayed glassily open, the classic technique: a crystal pendant swinging on a chain, and the doctor's soft, smoothly
insistent voice, commanding Harry that he:

'‘Watch the lights, the sparkle, the heart of the crystal. Fed the heartbeat as the crystal swings to and fro, and match
it with your own . . " Then Anderson’'s hand seeking and checking the pulse in the Necroscope's wrigt, his nod of
approval, and the pendulum's swing gradually slowing as the doctor's marvellous voice continued:

'Harry, you can close your eyes and sleep now. You are asleep . . . you are asleep but you will continue to hear me. |
am your heartbeat, your mind, your very life and soul. | control you; | amyou, and because we are one, you will obey
me You will obey you, for | am you. We are one, and we're asleep, but we hear our mind speaking to us, and we obey.
Can you hear me, Harry? If you can hear me, youmay nod ..." The Necroscope had closed his eyes at Anderson's
command. As he doMy nodded his heed, 30 Darcy hed found himsdf holding his bregth.

'Harry Keogh, you are arare man with rare powers.. . . you are aman with rare powers . . . rare powers, yes. Did you
know that? That you're a man with rare and wonderful powers? Anderson hadn't known
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what Harry's 'rare powers were; only that he was following Darcy Clarke's instructions. And again the Necroscope's
nod.

If others knew of your powers, they would want the use of them. Others might want the use of these strange
powers. Others might even use them against us, to ham you and me and the ones we love. Do you understand?
(Harry's nod).

‘Now listen,” Anderson had leaned closer to the man in the bed, his voice more deep and sonorous yet. 'We can only
be safe so long as others know nothing of our powers. We are safe only so long as we protect our powers. Others
must never know what we can do. We must never speak of our powers. You must never ever mention your powers to
anyone. You must never disclose them to anyone. You must never display them to anyone. Do you understand?
(Harry's dow, uncertain nod).

'You may use your powers as is your right, Harry, but you may never speak of them, or display them or otherwise
disclose them to others. You may never, ever speak of them, or disclose or display them to others, no matter what the
provocation, not even under the stress of extreme pain or torture. Do you understand? (Harry's nod, more postive now).

‘Now listen, Harry. You are gill you but / am no longer you. This is someone new speaking to you - someone you
don't know! You don't know me, but you can hear me If you can hear me, say yes.' Harry's head had commenced its
almogt robotic, mechanical nod; but now it paused, stiffened into immohility, and his mouth fdl open. His tongue
wriggled a moment in the cave of his mouth, then stuttered:

Y...ye...yes!'

'‘Good! Now then, my friend, my good friend. I've heard it said that you have amazing powers? Is this true? Answer
me!

The Necroscope said nothing - but his face grew pde, his eydids fluttered and his tongue wobbled wildly. Which
was the point where Darcy had begun to wish he'd never set this in motion, except the possible alternative had been
unthinkable.

‘Let's be reasonable,' Anderson's oh so persuasive voice had droned on. 'Let's have a normd conversation, Harry.
Your throat is no longer dry; your mouth is salivating; your tongue is freed and you can tak normaly. Let's talk
normally, shall we? Now, what is dl this about these powers of yours? You can trust me, Harry. Tdl me about them. . .

At that the Necroscope had seemed to rdax alittle. His eyelids had stopped fluttering; his mouth closed as he licked
his lips; his Adam's apple bobbed as he moistened his throat. Then:

'Powers? he said, enquiringly. 'Whose powers? You have me a a disadvantage. I'm afraid | don't know you, or what
you're talking about.' (At which Darcy had grinned, for this was more like it. Harry didn't
seem uncomfortable any more - indeed he was having a'norma’ conversation. And heweslying his heed dif!)

Anderson had glanced at Darcy, nodded and said, 'He was a difficult subject. | know it's hard to believe, that it
looked very easy, but youll just have to take my word for it: he was hard to get into, and | could fed him fighting me |
always know when they are fighting me, for | get these terrible headaches ..." He used a handkerchief to pat severa
beads of sweat from his forehead. 'And you can believe me, I've got a beauty right now! But let's put it to the ultimate
test, eh? He knows you, right? He knows you for a good and trustworthy friend? So why don't you ask him about
these wonderful powers of his?

'‘What? Darcy had been taken by surprise. 'Just like that? | can .. . tak to him while he's under?

And: 'Wait,'" Anderson had told him, and turned back to the Necroscope. 'Harry, you have a friend here, Darcy
Clarke. Darcy wants to speak to you, Harry, and you will tak to him just as you have spoken to me a perfectly norma
conversation. Do you understand?

'Of course,' Harry had answered, a haf-amile forming on his sleeping face. And without pause: 'How's it going,
Darcy?

For a moment Darcy had been taken aback; he hadn't quite known what to say. Then words had formed and hed
said. 'It's dl going wel, Hary. And you?

'Oh, s0-s0. Better when | know about Brenda and the baby. | mean, when | know they're okay.'

It was the lead Darcy had been looking for. 'Sure. And as the Necroscope - | mean with your powers and dl - it
won' take too long, right?

Harry's eyes had stayed closed, but hed cocked his head inquiringly on one side. 'Eh? he'd findly answered,
frowning. And: ‘It seems everyone is determined to talk in riddles today! Look, | hate to rush off like this but I'm - you
know - busy? Do you mind? And with that he'd rolled over in his bed, turning his back on both of them.

At which Anderson had grasped Darcy's elbow, saying, ‘Not even you! You see, he won't even tak to you about it -
whatever "it" is. Well, so far so good. But now I'd like to hammer the point home. | want to reinforce it and make
absolutely certain that my post-hypnotic command is in place. Except | warn you: this is very repetitious stuff. I'm
afraid | may bore you to death. Or if not that, | might certainly put you to deep, tool' Anderson's success had pleased
him, making him sssmmorewam and humen

Darcy had stayed, however, and seen it out to the end. And Anderson had been right: it was repetitious and boring,
so that by the time he was done Darcy was indeed yawning.

'And now he can deep it off,' the doctor had told Darcy, as they turned off the light and let themselves out of
Harry's room.
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Then, in his- office, Darcy had asked: 'What next? Is there anything else | should do? I'm having breakfast with
Harry tomorrow morning.'

Anderson had shrugged. 'Hell probably seem alittle confused, reluctant. Whatever this big secret of Keogh's is, dl
of your E-Branch agents presumably know about it. It's simply that you're keeping it from the outside world, right?

That's right,’ Darcy had nodded his agreement. "We know about it, and Hary knowsweknon—

'—Hence the confusion," Anderson had finished for him. 'If | were you | wouldn't test it: don't even bring it up. Or if
you must, then have someone else test it. Some "stranger?' But wel away from this place.’

And Darcy had seen the sense in that. 'And is that dl? Nothing else | should know?

Anderson had looked at him, pursed his full lips, said: 'He's no longer one of yours?

"That's right. HE's moving on. He has things to do. But why do you ask? Is it important?

Again Anderson's shrug. There may be - | don't know - side effects? But before Darcy could show his dam: 'l
mean, I've been into his mind - or not into it, but | have opened it up alittle. In some people the mind is like a door with
rusty hinges. And as| told you, Harry's door was damned near welded shut! So I... applied a little ail. You seg, it's
not smply the drugs and my eyes and my voice, Darcy - it's aso my mind No, Imnat an esper likeyou and yours but Im pedid
inmy omway just the same. | mean, | can put certain people under just by snapping my fingers! But Harry wasn't one
of them. He was difficult. Except now that I've oiled his hinges, so to speak, well, he could be easier the next time!

The next time?

If someone did get hold of Keogh, it's possible - just possible, mind you - that they'd be able to get into his mind as
"easily" as| seemed to.'

They could undo what you've done?

'Ah, no, | didn't say that!" Anderson had held up a cautionary finger. 'What I've done is done, and as far as | know
only | can bresk it. But the rest of Harry's mind might now be more accessible. He might more readily give in to
hypnotic suggestion. However, that's a pretty big might. | shouldn't worry about it if | were you.'

But in fact Darcy Clarke hadn't stopped worrying about it ever since, for close on five weeks. It was a terrible idea, a
fearful concept: to have someone bresk into aman's id - into him - without his knowing it; to wesken him in ways he
wasn't even aware of, then leave the doors of hismird flgoping hdplesdy to and froin thewind of some future mantd intruson!

Not that it was really as bad as all that, Darcy told himsdf, returning to the present. He was smply
over-dramatizing again, that's dl. It
wasn't as if the Necroscope was likely to come up against another hypnotist, now was it?

But till, it wasn't the sort of thing Darcy Clarke himsalf would ever wart to heppen tohim Nat likdy! And of coursg it couldntt
e hgppento him, not as long as his guardian angel talent was watching over him.

On one of the last two counts Darcy was quite wrong, and on the other he wasn't quite right. But then, he wasn't a
precog.

Which was perhapsjust aswell. . .

That same night Harry took the Mobius route into the heart of Edinburgh and hailed ataxi. It was raining and he didn't
want to wak -and anyway he wouldn't know where to go, for B.J's wasn't in the book. But his taxi driver should know
it.

'B.J's' he told the man, who turned, looked back at him, and shook hisheed sadly.

There's alot cheaper places tae get pissed, Chief, if ye mugt,’ he said. 'But the booze in they damn wine bars costs a
pretty penny, aye!' He was a'canny Scot,’ obviously.

Thanksfor the advice,' Harry told him, 'but B.J. 'swill do.'

'‘As ye say,' the other shrugged. 'Ah expec' it's the young lassies, aye.' And they headed for B.J.'s.

The Necroscope quickly got himsdf lost as the taxi turned right off Princes Street into a maze of aleys, and the
looming grey bulk of Edinburgh Castle, his principa landmark, vanished into a rain-blurred sky, behind the complex
and merging silhouettes of shiny rooftops and arching causeways. The echoing canyon walls of bleakly
uninteresting, almost subterranean streets and dleys sped by on both sides, and between sgquealing, nerve-rending
swipes of the windscreen blades Hary could look eheed and sseapdedow o aty lights reflected on the underddes of lowearing douds

Time seemed suspended ... he might even have dozed alittle in the musty-smelling back seat. But eventually:

'B.J's' the driver grunted, bringing his taxi to a halt in a narrow street of three-storey buildings whose shop-front
fagades were built onto or extended from the old brickwork of a gently curving Victorian terrace.

Harry shook himedf anveke dimbed iffly out of thetad and peid thefare, then turned up his collar and looked up and down the
street. And as the taxi pulled away he saw that the area was more than a little rundown and shabby, and hardly the
place he'd thought it would be. It scarcely matched up to B.J or what held imagined of her. But just what had he
imagined of her? What sort of place had he envisioned? A low, Moorish dive - but one with style - on the fringe of
some Moroccan Kashah, like a Rick's Cafe and Casino, magicdly transported from prewar Casablanca? What, to
Edinburgh? Oh, there were dives here,
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certainly - likewise in London, Birmingham, Newcastle, Liverpool, and Leicester; and in Berlin, Moscow, Nicosa, New
York, Paris, dmost anywhere - but as for style. .. that was about as far as it went.

Harry had no idea where he was, his physical geographical location, but he did know he'd never have any trouble
finding it again. He had instinctively absorbed the fed of the place - its aura, its 'co-ordinates -into his metaphysical
mind. From this time forward, using the Mobius Continuum, he would aways be able to come here.

The rain came squalling slantwise; the street was amost deserted; it was too late for run-of-the-mill shops, and only
one late-nighter was lit a the far end of the street. A Chinese takeaway was open maybe haf-way down, aso a pub
opposite the restaurant, letting out alittle orange light from incongruous 'antique’ bull's-eye windows. But where was
B.J's?

For amoment the Necroscope thought his driver had smply dumped him a The End Of The Known World, until he
spotted the illuminated sign, no bigger or brighter than a cinemas 'Exit sign, over a shaded door set back from the
pavement between a shoe shop on the one hand and a fish-and-chip bar with a 'For Saé€ sign in the whitewashed
windows on the other. The illuminated sign was in dull blue neon and smply said, 'B.J. s

Harry moved into the shadow between the two shops, making for the door. But as he did so, he sensed movement
across the street. Turning his head, he was barely in time to witness the brief dectric glare of a camerds flash from a
dark shop doorway directly opposite. Now what the hell . . . ? Someone taking a picture of him, outside B.J. 's? But
who could have known he'd be coming here? He hadn't known himsdf until this afternoon! And he certainly hadn't
told anyone.

He turned towards the street and made as if to cross . . . and a dight, bent figure came scurrying out of the shop
doorway, heading down the street towards the pub. Bird-bright eyes under awide-brimmed hat glanced back a Harry,
as the figure made off in adap, dap, dap of leather on wet paving slabs.

Harry wanted to get a better look at this one. Fixing the orange glow of the pub's smdl-pane windows in the eye of
his mind, he quickly stepped back into the shadows and conjured a Mobius door . . . and a moment later stepped out
of the shadows of the pub into the street, and headed back towards B.J. 's.

The mysterious figure in the raincoat and wide-brimmed hat came amost at a run, saw the Necroscope a the last
moment and very nearly collided with him. As the man swerved aside, Harry caught at his arms asif to steady him, and
SO came eye-to-eye with him, however briefly. Briefly, yes, because even as Harry stared a him, so the smdl man
dignlayed asuprisng srength and wiriness wrenched himedf furioudly free and mede off down the strest againg And thistimeHany let imgo,
dl five feet four or five of him, watching him disappear out of sight down aside dley . ..

Harry felt fairly certain hed never seen the man before, and therefore that the stranger didn't know and couldn't possibly have
recognized him. As for Harry's use of the Mobius Continuum: the stranger would never believe that the man in front of B.J.'s was
the same one held bumped into on the street just a moment later! So, nothing much for Harry to concern himself over there. But. . .
what was it dl about? Was it some kind of threat, something to worry over? Or was it simpler than that?

Maybe Darcy Clarke had decided to have Harry watched - or watched over - for his own good. But if that was the case, how
had Darcy known he'd be going to B.J. 's?

Maybe the explanation was even simpler:

Like, someone was watching B.J.'s for his own reasons. Or perhaps a private detective for someone else's reasons?
Or the police? What if B.J's was a front for something else? And what kind of agirl - or woman - was this Bonnie Jean
anyway, that she should go around shooting at men with a crossbhow? But that last was a question Harry had asked
himsdf many times before. It was one of the severa reasons he was here: to find out if there was any connection
between B.J. and Brenda's disappearance.

Walking thoughtfully back to B.J'sin the rain, he considered the face held seen, or that glimpse of a face, before the
- what, observer? - had wrenched himsdf free. That face on the little man, that startled face, that had decided Harry
against any further action at this point. It wasn't that held fdt afraid of the little man, just. . . surprised? Startled? Even
as startled as the smdl observer himsdf? But by what?

There are looks and there are looks, and the little man had had one of those looks. Like a cornered rat. And
everyone knows that it's best not to corner arat. Such alook, on the face of the little man, had been enough to ll
Harry - on this occasion, anyway. But if there should be a next time - then he might want to know more.

Approaching B.J's, he pictured that face again: that wrinkled old face with its rheumy, runny eyes. At a distance
he'd thought of them as 'bright bird eyes,' but seen close-up they weren't. Those oh-so-strange three-cornered eyes
that one second looked grey and the next shone dull silver, like an animal's a night. .. and the next turned grey again;
or maybe it was atrick of the street lights. And the long, heavily veined nose, flanged a the tip; and the too-wide,
loose-lipped mouth in its thrusting, aggressive jaws. And overal, the grey, aged aspect of the faoegangdly.

Just a glimpse, yes, and not necessarily accurate. But it had been sufficient to give him pause.. . .

Letting the picture gradually fade in the eye of hismind, the
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Neaospewesseisfied (out not deesad) thet hewolidht eesily farget it Indeed hemight just ask B abaut it. Aot its ovner, aywey. For if Sewesanae
d trelitlerman- if hed e ssn him-ghed aatany kovwhoHary westalking ébolt



Itwesjust ared thesevard quesionshehedfar her Asfar trequetiors demight raefar im. .. wall, hed db hisbet toarad them
Sohetddhimsdf, aywey ...

Trecoorwesheavy and berckrl with metdl, ard et ipped with albuezey, apegthde ard aspeke grille: Hary louzzed deiscted dlight noemernts within, ad
feit himedf dosavedl BariLelly aferdevaceatedt

Areyouamamts, Sr?if  hddypyour cad If nat, dteyar busness' Obvioudy onedf the dub's 'young lasdes' Hary thought.

Tmnatamemba, heansvared. 1 wsinvited - by Bommie Jeen!

Thearewasslencefar alongmomeant, then"Wait'

Hary seamed towait an inordinetdly lang time, but when the doar firdlly opened it wesB. J hersdlf who stood halding it open far im And
agan Hary waant aatain what hed bean eqpedting. Hehed met her before, yes, but alot had been happening at the time. Funny,
but the best pidure he hed of har weas the one Gaorge Jekes hed given himt

Ared looker ... Tdll, dim dinky, yet natural with it. (The shepein Jekess deed mind hed been that of Lauren Bacel in thet dd Bogie movie
where she says, 'You know how to whistle, don't you?) Maybe Eurasan? Se coud be fram the dape o her ees like
anmondsand vay slightly tilted. . . And her hair, bouncing on her shoulders, seeming black as jet but grey in its sheen.
The ageless type . . . Anything from ningteen to thirty-five.... But alodker, chyed

And now the redlity. But still the Necroscope couldn't see her clearly enough, not in the dim light in the hallway inside the
door. On the other hand, she could obviously see him.

'So, it's mah brave laddie in person,' she breathed, smiling at him wonderingly with her head on one side. ‘Mah own wee man wi'
no name.' Then she straightened up, and was till two inches shorter than Harry. "And maybe no' so very wee at that! But | was
beginning to think 1'd never see you again! Come in, comein.’

The halway or corridor was wide, high-ceilinged, carpeted. Low music came from somewhere up ahead; pop music, Harry
thought, late '50s or early '60s. He quite enjoyed dl that old stuff. The corridor seemed a long one; there were pictures on the
walls, large tapestries in gilt frames; but there were no doors leading off to right or left. A peculiar set-up.

I know what you're thinking,' B.J. said, leading the way. 'l thought so myself the first time | saw it - a fire hazard, right? Aye,
well the
auhaitiesthought 0, too. Butintheevart o fire- Gadfatid - thare ae exgee roues eouth & the badk ad aut into the gardan Ardweae an the graurd
floor, fter &l

1 weatt thirking oot fire” Hary arswered nat lockingwheehewesgaing ad bunang into her whee e paused & afire door. Andt 'Sonry, hesdd, &
derdasdaquaying pahgosarnusderon. Aurgydne.. !

Bu youweaat odumyy teled imewermd, Seamsvaed withtrehint of afroan in her vaice ‘Indesd | might even sy greesed lighining!' If dewes
fidingfar smekind o resdion e didnt get it. Hary merdy $rupped, ard continuect

No | weat acorsdaing thefirerik. | wesjust wandaing why s.chalag aoidar?

Treywaedandng vay dosetogehe. Heaoud smel her soarted breeth when e asnvared, ‘Origirelly it wesan dley bewesn the buildings o rigt ad
let Whnthe opfagpdeswerehuilt & thefrart, thedley wesrodied over to gve ssfeanessto theprgpaty & thereer - my place, now! Her Edinbourch burr hed
drmoet disgpeered, redaced by something Hary didhit quite recogize Dowrdiarsis B.J'S' de aontinued, tuming fram him and pughing through the door.
Updarsisny livingaea Ardthegard. . . ismy bedoom’

Hary fdloned he, cammanting Whenyauaswer asnequay, youredly coamser it infull, dont you?

Ard gving im thet look aggin, W, & lesst aed us doed' Seredied adalite o the bagewesbedk. Then wihawaed her am 'BJS' de
arouncl

Insdewesddfinitdy better then ot Smugging aut o hisacet, whichapretty girl inanat-cuite Playboy outfit todk to the doelaoom, Hary lodked the dace
o/. Theewesalongsh mehoogy ber with accessherdhes t bath eos behindwhichwonmoregils saver diinks- arwadd savethem presmedy, but & the
mamat thaewaeany aea wwoasomas Arda thefar ed o theroom andher gl st neer the jukehox, an aigind Witz by its looks flipaing the
pegescf anage

A"’ night, Batieancommetedwily, asHary pached himsdf ankwady anared too mary erply bardods ad ewet behind thebe to
svehm 'Itsawa/stresarewhanits raning' Threewaetwo aher astomas (dub marbas Hary revinded himedf) & theber, aedt exch ed wharethey
rused their dinksand dretied ipthe gils andagraup o three seeted @t atebleinacomer dosetoadatshoad B Jsdiatswaedl ove faty, wel tumed aut,
buenesstypes Menwith morey, anywey. It locked likethetaxd diverwesright: thiswouldnt beadegp daeto dirk.

Hary cortinued o look thedaceover and deddkt Itsaconverted hdeinthewdl pua Ardrewesright. B.J'shedbenafary sendad
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if pooty-frequiernted pudic houseat aretime Treandart punswere il in dacebenind the bey, ard thecek adling beams ware dadk-gianed fram genuirefire
srde Treganfirgdaeitdf wesdill thee igaeuchtotekeasrdl tee hut thefluehed besn seledwhen catrd heeting redaced thewarmh o are fire

Tret firgdaeignt Vidaian!' hesaid anankwad ssaming detemant - dmost anaoousstion! But hewestill finding hiswey, getting ussd to thedace Ardto
BJ Tohe pesae Or o hispesaeinhe dae

Setok pity nhimad didnit smile but asveedwhet herow sav asadumb cammart with areessoned redy. 'Yaure rigt. Thisdace ignt Vidaian It
gosshedkalat futher - twoar threshundred years et leest. Remants, it's st beck framithe"nocan” i, thetarace tret frants oo the dreet. Twarty yearsap
it gt arealod d thet dmogt by midake whnthey darted to aonvet thewhdedres nthis sdeinto some kind d shopping acade But the builde wart
bdeadit &l fdl through Ardagoad thing, too, far this dd building wes hee firs. Mae reoartly it wesapub, bout too ot of trewey. When| bougit it |
oo dht effod tomodamizeit, adow Im ded!

Ardbdaehecoddmdeaathe dyad ammat (et the hell wesit doout this girl thet 0 tandled historgug Hary wardaed?) ewet at Thiswes



ateahueliving raom Why; it took yo mot o the graurd flaod Now it's it in o by thewel behind this bae. Back there isadorage room an aigind
kitdhen Mmook tallels and aoessto thegadn Ardthe dairs'

Whetsthediffean?<sidHary.

H1? Seadal he hed ad headnired teaded he jaw, but fourd thet he coudnt lodk & her. It wes dsoonoating Hewerted 1o lodk & her but
coudnt. Itwesasthough hewesaschodboy again- hisfird fumbling goaroech to Brande?

Thet braugit himuyp shat! Whatwesthis Bamie Jen savekind of Lada?

Thedffeence?desid

O’ Hepulled himedif togather. Bewesnawineberandapub!

Senodtdad smiled knowirgy. '| hedratekenyefar adhinking men and it ssas| westight. But whilewerean thet s ljedt, whetwoldyelike?

Hm?

Todirk!

Hary druppd 1 dontknow. A art?

Vadka gnwhisky, brandy, um-yourameit'

B, brandy, | thirk

‘Cogac?Couvasa?

Wheeeryaussy!

Nao no,no!" Selaughed Itswhet yousay!

The man at the closest end of the bar had been listening to their conversation. NoV, snearindly, he cdled out, 'Seas yeve gat
yoursd' ared live one there, B.J!' He was short, stocky, and seemed to have no ned; well-dressed but uncomfortablelooking.
What, arough damond? A rough something, catanly.

Smiling along the bar a him, the Necroscope said, ‘A live one? | guess| an- far the time baing' The ather didhit know wiet to
mekedt that; scoming, he tumed beck to hisgil.

Andinalowveal vaos Borie Jen said, He chasmeup framtimeto time: The pratedtive type, you know? Shedidagliassd cognec in front
d Hary, and sad, Onthehouse 1. . . dontt know your neme?

Its Hary, he tdd he. Hany Keogh. So whet with im and mg it seems you're well protected, Bonnie Jean.' He sipped a his
drink, whichhitimat once andindl the right spats. So now heknew winet Alec Kylestipple had bean; whet his body's tippleill wed

B.J, shetddhm 'Inherelmjust BJ But she hed knoawn whet he meant well enough, and quickly went on, 'l till owe you for
that, Hany!

'Well, you owe me an explanation at least,' he agreed, and gave a shrug. Yau know, of acoupleof sl things.. .?

'‘But not here,' she replied. 'Not now. And there's agood many things | don't know about you, either .. '

Harry knew a word game when he heard one, and he was good & them. 'Yes, but not here' he said, smiling. 'Not
now." Astonishingly, dter jusasp artwo, the cognac wasloosening imup! But hed better nat let it loosen him too fagt or far. And awere
o her eyes onhim firelly helooked beck & her - and looked, and drank her in

Firdly he hed her; her picure hed firmedkup, teken anlife And she waanit so much the looker thet Hary and George Jekes hed thought she
might be. But undeniably attractive, yes - even to the point of magnetic. Those eyes of hers, their oh-so-dight dant -
and their colour, a deep, penetrating hazel flecked with gold: ferd eyes. Her ears, large but not obtrusive, flat to her
head and dflike with their pointed tips nat uite hiddenin thesnil and bounce o shining heir. Her nose, tipHilted but by no meens ‘aute!’
And he moutit too ardeby far, yet ddlicious in the curve of its bow. As for her teeth: the Necrasoope couldn't ramember seaing
teth 0 pafett o o whitd

But she had been studying him, too. 'Funny eyes,' she said. 'Well, not funny . . . strange. Like someone ese is looking out of
them.'

Hary coud have ansvered thet ong, but he kgt slet as she wart on: They look sort of sad, compassionate, and ... | don't
know, trustworthy? But deep down, maybe they're a little cold, too. Maybe youve been mecke cdd, Hary. Have you led a
srange life?

'‘What, have you been reading my pdm? He smiled his sad amile, whichwasdwaysa pat of him and couldnt be changed, nat
even
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Alec Kyl€'s face. 'Maybe you've missed your caling, BJ. Maybe you should have ben Gypsy Bomie'

1... fancy | might have come from Gypsy stock at that,' she answered. ‘But how close was |, realy?

'Maybe too close,' he answered. 'Maybe right now, you're too close.

Showing feigned dam she drew bedk afradion. 'Oh? And areyehig trouble, Harry?

I hope I'm not going to be,' he told her, honestly. 'And | hope you're not going to be. | do need to tak to you, BJ!

She drew back more yet, and meant it this time - not away from Hary, but fram the men who hed sooken to him just amomant
ago framthe end of the ber. He hed finished his diink and now knodked aber dodl aside in his stumbling approach. There was an
unpleasant something on his face: a question - an accusation - aimed a B.J. but intended for Harry. Now he gave it
voice. 'Is this creep botherin' ye, hon .. .7

And Harry thought: Protective? More the possessive type, 1'd have thought. And seeing the ugly glint in the man's
eyes, and weighing him up: Two hundred and twenty pounds if he's an ounce, and every ounce a pain in the backadd!



HOME WITH BONNIE JEAN

And: Sergeant, said Harry to a good friend of his, wdl over a hundred miles away in the cemetery in Harden, / believe
| have a problem. His dead friend, an ex-Army physical training instructor, and an extremely hard men in histime wes into
Hary'smind & once, looking out through his eyes and reading the picture he saw in the bar room. The thing is, Harry went
on, while Sergeant got acquainted, / don't want too much mess

Sep anay fromthe ber, Harry, 'Sargeant Gaem Lane tdd hm Thislad's big and bold, but he's getting old. What, forty-five?
And look at his gut: he drinks too much, and hes had too nmuch tonight, too. Thenext tine he speaks to you, if he really means to
have a go, is when he'll make his move. Let me take it from there. ...

Harry moved away from the bar into open space, heard B.J. saying: 'Look, Big Jmmy, we were only taking. I've the right to
talk to people in mah own place, have | no'?

It's the way he was lookin' at ye, lass,' Big Jimmy answered, speaking to her but narrowing his eyes at Harry. 'l just dinnae like
his attitude, his flashy answers!' (Here it came):

'You!' Big Jmmy rasped, turning more fully to Harry. 'So ye're a live one, eh? And he started his swing. 'Well, not for long, ye
fucking pipsqueak!’

Sergeant was right there in the Necroscope's mind, directing him, amost controlling him. So Harry let him handle it his way.

The ber was on Hary's right, and Big Jmmy moving dong it fram the left, till knocking aside bar stools. The man had swung
with his right hand, a lumbering blow with lots of weight but nothing of speed. The Necroscope stepped forward
inside the arc of the figt, caught Big Jmmy's wrist in both hands, turned and bent forward from the waist. The big
man's impetus carried him forward; Harry's back formed the fulcrum and his opponent's am the lever; he rose up,
somersaulted,
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camecrashing down onatableand reducad it to rubble And Harry sadk:

Chrigt, Srgeant! | ssidnomed

What mess? The ather ansivered. lisover! Heswinded but that's all. And meybe helll take it asawarning. Only atotal moronwould push it
any further. Hessen howfat weare

WA, | hope youire right, Hary ansvered with feding, as Big Jmmy got groggily to hisfeet.

Why, ye— Themantook agumbing sepforward.

The Necroscope took a pace back, his arms lifting and extending forward as his hands commenced moving in an
unmistakable karate weave And cocking hisheed dightly on ane Sde, wamingly: Dontt, hesdid Sy thet.

'Huh!" The other grunted, stopping dead in his tracks. 'So y€e're a hard men aeye?

'Y ouredly dontweart tofind out, Hary tdd him.

And fram behind the ber: Y éreleaving, Big Jmmy!' B sngpped. Right now, anl yere no coming beck!”

BigJmmy looked & her through litle red pig-eyes cast onemaremurderous glance at Harry, and grunted, Tuck yedl, then!' As
he svung around and heeded far the doar, one df the girlswias hat on his hedswith his coet; and B. shouting dter them

Tear up his card! No one's ever tae let that pig in here again!' Her eyes sopped badng and she locked & Harry, who wes
finshing hisdrink. And regaining a semblance of control, B.J. said: 'Greased lightning, aye. Maybe yere right, and |
should'nae have tae do with ye!'

Too late for that, B.J' he told her. 'Were aready had "tae do," as you wel know." He glanoad round the room but no one wes
looking hisway. They probghly thought it best nat to. Onedf the gilswas deating away thewredked tadle \We haveto tak, Hary raminded B

Shepursed her lips asif preparing to argue, but firdly sdd, Tonight, then, dter weve dosed. Midnight, right here And now perhgps yell
0o0?Yerend amambe, dta dl. Anve mehlicanoe tee think about!

And you should think a little more about your accent, he thought, which changes like thewind round Edinburgh Cagtie

B.J signaled for one of her girlsto get his coat, then phoned for a taxi: 'Just in case the Big Man's waiting outside
for ye. .. But he wasn't, and neither was the little man with the camera. Harry didn't need the taxi but took it anyway -
as far as the town centre. .Then he took the Mohius raute the rest of theway to Bormyrig,

Badk horme he rummegad around until he found anincredibly andient bottle of Scottish mdt whisky that must have belonged to
his stepfahe. Thaewasdill aninchar two o liquor in the battom, and as he poured himsdf alarge shot he couldnt hdp but wonder whet
Alec Kylewoud have thought of it. Oddly enough, heill felt buoyed by the snde



dutd agechadheda BJ9 Sowrewestetomded tet?Awaring?

Antt I\veredlly gat to get thisbody in training, Hary thought. With whichhepoured the contiartsdf hisdlass-adthe ret df the batle -aney doan
trekithen srk. Qeycukrowvyaur eay;, itsesse todsd withim

Andtretwestheeddf et ..

Bumatereduoudhaetkenadirk if aly o ligtenupalitle Doomaddoomwaebak by thetimeheussd theMddus Carirum o reum to BJ's a
litle efter midhight, and the misgieswae o Haty asheay ssea. Al rewes smanket upset by dl this ummeessary hopping oot if B hed redly
werted otk 1o him why hedht Sesny ekenhiminto her beck oomad telked tohn?Qr . .. hed denedd tretimeto st himyg?

Whdee, hewesdat ssreve bdaeashesgypad aut o the Continuum anassthe sireet fram BLJ'sin thedak dooway whaehed s the little men with
thecamaa If aything hewesealy; twodf B.Jsginswaejus gdfing intoatad & theketsdg ad B.1 hedf wesssang themdf. Segaeavaefiom e
dowey asthecb pulled aney, thenmoved beck aut of Sght. Arditheillumineted Sgn binked into dakness

Hary aorjuredadoar of isonn moved antssthe stredt, rang B.I's bell. Sehedht hed imetolodk the door v, he sesed movemant, head treratle o a
chen; thedoor svuggoen

Ardssing him: Nowvhowindl thet's. . .? esdd adfromed he puzdemat. 'Y cuwaat heejug amomat ap | thought youwerat coming!

Hednuopad | swyaur girisleaving andwaterd Didntwart anyareto o the @, wiagides!

Oh redly? derasd ane/dyon. Well, majeyed bater aarein then bfaesimenressss you' Ard ashemacke to dgp anoss the thredhdd, But Hany,
yauenbdieverretha they waldhit gt thewrargidea S let'shaveit undarsioodt thisis stridly busness Itsnat thet | wert yauheare bt thet youwat to be
hee right?

Histum tofroamn wheehepasad withaefoct over trethreddd 'Yauinvited me!

‘No' shedaniedit. Youinssied!

W, Imhereanywey, hesad

‘Arddoyousill wert totek tome? (Shetelf Hodked hisway).

Ifyadll let mein, yed'

Siling, $ele hm pess Ardwelking dang the aanidar whilesefinished lodding the doar, hewarolred, rovwhet vwesthet al about?

Trelighsweelow intheber roam Hary good watting, until B areinfran the.canidor and tumed them off atogether, Thenke
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stood in total darkness, until a vertical crack of light expanded into an oblong as B.J. opened a recessed door behind the bar and
passed through into the back room. And looking back at him, she said: 'Wdll, are ye no' coming? She was in and out of that accent
of hers like a hungry budgie in its cage, hopping to and fro from swing to swing!

Harry let himself through the bar hatch and followed her into the back room, or one of them. It was a storage room with a door
to one side and stairs ascending to B.J.'s private rooms overhead. Here the Necroscope hesitated . . . until from the foot of the
stairs B.J. said: 'l see more than enough of that bar of an evening. So if we must talk, let's at least be comfortable.’

Following her up the lighted stairs, he admired her figure and the natural swing of her backside in her sheath skirt, which was dit
up one side orienta style. B.J. was dim and shapely . . . and classy, yes. Or was it just Kyle's body chemistry? Whichever, the
Necroscope felt it; aso their closeness: the fact that they were quite aone here. But (he was quick to reassure himself) it was dl
part of the search for Brenda.

Thisiswherel live' she told him, stepping aside on a landing that opened directly into her living room. 'Go on in." And as he
stepped by her into the room: 'Do have a seat, Harry Keogh,' she said.

Before doing so he looked the room over, and was pleased with what he saw. For where the bar below was a mixture of different
styles, this room was dl B.J. - it perfectly reflected her image, or the image that he still had of her. It was tasteful, yet exciting, too.
It pleased the eye, and simultaneously satisfied the mind. Lacking pretension or ostentation, till it looked rich, looked red. . . like
the woman herself?

The carpet was pile, patterned, and obviously wool. Harry could amost fed its warmth coming right through the soles of his
shoes. The carpet's pattern was . . . what, Turkish? Greek? But Mediterranean, anyway. As were the varnished pine ceiling beams
that formed spokes from the centre of the ceiling, completing the whed where they were joined up by curving members around the
room'’s perimeter. Thus the room had a circular or at least octagonal look, while in fact it was simply a square room. But actually
there was nothing 'ssimple’ about it.

The main lighting feature, a smal round chanddier on an extending golden chain, depended from the hub of the pine
ceiling-whed!; its crystal pendants served to contain the eectric light from three egg-shaped bulbs, so that the whole piece was set
glowing like asmall soft sun. Its light was adequate, but could be supplemented by use of shaded wal lights, and by the reading
lamp on its tal white stand near the circular central table.

The three inner walls were decorated with what looked like good quality old prints in modern frames, while in the comers narrow
tapestry screens framed in bamboo added to the circular effect. In the exterior wal, a wide bay window and seat took up
three-quarters of the

space and opened onto a balcony overlooking the garden; the Necroscope could see the gently mobile tops of trees or shrubbery
out there, gleaming a lush green in the rain, and a night-dark hill in the distance (the Castle's Rock, maybe, or Arthur's Seat?)
silhouetted againgt alowering sky.

A light-tan leather lounger faced two matching easy chairs across the polished top of the pine table, and a pair of tdl, narrow,
crammed bookshelves filled the gaps between the framed prints dong one wall. A television set at the foot of one of the screens
that flanked the bay window could be viewed comfortably from the lounger, while a music centre on its stand occupied the space



in front of the other screen. Behind dl four of the screens smal chests of drawers were barely visible; obviously Bonnie Jean kept
her clutter in the drawers, well out of sight of visitors. She was one tidy lady.

To complete the picture, there was a rotating drinks cabinet on the open landing itself, where B.J. had paused, presumably to
prepare drinks, and to inquire: ‘A Courvoisier?

Harry amost replied in the affirmative, then remembered his vow against hard liquor and shook his head. "Thanks, no.'

'What? she said. 'And am | supposed to sit here drinking by mahself!"

'Nothing hard,” he answered. 'I'm not one for hard liquor. Tonight was a one-off. If you hadn't suggested cognec, | probably
wouldn't have thought of it. But look, since B.J. 'sisawine bar, why don't you offer me a glass of wine?

That seemed to please her. 'Actualy,’ she said, 'l think I'm glad ye're no' adrinker. Hard drink will make afool of aman - like Big
Jmmy, for instance. It1l put anidiot in your head and a braggart in your mouth, to think and speak for ye!'

The Necroscope was wdl able to appreciate that: the idea of other people in your head, spesking and acting for you. And it
wasn't too far-fetched, either, except his people were anything but idiots and usually told the truth!

'‘Asfor the difference,’ B.J. wenton . . .

'...Eh? hefelt obliged to cut in.

'‘Between a pub and awine bar,’ she smiled.

‘Oh!’

It's the licence,' she explained. 'A pub's hours are controlled, and its clients often aren't! But my wine bar's a club whose opening
hours are satisfactory to me. . . within the law, you understand, and with clients that | can pick and choose.'

‘Like Big Jmmy? Harry sat on the lounger.

‘It was Big Jimmy's first bad mistake,' she answered, ‘and hislast.'

You know,' Harry said, 'that was the first Jock "Jimmy" | ever met? | know everyone calls everyone Jmmy up here, but are
there redly that many Jameses?

r
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She laughed, and explained: 'It's like "Johns" in London. Or "Bruces' in Austrdia. If you don't know someone's
name, you cal him Jmmy, that's dl. But Big Jmmy redlly was one.'

Harry grimaced, and agreed, 'He was one, dl right!'

Til tdl ye something, though,' she said, sitting in one of the easy chairs opposite him. 'You'd best be careful how
you use "Jock." The Scots don't much care for it.’

'Oh, | can tdl you know about them," Harry said. 'Despite that you're not one of them .. .?

B.J. turned her face away and busied herself pouring wine, generaly hidng her momatary confusion.

She had brought a silver tray bearing a crystal decanter, a bottle, and glasses, from the drinks cabinet. Now she
poured a glass of red wine fram the decanter and aglass of lidafraumilch fram the battle Teking up the sweet white wine, she offered
atoast: 'Here's to you, Harry Keogh.'" And the accent had quite disappeared.

Harry picked up his glass and looked at it. The glass was many-faceted; its contents were a light ruby red, but
seemed misty. 'The red's for me? he queried. '‘But | thought red wine was supposed to give you a headache? What's
this, the "house" wine?

That headache stuffs a myth,' she told him. 'In fact | deliberately chose the red for you because it's not so strong.
But it does have more than its share of sediment, which is why | decanted it. | managed to clear most of it. But if you
don't likeit. . ." she shrugged. 'l can always make you a coffee, or something else of your choice?

Harry took a sip. The taste wasn't unpleasant; there was a certain bite to it - a hint of resin, maybe? He took a stab at
it. 'Y ou seem taken by things Mediterranean.’'

'‘Ahal’ she said. 'One minute an innocent, the next a connoisseur! But you're right: afriend brought awhole crate of it
back from Greece for me. Probably very cheap locad stuff, which might explain its quality, but. . .

... It'sokay, Harry cut her short. ‘It tastes fine. And I'm grateful for your hospitality. But B.J, | do have to tak to
you.'

'l know,' she said. 'About that night?

Yes'

'Well good, because | want to talk to you, too.'

'You probably saved my life' Harry went on, ‘and I'm not forgetting that | owe you for that. But what you did was
gill akilling, if not downright murder! Also, you nailed the "wolfman" to his seat in that van, and so helped kill him,
too. And you were very cool, cdm and collected about the whole business - which worries me | mean, it's not
everyone who goes around shooting people with a crossbow, then shrugs it off like it's something that happens dl the
time..."

She waited until she was sure he had finished, then said: 'Y ou could
have asked me dl of these things that night, after you . . . well, after | found myself in the dley . . . when | was off bdance? Let's
fece it, Harry, if | have a case to answer, so do you. You said you weren't a policeman, so ... what were you doing there that
night, en? And then there's aredly big question: namely, how did you get us out of there? | mean, | ill can't believe that—'

'—Drugged,’ the Necroscope lied. 'l drugged you.' (HEd come prepared for this).



'What? Her eyes has narrowed to dlits, increasing their tilt, making her look more feral than ever. 'You . . . drugged me? How?
When? Disbelief was written plain on Bonnie Jean's face.

‘When | took your arm: | squeezed your arm tightly, held you, but till you pulled away. The effort you exerted to free yourself
concedled the fact that 1'd administered a drug from a small device in my hand. It had been meant for the people | was after, but |
hadn't had an opportunity to use it.'

She let that sink in, and thought about it. And findly: 'That. .. dl sounds a hit far-fetched,’ she said. 'What, you got me out of
there, unconscious, on your own? But Harry saw that she was uncertain.

'l wasn't alone,' he went on. 'l had friends in the yard at the back of that place. And | switched the lights off, remember? That
stopped the police for alittle while. By the time they went inside, we'd bundled you over the wall.'

'Oh? She cocked her head on one side. 'And then you carried me across the road, in full view of anyone who just might happen
to be looking, to the aley, where you waited for me to recover, right? Her sarcasm didn't quite drip, but it brimmed, certainly.

'Yes,' Harry nodded, delighted that she herself had supplied the answer to his biggest problem. 'Exactly right. There was a lot of
milling around; most of the police were inside, or gathered at the entrance ramp; their vehicles were al over the place, blocking the
road. And there was the distraction of the blazing van, of course. Also, if we had been seen . . . well, the people | work for are
powerful. And so you see it wasn't redly difficult. The drug is quick-acting, and just as quick to disperse. After a few minutes you
came out of it. You were a hit shaken but nothing serious. Surely you remember sitting down on the wet cobbles?

B.J. looked very uncertain now; her eyes blinked rapidly as she attempted to absorb dl of this. ‘| was shaken up,' she finaly
said. 'l ... didn't know what to make of things, except that it seemed like some kind of magic. | went to my hotel and to bed. In
the morning . . . well, it was dl like adream! And | had no way to contact you or even to know who you were. And | ill don't.'
Shelooked at him accusingly.

I shouldn't have helped you," the Necroscope continued, and took another sip of wine. ‘It didn't do me much good with my
superiors, the
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people at the top. | should have left you at the garage to fend for yourself, and that way the police would have had a suspect
for the killings. But . . .' He shrugged. 'Y ou had saved my life, and | felt obliged.’

'S0 ... you're an agent, of sorts?

'Yes!' (It wasn't too much of alie. He had been one, at that time, anyway).

'Working ... for whom?

'People,' Harry shrugged again. "When the police can't do something that needs doing - when the law defeats the lawful -
then my people are there to help. Except they're not my people any more. | overstepped myself, with you.'

Her mouth fell open. 'Y ou're out?

'Yes,' he answered. This is my last job: to find out why you were there, why you did what you did. Only answer a question
or two, truthfully . . . you'll bein the clear. And | shall have squared it with my people.’

They'll take you back?

‘No, but that's okay. | have other things to do.' He sipped again at his wine, which was in fact excelent. It soothed a sore
throat he hadn't even redlized he had. And it was loosening not only his tongue but his mind, too, and making everything hed
said seem reasonable - even to hm

'S0.. . (shewasdill uncartan). ‘After youdlft meinthatdley - . andthet wassomething of aswift getaway, too, if | may say ot -wheredidyougo?And
how did you dissapear 0 uickly?

'l went to my superiors and briefed them on what had occurred. They'd been after that gang for along time. Asfor getting away
quickly:  \there'sawicket gatein that warehouse door inthe alley. | simply | stepped through it.' (Well, he'd stepped
through a kind of door, : anyway, if not awicket gate).

The frown was back on her face. 'l could swear that when | glanced away from you, then back again, you had simply ... |
don't know, disappeared?

That stuff | used on you,' he answered. 'It hasillusory effects, but i they soon wear off. Also, it was very misty in the aley.
Anyway, what ; are you suggesting? Where's the mystery? | get paid -1 used to get paid ' - not to be seen, to arrive
unannounced and depart without leaving atrace." Suddenly Harry was slurring his words. Not alot, but sufficient that he noticed it.
'So what with the mist and all, and your disorienta= i tion. ..

And there was B.J. refilling his glass. Had he emptied it that quickly? ‘Now it's your turn,' he said, stifling a yawn.

'Is my company that boring? B.J. smiled wonderingly. Or so he thought.

Tired!" the Necroscope told her, feding the weight of his leaden eyelids. Not surprising, really ... dl the chasing about hed been
doing . . . and the drink . . . and the big question mark still hanging like a sword over Brenda and Harry Jr: their whereabouts, their
safety. He leaned to one side, propping himself up with one elbow on the lounger, and asked: 'Why were you there? Why the
crossbow? Why did you kill that Skippy bloke, and try to kill the one in the wolf mask? Just for revenge? You said that they'd put
friends of yours in jeopardy.' (The word ‘jeopardy’ hadn't come out very well, but Harry continued anyway): ‘Which was enough
to make you track them down and kill them? Well, dl | can say is, you must redly care for your friendsl Why not start by telling
me about that?

'Are you okay? she looked alittle worried now, concerned for him.

'Me? I'm fine!' But the glass tilted in his hand alittle. That was okay, there wasn't much wine in the glass anyway.

'Look, be comfortable,' she said. 'I've only just redized how wiped out you look! Here, let mefix that . . " And before



he could complain even if he'd wanted to, B.J. had placed a couple of pillows under his head. 'Y ou have hollows under
your eyes acat could curl up and deep in!" she said. But the way she said the word 'deep’ was like an invocation: he
could actualy fed his itchy eyelids closing, and was too tired to rub them open.

Your...turn... hesad, lolling there—

—And bardy fét her hands touching his shoulders; tuming him on hisbedk, and easing his heed onto the pilloas And: Damiit! he thought,
ashe passed out. And amoment or an aeon later, even more idioticaly: / hopel didn't dropmy dasd

When she was satisfied that the Necroscope was wel and truly under, teking her time and careful nat to disurb hm too mudh,
B.J undenched his fingers from around the glass, removed the tray and wine and dl back to the drinks cabinet, then
returned to Harry and pulled down the crystal chandelier on its retractable cable and chain. His story hadn't been so
wild after dl. Not to someone like Bonnie Jean Mirlu, who had heard many wild stories and known many wild things in
her long, long life And whet hed said about drugging her hednt come astoo much o asurprise either, except for the fact that she
hadn't been able to work out what he'd done to her at the time. But now? It was far easier to believe that than that he'd
somehow conveyed her in the blink of an eye from one place to another, without covering the space between! What,
like somekind df Ganieout df the Arabian Nights?

Wel, Bonnie Jean didn't believe in that sort of magic, but the 'magic’ of secret agencies, like Mis 5 or 6, and
mindbending drugs especially, these were things she could readily bdievein. Yes, for she had experience of the latter!
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Inoked her red winewesacase- aragood many battles- in paint. Theredpefar thet hed been dd when the sieces ware yourg, ard whan detiders hed ben
cdled ddemiss BJ ddnt kowvwhet treingredietswag but Sekrevwhaethey wee cathad ad how 1o brew them yp Ard Srekrew something of ther
aigrs too theidandsd theQek Sa- the Meditaranem, asit wesrow - ad the Bulgaian Brpre(later Romeria o Hlek, a Waladhig. Ohyes aden
futhe didd; for catain o theingredietshed cameframthe Far Eagt with the Hsungu (e theHurg), inthefaomdf predausbdmsand medianes

Catarly thewire hed ben kroawn in Mandhuia ad Srkiang, ad to the esataic Wom Wizads o the Teda Madan Desat, ad much later o Arb
ddamigsinddmirem theGity d Allas Inthe 14th Gatury it hed besn ueed by the Bugars- wowee good damids ad wiremekas boh - ad by the
Sahiansadthe Otomen Tuks towad df theBladk Deghiitsdf whichdso hed its sourein theest. After thet, its seorets hed ben lodt to merkind in the red
adral adtumal o atrauded wald Lo tormerkind aye but ot to Bamie JerisMagi, whoremambeed dl thingsard tdd them o herin the houswhen
dewescdled yp o attend Hm For SewesHisweatd e whee Helay in date, e Guadandf HisHace Ardthehour of Hiscdlingwaoddbesoonrow. ..

... Trehowlingin her mind thet woud call her bedkenframhelfwey acossthewarld - theay o the Grest WA in His seret dan -thet thralaing throet
thet thewild Carpathianshed konnwhen e DarLbewesatraceraueard Alaric of the Mdgattswesye to sk Rae... .

Reudantly, B drew hersdf bedk fram her manid wandaringsin gpece and time: After dl, these wararntt her memaries but those of her Mede,
and shewas only privy to them through Him But Bonnie Jeen hed watched over Hmfar two hundred yeers - like her mather befare he, ad
hersbefore her - and wasazedlous, even ajedlous Guardian. And now someone was comewho might, just might, thresten B, and in o doing
thregten Himin Hisplace

Well, threats weren't new. They were old as earth, as old as her Master's being here; indeed, some of them had come
here with him! But the nature of the threat was something else. Aye, for there are threats and there are threats. Now
she must discover what sort Harry wes and dedde how best to ded with it

Kill him? Oh, that would be easy, so easy. She could have done it in the garage - she amost had done it - except
she'd thought he was a policeman, and knew that the police don't give up easily when one of their own is murdered.
She could even do it now, this very minute. .. Ah, but what would follow behind? What of these powerful friends of
his, these men who could act when the law
couldn't? And what was their interest in her? Was it just the way he said it was, or was there a lot more to it? No,
killing him now would be stupid, dangerous. Especidly if he had been sent here, as he dleged Sfe to find out about im-
dsoover d therewesto know-and then let her Master decide his fate.

By now the wine would be right through his sysem. It was time to begin. Barmie Jeen propped Harry up with pilloas until he wes in the
half-reclining position. She drew curtains across the bay windows, tumed doan the dhenddier lights to a softly luminous gow,
and gavethe spiral flex a gentle twist that set the pendants sowly turning. Winding and uwinding, they sent a sroboscopic
flide through thefindy sheathing mambranes of the Necrasoopes ydids

Andt My tum, aye' she sad softly, inawhile Or areyou no longer interested? Darit you wart to listen to methen, Hary Keogh?

His eydids flidered and B. gmiled Oh, he could heer thet hypnatic voice of hers @l right, asin some epadidly vivid dream No nesd to
ek, shetdd im 'Srmdy nod, ar sheke your heed, inansver tormy questions. Do you understand? B.J. couldn't know that this
was a'game he'd played before, and that therefore his resistance was weskened Or should be

Henodded, but his eydids continued to flutter alitie Would you like to see? B.J wondered out loud. 1f s0, then open your eyes Theligt
won't hurt you; indeed the crystals will help you see more clearly. Theyll hep both of usto see much moredeady!

The Necrasoope opened hiseyes and Bamie Jeen wias grtified to note thet thar pupllswearedark pinpridks sMimming on maigt minar inses
Now ligen, she sad, enauring thet the soft ookes of light fromthe chandelier's pendants were whedling directly across his eyes
and foreheed. 1 wart you to ligen carefully and answer truthfully. You do wart to answver my questions;, dont you? Her vaioe wes now
megndic, uttatly imessible

(A dight twitch of Hary'sheedt Ieft and right, Ieft and right. A sheke? A denid?Hemugt be stronger then shed suspected! But no, hed bemn
asked aquedion and wes anly trying to answver it truthfully - just as she had demanded!) Then his Adam's apple wobbled, and he
gurgled: Yyour...ttum. .. "



Why, he was continuing their ‘waking' conversation! A different readtion fram anything shed ever known befare Oh, he wes a
drange ae dl right, this oned But My tum, yes' she agresd. And why nat? Why not satisfy his queries here and now? Then,
whatever his fate woud belae, for now & leest hed be stified that she wasinnooant o any taiar’ mativesin connection with the killings
inthe garage Whet shed tddhim & thet time- thet her mative was preemptive, defendive - hed bean allie concocted on the spur of the momat.
Shehed hoped togain his sympathy by telling him that those people had threatened
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friends of hers. That way he'd be more likdly to see her as an instrument of his own revenge, which he had. And now
was the ided time, the perfect opportunity, to substantiate and reinforce his previous gpinion.

And so: 'My turn,' she said again. "You want to question me, Harry? You want me to answer those questions you
asked me before you fel asleep?

(His dow, shuddering nod). And B.J wondering, What sort of mind has this man, anyway? A determined one,
certainly!

Very well,' she went along with it. 'Except. . . | shall expect you to believe everything | tel you. And no matter what |
tel you, or say to you, you will only remember that I'm innocent of any crime. Youll only remember that I'm innocent,
and anything else that | require you to remember. And in that respect, and with that regard to mysdf, you will only act
when | desireit. At such times as| require, you'll follow any instructions | may give you to the letter. Youll follow any
instructions | giveyou .. .to...the... letter! Isthat understood?

But his nod was tentative, trembling.

If I'm to trust you with the truth, you must trust me,' she insisted. 'Isn't it only fair?

'Y-yes,' he said.

Vey wdl, she said. 'Now pay attention, and let's try to have a norma conversation - except you will generally
accept what | say. But you are alowed to point out any holes in the logic of my answers. So ... can we try to talk
normally?

Harry's throat worked up and down as he licked his lips. His face relaxed a little, and he said, 'Sure, why not? in a
perfectly ordinary speaking voice ... but his pinprick pupils remained fixed unblinkingly onthedomy ndile pendants

B.J was frankly astonished: a one and the same time he was difficult and he was easy! Perhaps, when these 'peopl€e
of his had trained him, they had somehow strengthened him against hypnotic suggestion. And post-hypnotic
suggestion? If so, then he was a dead man. He mustn't be allowed to take any knowledge out of this room except what
she desired him to know. But that was for the future, while for now:

‘All right, then let's take it question by question,’ she suggested. 'Y ou wanted to know about my crossbow?

'It'saweird weapon,' he said, attempting a shrug.

'No, it isn't,' she shook her head, despite that he wasn't looking at her. 'It's a perfectly norma weapon which | use to
hunt rabbits in the Highlands | din, hurt, and live dff the land; those are my habldies But | know a crossbow's power, and that it
will kill men as wdl as rabbits. Also, it's a silent weapon! Anyway, it served its purpose admirably, and it saved your
life. Does that answer your question?

'Yesand no.'

'Yes and no? Theft let's deal with the "yes" part first. What do you mean by yes?

'Y our answer goes part of the way to explaining a coincidence.'

‘Whichis?

That the man you helped to kill - the one in the van - believed he was a werewolf.’

That hit B.J. like a fist! And forgetting for the moment that she was in control here, she even tried to cover her momentary
confusion, which Harry wouldn't notice anyway. But then, regaining control: "Are you saying that you, or these "people” of yours,
actually believe in werewolves?

'No, but the man you shot in the van did believe in them. He thought he was one. If you had believed it, too, you'd use either a
slver bullet, or—'

'—A silvered crossbow bolt? (She had seen it coming).

'Yes. And you did.'

She laughed, however shakily. That bolt was ornamental! Both of them were. They were taken from the wall of a hunting lodge
in the Grampians. They were decorations, hanging over a fireplace dong with a lot of other old weaponry. The lodge was my
uncle's place, and when he passed on | got one or two of his things. The heads of those bolts were silvered for easy cleaning,
because silver can't rust!" It was dl alie; clever, but alie. But she knew that because it at least sounded feasible, it would be that
much more acceptable to her 'guest,’ especially in his drug-induced trance. In any case, this was a'normal’ conversation and allowed
for normal responses. So perhaps Harry had been looking for just such an answer; maybe held even hoped for one. At any rate he
sghed ... asgh of relief, it seemed to B.J.

Yet ill she frowned and said: 'But if you and these . . . these "people” of yours don't believe in werewolves, what made you
think | might?

I didn't say that we did,’ Harry answered. 'It was just something that required resolution, that's all.'

'‘And isit resolved now?

Yes'

"Very well, and now | have aquestion for you.'



'Oh?

'‘What else are you working on? You said you weren't concerned that you'd been dropped by your people because you had other
things to do. What things?

Tm searching for my wife and child.’

Sranger by the nomant! B. thought. But he couldnit befakingit. Hiseyes hadn't blinked once; they were till fixed firmly on the
crystal pendants where they dowly revolved, continuing to seek their naturd balance. 'Are your wife and child lost,
then?
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They ... went away,' he said. 'From me, my work. The baby ... he ... it was a difficult birth. My wife's hedth
suffered, mental as wdl as physical - or rather, mental instead of physical.'

'Post-natal depression?

'‘And other . . . problems, yes.'

'So she ran away? With your baby?

Yes'

‘But in your line of work, with your experience, you'll be able to find them, right? | mean, like you found me? I'm not
in the telephone book, Harry.'

‘Neither is Brenda,' he answered. ‘But | can't Smply ask ataxi driver to takemeto her..."

That's how you found me?

Yes'

'S0 ... wherewill you look for them?

'‘Abroad. Canada. Maybe America. The West Coast. Seettle. That's where I'll start, anyway. Probably.'

‘Andwhenwill yougo?

'As soon as possible. Maybe tomorrow. But that's alot of questions, and it's your turn again.’

She nodded, despite that he couldn't see her; it was just that their conversation was that 'norma!’

'You esked meif I'd killed ar hdlpad to kill thase men in the gerage out of revenge,' she reminded him. "Well, | did. Revenge pure
and smple. | told you it was because they had placed friends of mine in jeopardy, but it was more than that. | don't
much like to talk about it, that's dl." (She was lying again, but trying to make it sound good). 'You see, one of them
used to come here, into my bar. He was chatting-up one of the girls, a close friend of mine. Laer he caled from
London, asked her down to see him. She went, and didn't come back. But she |eft a note of the address she'd gone to.
| waited, and eventually saw in the newspapers how her body had been discovered. After that, | fdt it was dl up to
me | look after my girls, Harry. Their welfare is very importattone..."

At least that last part was the truth, and B.J.'s story as awhole wasn't a complete falsehood. About a year ago, she
had lost agirl on holiday in London. She smply hadn't come back and was il missing, B.J. presumed dead. The work
of her Master's olden enemies? She prayed not. . .

Meanwhile, though she had finished speaking, Harry wasn't saying anything. So B.J. prompted him: 'Does that
sound reasonable?

'Yes' he answered tentatively, ‘as far as it goes. Skippy was from Newcastle. Edinburgh is a short hop. Skippy was
always on the run. He might have come up here to get away from trouble in Newcastle. But. . . you shot at two men.’

'One because he was trying to kill you," she answered. ‘It was dark in the garage, and he was obvioudly akiller. And . . '

... And the other? Harry prompted her, his eyes as glassy and fixed as ever.

‘Because | thought he was trying to run me down! | mean, | didn't actually shoot at anyone, just a the van . . . and | had to get
out of there! | was frightened, Harry!" It was another clever lie. And while the Necroscope's drugged mind was absorbing it:

"Your turn, Harry,' she said. "Just what is this organization you worked for?

'It's cdled E-Branch,' he said, flatly. 'Part of the Secret Intelligence Services. The most secret of them al.

‘And your job with this E-Branch?

He was silent, but beads of sweat had formed on his brow.

Wel?

'l was afield agent.’

‘Dangwhet?

'You saw that for yourself. Those louts in the garage were murderers and thieves. They were responsible for the
deaths of innocent people, including policemen, and your friend! | was - oh, a means of enforcing the law, where
natural laws no longer applied.’

‘What,' she cocked her head on one side, 'they'd given you a licence to kill? That wasn't exactly what hed meant,
but:

'Oh, I'm no stranger to death,' he answered. And before she could respond, 'But now it's your turn again. Why does
an "innocent” girl like you have access to mind-bending drugs - like the stuff you must have put in my wine? And
why, if you're so innocent, are you afraid of being questioned? Instead of hunting this Skippy and his lycanthrope
friend down, why didn't you give the police the girl's last known address in London, which you told me you knew?
Last but not least, why is someone watching you or your place - this place? A shrivelled-up little man with a face like



... | don't know. Like a greyhound?
But Bonnie Jean had had more than enough of this game now. And anyway, he was much too good &t it. As for that
last question of his: it had shaken her to her roots!
So: Enough of this! she thought. Now it was time to apply the red pressure. . .
Necrosoope: TheLogt Years-\Val. |
167

\Y,

HARRY:WHRDWARNINGS
BONNIEEAN: SHEWONDERSAND
WORRES

Beyond the bay window, low over the distant hills and gleaming paldly on the rim of the clouds, the waning moon was
five days past full strength. B.J. 's powers - or some of them, such as her metamorphism - had waned with it. But others
had been hers from birth; they were hers by right. Her Master's greatest talents had been his mentalisn and, upon a
time, his metamorphism, of course; and B.J. was blood of his blood. She would have dl that was due to her in the
fullness of time. . . even if it took another two centuries for full development. But far nov—

—She was a beguiler. That was her art: hypnotism. Aided by the wine, her eyes and mind would exercise such
power even over this awkward subject, this Harry Keogh, that he would become as a toy in her hands. hers to
command, to do with as she willed. And because she had never faled, B.J. never once considered the idea of failure.

In this she was surely fortunate, for Harry Keogh's metaphysical mind wasn't at its best. It resisted the Necroscope's
contours; echoes of Alec Kyle's precognitive talents continued to shape it; its defences had been undermined by
previous tampering. But Bonnie Jean knew noned this

Now, drawing the smdl table to one side, she positioned her chair so that the chandelier hung just to the right of her
head, where its scintillant pendant crystals continued to turn to and fro but on a leve with her eyes. And in this
position she faced the man on the lounger across eighteen inches to two feet of space, and said, 'Harry, now well do
something else. When | tdl you to, | want you to look into my eyes. Not now, but when | tel you. Is that understood?

‘Sure,' he said. 'But it's till your turn.’

Oh, he had willpower, this man! But so did B.J.,, and she also had the wine - and powers other than will - to subvert
the will of others. 'But that game is over now,' she insisted. '‘And at my command you will look
inomy eyes Ardbdfareheaoudansive, if hedintedadio:

Hany, thisisrolonger a'nomd” convarssion Yaur mird isn't yoursto corirdl. Yau fed the dfeds of thewire Yaufed ill ssrever bdfae Yaur braniis
snining Theroamisgaming Oy | eandiopit. Oy my eeseandop it

Hany's heed begen o [dll onthe adhions to ad fro, bedanerds and fawards Mare beecs o sveet siood aut an his brow, faming dap oas in e
pamaet aessesd fagatien frowns But hispinarick pupilsneve aceledft the pandants esen thouch hiseyesrdlled to the nmaion o hisfaceard heed

Yaucb beievermg dont you? eweat an 'You b fed those dfedts 1ve desaibed? In comtaretion with her puring, peresve vaae, the adion f the
ddusoninduding, .ggesionerrendngwirewaked an Hary's mind to the desired effet. Hewes pele s degthy penting row ad begining to aorvuse As
ready asthet, redgdayed dl thesmpomsd physd iliness inalitiewhlehemigt eenbesid

Artt Now! thought Bamie Jeen, reeching behind her beck io thetop o her sheeth dress; finding the zippey, daning it cown, doany ard srugging the gannart
df he doddas Ld it beront Faramomet thedessdurg o her breedts then el faward ard equosed her o thewad. She sood up, S0 ot of the dess
asit fdl, ard pushed connher penties Ardaeeagein Noad Let it berond

Thswaldtkesomedfart, it westt hertime theful momwes B J'stime But g et mae then her aan sragth now, nae then the sragth o her
hureneyes Ch Hary Kesghwauld listen to her ssawamen ad daey her toapaint. But ssthe Oher Sewald bemoeponvefu yet adhavecomdee cortrd
o him a onealy corpdeethd it woudht mette.

Ardssting hersf reked befaehim, detumed her grean tredrerddier ad It itslight fill her brain It famedasoftly dowing mom flceting right theein
herroomagariaudy full o Amoond srangeponers adared denge ArdBamie Jan. . denged

ltwesasif he fleh ripded it wesasif her adaurs floned, espeddly the adaur of her herr, aut o her heed adl into her body. The gy highlights wee
highighsromaehut sdid adaur; Sewesgrey, dmost white Her acgt, pdlt, fur, weswhitd Ard her eyes thar Sepewes angar now, tiangular, ar & leest
framed intiangesdf whitefur. Ard ther szeweshugg and ther adaur -weshlood!

AndBamieJaislips. .. hermouth. .. herteghl

[twesmazpada bt dmod indentanenus Itwesmaamaphoss morgraus ad immediate I the Nerosoope hed ben ande ar ather then etrancad - if
hed smnit, eqaiencad it - trenhewaud rarekronnwhet it wes wadd herekronnto ay ot Ardtreareanesmewadhewadd ree aiett
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Warrphyril

But he hadn't seen, didn't know. And the breath he might have fdt upon his face, which came from scant inches
away now, was gtill sweet
- not with the sweetness of perfume but an animal sweetness, or musk
- and the words he heard when she spoke were more a cough, a grunt, a growl, but ill her words which he must
obey:

'My eyes, Harry. Only my eyes. If you would put an end to your sickness, your misery, then look into my eyes.
Don't look & me... but only into my eyes.'

And he did. Into her furnace gaze, into those eyes which had fasdnated Mesma himedf, into a hypnatic whidpod thet wes
eadly the equal of Doctor James Anderson's, except James Anderson had been here first, and his post-hypnotic
commands gtill applied. They were buried deep, but they were here and they were till active.

And: There,' the creature that was Bonnie Jean husked, binding Harry to her gaze. '‘And dl your pain is eased, your
sickness is washed away, thewhifing of your bran has bean dilled. Now tdl me isit good, Harry?

The Necroscope tried to answer but couldn't; his tongue was swollen, his throat parched. But she heard his sigh,
and saw how the heaving of his chest gradually subsided. And findly, completely under her spell, he nodded.

And his pinprick pupils were like crimson motes burning in the reflection of her gaze, or tiny planets swayed by the
lure of twin suns ...

In the morning, starting awake from some instantly forgotten nightmare, Harry had a splitting headache and fdt like
death warmed up. Then he saw where he was, knew that hed spent the night here without remembering a thing about
it (well, except for the redly important stuff), and felt even worse. B.J's living-room, her lounger . . . hersdf, emerging
onto the stairwell landing in atowelling robe. She'd showered and her hair was ill damp on her collar. The smdls of
coffee and toast came wafting from the tray she was carrying.

'‘God!" said Harry, sitting up and laying aside the blanket she had thrown over him. And he meant it when he
repested: 'God!" For the last imehed fdt likethiswas on thet momingin London, dter teking Darcy Clarke's sleeping pill. ...

She smiled a him where he screwed up his eyes, fingered back his har and gritted histesth, and tald it When you wert, you
wert redly fast and never knew what hit you. But | have to admit | asked for it. After dl, you'd warned me that you
weren't much of a drinker.'

The wine? Harry grunted. That stuff? How can anything that tastes so good be so wicked?

'‘But isn't that always the way isit? Shelaughed at his pained
expression. 'Anyway, it was either the wine ... or the life of a secret agent is very, very strenuous!'

'‘Ah!" he said. 'l told you about that? (But how much? Had he been that drunk, or ill, or whatever?)

‘Nathing pedific - but | would have known anywiay. | meen, you were 0 cdm and contrdlled in thet awful Stugtion in London. Yau would
haveto be something specia just to be able to get us out of that place the way youdd"'

With which most of it came flooding back - or so the Necroscope thought. The words 'that awful situation in
London' were amenta trigger, atrip to release his stored 'memories’ And now they were there, dropping neatly into
place. ..

... He native hed ben revenge pure and snple He girls were vary special to her, and she fdt like a mother to them; in
almost every case theyd beenin nesd o care up until thetime she enloyed them Also, she had known that Skippy wes ‘a bed one' If the
police werent adle to pin the murder on him, he might easily put two and two together and work out that B.J. had
fingered him. After that, he might even have come looking for her! It seemed like a perfectly sound motive - to the
Necroscope, at least. Because B.J. had told him it was sound.

And the silvering on the heads of the ornamenta crossbow bolts? Pefedly acosptalle BEven the odd little chap who hed
been watching the place: the father of one of the bar's hostesses, maybe, checking that she worked in a deoat place? Or
perhaps a private detedtive fallaning anedf BJ. 'snore dubious customers? VWA, if she hed any more dients like Big Jny, that would ssam
reasonable enough, too!

And so his memories seemed whole, complete as some well-remembered tune, and not a single discordant note to jar his mind
awake to its errors. As far as last night was concerned, that page of the Necroscope's mind had been re-written.

Maybe he frowned once or twice, and blinked as B.J. sat down beside him and poured coffee, but that was al. Harry's man
concern right now was that he hadn't been bothersome to his lady host. For &fter drinking her red wine . . . well, the night's events
were vague, to say the least!

‘Have you decided, then? B.J. broke into his thoughts.

Startled, he looked at her. 'Decided?

She nodded, sighed, said, 'My, but you're having aredly rough time of it, aren't you? Have you decided when you'll
continue your search for your wifeand baby! It westhe vay lad thing you sdd to me before you, er, turned in? No, | can see that
you don't remember. You said that you'd have to sleep onit. You told meit could be as early as today. But looking a
you thismorning ... | can't say I'd advise you to travel anywhere too far too fast, Harry Keogh!'

Too far too fast." The word sequence opened another door in the Necroscope's mind. Brenda and his son. He had
come here to find out if
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therewas a connection between Bonnie Jean and their disappearance Forlorn hope! No, B.J. was just a strong-willed young
woman who bdieved in taking mettersinto her oan hands And Harry couldnit deny thet if held bean in her place hewould probably have
done pretty much the same thing. An eye for an eye. Her connection therefore was purely coinddental.

And despite his false memories, this time Harry was absolutely right: where Brenda was concerned, BJ.'s coming on
the scene had been etirdy coinddentd.

So, back to her question. Til think it over - think it out - a while longer,' he said. 'Wéll, for a couple of weeks,
anyway.' (A couple of wesks? Yes hewas dedded. Treeweds at leedt. . . tothink it out) And fingaing his scdp agane Thet is when|
canthirk agan But Il ned & least that long to work out some kind of plan - won't |?

She nodded and shrugged. 'Well, it's none of my business, of course. It's just that | wish you luck. But whatever
you do, you will stay in touch, right? Let me know how you get on?

Harry wasn't looking at her; he was sitting there holding his head between his hands, blinking his stinging eyes and
trying to focus them, looking at his |eft sock where it hung haf off his foot. But her words rengin hismindlikeald!:

'Sayintouch. .. "

He gave a dight involuntary jerk, was unable to stop his reaction, as a short, sharp series of vivid scenes flooded
his mind:

Aful moon, brilliant yellow, like burnished gald, sailing a dear night sky. Thet wes dl he should have sen, and he knaw it - knew
something
- remembered something however briefly, like aname on the tip of the tongue that comes . . . then dips maddeningly
away: "When the moon is nearing its full, stay in touch!" That was dl there should be, yes. But there was more:

A snarling visage: the merest glimpse of dripping fangs, salivating lesthery lips pointed ears and grey fur; and
commanding ees red assn
-ful d Sn- carrying some ssoret message that Harry couldn't read. Then the moon again, showing the walfs heed in silhouette, throan back
inadlent, throbbing how!

The kaleidoscopic scenes were there . . . and they were gone. And even the knowledge that they'd been there was
gone, except for a fading shedow on Hary'smaaphysicd mind

And of course he jumped to the wrong, or not entirely correct, conclusion: it had to be Alec Kyle, his precognition!
But had it been awarning, or what? Or was it smply an echo not of the future but the past, a flashback to the madness
and mayhem down in London? And if so, why? But already it was gone. ..

B.J had seen him start; he could fed her watching him. He jerked up his head and looked at her, catching her off
balance. There was asmile
on her face - or the vestiges of one - that she hadn't quite managed to drop. And knowing she'd been caught out, as it
were, she shook her head and said: 'So there we have it: no drinking man, you, Harry! Man, yere rough!'

So, she'd been amiling at his discomfort - right? But a very secretive sort of smile. Or maybe a knowing amile? Again
Harry jumped to the wrong condusion:

B.J must see a good many heavy drinkersin her bar. Alcohalics even. Let's faceit, you could find alcohalics in just
about any bar anywhere in the world. Couldn't you? The trouble was the Necroscope didn't know much about them.
Only what he'd heard. For instance: one drink is enough for some people, while others can drink dl night and never
show it for amoment. What kind of drinker had Alec Kyle been, really? A heavy one, maybe? Too heavy? A secret
one? Secret enough to hold down his job at E-Branch? And here was Harry Keogh, lumbered with Kyle's body. And
his addiction?

He looked at the tray where B.J. had set it on the pine table. The coffee looked good but he redly didn't fancy
anything to eat. His throat was sandpaper-dry and his brain felt like a wet sponge! But Bonnie Jean had asked him a
guestion. God, he felt so stupid! What was it she'd asked?

‘Won't | be seeing you again? She obliged him.

1... | have your number,' he told her. 'l know where to contact you." (But why in hell would he want to contact
her, apart from the obvious reason? What arrangements had been made last night? He was sure that nothing had
happened here.)

Mulling it over, he drank his coffee. ..’

Hdf an hour later he left, walking off along the street into a dreary morning. And not long after that one of B.J. 's girls
reported back to her and said: 'l followed him, like you said. Buit. .. | lost him!'

'What? B.J. was angry. She had obtained Harry's telephone number but that was dl. It was a Smple oversight, an
error on her part. She'd wanted to know where he lived, how to get there and what it looked like - things that she could
have asked him last night. It had seemed such a perfect coincidence: the fact that he had a place up here close to
Edinburgh! But she'd known that Harry would 'stay in touch’ with her, and so hadn't redly considered the possibility
that he might be hard to locate. She had only sent the girl after him on an afterthought. Now, however, taking time to
give it alittle more thought:

Harry was (or had been) some kind of agent. What if this place of his wasn't 'his place a dl but a safe house?
Perhaps it was a good thing her girl had lost him. Perhaps these 'peopl€e’ of his had been waiting for him, to whistle him
away, and the telephone number was merely a contact number. She knew it was listed, which meant she couldn't use it
to
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discover his address. All very irritating! And because the girl hadn't answered her yet: 'How could you lose him? she
snapped.

'He went into a newsagent's," the girl told her hurriedly. I thought he'd be buying a newspaper and waited in my car.
But he didn't come back out.'

'‘Maybe held spotted you!" BJ. snapped. 'l told you to be careful. He's no fool, that one.'

' thought | was careful,’ the girl looked bewildered.

B.J's attitude softened, and finally she said, 'Maybe he went out the back way." And she left it at that. For after dl,
Harry was that kind of man. And in his line of work it must be second nature to take precautions against being tailed.
Indeed, he had said as much. He was just good at his job, that was dl.

Again she remembered that damp, dangerous night in London: the action in the garage, and how . . . something had
happened to her, before she came to her senses in the aley; then how Harry had seemed to disappear into the mist.
Oh, yes, he'd been good at his job, al right! But in any case, what difference did it make? For BJ. knew he would be in
touch again, and even when he would be in touch: in just three weeks time

Glad to be let off the hook, B.J. 's girl went down to tidy up in the bar room. For in fact she, too, was lost for an
explanation as to how she had so stupidly, even ridiculoudly, lost her target. Because as far as she knew - having
checked and double-checked - the newsagent's shop in question didnt have any bedk way out!

Harry's coat was of the voluminous variety, a big heavy thing that John Wayne might have worn in some wintry
Western. Shrugging out of it in the old house near Bonnyrig, he became aware of an oblong shape swelling out the
left-hand side pocket, and of extra weight on that side. He would have noticed it sooner, except he wasn't up to
noticing much of anything this morning. It was a smdl, flat bottle of B.J.'s wine; no labd, but the same unmistakable
red, and |oaded with sediment.

A gift, obvioudly. What, from B.J. ? But after last night anyone would think she'd know better. Red wine and Harry
Keogh didn't mix! Maybe she'd smply dumped it on him before someone else suffered the consequences. Well,
cheers, B.J! He gave it no further consideration . .. because he'd been told not to.

There was something else that B.J. hadn't mentioned about her 'Greek’ wine: the fact that it was savagely addictive,
far more so than any cocaine derivative. But even if the Necroscope had,known, right then he wouldn't have been able
to so much as look at the stuff. Not yet, anyway ...

It wes midimaming, and Hary wies dill tired; he hed a diff neck fram B.J.'s lounger, not to mention a hellish hangover. Taking
aspirins, he
tried to think straight. There were things he had to do this morning - if only he could remember what they were! But—

—Call your superiors The people you worked for. Ga medff the hook. WWe don't warnt them carrying out any unnecessary invedtigations on
an innocatt girl, now dowe?

No, of course not. But. . . Bonnie Jean wasn't on the hook, was she? They didn't even-know about her! Even as these
pseudomemories and thoughts crossed his mind, Harry had picked up the 'phone and didled Darcy's number. It was a Saturday,
but gtill Darcy might be in his office. And he was.

‘Harry? What can | do for you? And more quickly: 'If it's about Brenda, I'm sorry, but—'

'No, it's something else,' the Necroscope cut in. And now he knew what it really was about. 'Darcy, check and see if the police
down there have an unsolved murder on their hands, won't you? An Edinburgh girl or young woman, murdered in London about a
year ago? If they have, you can tell them the case is closed. Tell them it was down to Skippy or our would-be werewolf - or both
of them.'

"You're still working on that?

'No, it was just something that came up.'

'Oh. Well, thanks anyway.'

'Oh, and you remember the silvering on the heads on those crossbow bolts? Well, it was ornamental. They once decorated a wall
over afireplace in a hunting lodge or something. The silver was to stop them from rusting.'

'Y ou have been working on it!'

'No," Harry sighed. 'Just checking back on everything that was going on at that time, that's al. The time when Brenda and my son
... you know.'

'Sure,' said Darcy. And: 'Well, thanks again, Harry.'

'Also," the Necroscope blurted, before Darcy could put the 'phone down, 'you might be able to tel me something
more about Alec Kyle!'

If I know, I'll tell you,' Darcy answered.

1 askad youif heliked adhink. Youtdd meheweanit aheavy dirke, but that when he did take a nip, then he really went to town
onit.

That'sright.'

'Caud he have hed a pradem thet you didhit know about? | meen, isit possible he was an acohalic and knew it, but he had it
more or less under control? Except on occasion, when it would bresk out and he'd have to feed it? Wait! Don't give me
your answer right off but give it a momatsthought. It could bevey importart, and | know how loyd you ag Dary . . . "

Several seconds ticked by, then the other said: "Wdll, it is possible, of course. In this game I've come to redize that
almogt anything is possible! But | wouldn't have thought so. | never knew a steadier man,
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Harry. On the other hand ... he was a precog, as you know. They dl have this thing about the future; they're dl a
little scared of it - and sometimes alat. If, and | mean if, Alec had a problem, he kept it pretty wel hid Andif hehed ong you
can bet your legt perny it woud have to do with his talent. "Taent": that's a laugh! | sometimes wonder if were not dl
cursed!’

Harry thought about that, then said, Thanks, Darcy.'

'No, it's me, we, us, who should be thanking you,' Darcy told him.

'You're welcome,' Harry answered, automaticaly, and he started to put the ‘phone down - then paused and said:
'Darcy, Il be up here for maybe three more weeks, then I'll probably be out of the country. | think they must have
gone abroad. But when1 go ... | may be gone awhile. | mean, | won't be coming back here each night. And I'll need
funds.'

'l can swing that,' Darcy told him, without hesitation.

'No," Harry answered, 'I'm not going to hit on you or E-Branch for money. But there is something you can do for me'

‘Just mention it."

'Find out where the Russians keep their gold.'

‘What? (Astonishment). "Where the Russians—?

‘I mean, their repository? Like Fort Knox or something?

As the last word fell from his lips, so Harry redled. It was as if for a single second he was no longer in his room. It
was just like that time in Dacy's dffice in the momatt fdlowing the waming of an imminat IRA attack. Except this time nothing
had prompted it, there was nothing to eqanwhy—

—Why Harry stood in the open, somanhere dsg, in bright daylight, and craned his neck to look up, and up, at dark yellow and white diffs.
..and at the squat, white-walled castle, mansion, or chateau that was perched there on the edge o dblivion. Afotressona
mountaingde (fromHarry's viewpoint), at the very rim of a sheer drop that must be all of twelve hundred neres to the doping
reed arubbledrean gorge Thesomewes. .. Mediterranean? All suntbleached rodss brittle sorub, a few gunted pines and a sty tang
framthe unssen ocean.

Their repository? Darcy answered, abruptly yanking the Necro-scope back to the here and now. 'Why, I'm sure
they must havel And | can probably find out about it, yes. But—'

Harry quickly pulled himself together. It could only have been a manifestation of Alec Kyle's precognition. As to
what it meant. . . who could say? He tried to carry on the conversation as if nothing had happened. 'Or if not the
Russians, someone or some outfit - maybe the Mdia o some ather arganization like thet, with bullion - who youd liketo see lose
some big money? Maybe to our advantage? Like, gunrunners, or drug traffickers? I'm sure you know what I'm saying.'

Darcy laughed out loud . . . but the Necroscope didn't even chuckle;
he was 4ill recovering from the effects of his inexplicable - what, visitation? Finaly the head of E-Branch said, 'Ahem!
You know, if | didn't know better, Harry, | might accuse you of planning something deddedy illegd?

'| suppose it depends whose side you're on. You'll do it?

'If that's what you want, yes,' Darcy said.

Harry nodded, despite that the other couldn't see him, and said, Then do it soon. And Darcy - seif you can find someone
whdll gve usa decent exchange reate, no questions asked.'

This time, putting the 'phone down, Harry was smiling despite his headache. Because he knew that on the other end
of the ling, Darcy Qakewasnt.

But even as the 'phone settled in its cradle—

—Hewasthere again! But this time he was up there on the rim df the diff, and the walls df the kegp rising before im Its medieval turret
toners ssamed si-santiant - like sone sntinds - whare he araned his neck to ook up at them And he fdt his hair noving on his heed,
perhaps blown by the winds off the gorge

It came and it went, and Harry sat there beside the telephone again. With his hair sill standing onend .. .

Bonnie Jean was worried. About E-Branch: how successful she'd been in throwing Harry, or 'them), off her trail." About
Harry Keogh himsdlf, because she believed there was still something about that one that wasn't connecting. Where he
was concerned, no sooner was one mystery cleared up than another surfaced!

Likehow he moved 20 quiddy and cameand wert theway hedid, and the way he had eluded her tracker. As to the matter of his
drugging her that night at the garage in London - the more she considered that, the more utterly ridiculous it seemed!
But any aternative was even more ridiculous, indeed impossible! So it could only be true. If only she had been a little
more thorough when he was in her power. She could have discovered alot more about this E-Branch held worked for,
for one thing . . .

And asif dl of this weren't worrying enough, now there was the question of the watcher. A detective, or the father
of one of Bonnie Jean's girls? She thought not. But from the description Harry Keogh had given her, B.J. believed she
knew who - or what - it might be. Well, it had happened before, on severa occasions down the decades. And now it
could be happening again. She supposed she should be grateful Harry had brought it to her attention, except grateful
wasn't part of the equation.

But forewarned is forearmed. If indeed this should prove to be the worst possible scenario come or coming to pass,
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done it before - dl of a hundred and seventy-five years ago - to lure them from the true spoor; and twice more in
the years flown between. Inexperienced though she had been on that first occasion, gill she'd won; and likewise
ever since, else she wouldn't be here now! It was why she was here, after dl; to guard over the dog-Lord in His
immemorid sleep, where He patiently awaited the advent of the One Foreseen, the Mysterious One.

The right one, aye. And yet again BJ. thought of Harry Keogh, if only for amoment . ..

... And the time of the calling so close now, when again she must go to Him. But this watcher:

If he (or they) were that close, and if they had been allowed to follow B.J, dl unbeknown, perhaps to the very lair?
That was unthinkable -that she might so easily have betrayed a secret so well-kept for Sx long centuries! Well, a least
it excluded Keogh's involvement with them. ! For if he were one of them he never would have offered his help in the |
first place. And when he had her under the influence of his drug, he ' could have done whatever he wanted with her;
could have . .. removed \ her, and so dealt with her Master, too. For without BJ. what was her Master but a poor
defenceless thing in a cavern tomb? But Harry had done nothing except bring her to safety.

But oh, what she wouldn't give for Harry Keogh's extraordinary skills now! The way he seemed simply to vanish
like that. Why, with him on her side, B.J. would have nothing to fear during the coming visit to her Master! Harry
would lose any would-be trackers as easily as he'd duded her g

With him on her side ... or, him by her side?

Keogh. .. Keogh. .. Keogh!

Why was heon her mind 0? For dter dl she, Bonie Jeen Midu, was the beguiler, with the power of fascination! And yet
somehow this Keogh fascinated her . . .

Oh? Anddid that mesn something?

His eyes, so warm and innocent: neither brooding, conniving, nor flirting (or flirting only a very little); not even
especially beautiful, yet extraordinary in their depth, in the way they echoed the soul behind them. They were oh
so soulful, those eyes of his. And at that B.J. gave an involuntary shiver, for the thought of his soul was . . .
delicious! And if her Master were to give the word, why, she might yet taste it, steal it franhimin one raw red momat!
Aye and that would put an end to hismysterious ways, for sure.

His mysterious ways. . . ?

Bonnie Jean started into shocked awareness where she sat thinking things out and brooding in a chair in her
living-room. Harry Keogh: a mystery man appearing on the scene from nowhere, as if on cue. And BJ. feding this
attraction, aweird affinity that was hard to place, as if
she dreedy knew hm So much o that when she should have let im be killed - or killed him herself - instead she'd entrusted
herself to him! Then, later, he had sought her out, to bring her awarning. This mysterious Harry Keogh.

What was she thinking? That he might actually be that mysterious one, the Mysterious One, for whom the
dog-Lord waited? And if he was, and she had smply let im walk out of here...?

Bonnie Jean had lived too long to panic, but for a moment that's what it felt like Then logic took over. So Harry
Keogh had come and gone ... so what? He would be back, and she knew he would be back -whenever she called!
Through her hypnotism, her fascination, he was now as much in thral to her as she was to her deeping Master.
Except he didn't know it yet and probably never would. She could be with him -use him, dedl with him, however she
chose - and afterwards he would remember only what she required him to remember.

Her immediae ingtinct, to cal him on the telephone - now, at once -gradually eased. He was at her beck and cal, and
not the other way around! And anyway, he wasn't going anywhere for at least three weeks. And when he did he'ld be
going with B.J, to see her Master. Yes, and then dl would be wdl. If by some miracle Harry should prove to be the
one, then she would reap her reward: her Master's eterna gratitude. And if he was not the one, ill she would be
rewarded, and the dog-Lord's most urgent need satisfied. For it would aso be the time of replenishment, the time of
nourishment.

Bonnie Jean's time, too, as well as that of her Lord and Master and ancestor, the dog-Lord Radu Lykan . . .!

Meanwhile, she would put a watch on the watcher, and perhaps discover who or what he was. Using her girls, it
would be an easy thing to arrange a roster of observers - a stake-out? - on the street outside the wine bar. A tiny
garret window in BJ.'s bedroom looked out over the rooftops, but could just as easily look down across the street into
the very doorway where Harry had seen him. A person might sit there, unseen and unsuspected behind the window's
net curtains dl day long, and keep watch on the street. All night long, too, if B.J. desired it. Then, if someone was
watching the place, and if he should be a terrible someone, B.J. would soon know about it. And the next time one of
her girls followed someone, be sure she would not lose him!

Shewould not darelosehim!

Not for her life. Not for al their lives. . .

It was that same afternoon. Some miles away in the study of his house outside Bonnyrig, the Necroscope Harry
Keogh sat absorbed in - and occasionally nodding over - the list of faraway places which he'd spent hours compiling
in the reading room of aloca library. His 'system' had been elementary, and flawed:
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Teke amodam Wald Atlas and tradk the lines of longitude wet fram the north-eastern region of the British Idles to discover
areas of gmilar dimatic characteristics and habitability in the rest of the world; not forgetting the west coast of
England itsdlf, of course, but with dl coastal regions given the same priority.

The idea sprang from what his Ma had said, and what he had later thought: that Brenda might have found this place,
Bonnyrig, idedly suited to her personality. From which Harry had gone several steps further, extrapolating an
imaginary - yet persistently 'red’ - world or place of dramatic scenery, misted nights, slanting sunlit days, long grasses,
leaning trees and wild flowers. Indeed, a vast garden run wild, al hidden away from the eyes of men. Hidden from
Harry's eyes, ayway.

So where to find such a place? And would the climate prove to be amilar dlong the same lines of longitude? For the
imagined scene - at least with regard to its weather patterns - wasn't especialy dissmilar to the north-east coastal
region of Brendas childhood. And the Necroscope had smply extended that region one hundred and fifty miles north
to take in Edinburgh and the Firth of Forth. And Bonnyrig, of course.

It gave him a band round the Earth bordered by lines of longitude 55 and 56 North, including parts of Antrim,
Donegal, and Londonderry in Northern Ireland; which was something that Harry hadn't previously considered - that
Brenda and his baby son could be as close as Ireland. It had given him pause, but not as much as the discovery that if
he followed the same lines east, they would also enclose Moscow, severa thousands of miles of frozen tundra, the
Bering Sea, and Alaskal ?

Which would seem to put paid to that theory, at least.

And Harry had shaken his head and grinned, however wrily, thinking himsdf a fool that he hadn't paid more
attention in school. If only his knowledge of the world's geography was as good as his understanding of maths! But
there again, the Necroscope's amazing skill with numbers had very little to do with his education. Nothing he'd learned
from the living, anyway . ..

It was then, as he tossed his pencilled list aside to let his head ldll against the back of his easy chair, that the
telephone rang.

Harry sat up, reached for the telephone on the occasiona table, paused and frowned. B.J's bottle of red wine was
there, beside the telephone where held set it down. And the Necroscope was thirsty. He - or Alec Kyle's body - was
thirsty. His eyes stung like there was a pound or two of grit in them; his throat hurt as if someone had wire-brushed it
on the inside; his mind felt equally desiccated, dried out. And somehow he knew that a sp of the wine, just a sp,
would ease everything and held be able to face up to things. But face up to what things? Just a moment ago he had
seemed okay, and now ... ?

For hislife, Harry couldn't say why he had frozen like that, with his hand stretching halfway to the ‘phone. But the
room was suddenly darker, asif a storm was about to break. Or maybe it was just the grimy patio windows; he hadn't
found the time or energy to clean them, and wh litlelight foroed itsway infram the overgroan garden was usLdlly grey.

The telephone rang again, insistently, drawing his hand just a few inches closer, to where it hovered nervously
above the top of the dusty table. Yet ill he held back from picking up the ‘phone. He fdlt achill on or in his back, as if
acold wind was blowing along the marrow of his spine, and shivered uncontrollably. In the last few seconds it was as
if the whole room had gone cold as the gravel Now what the hell. . . ?

Pick it up, idiot! he heard his own voice demanding from deep inside his head. Pick up the damn telephone! What in the world's
wrong with you?

But he wasn't expecting a cdl, was he? Or was he? There was something he should remember about the telephone, but when he
went to think about it, it kept giving him the slip. Like aword on the tip of his tongue that he simply couldn't remember. And his
brain was fuzzy from dl the planning he was . . . well, supposed to be doing! Was he expecting acdl? Maybe he was, but not yet,
surely? And what cdl was it anyway?

The 'phone rang yet again, and this time - despite that he knew it was coming - it caused him to start in his chair.

So why not pick the fucking thing up, answer it and find out? But find out what? Something that he redly wouldn't want to
know? Maybe. And what had made him think that, anyway?

Questions, questions! And nothing in his head but aball of fluff, or rather atangle of barbed wire. His stinging eyes ... his sore
throat . . . and B.J.'s bottle of red wine sitting there oh-so-temptingly . . . and the—

Rrrr-iiiing!. . . Rrrr-iiiing!

—Damnedtdephorel

Harry went for it, curled his fingers around it, picked it up ... and the room went dark as night, so that he knew it
had to be a storm. Now the thunder! he thought. Now the lightning! But the thunder and lightning never came

Somahingdsecare

Almost involuntarily, Harry tightened his grip on the fur ruff of the telephone as he drew it from its cradle towards
his face ... the telephone that wasn't. He drew it at first, but in the next moment it was drawing him! A straining,
bristling ruff that dragged on his am as if he was waking an unrdy brute of adog. And he sy couldntt beieve hiseyes as he
looked at his hand and saw what it was holding in check, but berdy:
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Not a dog, but a snarling, coughing, choking wolfs head, red-eyed with feral yellow pupils! The thing didn't have
a body but grew out of the telephone's speaker. And the cable was like a leash that lashed with the living head's
frantic motion, then stretched itsdf taut as the awful thing it anchored strained on it, turning Harry's am inwards
towards his gasping, utterly astonished mouth! The head was trying to get a him, bite him, crush his face in its
davering, fetid mantrap jand

‘Almighty G-God!' Harry gasped, tightening his fist to a knot in the ruff of coarse fur, trying to force the head back
while bringing his left hand into play as he fought to protect his face. The wolfs gaping, shaling muzde wes badk lesther
flecked with whitefoam its unbdlievable teeth were ivory yellow; its ears lay flat to its head, seeming to streamline the horror
of its intentions as they pointed the whole gnashing, clashing monstrosity of a visage at the Necroscope. Then—

—That tunnel of teeth closing on Harry's flapping left hand, where he felt bones snap in a least three of his fingers,
and the searing agony of flesh severed, shorn through!

And paws as big as his hands were elongating themselves out of the telephone's speaker, followed by along grey
dime-damp body, asif the telephone was giving birth to this Thing! And the jaws were clashing inches from his face;
they slopped blood and bits of mangled, twitching finger! And the grey fur of the beast's ruff tearing in his right hand,
coming out in scurvy, matted tufts!

He... hecouldn't hold it off!

And worst of dl, the intelligence in those yellow-cored, murderous, oh-so-knowing eyes, as the red-ribbed throat
of the monster expanded to enguf hisfaog hisheed!

Harry screamed gurglingly but unashamedly, thrusting himsdf back so spastically, with such force in his driving
legs, as to topple his chair over beckwards

And asif from amillion miles away, the heavy pattering of raindrops on glass, and a flash of lightning a last. Then
thunder clattering mightily close by, and a gust of wind hurling open the patio doors.

Harry's Ma came rushing in through the doors, crying:

Harry! Good God, son. . . what sort of adreamwesthat! ?

And his Mawas dl mud and bones and weed, but that was okay because it was how she had aways been. But he
also knew she shouldn't be here, that she wasn't here except. . . except inhishead . .. ?

Hamy?

And, 'Mal' he gasped, panted, choked, where he lay sprawled on the floor, with the rain hissing in his face, and a
wind howling from the garden, whirling his pages of loose-leaf notepaper in a dervish dance dl aound theroom

Dream? Of course it had been a dream! But had she redly needed to ask what sort?

‘A nightmare, Ma,' he told her, where her drowned spirit lay deep in mud and weeds in a bight in the river that was
her grave. 'A f-fucking godawful n-n-nightmare!' For the first (and probably the last) time in his life, the Necroscope
Harry Keogh had uttered a curse word in the presence of his beloved Ma

But he needn't worry, for his Ma had 'seen’ his dream and understood . . .
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V

HARRY: PRESENTI MENTS AND
PRECAUTI ONS BONN E JEAN THE RUJTE TO THE LAIR

'Ma,' Harry said, after he'd stopped shivering. ‘Do you think it's possblelmgang...wdl, maybealitie aazy?

Do you meen redlly arazy? (His long-deed mather wias careful how she ansvered Him). Do you meen med? If o, then | think it's highly
unlikely. If that were going to happen a all, son, then ardy it would have happened some tie ago”? But after al youve ben through -
which redlly doesnit bear thinking about -1 think it's very posshle thet youre auffering fram dress anxiety, pressre And who knows?
Perhaps youre prysicaly ill too. | mean, with an ordinary illness?

My eyes? My sore throet? Thefluff inmy heed? Heblinked wtaring eyes and svalloved herd to try to esse histhroet.

Fu, if el | swadosd hisMatdd him All the dassc syrptos  You're aUffering fram the backiash o living down in London. | was only
there once- ch, thirty years ago, when | wesa girl - and then only far afevwesks bt it did the ssmeto el All that s1og, the Svoky trains and
dirty railway sations Nat only that, but didn't 1 warn you againgt coming doan to theriver to talk to me? Nat in this bad weeather, Harny! Nat
when you could jugt as easily bewarmand dry in the conrfort of the house.

Hary shrugged and tdd her, But you know thet isnit my way, Ma' Then he maneged awty gin, and addedt ‘Anyway, thet London youre
talking about was some time ago! It's not as bad as that now. Don't | recdl reeding somenhare thet if you el in the Themesin the



Farties when you wareagil, youd have to be redly ludky to droan - because it was much mare likdy youd die of any one of adazen fatd
infecions ingeed?

He sensed hisMds inoorpored nod. / think thaffs probably true, yes But—

—Buttheeaefihinthe Thramesrow; heirfamed he. Bren slmon!’

WA, youwouldn't catch meeeting them shesad. And anyway, youve
changed the subject. Because you knowwhat'scoming next.

1 shauld go and sseadoctor? Hehugged his overcoat maretightly to im where he crouched & the fim of the bight, over the grey-dleaming,
winchuffled weter. But there hed been something in the Necrasoopels vaice (soom, perhgps? impetience? o shear abdtinecy?) thet caused his
mathe to bride

Huh Se snorted. And isthat how you reward good advice? WA, your grandmother ussd to say, 'No one can hdp the man—

—Who wonit hdp himegif, Hany finished it. 'Yes Ma | know. And | dso know youreright. Solfl go and seeadoctor - tomamow!

But why not today?

'‘Because it's late in the afternoon. Even if | could find a surgery open it's an odds-on bet there'd be a queue. And,
Ma, these days you're not much appreciated if you cal a doctor out for something likethe fiu!'

No, she said. You wait until you die, right? And before he could aswe: Harry, youre living done up here, and you don't
have any dose friendd WAL, nat among the living. Whet if you should corme down with something serious?

Hedhrugoed. But | dohaveatdeph..." Andhebrokedff.

And shesd Atdephong, yes....which youre afraid of? But | canit say | blame you Thet wesa very bad dream Harny!

'Or awarning, maybe? He wondered out loud . . . then shook his heed, and sad No, Mg Imnat drad of the ‘phone, judt allite
way dfit... And 1l Say thet way until | find out whet dl of thismears'

Shepickad up onthefirg pat of whet hed said. Awarning? How do yaurrear?

'‘Alec Kyle was a precog. That was his taent: he was able to catch these dimpsss o the future Uadly in his dreams jut
beforewaking And | thirk hedill does Orrather ... "

You do? (Somdimesshewasquick ontheuptake).

'Possibly. That dream wasn't my firt. . . what, warning?

But it thet all to the good? she quaied. / mean, ardy it's better to know something of whet to eqpect than nathing at all?

‘Maybe' heansivared. But just to know thet something unplessant is coming doesn't help me to understand it. Sometimes | do
and other timesl donit. Thet wes how it warked far Kyle too. Also, he..." And Hary pausad egan.

¥

1 think thet Kylermey have been an doohdlic; heblurted it out. Hekept it under tight control - or as tight as possible - but it was
there nevertheless.'

Oh, dear! HisMasad, domy and ssdy. Andyou.. .2

Til haveto conird it thesame”’

Youve. ... earienced thenesd, theurge, to take srong drink?
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‘Mare then jugt the urge” Hary nodded rugilly, and knew she would sense it. 'My thick head? he sighed. 'Not the flu, as you
see’ And quiddy: Butl pramiseyou Il sseadoctor ayway.

She was suddenly thoughtful. So your dream wasn't necessarily poor MrKyle's talent in action after all, then?

Whet? But snce gpesking with the dead often conveys fa mae then is actually said, the Necroscope had her meaning well
enough. 'Y ou memn, somekind of dduson?

Ddirium tremens, (the nod of her incorporeal head). Well, possibly. S asyou ssg Harry, that mekesa doctor inperativel

Hehuoped hisacet tighter till, and Sghed hisagreamat. 'Yes Mg | aoeeit doss..

ltwesaomirgin Lely aggnad Hary heeded far home Hae the dd houeewree his maher ad sigdfather, Vikior Shukahing bed lived, until the meniac
Shukdhinhed murdeed he, doaning her undr trerive's ice Hary hed benasmdl dhild, but he verebared thet dby well eouch - ad fram his mathe's
pairt of view & thett Somaybethisrew thing wesjust pat of andda <kill; makehewesan ‘dosaver o times' likesomeOld Tetamat wizad, For if hewes
ddetoovividy viaHizeapedt hehed nevar parsordly knoan thenwhy nat something o afuiLre thet romenhedknoan- ssyet? Ratgs these flades o the
fuure@retoimviathreMdaus Continumadhed nahing to cdowith Alec Kyleat dll!

ThusHarysmagahyscd mird ranin contradidary, ever-deressing dirdes whilehecontinued to gt rovkee

Horeadeh ukemyt ot o pacedt bet. Oredsy hed find thetimeto b it up, gating with thegadin thet granted dmedt dl thewey connto treriver.
BExgitocl it agarda westolend it anunwararted regpadtahility; infadt it wesanovegonnadwesdinfesed wildamesd

Asit dated to ran aggin, the Neaasipe hunied dog aaaay-paving path to the fy-goecked petio doars sveaing avow dag the wey thet the thomy
brardeaese thet whippad & hislegswald kethefird togdl

Letting himsdf in, hesaw the sy dakaing over ageinasthewind areup to band thetressbardaing theriven. A greet iy for anighiimarg, o question. But
Hary didht bdieethetwesdl it hedben Degateits el qudlity, it hed seamed vary red & the time Ardwhet if hed ignored thet aher waming doan e
EBranthHQin Lada? Thet hed bemahdl of amessanywey, bt if hehedhit bean adeto usehisMdaus door & foresean - it didht beer thinking doout. At
lesgt hehed undergood thet waring Whichmeckethis ather thing, bout the dd cedle, the dace an the diff, seam doudy suspedt; it wes something he didht
udadand Why, reaouid fed thehar anhissedp
novrgaEnd thethought of it Asfar thisletest waming, thetdgohonenigiimere wheleser dsehedd, Hary ke hecoudnt ffad toigoethet ad

Thstimeheloded the petio doars bahind im ad tumed an the ngle adlling light. Ardin the dudy juride df his so-cdled 'sudy, whee a dywocd



pedkding casestood queninarecams, dhibdling Sraw, and Hary'shendil o Wwarldly goodsweredraan eoaut willy-nilly, the meefadt thet an essy drerr il
lay nitsbheckwherehed Idt itinhisnuehto get ot o here and thet the aocesiardl tetle hed been ovetumed, and thet the tHephonewes ill puning aney o
itsf, wheehed qalled it oo trefloar . .. thesethingswoud herdy sssm o etter, Theyware just pat o the genad dulter, thet's . Bxagt thet weatt &,
far Hary krew thet infedt they werethe dehisdf hisdream Espedidly thetdgohone

Hepided the phoreand aadeypadwart to rqdacetherecaver -and peused Whetif itwaeto ring?

Buthowvcadd it ing?Noaekraw hisrumbe, ar nedt toroane Hehedhit benupherelong enough, ard hisremewes tt esnin the tdgohone bods; ad in
ay e hed aded far hisrumbe o keliged, exdredary. B hed it, yes though far hislifehecoudhit think why hed gven it to he). But whet thehed, $e
Wesjud aninnooant - if drangrhescsd, eenwiarghesoad?- yourgwarenanywey. But fesdreting, inawey.

Westhet it?Weshesaed o geting acal fram EBranth, fightened of leeming something thet heredly didnt wart tokron?Such ssthedesgh o hiswife a
hisdhild, a bat?Qrmaiebang cled inansomahing hecouldnt ignore? Far the fadt wes thet &6 patt o the country's seaunity savices; the Branch hed its
onnDinty TridsDepatmart Ardif they redly nescdhim. .. hekraw they woddhit thirk wice

Wssthet it? Thet hiscream hed besn symiadlic, adaured by hisresant eqoaianossin Lador? Tret waud eqdan thiswdf fetish he seamead to be devdaang,
whichhed comlined with thewaming to prod e his rightimere Soit il rereined hisbegt bet thet thiswessomesat o Ift-over of Alec Kyles tdat. Hewes
sy something o the future he hed benwarned ebout recaving acdl, moet praeldly from E-Brandh, thet wauld prove o ke darggrals e m pratet
himsdlf eggingt it.

W, thet wesessy. Ardmareckiamined row, hedaced e phorein itsaadeard didled the gparatar. Buk esen 0, ad while hewated for her to amsne,
sill hesnvesied ad danced &l bot theroom Uil firdly:

Thisisthegparator. Howeanl hdpyau?

Twarttodhengemy numba, toex-drectary, hesad
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And after she'd checked: 'But your number's aready listed, Sr. It is ex-directory.’

'l want to change it anyway.'

'Fine. I'll put you through to the service you require .. ."

It was as Smple as that. As for Bonnie Jean ... he could always give her his new number, if the need should arise.

And then, generaly feding a lot better, the Necroscope shaved, tidied up his study, finished the unpacking that
he'd started a month ago, and made himsdf an evening med . . . And thought about Brenda and his baby son, of
course.

The way he worried about them, he could have set off right there and then, heading off amlesdy into the Mobius
Continuum on some wild-goose chase that might easily last him the rest of hislife. A wild-goose chase? Now why had
he thought that? But of course he knew why: because his son had powers the equal of his own, and if he didn't want
to be found, then Harry didn't stand much chance of finding him. His one trump card was that he knew more about the
world and its ways hewas eqpaienced as only an adult who hes lived (end ded?) can be experienced. While the baby . . . was a
baby.

But in any case he wouldn't be going anywhere for, oh, at least three weeks? . .. He would need that long to work
out his plan of campaign, surely? ... And meanwhile he would stay here, warm and comfortable desiite dl the bed
weather, sfein thishig dd house

Hary $1odk hishesd ard frovned Gad hewesgatting to thirk like his mather! Sarting to wary ébout hiredf - pramising to sssadodior ad e Bu,
treewhdewesksto dan somekind of seach carpaig?Hesmugged, binked wetay /e nidoed & his sore throet. Ard the mantd fluff wesbedk right thare
whaehistran soud be Somuthfar argad reovay!

Asfar geingaplan together: if threeweskewaswiet it todk, then thet'swhet it waud get. All rehed towak ot rovweswhet oLt init

But histhreetwes o 50 Ardhiseyes hat, anditchy ashl . . . pracebly through degdessness aranight oat in adurken siupor, tossing ad tuming an
Barie Jaislounge. Atwhichreramariesd her wire It hed benanthetede—

—Ardwesrovan the floar, having kittered ageiret the skirting board undar albodkahdf when hed knodked evarything flying Hewert srading far it
without reelizing how desparately heneerkd it, trying to convinae himedf thet it might bejust the tidke, just whet the dodior adered Itswam, resrdadin,
degpindudng dow, dl uoyred ard swirly-cespin hisglass Itwaldesehisthrog, far sure

Adp thetsdl. 1a thisaesrdl gas After dl, it weatt his adddion hewes paroking to, but Alee Kyles BExagt thistime it redlly wesfar aurdive ar
meddrel puposss Hewesjug ©tired Danred if
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he didn't intend to get a good night's sleep tonight, at least! And doubly damned if he did, too . . .

Two and a hdf weeks later, when B.J. could no longer resist it, and when she had dedded that she couldnt &fford to wat any
longer, heddtry to cdl the Necroscope - only to discover that he had given her the wrong number! But she knew he
couldn't possibly have done it deliberately. Checking with the switchboard, she then found that hed changed his
ex-directory number. But since she'd given him no instructions to the contrary, why shouldn't he? She had smply
faled to consider the possibility that he might do such athing, that was dl.

But dl was not lost. He had been ordered to stay in touch with her, and BJ knaw he would and even when he would: jugt a
faw days befarethe full moon, Harry would contact her. He had damn well better! And meanwhile she had decided to do
a little searching of her own, for him. For in the glaring light of the possibility that he might be more than a mere
mystery man and in fact the Mysterious One—

—Harry Keogh had become very important to her. So important that perhaps it was time B.J. took a short 'holiday.'
She had aready closed the bar down and split her five girls into two teams. one pair of girls searching for Harry



locally, and the second team staking-out the wine bar in its immediate vicinity to see if they could sight this watcher
Harry had warned her about and discover his business with her. Which left B.J. herself and one other girl. Wdl, now
she had somewhere to go, with or without Harry Keogh, and couldn't risk being followed. And she knew exactly how
to employ the last of her girls. ..

In the wee smdl hours of awet and windy Sunday morning some four days before B.J. was due to hear her Master's
cdl, she headed north. She felt sure that once she'd explained why she was early, Radu would understand her zed in
this respect.

She drove a hired car, a cheap, old, reliable but unspectacular modd that wasn't likely to attract unwanted attention.
Even s0, she wouldn't drive it directly from the bar but took ataxi to the home of one of her girls who had picked the
car up for her. The girl lived in a northern digtrict of the city.

It was awell-timed operation: Bonnie Jean left the taxi and paid the driver, got into the hired car and drove it away.
And in the mirror she saw the girl - one of her 'lieutenants' - following close behind in her own car. The girfl wasn't just
acting as a decoy; she would become a physical obstruction if B.J. should be followed. She would smply put herself
and her vehicle in the way of the pursuer! But it was 2 am. and the weather was bad, and with the precautions B.J. had
taken, she didn't think it likey that she'd be tailed.

To further bolster her confidence in that respect, there was the fact
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that despite dl her vigilance there had been no further spying on her place as reported by Harry Keogh. So perhaps it
had been a one-off sort of thing after dl, a coincidence that hadn't involved her directly. Well, maybe . . . but B.J. was
becoming less and less inclined towards coincidences, and in any case she hadn't been willing to risk it.

And now there was only one hazard, one gauntlet Ieft to run: the Firth of Forth bridge, the only way into or out of
the city from the north. If anyone had seen her leave home, and assuming they knew she would ultimately drive north,
the bridge would be the idedl place to pick up her trdl.

But the bridge came and went without incident, and so did B.J's escort. A mile or so beyond the Firth of Forth,
heading for Perth, the headlights of the car behind flashed three times in her mirror, and she knew what the signa
meant: there was no one in pursuit, no one to track her to the lair in its mountain fastness. But even so her lieutenant
would park at the side of the road, and wait there a good hour, recording the details of passing cars and observing
what she could of ther drivers.

And the rest of it was all down to Bonnie Jean Mirlu.. . .

Dawn found B.J. a ‘a friend's house' in tiny Inverdruie; she stayed there whenever she was up this way, which of
necessity meant regular quarterly visits. But Auld John was aways here, as his father had been before him. John
'belonged' to her Master no less than Bonnie Jean hersdlf, but his blood was not of the blood, and so he was merdy a
thrdl - awatcher or sentingl - here on the approach routes to Him in His lair high in the mountains. But having been
sworn to Him by moonlight, John was nevertheless his Master's true man.

B.J's route had taken her through Perth, Pitlochry, Kingussie and Kincraig, and findly across the Spey to
Inverdruie. And as true dawn's light linmned the misty harizon of the Gampias 0 Aud John wes there to greet the 'wee mistress,’
as he thought of her, when her car pulled into hisdive Anct

‘Better garage the car, John," she told him, after a brief hug. 'lI've had snoopers a my place in Edinburgh, and we
cannot afford such up here’ And entering his smdl house where it was amost hidden from the road in a copse of
birch, rowan and juniper, she waited for him.

It was dire cold last time ye were here, Bonnie Jean,' he told her, coming in and closing the door. 'Me, ah could'nae
hae climbed wi' ye. Not thistime. It's these old bones . . . mah fingers hae no grip in they!

'Y ou're for watching, John," she reminded him. 'No for the climbing.'

'‘Aye, but ah'd hae dearly loved tae see Him just one more time' he said. 'Perhaps next time, come summer. BLt. . .
surely yere early, lass?

'Snoopers, as | said,” she nodded. 'And maybe worse than snoopers. Things He should know, anyway. And a
stranger, John. All very
mydaious But asfar hime wall, Iverodouia youlll besssnghim soonenouh if Ivegauod it right!

Treddmenaoded hishesd A sranga?Hae?Ard"mydaias” ddyessy? Hiseyeswaesuobiartly birdhoight

Aganhe nod Whoknons whoknons? Segaehasdf adeke tumed o thefireadwarmad he hencs Reesorsemauchtoaare wp haeafa cays eaty,
aywey:

Aud Imwesmake xty-five lut sill gay for dl his comdaning Hewes tal, gandiing, walked with awoodsmens lape (@ entirdy returd ae the
indggniad hiscdlingasagllieadtradke, if anything, and nat rocted inany aondition), adwaehislong, thinning grey heir tied beck inadagp, to kegp it fram
hiswedharedface

Hehed o oocason accarperied Baie Jen high into the Camponmrs o tre lar. But thet wesadinb, ad Aud dnwesro loger ip to it. Asfar ther
rdaiorghip. ... thetwessrangeascan be Far moethen Sxty yearsagp B.J hed usad to bouneehimanhe ke Ard hee dewesayoug gin, ad imandd

TheHoodisthelife

Aud dn st conn gapostetheweemidress rescher ot to put alag anthefirein the greet wickhearth, ad seid, /A body gonsaud. Trdy auld!



But domy, oy deasnaed vay doMy. Ardyoull auivemos men Aye adyauvealat tobetherkful far. Far dter dl, yodvekroan Him'

InHisdemp, avekroanHm itstue Buttee seHM uyp ad éboat. . | Dyethink . . .2 Ardmow hisvdceweslow ad hiseyesrarow in the firdight
Narovadfad o alogfla noe

‘All thngsae possblein Him oy $etdd him ‘Asthe sarsard midressmoon gain therr tracks through soeceand timg oty but surdy His time aomes
aound Hemey nat day donnforever. Far judt asyour bonssagpand wither, sodb His- andHehes autiaeted the oartiunied 1ve cdadated histime over ad o
an addwaysit aomesout thesare!

Four yeas isit? Tredd mersvaceweslow, dmog agon, yet desding in itsesgamness 'Isit conn'to judt four years?

Barmie Jen nocdad agein ard rgpegied im, Threear faur & nod, &fter Six lag cantuied A dgpintheaseen dn'’

Ardthen adthen. . 2 ltwesandd day, buthewodd heer it agin

Then alegedbonanen; deasvaad ‘A rev aedureinthe heghts dagwith thegrematans the gdoen exges and the wildcats But judt think, Jone
in Hishorseshoemouniains Hekrew thered s treledt o the sshraoothd!

Arevaedrein thehigh aags' rewhiningly repested ber, hisydlow eyeshlinking hisexatemat.
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‘And in the cities!" Bonnie Jean added. 'Don't forget the cities. Oh, our Master tried the other way - the secret way -
dl those many centuries ago. It didn't work then, and won't now.'

‘But,' the old man protested, ‘only show a man something that's different - be sure hell murder it! Come hell or high
water, if it's strange and fails to conform, it'sagoner. And if it's like Him up there? (A toss of his head, indicating the
Cairngorms). 'If it's like the Master? War, Bonnie Jean, war!'

'Indeed,’ she agreed. 'And as it was then, when He first came among us, so it is now. Except men have forgotten the
old times, the old legends, and no longer believe. And by the time they do, it will be too late! Aye, and there's no Greet
Black Death now, John, to plague Him and His. And just as our Master was driven here, driven west, and north, by
that black, devouring fire, so now He will light a flame and drive east. Except Hell not stop, but drive south and west
too! For in Histime the world was so small; why, there are entire continents that He never saw or knew about! But He
will, He will ..

TheBlack Deth sogped Hm aconsgring Hmio treevelading dak . .. " Aud dndhiverad

"...Nat evalagting, ' detdd hm ‘AndwhenHesup, it stheRed Desth thet will light Hisway! Ah but nathing fram poor Mr Rog, though catarly it
will ssamlikeit. Nomaehiding, Jdn when ned Heaamescownfran tremountains Ardtreramed thepek . . . "

... Sl beMakind! (Histumoirtamu).

Trey <l kelegion, Setossad bedk her her, gy ssAud risin trefirdight. Ard Hiseramies whoar wheise rerarsd them..

... Tretuedeethy henoddkd Nether undessth, norany sort of desp schasHeheskroan bt deeth forevat!

‘Amentotret, esad andsmiled

Whawill yegoteeHinT?

Gvenesap your good brah adteatobewadalittie srong, wild megt to teke with me Invediuie degos whan dewdes 1l kelag gore Yol s
medagtretral inothefoathills ssaways thenreumadwat farmehae But | mey egreawhile sodontwany if | seem late!

Til noworry," hetold her.

Andmy equipment?

'Safe and sound. But, are ye sure ye need it? There was a chuckle in his voice. She answered with a laugh of her
own;

1 coud dimbit Hlindfdd, eswel you knowt' Then her laughter stilled and she sobered in a moment. 'Except | can't afford to dip.
My life means nothing, but His. . .

'Aye, lass, aye,' he leaned across and took her hand. 'He has lived too long to die like that: cold and aone, lonely in
Hislair.'

Bonnie Jean said nothing but stared into the fire. Shortly, John went to see to her food and méake his preparations . .

B.'s dimbing kills were prodigious warking with enormous effidacy and at great speed, and using only her sense of baance,
and the natural tenacity of long fingers and toes to defy gravity, she seemed dmost to adhere to arock face. And in dl
truth she scarcely required Auld John's ropes, pitons, karabiners, and smilar paraphernaia of the professional climber.
But she took them with her anyway.

It was as she had explained: as His guardian, His keeper, she smply could not afford to dip. For while to Bonnie
Jean the dimb itsalf was little more than athrill - and her faith in her kill was absolute - ill she might make a dip.
Which to Him in His centuried seep could easily mean the difference between undeath and the true death. For the
balance B.J. was required to maintain on the rock face wasn't nearly so delicate as the balance of His continued
existence.

Auld John knew dl of this, and though he was silent on the woodland tral where they welked, dill dl of his thoughts were for
Bomie Jen and their mutua Master. 'Yell take care, lassie, in the heights?

Y auknow [ will, on'

There has been arockfall or two.'

'‘Good! I'm always on the lookout for new routes.'

Early spring sunlight, sharp and bright, dappled their path through birch and Scots pine. B.J. didn't much like the



sunlight; stepping aside from the larger yellow splotches, she felt glad that her dimb would be manly sheded by the bulk of
the mountains

Back in Inverdruie, most people were il abed, barely awake, tossing and turning . . . but mainly turning their backs
on the light comingin through thar windows on this fine but dhilly Sunday moming. There€'d be church, of course, and animals to
feed at the nearby nature reserves. brown bears, bison, antelope, and reindeer. And maybe even a handful of visitors,
tourists, at the gift shops in the villages. Nothing like the crush of a few months ago, when the snow was deep at
Aviemore and the skiers dotted the slopes like a myriad brightly hurtling insects against winter's blinding white
backdrop.

'‘Aye, and there were climbers, too," Auld John reminisced. 'But no out this way.' No, for this was the Cairngorms
Nature Reserve: more than a hundred square miles of mountain heights and wilderness; the haunt of deer and wildcats,
of foxes, otters, and other creatures of the wild - but rarely men. And it was John's domain, too. These were the trails
where he was a guide, which made it easier to ensure that the most secret of the forest tracks remained secret. Oh,
sometimes, even in the winter months, some idiot dimber would ignore dl the posted warnings to bring his team in
here and stray thisway . .. and sometimes they wouldn't make it out again. It rather depended on
BrianLumley
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wheethey welked and epadelly wheethey dimbad - addso mwhodemigt kedimbing there.. ...

Nwthegaurdwesrisng Atalrek inthetrees Barie Jnad Aud i paussd ad lodked beck darg thewey they'd aame, aoross Lach -an Blein with
itsaumtding cadle BarieEnweswdl acgLened withalocd trediion: thet thedd cedllein theldkewesmuch essodiaed with the aufawed sindf Rabatt I,
el theWdf d Badaodt Baohochbang theasaesst o the Sy ad dag the Camgamrsfoathills Ah but dedsokrew thet the\Wdf hed ben deed for
ahude yeas bdae the cadie wes built; whidh sesmad to her to beg the quiestion, just which waf wesramamiered hee - ad just hov wll hed dverse
tradiionsket themsves goat ?Cr bow kady?

Amogthetress mosyy ganiteautagpsbemnto dow: thetears d thetitean mountaing’ ssAud dmweswart o cdl them Ard & legt they wee ttrouch
thefoathills to the bee f an dnodt e 1ok faee Ardt 'Granite” Aud Jhn infomed uneoessatily, ‘anl nore tren faur thousand fed o it & thet -
papadadal W, nat auite

Hehed canied her pedk; row hehdiped to trandfer it to her peran tied bedk her heir with isoann degp, adlfilled asméell pouch & her bt with drelk ponds,
okephe firgasdy for thedimaing Frdly: Whaethe goingsrough usetherope’ heaohisad, far hedared not .

Ardupdewat. ..

Faur thousand fest of granite But by no mears papandiada, nat dl f it. In gasssthe gaing wes flat, ar vay neally <o soreefilled besing damad dateeux,
racky reetiesadpnedad ssddes Ch inaea iwo daossit wesshes, adinthewars daced dl vetiginousto oveharging thrauch fivehundred fedt of a
traaeta woldasetebet o dinbasto bink adaingebedk framit, if adly faramomat o two, bdfae the adld assauit. But to Bamie Jeris mind
thetweswhet dimangwesdl ebout thedrdlae

. Naomuhd addleeto he, though whoeehueness whose duy it red bento dinb theserodks a lest aeinatireemanthy, ey sssn o treyes,
fatrelet acehudredad atyyerd Simesx hudedad dghty imesrow- $eoacesardly log aourt -B.J1 hed pitted hersdf egaind thesehaghts ad
okeverhaakadae/ase emy Ak lebpaddinmey dagtewsy.

Sekavwhaevarsd reequaiz doreprk ad pugein tregarny ganitefarg adadinmeywhaeaiaussdy ayddsar 'gams (cam gams) hed
weetheed looseadlay inanett pilg likeareturd cam Sekrevwhaeto aad theagiesd thegrest Gddmn Esges epealy now, inthemetingad nesting
s ad usd sslandhaksthe nised ad nugied pitons o yestaryesr, moediten then
not her own, out of times when she'd lacked experience.

And for every thousand feet she climbed, she would move laerdly a kilometer or more, ever deeper into the mazy
interior of the mountain system, where few climbers had ventured before. But in one hundred and seventy years -
especialy the last thirty - there had been climbers, somed whom hed cometoo dose

Well, the Cairngorms were notoriously unforgiving mountains, and in places they were entirely inaccessible. Some
bodies had never been, never would be discovered. But Bonnie Jean knew where the bones of a handful of them lay,

at least; knew, too, what was become of their flesh . . .

Some two hours after midday, she rested on a ledge overlooking a dark ravine with a waterfal and white water that
rushed down to the swollen,' near-distant Spey. Almost dl the snows of winter had melted down into the earth and the
rocks now, to filter their way into fals and cataracts. The heavy rains of the last few months had added to the tumult,
and the tumbling tributary four hundred and fifty feet below sent up spray to dampen the rocks. Higher up, a series of
caves opened into afar greater cavern system: the lair itself.

B.J could have - perhaps should have - chosen the 'easy' route into the lair: up onto the plateau's shattered roof,
and down through any one of several shafts into the dusty, rubble-strewn heart of the place. But this way had been a
challenge, abeit a smdl one, for here the rock was rotten and given to crumbling. Thus it presented her with an
opportunity to test secondary skills, this time with the generally despised apparatus of the professional climber.

And having eaten just a bite, and sipped alittle water, then - for the first time during her dimb - pitons and hammer,
karabiners and fine, light nylon rope came into play. She used them dl to form a hoist, then cranked herself up onto
the last ledge, where a treacherously fractured 'window' opened into the gloom of the lair. And leaning back with her
feet on the ledge and every ounce of her weight suspended on the rope, she looked down through dl that deadly
height to where fangs of rock were blackened by the torrent, and the gorge was a snarling gash of a mouth more



terrible than any dark beast's—
—Almes.
And so into the lair, which for dl B.J. 's previous visits was at least as fearsome a step as the actual dimbitsef . . .

Once inside, after a brief scramble through shrouding cobwebs, accumulated dust and sharp, stony debris, B.J.
wasted no time. With the ease of any night-sighted animd and most wild creatures, her eyes very quickly adjusted to
the gloom. Had it been pitch-black, they would have served her just as well. So that even as she shrugged out of her
BrianLumley
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haness Sewesddeto gapefany aoourddy her locaion in this cavan sgem which de hed eqdared 0 mary times bdfare Sekrav wheedewes ad
tradaewheeHewes

Ard bawesn them, mavkewo hudred fet o pitfalls and aunding pethweys jurides o fdlen, heegord plllars ad dzzy casaneys o aevass
which far dl Sekrew, migtwel goconn o the roais o the mounians Onthisaeled e hed eqdaed treldr, for thiswesHis dace But ssfar aher
posshlelevds $eddnt know, coudnt sy

Ardgpat framtherdurd dotedesd thisgreet cavam thaewesaredther thing Sanding bewean B adher Megir. A Thing, yes adeductrad & the
thought of it. . . eentreWweemidress hardf.

[twessomething df His Sekrew, but il it wesbeyand reesn Beyad her reeson, aywey. But it wes sartiert; it krew things seeed things It waud
krowvdeweshae adit wold sirwhende pesssd by, Ardit woddkovwhy deweshae. . . thet it, the THngitsaf, wesare o her ressars Far jut ss B
'sMage hurgaed oddHisaedure. ..

Thetwaud ke tre pat de ddiked, the are agoatt o her duty thet bahered her. Her Mader's nescs ware ae thing, but the nescs o His aediure wae
smahrgdse Se... ddiked fedng it, enwith beestsbood Alo Sereve faled tobearerdby thefadt thet © litle aold stisfy ©0 much Butwad
it betresamewhanthe THingwesy? Srdy Heintended to bring it up, dsewhet wesits pupose? Buk Barmie Jen hed never inauired ebaut it; it weant her
huenessto quesion but tog.ed adirfom, asit wesher dLty todogy.

Trepaewesunouig; anly tekeasnge depaney framthe aak o light deaming thvough the duly, imeglar $gpedf the Window, and dlence fel asif
smarehad switched it an- a switched dl sound off -exagat for the edoes o thelar itsdlf: the dhipping o weter in vaious unsemn locetions ad B.Jsoan
bregthing, her annmuffled movemens Quid, yet unouiet . . But by romearsacortradidion o tamns Thetuut of thegagewesdesd hare it coudnt find its
wayin mahing gt it ok
Treewsssareligh, & lesst; rysar autans d dm light filtering dustily doanfram vaious fauts inaagling o ill-ddfined hagt ad edart: the dets
thrauchwhichdemigt heeedesads if ed dosnadffeat roue Light in this gaog aywey, but ot wheeHelay. Far B 's Mager aoud ro longer
sife dred anigt TremomwesHislight, adtheful momHisgay! Arditwaddbetresarefar B intimeto aarg far e toowesamoon dhild S
fassposde deduradtresneeow, thaughasye it wodrt kill her - nat in her bumenfam, & leest. Ard de hed diten wordaredt why hee?\Why
kuldalar inthishich
place, when Redu might have found Himedf aplace o darkness utter? But as she knaw well enough, it hed been ametter of arcumdance, not
choice And anyway, Hehed bemn usad -inadiffaet age inadffeat world - to a lofty manse indeed. But then, Held been used
to many thingsinHistime...

Carrying her pack slung over her shoulder, and following atrail of poorly aranged flagstones long Snce fdlen fram the calling,
Bomie Jean set out through the maze of stony rubble. In places the path was obscured, almost obliterated, where
recent falls had crashed down and cavedtin the paving stones ar huded theam adde, faming angular granite piles and jumbles of
rock which were amost crystalline in their nitre-fused shapes. But 'recent' in B.J's terms meant other than it would to
persons of norma longevity. Indeed, it meant any time in the last ten decades! Stll, it was as wdl that her Master's
time would soon be up - that He would soon be up - for this place wouldn't last forever. And in this modern world . . .
well, "repairs were out of the question! Oh, there remained a handful of thrals in various parts, and B.J. 's girls, of
course, but getting them up here safely and secretly would be nigh impossible, and the task itself utterly beyond them.
This place had been 'built' before B.J.'s time, and thethrdlswho hed built it far Him hed died & ther wak. But inthat bygone time
dl the land around was a wilderness, when prying eyes were few and far between . ..

Thus har thoughts ran as he goproached the place of the Thing, that dark cave to one Sdedf themein cavemn, whare the light never reeched
and the slencewas neer absolute; the physical slence, ayway. But the atmosphere, or aether - if there redlly were such athing -
seemed to seethe here Shefdt the oppressive weight of the place dmodt tangibly upon her shoulders

B.J was no mentaist (it was only the awesome strength of her Master's sendings that made possible
communication with Him, let doneHisaegurd), but as dwaysin this place, 0 doseto the Thing, she sensed emanations of weird
entity, the foeta fumblings of that which waited to bebom. And becauseit wesher duty, despitethefact that she hated it, till she
turned from the path, however briefly, entered the cave d the Thing, and thus 'announced her presance

And as her eyes adjusted to the greater darkness, so the aura of awful sentience - of a vacant yet savage awareness
- grew more tangible yet. . . and the sure knowledge that she in her turn had been recognized

An outline or silhouette took shape in the darkness, one which radiated its omn dmest imparogatible red gow, like the embers o
anamost-dead firein adark room. It was a cylindrical shape formed of hexegond granite cdlumns sanding on end like the saves
d abard. Attheir bases these pillars were buried in rubble and buttressed with
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boulders to stop them toppling outwards; they formed the walls of a messve containgr ar vat. But severd o them were aracked,



and others weare dightly slayed o stood askew, o hed been foroed gpart by the geological stresses of the mountains, alowing
trickles of a resinous sealant or preservative to escape from within and form puddles hardening to avbe & the bases of the
surrounding boulders

B.J approached the vat, reached out tentatively at first, but finally placed her hands upon two o the cdumns The sone wes
odld to her touch; it shouldnt convey anything but thet it wes Sone; nathing o the nature o its contentts should be gpparant. But something
was gopaat. AdB.] thougt: Ifslikeligening to the s in a sounding $hdl. Bogt the s hes an antirdy neturd sound, with nathing of ssrtiencead
atirdy ddiviaustotheres o thewarld araundit. It carit regoond, ecgt toignare

But this Thing, her Master's creature, was not oblivious. And even sssheligened toit, 0t listened to her. And:

Thud! (Duly, likesomefar, faint vibration, fdtinher fingartips).

She had felt, heard or sensed it before and didn't recail. In another five minutes, or fifteen, or twenty, if she cared to
stand here so long, shewould heer it aggin

The dowed-down, dmog-dilled, hibemeting heartbeet of the Thing. No, nat hibemeting (she comedted hersdlf) but suspended, inddfinitdy
edtendd ... wating And dive ohyed

Alive in there, Her Mage's fuiure . . . whet, guardian? Somathing to teke har plaoe, when He wes Up again®? Thet wes a thought: she hed
thought before, even scarcely daring to think it. His own fierce aredure, to guard HminHislar . ...

Thud!

And thistimg because she goad there rgat in thought - and perhaps unworthy thoughts, & thet, because He hed assured her often enough
thet she would dways have aplace with Him- Bormie Jeen wies dartied and snatched bedk her hands

Was it intelligent, like Him, she wondered? Would it perhaps be jedousd her, this unbom Thing?

Se moved quidkly to the Sde o the Sone va, dimbed a starway o sadked dabs firdly gazed down into the Sdlidified muky svil of a
mainly opaque, luminous resin reservoir. And with eyes fera in the darkness, she kneeled at the rim to peer through
the crusted surface degpinto thelooser liquids benesth, & the fodd Thing thet wes aled there -

—That messve wedge o a head assem in prafile Those long dog jans The dark orhit of an ee hig asa platter!

The last time she was here, its heartbeat had been sower, and the gret lid o its eye entirdy dosed, edegp. But now:

Thud!
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TreThng quidenad bgodadouy, adtrelid o itseessemed gesedwhaeaaak o ydlow light doned fram withing brighter then its pratedtive resin
deth..

Baneh:ns:rdm s thedars 6t te@efa trelesfeaamelabyrinh of thecaen aordex, ad firdly ran bregthlesly tohe Meder . ..
.. ToRaouLyken

PART THREE

VAMARECENESS

SFHAITAN:HISRSEAND FALL.
CAMSSAHRBNS THEWERBEWCOLF
CONNECTION.

Shdtan the Unbom came out of the vanpire svamps oh, along meago. The first and worst of the Wamphyri - the first of the
Great Varpires- Stan wasthe source o undesth.

Hecameout o thewest and saw thet the darkness of Sarsde was goad, but hefdt through the thinning migsthe withering rays of ahat aun
hlazing through the high passes of the banier mountains it tumed his skin rough and red. So he took the left-hand path round the
mountains, and came upon the boulder plains of gaunt and gloomy Sasde wheeon dwdled nothing of any threet; while
southwards lay the sun which wes injurious (and possibly even fatd) to him and dl such as he wauld bring into the warld. From which time
fowerd hewaoud dways chooseadak and dnidrd peth through life.. . .

When he knew a strange dark thirst, he drank of the sweet water tumbling down fram the mountains it quenched his thirdt but
ddnattruly satisfy him. When he fdt a strange dark hunger, he ate grasses, habs some hitter fruits These saved to fill im but
the hunger would not pass. It was the hunger of an evil spore, aleech, which had taken roat within Shaitan, body, mind, and soul

. iftherehed beenasoul.

Shaitan was unclothed but unashamed, for he knew that he was beautiful; and he waud digday his beauty. So he compared
himsdf to the beasts of thewild of the sivamps; foathills and mountaing and saw thet thar beauty cameframthar innocence: For which reeson it



was usdessto dgplay himsdf ar even impose hiswill upon tham: Unintdligarnt, innooant, they could nat deny thet he knew begt; they would
bend to his will too egsly. Wherefore he would impose that will upon athers of his own design. Except. . . where were they?
Travelling east, he looked for them but discovered them not yet awhile. And in his londinesshetook bets far familiars whose
flying llshe envied

BEventudly hecame upon trogs cavemn urmen and -women, who were scarady beautiful and nat greetly like unto imsdif; but Shaiten
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corrupted them anyway, filling them with his vices, and making them sick and dead and undead. He took trog women
to his bed, and there was issue. Such ‘children’ as were born were hideous, insane, ever hungry! They suckled blood,
not milk, and grew too fast. Their mothers lay on them to smother them. Shaitan devoured one, in order to taste of its
flesh. It satisfied the hunger of hisleech ... barely, for awhile

So then, with the bats and the trogs Shaitan had gathered minions unto himsdf. But was this al there was? The
parasite within him was mature now; it desired more; it lived on Shaitan's blood as he lived on the blood of others, but
was not satisfied with its host's regimen. And so he would seek out other men, on whom to impose his will. Except he
sometimes wondered: whose will was it? His or his parasite leech’'s? And from then on the question of free will, and
integrity of spirit, became matters of great importance to Shaitan, even assuming dimensions of obsession in him.
And in al subsequent vampires.

The trogs likened Shaitan to certain ‘'men’ on the far side of the mountains, in Sunside. He determined to conquer
Sunside, which would be as subtle as dl his works. First he would approach the sunsiders as their friend, later as their
master.

And so in the twilight before the night Shaitan went into Sunside, and in the gloamy foothills was drawn to the fires
of hunters. East and west as far as his eyes could see, the fires lit up the night like beacons. The Sunsider tribes were
legion! In his black heart Shaitan was glad, believing that at last he had found true men upon which to impose his wil.

Hisdeamsd congLiest quiddy eveparated With Sarsides trogs it hed bemn essy, bt these man (the 'Sageny’ of Sunsdd) waevay differat. .. ad ther
worendffaat, too. Unliketrag fardles Sopny wameswaelovdy aeetres Satanwesthe Greet Sedlos; hesed oad - and hennurdaed! But his aimewes
dsoverad adheweshoundad aut of the Sty camps

Histradkes st awdf upon Him, andfar thefirgt time Sheiten used mdamaphism o dagehisdgead besorenae aird then thewdf itsdf! Fuious
in hisrage hedew nat anly thewatdoog but aatain o hishuen puraas and tock dhesfar histhrdls Far ssadivdler arog Sarddes aen trogs
Sheiten hed disoovered hisponer over mant how his biteinfedted their Hood with aninaredlefeve, until they becarehistirdlsfor e ades.

Ardhidoninavamdrenig cdled aut d hsoamnpaesaduypframtreeath, Setenadaed histirdlswatwino thedak foathills finding réugein
acae Far trepupdedanniwilight wesfadng ardapasoned gddan bider wespasing itsdf enmow anthesouthamn haizon far anoss the faret. Shattaris
s/mhiart hed baoameatwo-edpd svad - imposshle to aoot its advarteges without its disedvartages

Sunlight: it was a seething agony in his eyes and against his hide! It burned him, visibly steamed the moisture from
his flesh, and sapped his great strength! He could go out from the cave for seconds, but minutes would deplete him
horribly, and an hour would kill him and his leech both. He had suspected it, which was why he had gone into Sunside
in the evening. But now he had proof positive: the sun was his morta enary.

The long day crawled endlessly by; more men of the Szgany whom Shaitan had vampirized came to him as thralls;
when night fel he took these poor creatures over the mountains and down into Starside, where several trog thralls
were waiting on the return of their master. Now his band numbered thirteen in dl, and Shaitan named them his
disciples (though in fact they were his blood-daves). And thirteen would become a number of ill-omen from that time
on, in more worlds than one. . .

Caming down into Sardde, Sheiten saw alight shining up into the night, which one of his band said must be the falen white sun
that some called a gateway into hell. Shaitan was curious, and said he must see this hell-gete

They dimbad alow arater wall, food onitstimand gezed down upon the dome of cold fire within. Blinded, the trogs staggered
to and fro. One tripped, fdl, landed on aledge close to the white glare. Fearful of the strange light, he put up a hand to
fend it off; his hand touched the dazzl€'s surface, and sank into it... he cried out in his guttural fashion, &sthe hdlgae
dragged himin and svdloved imwhadd

And Shaitan said: This shal be a punishment for any who would offend me three times. Three chances, for | am
forgiving, as you see. And there shall be other punishments, aye. | an the Lord Shaitan, who can make men undead!
Anyone who would do me harm, let him first think on this: | shal drain his blood and bury him deep in the ground.
And he shal lie there and scream forever, or until he stiffens to a stone in the earth. And that land there to the north; |
perceive it isicy cold and no fit habitation. Therefore, let him who would deny me beware. In my house there shall be
no warm bed or soft woman-flesh for him; no kind master to guide and instruct him; neither wonders to be witnessed
nor mysteries revealed. For | shall banish him north to freeze in the ice dl aone. But for him who would obey me in dl
things, and be my true servant, arich red life forever . . . aye, even unto death - and beyond! So beit. ..

Lord Shaitan and his followers came to aregion of giant stone stacks weathered out of the mountains. In their bases
they were fortified with fallen scree jumbles; in their columns were fissures, ledges and caverns, many as vast as halls.
Shaitan much admired these soaring
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dadks whdhwaewvay gadadgaut Ored thee sl bermyhose’he sad
Ardathrdl tdd him They aelikeuno theaaiesd themountain eeged’
‘Aye' sid Sriten Treagiesd theWarphyi!' Hest toard built hishouse Thetesk wesenommous anly avamare ad his thrdls coud ever aooomdih it
Bxagt Sreitenwaud build nat arly ahousebut an eire o vanires Hereaited trogs aut f their cavemrs ad sat his lieuterents into Sursde to hurt
Stay. Ardintreboadsd Hisreaing house Shaten eqoaimaniad with hisoanmeamaphic fledh, to fumish himedf with dl of hisreopirements
Helred tragsinto catilape arestures whosemindsware s ell and bodiesdadic. Framtheseterecklestharsard covaingsfar the aaies exdaiar damways
a atidesd funiturefar hisraoms Arddl o hisraigidsdill livingalife o sorts gradlelly patrifying and beoaoing pamanart in their daces Henreied
maawith rogwaren theissed whidhwesurssamly. Hegat fadl, Hoeted things dl goss ad mindess which helbed into gedings far the heeting o the
dakk, adinto thingswhidhaorsume far hisrduse pits
Sheten took mindessvanarefleh and aonvated it; hewaud build flying aeestures ard soer aut fram his agie yoon the winds like his familiar bets At
firs hefdled later he providad his flyars with the dterad breins of men thet they $auld heve something (it rer too mud) o vdlition: All of which
aeures nesat ad fulfomed weehisthrels
Wadd hiswakswert dbaedinto Surdde Sarsdewesrow dammed and $umed uitely - by men & lesst. But by mow the Sopry hed prddens aher
then Setenadhisraidas Fr intrewes tresvarpswareagpanring ground far mordard Fodlish menad innooat aeiures wart coan to the sunmy
weasto dink, adthingsaher trenmenardwdvesareud
Ardintreealy yeasd Seitarisasaday, agest mary bangswhoweelike uno imareove fram Sursde o build ther houeesin the resiing Sore
agiesdf theWanhwi. Ardbecausethey waeemn sssrong as Shaitan and much o akind, hermecero pratest bt et thembe: Far in ay cae theewes soee
authamygtheget sedksadem Satnwesuredetolay damto dl of them Als, aaoss the bearier mountains theewes food ad etatainmat for
dl. Sill, ssaprecation, Seiten fagioned fiecewania-aegiLres to. fill ay woldbeasmieswithtarar . ..

Ardintrened iwohurded yeasthe\Wanhyi besareagrest mary. Toomay . ..
nSunddk the Sopny hed besomedans d Travdlers' moving nomediclly fram daceto dacelby dey, ad desaing incesp farestsar

cavesa night. Bven <o, the Lards of Starside gave tham no pesce, and thetdll in blood wes mondroud

Then Shaitan saw his error in permitting other Lords to wax so strong and so many. He determined to get bloodsons
out of comdy wamen withwhich towhdm the ather Lards and kegp tham down; and his sons and daughters were mary. OF the lattar: he
used theminthar tum, for hisoan flesh was the sivegtest. Which would bethe wey of it with vampires down dl the eges

And sstheLadsand Ledesd the Wamphyri prdliferated, so they degenerated, going fram el to evil, and desoending depth to imedesm
able depth . ..

Eventualy dl of the greater stacks had masters or mistresses; the lesser aaies ware occupied; there wes no room Idt indl the
haghtsfar men and their sons, daughters, thralls and creatures. And so, findly, they wared far possesson df the dadks, until
Saddes kieswaeful of flyers and warriors fighting under the ice-chip stars and in the rampats o the grest aaies Gongs
sounded, war-drums pounded, and banners fluttered, displaying the devices of their masters. Vampire destroyed vampire -
even fathers, sons and brothers - as the boulder plains and lands around were drenched in blood and littered with the
groteque, dhatered corpses o fdlen beedis

Bven Satan came under atteck, but hewas dever inthe defence of hisaaie and wart nat out towar. But as various Lards ware weskenaed in
stacks dase by, then hewould sivoop on them and put them doan. Inthismamner aduster o aaiesdl came under Shatan's command.

When his strategy was seen, the others called a truce and came upon him as a single force, and Shaitan was amost
trapped in Shatangack. Only hismgamorphiam saved him when likethe fdlen angel he was he used it to develop a bat's design
and glide from his higher ramparts to safety in a secret place. Meanwhile his forces had rdlied and regrouped under his
lieutenants and Shatengtack hed not been taken . . .

The bloodwars lasted a hundred years; the fashioning of flyers and wariorshecamne an at; Wamphyri numbars were dedmeted
indl thereek and rail of mindless slaughter. It was the era in which Sunside's Szgany becked df fram the abyss and bresthed
again, and reorganizad their lives and what little remained of their society. Except it couldn't lest.

For Shaitan was now the undisputed Lord of Vampires, the 'high megdrae to whom lesser Lords took their disputes far his
judgemet. And as the clamour of war subsided, so the period of mercifully infrequent raids on Sunside was over, and
the nightmare sprang up again with renewed vigour. For now the Wamphyri must see to the
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provisioning of their ravaged and undernourished aeries, whose sustenance roamed on Sundde

For sixty years this was the way of it, and Shaitan doled out hunting permits and took his tithe of trembling flesh
from whatever the others brought back. But the lesser Lords loathed him and would whelm him if they could. He knew
it and when the coup came at last was ready to put it down. All who had conspired against him, he brought to trid -
even his own son, who he banished to the Icelands: the least of his punishments

As for the others who. had plotted to overthrow him, these were several, and their punishments various. Some were
buried dive (or undead) on the boulder plains, to 'stiffen to stones' in the shuddering earth. One, Nonari the Gross,
was tossed with his entire court and the leaders of his Szgany supplicants into the Hell-lands Gate. And if this



Nonari's bloodname, Ferenczy, had been a curse to the Szgany of this world, then it was destined to become just such
acurse in another.

Likewise banished through the Gate were the Drakul brothers, Karl and Egon, who rivalled Shaitan in their evil, and
one other who was a great thorn in Shaitan's side. For in the earliest days of Shaitan's coming he had tried to work his
will on such as Radu Lykan, but dl in vain; the grey brothers of the barrier mountains acknowledged no master but
the Leader of the Pack and owned no mistress but the hurtling silver moon & her ful. And Redu Lykenwes o that sub-order of
Wamphyri: awdf, or more properly, awerewolf! Lord Shaitan abhorred such 'dog-Lords,' the sons of wolves, and even if
there'd been no bloodwars he would have found away to dispose of such as Radu.

So for awhile there was peace again on Starside, and a truce between the Wamphyri Lords and Ladies. But because
they were Wamphyri, it couldn't last. Greedy, jealous, territoria, they were a plague unto themselves. And eventually
even Shaitan was whelmed and fell, and was driven from Starside into the cold and inhospitable Icelands.

All of these things are legends told aforetime. But what remains to be told was previously undisclosed . ..

Perhaps wolves, like men and bears, foxes and bats, and other species, were creatures of both worlds:
Sunside/Starside, and the so-called Hell-lands on the far side of the Starside Gate. Perhaps, springing from the one
cosmic germ, auniversal soup of genesis, smilar forms of life were pre-ordained in the primd plastic of many worlds.

The fossil record of earth suggests it was so. But unless some palaeontologist was fortunate (or unfortunate?)
enough to know exactly where to dig, he would never in dl the world find anything remotely resembling the
Wamphyri of Sunside/Starside. He would not discover them among the strata of Earth's prehistory, for in their
beginning Earth was not the homeworld of the Wamphyri. But for an accident of
Nature (the Gate on Starside, and later a second Geate, forged in error and ignorance by men), the Wamphyri could
never have ventured here. There would have been wolves of the wild in our world, but not werenaves

Of thelatter:

It has been told how men and beasts went down to the vampire swamps to drink, and how creatures other than men
- but mogt certainly beasts - returned from that place. Until they learned better, the grey brothers of the mountains
were among the first victims of the swamp-born horror. Contaminated with a vampire spore, occasionally a sick wolf
would return to the pack. But he would be different and changed forever. Like any human wanderer or explorer
suffering the same fate, he would become an outcast from his own kind.

Men savaged by such an animd would usually die, to rise up again as vampire thralls - but without a master! Then
they in turn must flee from their families and friends to wander as outcasts until their former brothers tracked them
down, or the furnace sun found them wanting. Or they could cross the mountains into the dubious safety of Starside.

But they were different again from the victims of human vampires; not only did they fear the sunlight but revelled in
the moonlight! For there was something of the grey brothers in them, whose mistress is the full and tumbling moon.
Also, they were generally insane - lunatics -or at the very least, they lacked tota command of their senses. As such
and despite that they were dangerous, they fdl easy prey to men, the sun, the human vampires of Starside. Thus, in
the language and psychology of the world beyond the Starside Gate, it was such pitiful creatures as these who would
have been the true lycanthropes: madmen who thought that they were wolves!

Except. . . there was another sort.

Paradoxically - and for dl that it sickened such lifeforms as suffered its infection - vampirism was the source of an
incredible longevity. For the sickness was spiritual and of the soul, while life was physical and of the blood. Which
meant that rardly, mercifully rarely, a wolf infected with a vampire spore would live long beyond the years of a true
wolf, and its leech . . . would maturel Then the red danger, when awalf such as this should savage a men!

For the vampire is tenacious, and the hite of this wolf would carry a deal more than venomous spittle! Indeed it
might even carry the egg of its leech, by means of which atrue vampire extends something of itself down al the ages.
And whether or no the victim died, he would rise up again undead and Wamphyri! Such men were. They were men -
but the vampire egg of awolf was in them, with whatever it had contracted or inherited of its former host's makeup.

And unlike the poor lycanthropes of a different civilization and world (whose blood might be infected however
dlightly with some faint trace
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deschdl fram Sas o) thewarandvesd thet perelld waild dd indesd have the poner o transfommeion: maamarphosis into their enoedtrd fam Al it
tockwesthermomn flying full over theboulder flains to trardam meninto beemen, to tum cartain Lads df the Wanahyi into men with the faces famrs
adfeodasgopditesd wild
drg

RecliLykan- berished through the HlHands Geelyy Lad Shattan, sswehavesen - wesae ach. But befare hewesadoglad, Reclivwesamen Ard
thisishisdary:

Raclihed benalong,, amaourtanman. .. until heand hiscomparionwdlf hed vertured eegt of the benie mouniansinto theswanpy bedands Hehed ke a
menwho rady batherad with his onn kind, fasouing the aonpary o adog o thewild whose brdken leg be hed heded when he dsoovered the aniel
heif-buied in diding sres sSeewhenthey hed bemirssperdde



Bu whae ahe Sty lonaswee uaLdly dul, dathful fdlons -dsndined to the aonperiaghip o the arp o to waking dangsce ther gipsy
brahasan Sunsde a ddedived mirdar ainit, whichmight ted orreketham brutish, tuming theminto thieves veggbods ard firdlly autcesis fram the
ansd the Sany by viied thefat thet roewaddhavetuck with them- Recuiwes\vay diffeat.
Hehed ben bom into the bend o Giaga Ziresau, albully o atribel dhieftain whose twin sorswere o better then therr father, mecewae by virtue o
Gagesinfluaead praedion Ionad Lexadiu Ziresou hed goanupwith Redy, o rather hehed goanyp auffeing therr aorgtart brutdities- but romae
alesstrentheret o thetribe sffared unde Gagaad hissors Forwhilethe Soary Ziresu wae drang in runbas they waewesk in redve ad esslly
anedby ther dief. Ard desaite thet Gagaweslogthed, heand hissonsweehugemen sshadhesdad ssthey waeherdHfied
Redusmather hed ded gving lifeto his Sster, Magrh thet hed beenwhen lewes sa/en years dd, fdllowing which hisoan dhildhood hed bemn ot ©o
airgfartresrdl grl-child whilehisfahe Frgi hunted, gethered, ar beet theboundsanthepaimder of Giagestanitary, intheleed thebarier mourtars
whaethsy carmeroad ther gad | dunp tonardsthewedem snarpsard bedands Ardin Frgi'sfrepuat ebsenoe Rl fdl prey to the Ziresu brathars
Tretwinsweetwo yeas Radussriar, ad ther vaioustomeantsranged fram rifling insits to mgiar bestings Theywoudeanhave hurt litle Magrh if
Recli hed nat been there to redirect and absarb thar qaite, 0 prateding her. But he dways wes - which saved to ean im yet mae inaits when lan ad
Leaduweewat to catcdl adramehim Racuitrewernuse ad o fath
Radu was tal; indeed, and for dl that his father was a dight man, Radu's height was extraordinary. Aged nine he
was tal as a fifteen-year-old, yet lithe and willowy as alath - or as'alass,' as lon and Lexandru would have it! Perhaps
it was his nature to be thin; more likely it was the lack of good food (and the fact that hard work was plentiful) that
kept him that way. But he was not without physical strength, and likewise his character was strong, however
repressed. His face was usually expressionless, with dark, deep-sunken and humouress eyes long cheskbones ad jaw, ad
drong draight tegthina thin mouth closed as if clamped shut. For he had learned even as a child that it was best to say
very little, especially in the company or pressnce o the Ziresou brothers

Asadhild, Reduis hair hed bean bladk - black as night, Hladk asjd! -but even in his ealy teens it hed darted to tum grey, and ashen stresks
weae prominat & his vaned, ssndtive tamples His nose wes long but not severe . . . until lon Zirescu broke it in a one-sided
scuffle, and it healed squat at the base and hooked in the middle, lending Radu a hawkish mien tempered by
self-imposed strictures of iron will, with which he hdd himedf inrein. It wes necessary that he exardseafim control over himsdlf, if
only to appease his ailing father, who was a pedfig & bet, acovard & word, and no metch far the Ziresous & any time Which might
eqanwhy Redu usdly log hisbatties (why, inhis droumdancesit might even be conddered prudant to losd) Forwhilethe Zirescu twins
were trouble enough in themselves, their cronies among the tribe's young men were numerous and the times severa
when these had held Radu down while the brothers kicked and pummdled im So the young Redu hed leamed to contrd himef,
while events shgped which would be quite uncontrdlleble

Into Raduis midteans; the bullying of the Ziresous wert on unabeted; the youth suffered many a bloodying, many a sore bone
and broken faos but never once complained to his father, whose hedith hed far long and long been faling But if Frgi Lyken wes feding the
weght o hisyearsand the weatiness o mary deprivations under hisswine of adhief, then Giorga was likewise declining . . . except in
his case it was the good pum brandy and aurfet of meet thet were teking their tdl. And of course his brutish sons looked on like
the vultures they were, wondaing whare and when he would fdl down far the lagt ime and who would buly the Segany Ziresou when
Giagawas no maore Perhgps bath of them, if only out of muiLE fear and sugpidon. Oh far they knew well enough how much they were
hated among a mgjority of their people

All of which brings usto atime gopraximete with the eadf Seitan, when he came out of the west on Starside and built his aerie
on the bouder plans and the svampsin the bedlands seathed with vanpaire spores Bt as yet the indidence of thar evil manifestations on
ndde
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weaefav and fa bawean. Asindl markind, however, aher evilswaeever present. And in the Szgany Zirescu, the evil was in the
name of ther most prominat family: the Zirescus thamsdves

Themoming camewhen Fgi could no longer wark. His eyesight wesfaling, and in any case he hed never bean much of ahunter. Now his
back gave him such pain that he could scarcely wak, and it was his turn to go into the forest to gather nuts and fruit.
In the Szgany Zirescu, a man worked till he dropped, then lay there while the tribe moved on, or until he found the
strength to get up again. There were few drones among the Zirescus (with the exception of Giorga, of course, his sons
and a handful of their cronies), and precious few old ones. And despite that Freji was half-crippled, his chief sent him
sumbling off into the forest with a besket - fram which tesk hefaled to return. The Sunside days were worth four of those in a
pardld world that lay dl unknown beyond the Starside Gate, yet night fell and ill Frgi was nat beck.

Redu hed hed his oan duties thet day; likenise his Sster Magda, now grown to abeautiful gif, even as beautiful as her mather hed been.
And whenfirelly Redu lft the camp and wert dff into the woods to seerch far hisfather, he wart without knoning ar suspecting thet it would
be Magda- ar her beauty, o her loss- thet would firelly farge theironin hisblood into add, herd stedl.

Magda- andthe Ziresoutwing of coure. ...

But when hed found hisfather's body, and seen the truth of his dying - thet it hed bean no acddant, and oatanly not the neturd end of Fgi's
life- then the rest of it hed gone Hlazing across Reduis mind like some med metenrite through Sungdes night skied

Far more than a year now the Ziresou twins had been paying court (of sorts) to Magda, nat yet fiftem. ..

Giorga hed said that eventually shemuet choose anear the ather ... Magda had soorned bath of then she knew thet already they werea
soourge among the Sgany Ziresaus girls and young, unmarried women-and among soedf the married ones too . .

He father, Freji, who had a parenfs say in such metters, had been dalling the twins and thar father, tdling them that Magda wes too
young. But it wes nat uncommon among Sgany girlsto take hushands at the age of thirteen, and Frgi had known he couldn't dday netters
inddfinitdy. Giorga had fured, aursed, threatened! He wanted grandsons fram his sons (red grandsons, and not bastards), to
carry his name on. Freji Lykan had furbled and fanned, but dill heéd sood hisground.. ..



Thetwins had poured soorn on Magda, and dedared that she would end up an dd meid, o a tart for any men. And degp down indde,
Radu hed bubbled and bailed ...
Ardrowths
Fri <iff anddeed - murdared and it tothefliesinanareadf the
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foret rardy visited. Hishody hed besn tumided into derse undagronthy Racl disooverad] it when awvixen darted aney fram the capee Then dter lighting a
g firg hehed ssntrecased hisfatha'sdedh thelog daded anironwoad krifelrden df ad il buied . . . in Frgi's thin bedd A covedly ek -
typica of thebadkdabhing Ziresutwins But Frgji'swidker besea wesmisiing, adnerasgn d thefruit and nuiswhichhehed aurdy gethered thet maming

Bak & the Sopy Zresuaamamat, Reduwert dret to thekegoer of thefaraging, cdlled Provisoner Baisau, ard aded himif ayanehed brought infood
framthefored thet dby. But degate thet Reclihdd himsif urdar tight rein, patheps Baisiu s somathing in hisface Arsnveing Redus quetion cardfully, be
tdd himthet it hed benanedrardy good cey; but Srdy hermug dresdy krow thet, Snoehethed beenared thehuniars heohnit he?

Famthefored, Raclrgested himedlf, dutching the ather’'swwigt, honvever addly. T'm talking about greanduffs not megt, Rrovisoner! Ard row Baiisau
wesdretre theewasssomehing hedad addd ad diffeat in Redliseyes

'Ruts aye' heasnveed But isnt thefaret dwaysgood o us? Ard quiddy, ssif to daethe sject But the catch in fidheswes exogdtiard! A good
cy a treriver, Redl Kepit toyoursf, ad 1l patgpsfind youafet trout far your Sster to cock for youard your father'ssyper . . . With which hed peused,
ramarbaing thet smeorehed tdd im Frgi Lykenweslaieaomingin

"Ruits' Reduisgip tightened naeye, whilehisvdcebseareagon. Tdl medout the fruit, ad nuis Did anyare bing in dums godes dmods?A
widker besket of fruit, aut of thewoods? Tell mequiddy!

Redy l—

“—Whowesaut gethaing todey?Doyau ko whet Im saing?Crweeyauinan this oo, Rrovisoner Barsau?

Whet? Baisiausmouth fel goen 'Tnansomething, meAWhy, the Govasi family weregethaing tocky, likeniss Andiess Tui, ad . . ' But hare he pausad
apn

L. And?

Ardyaur fethe, | rememoe o But the Provisona’seyeshed a.ddenly gorevary wids hewes frightened far hisoan skin Something thet hed drudk
hHmdrageeaiie in the day, whan the Ziresu twirs hed carein vayy quidly and ssadively with agreet besket of fruit, frudk Him even drange row. O
patgsnat At WHetisit thet yauaethinking, Red.?Hetremtded inthe aher's gip. Wt isit withyour fatha?

Derd' Raduhissdinansive, rdessnghimwithagove otret
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Provisoner Baisiiu Saggered bedk behind his counter, againgt the Sde df his caravan. Deedd Murdered in the foregt, and his basket taken'

By someenay o the Szgany Ziresou, no doulot” Barisaiu gagped. Would-be settlers, daimyjumpars landHthieves - on Giarggss taritary!” But
Radu cocked his head on one side and said, 'Enemies of the Szgany Zirescu? Aye, it's true - the twins themselves!" At
which Baisdu knew hed ben right, even though hed scarody dared admit it even to himedlf. And Redu saw itin the Provisoner’s eyes

Nodding domty, gimly, the young men sad, Now tdl me dd they bxing in a besket of fruit? His vaice wes cdld as the wind through the
mountain passes Though his eyes showed litle ar no enation, hislipswere thin and pale; his chest rose and fell, rose and fell, as
if from running. And suddenly Borisciu saw the right and wrong of it - the cold-blooded murder of it - and could keep his pesce
no longg.

They dd’ heguiped &t legt. ‘A basket leden with fruit and nuts And | remabe thinking it srange thet for the firgt timein es long as1 coud
ramamba, the Ziresou twins hed donealittie hard work!”

'Dirty work, aye,' the other muttered, turning away. 'They must be med ar haf-witted, to bring thet besket beck here'

Or they dont gveadanm/ The Provisoner cdled ter him, quielly. 'Because for too long they and their father have stood tdler
than any law, even thar oan But you . . . youre grown to atdl onein your oan rightt Only go cardfully, led, and look for them & HzeKs
brandy stdl. They were hdf-way drunk when 1 passad by an hour and abdf ago. By now theyll have hed a skinfu; they shouldnit give you
too much trouble But whet's this? Will you go hat-hlooded and without awegpon?| likeyou, Redu Lykary even as | liked your father. I'd hete
to sseyou deed, too!

Good advice Reduwent to the caravan of Frei Lykan, now his.... and found it dark end dill, the lamps unit, the door svinging garinanight
breze But an emply day jug lay on the grass outside, and awhiff df brandy dill drifting onthedr: foul bregth of the beests who hed ben here
befarehm

Magda . . . was in the bushes close by, where they'd dragged her, used he, and left her broken and neked and deed. And
Redu incgpeble of bdieving it; he could only st halding her in his ams rocking her and shaking his head. Until in a little while he
grew cold, then hot, then bitterly cold again, and trembling as from afever - or from the fury building insde, as he picured
in hisminds eye thet which he could nat beer to pidure

The blood under her fingameils some of which were broken, asure sign of the furious fight she'd put up. The coarse-weave
scarf around har nedk, with which they'd choked her soreams and eventudlly her life The bruises and other . . . signs, upon her
tanned body. Many hands hed gripped Magdasflesh, to hdd her down (even as Redu had bemn
hed coan yomatinng), their fingarsdigging in toleavedsgracdul, inpuremaks nwhet hed benpuret  dl. Ard dl o them hed Sered in her - dared in
he! Ardtheehed tennoetren;jut theZireutwirs. ..



Bak to the caavan Redliwart, hisfedt finding ther amnwey, far his mind wes somenhare dse To the box undar his bed wherein the dtamoon hehed
desred hisaosow, andwigpad it inan alled rag uniil thernext time: For row it westhenex time, exaat heweattt efter goetsrow but pigs

Trentotrecardire whaethecoarss, guiiLrd laughter of durkenmen- arlouts- rag aut laud in the redHlidkaing light; and ahdf-doren of tham sitting
there wheedsat menrolage s, far the Stary Ziresuweead amad o tharsaves But rodamehae aly whigpasadjessadtematond ... da
reme Magtksrare But tohavehead it fram therudoay, brandy-soddn lips o her vidatorsand murdrad Tohavehead it in sch acontedt

Tretsafuk Il never forget! Ardtight sstheskinan atamoouine -wall, uniil wewaedl drewith he, aywa/!' The soskear wesae Arlek Bagos. He
burdt aut laughing & hisoan coarewit - then caughed, dnoked, ard Iurdhed to hisfeet. Theatharslaoked to ssewhetweswrargwith im—

—Ardsaw theflighted heif of aaostow bat diddng aut of Arlek's Adais e and the redkdbipaing batb pratruding fram the bedk o hisnedld Arlek
dutchad usesdy & thestout iranwood it ssid, Uk Uk Urkd' Thengoenved Hood and fell onhisfeceiin theffire Ard s hat dndarsflew thiswey ard thet,
RalliLykenggoped into view, dredhad thegut anhiswegpon ad leid assoord batt inthetiller'sgroove

Bu Redlivwesdergedl hisfacerologe eqressiarlesshut brdeninanighimeish gin hiseyesreileding thered firdight, and testh bered likebarsdf white
light wheesdivafcarad inthecomasd hismouh Tele ad geye then eve, helodked, and even nare henkdike - exagat the hank wes oodad row, and
Sogirg toitsseord prey.

TreZiresutwinsst to thar fet. Bulky, bearded red with boaze, they ware nevathdess o inamomat. Far this time in the adonidad slence, they
head the thrum asReol rdeesad hishalt, adthe hiss asit flav tueto lonisheat. . . arwalddhaefloan tue if anather of thar aanieshed nat stood up ad
put himedf qumidingly inthewey.

Tret anesramewesKhal Fumai, and Raduisbalt sedhed through hissanead pusted ot his jadket alittle in frort befae it locged thee Ard ss Kha
cpeaguging cuchad aunrped o hiskness lon Ziresou ssw how dosehehed came Far Khal dutched & imashedid to earth, ad looked upinto hisface
witheyesdreedly dadng ove.

Ardtheresiood Rediginning hisrmedwild grin, dhill ssthenight but fluid asariver, noddng iswegomard diding horehisthird bdt onthe
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tiller ... ashat detined rever tokefired Behind im amessvefigureloomed ot of the darkrness thet of GagaZiresou himedf! A dubwesin Gorges herdt
heheited it, then svurg it with sTedhing face againe thebedk o Reduishesd Ard thet westhet.

Garptosd thedub esde somMed @ hisdumidfiourdad sonsand their Suniling adllesgues Andt HuR!' hegonled ‘Aswal | il haveafiiend o two -
desatethet | Sred schasyoutwo!

Fethe, we— Lexandudatadtogoesk.

“—Bequi!" hisfahe tdd hm Doyauthirk 1 dont krovwhet braght dl thisebout? W, | dd [weswdenframny desp by afied, asl sad Ardhe
hed ovaheardyou taking abaut it raurd theffire Redlis e, Magph- dessd ad by your hencd Sx df yau, atoaregil! Thisper of margy aapeseshare Khal
Fumai and Arlek Bagos, ad theFareczy brahars Reki ad Lagula! (Gatadonvered & the Feeczyswhae they dood shuffling ther fest ard danding
dyeaaexhdha), .. adyutwo o cours!

Nat dl aur fault; longook histouded heed ‘It wesyauwho st uslter Frgi, todohimin W, and theewes thet in Reds eyes as tdd ushekrand He
e havefourd hisfather ot inthewoods Asfar thegirl: thet. . . wesanaoddant. Srewoddnt hdd ill.!

Gamingdes rourd thefire thedd menkidked Arek Bargos inthe ddeso thet herdlled over aut of theembars Srakeard thesmdl o roeding megt care
U fram Adek's scadhed copees his Haok faoe aradded ard paped Giaga gpead arourd his body, and peusad whee Khel Fumei lay qranied an the
trarded ges Huh' hesad agan ‘A hell df atocb, dl thid' Ardto lan Hdprmewith Khal!

longgypaifawad—

—Ardme Gagasfid likearok, smeding into hisfasd Never axsemeagan’ Gagagood o imwhaehe fdl. Never asver mebadk in ay way.
Doyauundasand?

Ardionaod anly look Yo dezely & hisfather, cebat hisboody mouthadnod

Gaganodda too, ganosd framfaceto face reroned hiseyesard muttared, Now then ligeninard 1 tell youwretstobedone’

Trefaur gethared round im adweited whileheaorsdared it. That FHrst thegin, hessid Whareishe?

Lecadudated toasne but Gagaat imdhat. No, dont bather tdling me | dontwart to krow. Two of you ean adlet her fromwheese deis ke
her into threwooosand bury her. Ardbury her degd' Helodked scethingly & hissons L, wheneveyarehesthar hesdsconn youtwo hed better cb e sare
far Frgi Lykan Bxagt thistimemdesreroaeanfind im-evat Asfar Redlt if thet dout | garehiman the head didhtt cb far himy, the river will. S dag
hmtoterver bakwheeitsdap putaweghed rigperaud hisrek ad tosshimin Intremamingweemoving an; thened imewe

averard thiswey, thedl benahing o evidaeleft Thetsit: anhdefamily dedt with Ardaur hendsdemn..

lonsad, Ardnoanewill esk quedions?

Gaganoddad Pdoetly. But thisishow it wes Reduweart med Hewesawaystrewdrd ane aseayarekrons quie adsesky adwhe haeyau S
hewesovatead agLing with hisfahe. Thenheme haefdloned Fi into thewaodsard dreaney with im Hissster guessed thetruth of it and aooused
hm Hetrestened her ard eran dif. Kroning thet Semigt comebedk ad 16l whet $he s.qpadiad, Racli mecketo g it he. Bdaehe aodd leve
Khel Fumai ad Arlek Bargos, whohed lesmed something of the story fram trefrightened gin, drellenged himy R killed them- arein aconardly feghion,
framtrerex -adandf. Asfar theveadty o thetde why, herespoar Arek, dl dretoatum, and Redusbalt in hisneck Ard hares Kl with ancther batt
in hiskedk, ad Redlisaassoow lyingwhaehedrgapad it. Ardtherewaewitnessess yaufar.

‘Al d thiswestonight. . . youmg wak aut thefingr ddiallsfar yoursves farframrowvan| dontwert anything to do with it. But in any caee ad sne
wdl e seay d trelykasagan thadl keroareto dary yaur sary!

AsGagafinded geeking lonard Lexardulookad & esch e A muie messsge honever slart, pessed bewesn them: thet theyd better revrewards
with Provisana Baisduy, too, to esurethet hislipswaelikenisesseled Ormavieto s them pamenarty if they werant dreedy. At

Wl whet aeyouweting fa? Gagawarted tokow. Bet ¢ o it, bfare this qoresdsary further!

And al four of them, they gottoit ...



Radu knew nothing of the fact that he was dumped in the river, and that abig rock dragged him down to the mud and weeds. But
the Zirescu twins had been very sober by then and in something of a hurry; the knot around his neck was fumbled; it had slipped
loose before he hit the bottom. Then the current found him, buoyed him up, and whirled him downstream.

Midnight found him on his back, where wavelets washed white pebbles at a bend in the river. He was tethered by weeds,
supported by ameat of drifted branches. The swelling at the back of his head was large as a hen's egg, but apart from a handful of
scratches and bruises he was in one piece, and felt dl the better for it after hed emptied his system of river water. He remembered
... well, something of the night before (the vengeful killing he had done, certainly, and of being knocked down and dragged
through night-dark undergrowth; fragments of whispered conversation) but precious little. Still, it was enough for now. Sleep and
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wamthwearewhet Redu nesded most, to give the soft spat a the badk of his heed achance to harden up.

Hemeanegad to gat afiregoing, dried out his dathes and gat bedk into them, built a bed of bracken and grasses to sleep out the
night. And spent mog df thenext day in degning, too, and in trying to forget about hisfather and his Sdter. It wes hard, but he tried anyway.
Because by then hed dedided to forget about merkindin genard and be alloner, ane of the strange wild men who came doan out o the hills
now and thento sit by a campfire in the night. Except Radu would be ared loner; no cargfiresfor imbut hisown, and no mars
company, ether.

Al hislife hed known the brutdities of hisbrother’ men, and far dl he knew it would be the samein any tribe asit hed bean with the Szgany
Ziresou. With which Redu Lykan was gone fram the Szgany of Sunside, and daimed by the forest and thewild mountains Hehed no friend but
himsdf (&t leet far awhile), no cares but hisoan, no counsd but thet of the aun, moon, and dars Far thefird imein hislifehewesfree

And he moved from place to place and taritary to tanitary asif there weare no bounds to spesk df, teking to the ways of the wild asiif it hed
ben preordained. Thus Radu becameacrediure o neture, amen donewho went where his fancy took him. He left no tracks, and
skirted or athawise avaided the camps df men But mare espedidly he vowed to ke goart fram the Szgany Ziresou, far he knew thet if he
retumed to themit would beabloody thing . .. hisblood ar thars whidhever.

But hedo knew thet having tagted the blood of hisfoes hed found it to hisliking, which meart it could eesly become ahebit. Two of his
hed ded, and two of theirs hed peid the price Let that sUffices let Giargg, Lexandu and lon Ziresou, and the Farenczy brathers: gew in the juice
o thar o misgadle exdidence, andif they thought Reolu was deed 0 beit, hewes deed - to them, anywiy.

East lay the territories of the Szgany Hagi, the Szgany Tireni, the Mirlus, Lidescis, and many another band or tribe.
Radu often heard thar bebble, saw thar fires reflected fram douds dhifting low over the woods & night, reed thar boundary maks and
crossed their tralls but other than that he had nothing to do with them, and they never once knawv hewesthare

So he wandered the length and breadth of Sunside's woods; he dimbed through the foathills to the tresling, tumed wegt, and
expared the passes and mountain haghts. For ayes, two, three, he wes dong, until the day when he found a gregt white shewalf trpped in
the reewheare theflank of the mountain hed dipped alitie And it wesararg strange thing . . .

Reou hed been hungry and could have killed and egten the waf. It would have bean essy; hed gden agood crosshow in his wandaings
and coud have put abdlt in her, then dug her out and built afireto roegt her jaints Shewasadog, true, but she wes megt.

But lodking into her greet, fard yellow eyes Redl deddkd agiret it. He too, hed ben aipded in histime- by goethy ard conadics and by e damed the
Stay Zresuy, ureble to exgefram the dacow o adhamdes lesd - bt hed fresd himedlf, goan srong in- his freedom, and suvived. This dewdfs
aipdingwesapury physicd thing afagrawwestidenwhaeit duck upankwady framthendddead deis ad Sewesurede to deg hardf free But
Radlisaw pardlds and couldht bring himsf to kill e [twesaredt those Srange peradoxes if shed besn Fuming withapeck hewauidnt have thought twice
aaut shoding her. Butrow:

Hemackhiswey aut oo thedargeras daping sufaced the diding sreg and petiently dug her free Ard with ey pessing momart the trescheraus rodks
adhaedipped adfdlenaney, ginding bah o theminto ddlivian o thehitch aoud havetumed anhimard grtosd his throet. But the mountain bdd its
bregth ad thehewdf mecero s chvidous pratest; firelly Reolput argperourd her det ard degged her toaresice—

—AwhdthestesjuridegaeadLota adamigy goen adavdanhed coanarto Sursce

W, maedekav Ral hed saved her life But whether a o, e let im dlint her paw, and aoogaed codked food aut of hishedwhenhedat ad
roegedlarathit. Ardacky later, when Recl thought e aould praoebly meke it an her oanand st dff wet ageing the Sewdf caare hddding dfter him For

whiehe peck hed fassken he, thismenhed nat, ad Sewald nat fasskehim After thet, gaing fram sregih to srangth, evertuelly rewesfully resovered

Fomwhichiimeontherewearetwodf them

InReduisertirelife, thisinddat wesared thevay few good things thet hed ever hgpaned to im Whoaould heve gessed thet it would reauit in thevay
wag thingd di?
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In Radu's dreams, his father and sister lived again, and waked and tdked with im raminding im of his pest. Weking wes
invaigbly abedtime, when suddenly he would know that they were dead, of course, and discover himsdf a loner. And
but for the company of Singer (so named for the fact that when Radu sang to himsdf of an evening, she would join in
to serenade the moon), he suspected he might very easily lose his mind. Nor would he be the first loner to go mad from
the sdlitudedf hisways

But Singer was there, hunting with and for Radu, constantly by his side, more of a friend and companion than any
human creature he had ever known, except for the mother he had loved for so short atime, and his family which was no
more. But despite the presence of the white she-wolf, ever more frequently he would find himsdf dwelling upon the
fate of his father and sister, and the fact that he'd been thwarted in the hour of his vengeance. At the time, two for two
had seemed satisfactory . . . now he fdt the scales had been weighted again him, and knew how he'd been cheated.
Looking down on western Sunside from the heights where the barrier mountains commenced to crumble to the
swamps, he would fancy he saw the fires of Zirescu encampments. And despite his Szgany vow to be gone from the
western forests forever, he would fed this oh so strong compulsion to return, for however brief and bloody atime. ..

He was a man full-grown now, firmin dl his limbs, ill lean but springy as a sapling, swift as a bolt from a crossbow

and just as deadly a hunter, no less then his lupine comperion. And he wondered how fat and idle were grown the Zirescu twins,
lon and Lexandru, and their loathsome father, Giorga; and how long, tal and pimply the Ferenczys brothers, Rakhi and
Lagula? Perhaps Giorga was dead; Radu hoped so. But strangely, he hoped the Zirescu twins and the Ferenczy
brothers yet lived. And when thoughts like that came to him, then he would run

with Singer, and hunt to take his mind off things.

Until eventualy, weary of the mountain heights in spite of dl their grandeur (and perhaps afraid of his feglings
when he looked down on western Sunside), he sought new horizons, new scenes and sensations. The far western
lowlands lay mainly unexplored; Radu fancied there must be havens in the green fringes, where birds sang and
creatures played, and fishes leaped in the cool clear water before it dl ran to svamp.

But in any case he dreamed of the dark and misted forests he'd known as a boy, and once more waked with his
father, sister and mother (despite that she had died when Magda was born) dong old Szgany trails, and so would go
down into the unknown badlands. If he dared, he would prefer to go down into the Sunside of his childhood,
however unhappy that had been, but could not for reasons aready explained. At the moment he was an outlaw, true,
but to the best of his knowledge men didn't seek him for his life All of which could change if he deliberately set
himsdf against the Zirescus. And so it was the badlands, which were not named that way for nothing.

At firg, dl seemed well. Streams fdl from on high, cascading into cool, misted depths, and Radu and Singer swam
where the fdls had formed basins in centuries-hollowed rocks. Vines and hybrid flowers flourished in the spray from
the waters and the sunlight streaming from Sunside, and in fertile valleys between black, eroded spurs the foliage was
lush and filled with living things. But then, as the course of their descent turned away from Sunside, abruptly things
changed.

The warmth from the sun lancing overhead was ill present, but now the rising mist was dark and dank, no longer
silver-edged and glowing. The shrubbery was lush and tangled, but there were fewer and samdler flowers; the nights
were cold, and Singer full of some strange uneasiness of spirit. Radu supposed it was because they had turned their
faces from Sunside, and a his earliest opportunity turned south again while yet continuing his descent. The
freshness of the heights never returned, however, and down in the western bottoms, where the mountains crumbled
to adesert of mud, Radu found no such green fringes as hed hoped for and never a haven to mention.

What he did find was a marshy bogland of fdlen, rotting trees and low, thick-leaved, flabby grey shrubs, under an
evil miasma which rose as amist from the apparently endless swamps. Of croaking, hopping things there were plenty,
and of snapping lizardlike things, too, but of the clean, warm-blooded life of Sunside's forests. .. never a sign, except
for the occasional dumped, black, unrecognizable carcass, rapidly turning to rot and becoming one with the swamp. It
was like a different world, even a dawnworld, whose dwellers were primd creatures out of time. And in the swampy
margins were toadstools as black as tar, bursting
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underfoot and sending up clouds of red spores to drift in the foggy reek. It was as if the very ar was poisonous, and
something warned Radu to fasten a rag over his nose and mouth; but Singer went on dl fours like the wild dog she
was, drinking the water between patches of scum and breathing the spore-laden ar. Then, as they began a retreat
towards higher ground, they saw aragged, mud-streaked fox stumbling in the mire, dl bleary-eyed and three-quarters
done for.

Radu was loath to waste a bolt on this poor emaciated creature, yet knew it would be a mercy to put it out of its
misery. In the time he'd spent with Singer, some two years now, he had trained her in the hunt (though truth to tdl, in



certain aspects she had trained him!) Now he told her: 'See to it!" Which was the order to kill.

Leaping out into the mud, she came upon the fox a once, to break his neck in her jaws. And shaking the poor thing,
she let it fdl on its side. That should have been enough, but in the next moment ... an amazing thing! For the jaws of
the fox yawned open and it snapped a Singer's face, and what with the spray of flying mud, and the snarling,
snapping, and threshing of their heads where their jaws seemed locked, it appeared to Radu watching from the bank
that something passed between them, from fox to walf. Or it could have been that Singer had ripped out the fox's
tongue to swallow it whole! Whichever, that signalled the end of it; the fox sprayed red from his mouth, sank down
into the mud and gave up the ghost.

But it was not the end of it for Singer. Leaping to firm ground, she sprang this way and that, coughed and choked,
and bounded in the air, until finaly she collapsed. Unconscious, she lay with her sides heaving, then grew dtill, and
only the faintest of heartbeats to let her master know sheyet lived

Dismayed, Radu sat with Singer a while, there by the rim of the swamp, with her head in his Igp and her tongue
lolling, until it appeared she wouldn't die. Then, draping her over his shoulders, he carried her out of that place, and in
an hour or so she struggled to be put down. Shortly after that, to Radu's great rdief, she seemed as good as new. She
seemed that way, e least ...

They explored for an afternoon and an evening - that was dl, but more than enough in that place - before Radu
headed south and a little east, to skirt the barrier mountains into Sunside. He knew it to be a route which must teke
him into Zirescu territory sooner or later, but by then he would have climbed back up into the mountain heights and
S0 put temptation behind him. So he thought.

And when the ominous twilight failed and the long night fel at last, because the region was strange to Radu and
possibly dangerous with hitherto unknown hazards, and the swamps aive with mosquitoes and other flying things,
he found a cave in an outcrop &t the foot of the
mountains and built a fire in the entrance to keep injurious insects and other creatures at bay; behind which he and
the now strangely withdrawn she-wolf sheltered and prepared for deep . ..

... When down from the heights echoed a distant howling in praise of a blotchy yellow moon tumbling through the
murky sky. And though Singer's nose lifted and her eyes lit with recognition, gill she made no reply to the songs of
the grey brothers on the mountain flanks. And even when Radu sang a low tune to himsdf (as he was wont to do in
strange places), Singer held back from joining in; not even a growl escaped her, or a yawn of her long-jawed,
soft-leather mouth. So that dl indl Redu conddered it weird, but perhgps amoad wies on he, which in a place like this he could
understand well enough ...

During the night on those several occasions when Radu woke up to toss branches on the fire, stretch his legs or
relieve himsdlf, he discovered Singer awake, slent, staring out past the dow-burning fire into the night, or whining
low in her throat, or shaking her head from some unknown irritation and pawing at the earth where she stood in the
entrance of the cave.

Far more worrying, on the last such occasion, she was on her belly close by, forepaws outstretched in Radu's
direction, peering a him intently through her fera - or sick? - yellow triangular eyes. Following which he felt it prudent
to remain awake, and sat by the fire until the twilight before the dawn, then moved on with dl speed towards the risen
but as yet hidden sun somewhere on the far flank of the crumbling mountains. And it has to be said that Radu was
glad the night was over . ..

As the Sunside/Starside nights are long, the days are longer 4till. But the territory was unknown to Radu, the rotting
rock of the lower mountains was treacherous (so that he must go with care and patience), and there always seemed to
be a new, higher ridge behind whichever false plateau he had just negotiated.

For he had made up his mind that instead of skirting the mountains, he would cut diagonally across their lower
ramparts and so arrive in the western part of Sunside aready aloft and in the heights. But because of the dangers and
arduous nature of the route (which seemed far more difficult than the one by which hed descended to the swamps), it
wasn't until the twilight before the night, and after severa camps, that at last he arrived over Sunside; and even then
not nearly as high on the mountain flanks as he hed intended.

The twilight before the night: a dull orange afterglow dowly fading over the far furnace desert, and the sky to the
south banded from amethyst on the horizon to adark indigo in the vault of the sky, where several stars were aready
evident. While over Starside the skies were
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long since jet, whose stars seemed like chunks of ice frozen in their orbits; but Starside itself was obscured by virtue
of the mountain peaks. A myriad d Sunddes tiny bets, dong with a hendfu o alarger oedies whooshed and whirred on the air
where they hunted, while down in the woods the scattered fires of Szgany camps lit the night, sending aromatic
odours drifting on thermals of their own making.

And there was a conflict of longings in Radu hard to describe: the need to be among men again, oh yes - but good
men, brothers, men he could trust - and the need to avoid them at dl costs, for this was surely Zirescu territory. The



need to St in the glow and warmth of a campfire, and chew on ajoint of meat with its juices hot and dripping, washed
doan with ajug of good Szgany wire ... and the dak desire to dimpe a startled face by starlight (that of lon or Lexandru,
perhaps? Or Rakhi ar Lagua?) and squesze off anironwood balt & paint-blank range Ch amedley of longings, wishes, desires and
urges; but the certain knowledge, too, that to surrender to them must bring about the worst possible result, when he
would not only be aloner but an outcast, too, from dl men and for the rest of his days.

Well, and wasn't that his way? And wouldn't it suit him well enough? To be aloner, yes, but not to be pursued as a
murderer, when in fact he would be an avenger of the weeping dead. (For in Radu's mind and memory, and in his
dreams, his father and sister were given to weeping, causing him to cry, too).

And so, as dways, he put it from his mind, climbing up into the mountains while yet there was the light for it. And
Singer with him as ever, but a Singer changed now and amost unknown to him. For now when she hunted the great
white she-wolf kept her kill, and now when he would hug her she backed off from him, whining and showing her
fangs. And whatever it was that was at odds between them, Radu knew that the difference wasn't in him.

Not yet, at least . . .

It heppened quiddy. Redu mede cap that night inaddveinadiff high over the foothills, where a great boulder had weathered free
of the bedrock, rolled away and Ieft a hollow behind. Scarcely a cave, ill it was dry and would shelter him if the rains
came. Soft heather made a passable bed, and a cured skin was his blanket; it would suffice. Normaly he would have
Singer, too, to snuggle close and keep him warm. But the she-wolf didn't want that now, and truth to tel, neither dd
ReduL She hed alodk about her, alight in her eyes aflattening of her ears, that warned of further changes in the offing—

—Whichcameashedat.

It was a sound that woke him: awhine, a snarl, a cough or grunt. One or dl of these things, but a sound anyway . . .
made by Singer. And sitting up in his bed of heather, backing away from her, Radu was
astonished and horrified by this picture of a dog of the wild so patently torn between loyalty and strange, dien
emotions. She crept towards him, shied away, whined as in some inexpressible agony . .. and was a once drawn back
to him, davering and showing her scythe teeth, where the soft leather of her muzzle was drawn quiveringly back. And
Radu understood that she now saw him as prey of sorts - yet remembered him as her friend and master! He sensed
that she was driven by something, and fought it with whatever remained of her former loyaty. He knew something of
her torment, which must in a way be Smilar to his own. For while he lusted after the blood of certain men, 4ill he
remembered a handful of times when men had been good to him; and while she came upon him to kill him, she yet
loved him with at least a spark of her old love

And even as he drew back the string of his crossbow until it nocked, and even as he did a balt into the tiller's
groove, Radu Lykan grieved over what he must do, for the companionship they had known together. But painy Snger
wasmed and dl df thet was over now, and likethefaxin the swamp she'd be better off dead and out of her misery.

He aimed direct at her forehead - her brain, to meke a quick end of it - and knew he couldn't miss. For even though
Singer had witnessed the power of his weapon, ill she crept closer, and closer yet, aimost as if begging him to kill
her! And dl the while she stared fixedly a Radu, pleadingly with eyes he knew yet didn't know, not any longer. She
was amost upon him; her eyes were yelow lamps shining on him; powerful javsyavned opent And:

'‘Goodbye, old friend,' Radu told her, squeezing the trigger.

In the last moment Singer had lunged forward . . . only to be stopped dead by the ironwood bolt that chopped
through her dloping skull into her brain; so that she fel twitching upon Radu's chest where he had jerked back away
from her. Her jaws still gaped open, however; his, too, as he saw something writhing in the dark cavern of her mouth!
Then, but too late, he once again remembered the diseased fox in the swamp: the thing he had seen passing from the
one to the other, which held mistakenly thought was the fox's tongue, torn out at the roots by Snog.

It was the same now, but as the shiny-black, corrugated body of the leech-thing gected from the wolfs mouth, and
in the instant that it transferred to Radu's, he saw that it was no tongue! It lived - it thought, reasoned, or instinctively
knew - and it moved like lightning as it sought. . .

... A new, better, stronger, moreintelligent host!

Impossible to close his mouth! Such was the girth of the horror that his jaws were made powerless, like taking too
big a bite of an apple and stalling on it - except this loathsome thing was no apple. Head-firdt, it fed itself to him,
putting out hooks into his throat to draw itself down
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inch by choking, vile-tasting, stomach-heaving inch. Then ... it was in him and he could breathe again. He did -
gasping, coughing, and massaging his throat - and came lurching to his feet as he tried desperately to vomit, to rid
himsdf of the nightmarish parasite within. And it knew that, too!

Raduwoud never know jugt exadly what the hamor did to hisinddes then, but even as he blacked out he guessed it was the
same thing that it hed doneto Snga’s And asincedible pain hounded iminto amedfu oblivion, he could more fully appreciate
how she had felt when she'd collapsed at therim of the swamp . ..

... And something of how she must have felt when she came awake. His throat burned; it was dry, cracked, bruised
inside from the thing's passage into his body. And so it had been no nightmare, no subconscious association of ideas



lingering from his recent visit to the swamps, but the red thing. A red Thing had vacated Singer's body in favour of
his! It wasin there even now, hiding in his body, lodged there where he could neither see nor fed it, nor affect it in
any way. Like the fox, and then Singer, he was now the host of this parasitic creature, this leech that he imagined to be
dmilar to the tapeworms that occasionally got into the systems of the Szgany.

Wel, Radu knew the cure for that wel enough! Hed seen how the sufferers of such infestation submitted to
starvation, and when they were amost dead of hunger allowed themselves to be tied down with their mouths propped
open, so that the parasite could be lured out of them by the stench of rotting fish or meat! But that was something a
men couldn't do on his own; the temptation to bite such a thing in haf and spit it out as it disgorged must be
overwhelming - not to mention a complete waste of time and effort! For only leave a segment of the creature inside the
host body, an entire new worm would grow from it! Then again, the tapeworms Radu had seen were dender,
many-sectioned creatures; they could be bitten in haf!

But ... he knew that his parasite was different. He knew it without knowing how he knew. He fdt it: a maign
intelligence of sorts, a sentience other than the basic, natura, instinctive hunting and breeding knowledge of beasts
of the wild, or the higher spiritual or morality-guided intdligence o men This thing would use the guile o the fax, the feroaty o the
hunting waf, and his superior knowledge and intdligencefor its own! Except . . . there would be nothing spiritual or mord about
it And nathing remady humen.

These were thoughts that entered Radu's mind in his first waking moments, but he could hardly suspect that they
were not his thoughts entirely, or that their source was not entirely his mind. But such was the case: by virtue of its
metamorphic make-up, the leech's mutant DNA was already bringing about the most drastic changes in his own,
and doing it in such away asto link itself with his mind, his blood and bones, his very being. The thing would be him, and even
though he would continue to believe himself master of his own destiny, he would be it.

Cold, it would kill off whatjwas human in him while intensifying what was cold and inhuman. Devious, it would so dilute what
little was left of human love and compassion as to* remove these things entirely, while accentuating those baser emotions it could
use to its own advantage . . . such as lust, greed, and hatred. Tenacious, it would dling to life - to Radu's life - even as it moulded
itsdlf to hisinternal organs and spine. And thered be no getting rid of it, neither by primitive medicine nor any method of man's
devisng. For Radu was the higher life-form it had searched for since its development from a spore to aleech in the body of the fox,
and it was with him now for as long as he lived.

Ever ravenous, it would lust after the very source of life, the red-pulsing river of life, which flows through the arteries of men
and beasts. Except a man has only so much life, only so much blood; so that in order to survive, Radu too must consume or be
consumed. It was the burgeoning curse of the vampire, new to Sunside/Starside even as Shaitan the Unborn was new, so that as yet
Radu knew neither of them. But he would, he would . . .

Day finally dawned, and Radu wasiill. He carried Singer out of the cave, dropped her into a crack in the rocks, filled it with stones.
Under normd circumstances the effort would be scarcely worth mentioning; now . . . it felt like a day's work. He knew he should
hunt, for good red meat to fue him through whatever was to come, but the sun had a furnace heat held never felt before, which
raised angry red wedls on his skin and crisped the hair of his forearms to smdl coiled cinders. Even with his back to the sun he
could scarcely see to find atarget! Plainly he wasiill. But he knew he had a Thing in him, so it was hardly surprising. And the very
thought of that Thing made him fed more ill yet.

He found water, a smal waterfall with a pool, laved his scorched and rapidly roughening body and filled a skin, took up his
clothes in a bundle and headed back to his cave. On the way he saw arabbit nibbling the grassin the shade of atree, and even in his
condition couldn't miss such an easy target. Back in the cave he found himsdlf ravenously hungry and ate raw red flesh.

This wasn't the first time Radu had had it red; now and then when it rained and the grass he used for tinder was
damp, he might find it impossible to get a fire going. Then he would smply skin his catch, cut himsdf a good
hindquarter joint and fill his belly. And of course Singer had been there to dispose of the rest of their kill, which she
naturally preferred that way. But on this occasion there was no such excuse. The day was hot and dry; Radu had
flintstones; he could easily have cooked
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hisfood- but hedeit raw anywey. Ratgpsit wessmply aquesion of equedace

Ardpatgst...

Ardredet ... addet. Neg achalag depindl hislife Never befae andrese agan Far thisweste Sespd Grerge ThHsweshis lesthis dranceto
ardeetemddng ad meeitdf aewith im Somahing o the fads wileswart into im, but nat ala, for thet poor aresture hed ben aut o itsoan
enviramat; it hed never ben effadd the oppartunity to ddlay its kills Onthe dher herd, agreet dedl noed the greet white dewdf fourd itswey ino
Redl far thelesch hed liked her drangth ard feroaty, her sreedf thewdld, her sSnuous Sgpeand oeedl. Singer hed benachild o the night, ahunier of lesser
qesLres anegle of raw megt, who deked her third on HadGand

Buttheman. .. kievthingd Hehed somathing thet naither fox norwaf of thewdild coud ever metch aaregtive mind with the poner to overice indind, to
sy'No'a 'Laa! tothenomrely imesstible haedtary ugssad damardswhichdorecammadtre adios o lesser arestures Ardbecasehecoud guidead
aonird hisovnadians heaoud himedf beguided ard aortrdlled

Thus enasRacuhed trained S, row hislechwioud train him Ard with filamant edsrsons o itsdf rodiad in his brdn, the vandre lesch lay with
Radiwheehetossed ad tumed in his ae traugh the long Sunsde dy, ignaiing dl the nigimerss which its pressnoe ingaired, whle listening with rgt



inent to hisdears Ardleaming frantem
Andddgamininghowitwoudbe. . .

Ralwmdeinteeming twilight adweshimedf agan. . . ohethought. Hedradned uom his hesther bed ad theewesarew spdeness in dl hisjainis
Histhroet rolage gavehim pein ard therewesro athing in isbones Wheeer sTel ptarsdt iisdlitary weyshed bemn they waero moe Hekrew a
physcd aofat -asassion o red well-baing - s ch asheted never eqaiancad bdare Hewes'arev men’ Ardrewesmoetrenamen Ardless

Duing hisrenovay, Raclihed dfecated inassoothy aetret biaded dif franthemenaedeseto itsentrancs thesdl o his shit wauld kep arestures
abey. Sraefar itwessomahing hehed neser dorebefare Snger hed doreit framtimeto time bt Srewesadhild o thewild. Rether, g hed ben adhild o
thewild Then remambaing thet Snge wesnonmog, Radligieadalitie whilehedresed

Hisdot trousas o ditched skins seamed bepgy an hiny doviawdy hed logt weidht, but he didnt fed too hungry, nat for his Ll fare aywey. Redlis
scHsssmad too at for hisfed, adhisjadka
faled to connect with his trousers or tie properly across his deep chest. And there were short, dark manes of hair on
the backs of his hands, and trailing down his wrists. Astonished, he found twin pads of hair in the pams of his hands,
too! Moreover his fingernails were longer, thicker, darker, and pointed at their tips like claws.

But. . . how long had he lain there? Why, he must have been ddliriousl These changes in him had surely taken
longer than a single night. But they were natural changes, obvioudly: loss of weight, and somedight wiinkling and shrinkage
d hisdathes and hishar and ralls growing dl unhindered by nomndl weer and tear. But ahedling dep, far sure. For there was such a zest
in him that—

—Except here Radu's thoughts were arrested by an echoing, ululant, faint but concerted howling from the high
plateaux and passes, as his grey brothers in the heights began to serenade afull and glorious moon where she tumbled
through the darkening skies. But. ..

... Hisgrey brothers?

Radu wasted no time puzzling over it, for now his zest had turned to something other than a human passion. Now he
longed for the thrills of the wild: the hunt, the chase, and the kill. But again, his bloodlust was not for the blood of the
wild but for that. .. of his own kind? Or those who had been hiskind, &t least. And down there in the western forests,
that was Zirescu territory.

He paused for amoment in the mouth of the cave to sniff a his excrement. His, yes, but it was black. The black of
the digested blood of the rabbit. And perhaps the digested essence of something else? What o the leschthing? Was thisiit,
liquefied and tumed to black shit by hisjuices? Reou thought nat. But then why couldhnit hefed it inddehim a Thing as big as that? He fronned
and gaveashrug. Wha hed been hed been. What was become was become. And what would be . .. would be

But up in the mountains his grey brothers were aprowl and howling, and Radu threw back his head and howled with
them. It felt good, as good as the night against his flanksl And pausing beside the pool to go down on dl fours and
sip, and seeing his face reflected in moonlight, Radu scarcely wondered at the fact that his eyes were triangular and
gleamed ferd ydlow, or that his long-toothed amile was the amile of awdf. Farinthesiver light of the moon dl wes mede der to
him and heremembered his dreams of vengeance and knew that it was time. Exagat hewoud go among menasamen, o that they
woud know who he was and why he had returned . . .

In his descent into Sunside, Radu was quick and surefooted as a wolf, but awdf with dl the egllity and dimbing slls of amen
Heed firg, with his chest and belly close to the earth, he dug in the heels of his hands to brake himsdf, diding and
skittering where the way was treacherous.
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Upigt but bert fawad helgpedwherethe gaingweslevd ad essy. Wherever hefaurd hiswey bared by diffs he revated to bumen kills ard dambered
likeamen ada dl imesheduk o thes econsasmuthsspossble For hiseeswaelted o the night; hesaw asdeaty asin daylight. Or bater, far hewes
Wanrphwi! But ssyet hewauidnt hevereoogrized thewad arkroanthet it desaribed his condition, esenif hed head it $houted.

Intrefirs quater o thenigt RecLimescbaninto the foathills Nowthe nightwesdark lit arly by dardhine far the artit of the hurling moon hed teken her
beodtherimd thewald Whidhwesjug aswel; her graity o langer evadured Redus mind, ard lewesmoe himsdf. .. arhewalld be if nat far his
g/mhiat. Ardinfat isleschwesatrue s, for it gaeaswel astook. Now if Redimeewoundsd thevararewaud hedl him Now his sragth wes
thet o éght a rirermen- even ten if nesd be Now hewes ner-inddfatigedle, nat to marntion nes-innond! Far berting aoddaris ar an afadk o the umost
faradty, aradsesses thaslgrosy whichemn hislesch coud ot agpewith, hewoudd nat de

Nd thet Raolkrevary o this theewaewardashewes ye to dsoover, mystaies as yet urfahamed - ar imeckametdle dgaths as yet urduntoed, All he
krewvwesthet hefdt .. well, fitter, fester, ardfieos then ever befare ard thet his body bumed with anlimer fire <o thet hewesafaree to be redkaned with
gedte then hed ever bemn ot nat neatly asgreet ashewald e But meinly hekrew thet hehed the dality to right severd gregt wioos

Reeg aye adrettheZresandtheFaatayd

Ardthiswaldbewret hegaveto hislesd thisweshis pat of the ungodken, ungoeskaile, untreskede pect thet whet he gperantly dd for himedif, heiin
fat ddfar thevanpire Raclikrew how o kill, and row mugt leemhow to ejoy it. Hislife hed besn govemed by fear ard hetredt row his onn hetred, ereroad
terfdd by hisvarpre woldbeanirgrumat withwhich to ingare fe. Hishumen pessans hitherto sjpresssdl, aoriained within thecan o His humeriity,
addrow sall o inanintumenagy o evdionadvidece beyard theraged aonmmimen Heaould fed it in isHood. WWarrhyril

Ardtrewardst thing o al westhis thet ot een hisleechkraw thesethingd Al it knew/, ad this by sie dien indind, westhet its hot wesadrang

agadte thrauch hmiit lived Ard dl it hed wes its meamaphism its taneatty, its anvf hunge. For thefud  its dagenaals regpadive egrewes
Hood-whichweswhy thet egirewesgearad to dhive Radlis 1Lt far life, and far deeth Ayg e a theequaeedf ey lifehetouded fram this ime fawad .



Garminguypntrearpd theZiresus Radliwes catious Thecampswetdoogs wdvesresred fram pups wadbe at in the cak foredt, slert bt dat.
Trared, they wouldht bak to saeaninnuder
off but smply tree him, then whine or howl till someone came to discover what was what. Or, if their victim should
choose to fight, they'd just as soon hametring him behind his knees; and bark to atract therr medtars Al very daunting.

Ye& Radu was not overly concerned. For somehow he felt he understood the ways of walves hebdieved he could hende them
evenas held handled the great white she-wolf of the wild. Perhaps even better then hed handed Snger ... now.

Sure enough, when they came to sniff him out, Radu held out his amsto them, and dtar amomat they agat dose ad lidked
his handswhere he good in the fores's shedows. Then, when they would whing, he cautioned them with alow Tut-tut!" Urtil they were dlant.
Andwhilehe could sense thet they werewanied, dill they wereslet. Fordl of this was at atime when the Wamphyri were unknown
in western Sunside; as yet, and apart from the frightful campfire tales of the oocedond lonetravdler (dd wives tdesa bed), the
Ziresous hed nored knomMedge o the taror out of Sarsdes tovaing aaries thet even now ravaged in the eastern woods. Thus the
Zirescu wolves had not bean trained againgt such as Radu- but &fter tonight they wauld be

Thewdveswae stidfied (haf-stidfied, a leest) thet Reduwes nat a threat; he sent them about their business, then advanced
upon the canp. Thenight was young and there were men aboutt the centrd fire Redul wias mare then well acquiainted with the hebits of the
Ziresus heknew where to find old Giorgas caravan on the outskirts of the encampmat. Thet i if the fat dd bedard were dill
dive OF course thet lagt wes as yet amétter far conjediure what with the Old Ziresouis swinish esting and diinking hebits and dl, and the
ungoverndde natureof his temper. But z/he yet survived . . . wdl, the future extent of his gpan wes hardy conjecturd & dl! It
woud ed right herg right now, thisvary night. And Redis father waould bewating to grest imin bell.

Y. .. Radu held back, waiting in the shadows a while to think things out For it ssamed somewha bald to snply wak up to
Giagaswidka doar, knock and wait for areply. If the dd menwearetoloock out through a peephole, suspect something and cry out -
what then? The dars wee too hright, the night too dear. Better if there weare a ground mig, to soften the sound of Redus gpproech ar the
datter of any hief sUifle Beter if the damp, fatile earth and the tress of the forest were to eddle the maidure they'd gathered during the day, and
throw asoft lgoping blanket of white over the entire camp. Exoat, the earth and the trees couldnt do thet - could they?

In some worlds it would be thought of as witcheraft, magic, the supamaurd. And perhaps in Radus waild, too. Yet in the
Himdayas of Eath, Tibetan priests are knoan to test themsdves by fdling adegp in water tuming to ice and upon weking generate affident
bodly hest tomdt it! And the firefly turns on the lamp in his own body without
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buming himneeif, ard by its light findsamete Ard aartain aestires winter throuch inatate o hibemetion whee aheswaud aurdy deafresang degh But
heeinthiswald. . . deitethet Reclikrew litle ar nathing of such things suddarly hesesslamessredf hisponer -of arewpone, in SunddeSarsde

Raliveslike- o, hewes awadteif rewilled it -acatayd! Hispresaein these woooswes dien, een as he imedlf wes dien to murdare merkind;
trevay demigry df hisbody, ro longe ahumen a ertirdy returd dnamistry, hed the poner to bring doout drergesiin returd things Hefet it burgaoning
within iy hehed desred somathing ad rowvwaud will it. Hewaud bresthe ami€, ard casethefared it to rediprocae

Ardwiththemdamaphic assdanced hislesch, hedd exadly thet. Theparesd hishbody goanad and seemed to stee; themist poured dff im asif lewae
dy i hisheay bresthissued fromhislips ssan eqeanding evil essanoethet hilloved aut fram him and gpeared to cdl lessy mids ot o thewaoodsad Lp
framtrevay eathitsdf. Ardantheauts im d the Ziresou encanamant, Recuifloved within is mist to resch ypand tep lightly anthewider door of Gilargels
GAavan

BWho? (Reciwaddkrow thet bess gumidy, rumbding vdceanywhare theOld Zireuwes il dive) Whetisit? Cantamencachypanalitle degp
aourd hee? Treearethesound of novemant framwithin agmell baredwincbw qaned inwerds ardapUify, beardsd, sopinting ard redteyed face gpeaed
behind thebas Redui good & thefodt of the caravaris dgsad ket hisfareavatad Hisvararemis dsured imalitiewhsreit sveled, rdled ad st up
Wigyy tadils ssving o hidehisadLd identity, but the arseard rapped dathing of amouniansloner garehimaney ssasrange. At

B? Gaganmumided aggin, but sapa o, Whe, awadas, caredt night o try the hogaitdlity of the Ziresas? Sowhy bather me? Thaeaemn & the
carirg I'm sure Gosing far your 3 e there’ Gagawesprabedy drunk; oatainly his brandy breeth wes strang in Reolis nodtrils But befaethe dd men
auddoehiswirdw

1 revert caretotekeanything but to ghve something’ Recl tdld him, disuising his vaice as bet possible - whidh westt in faat difficult, exogt rowv ke
mA dodguiseit fromagom! Ard continuing GagaZiresy, | bingawaring, But | cant ik out hee— Ardredaned quiddy thiswey ad thet, asif
waried thet Fermigt beovahead —Solet rein ad 11l tdl youdf thedoom thet hergsover youand yoursesen rond”

Awaning? theahe gegoed A doon?Wheee eanyoumea? Ardnareherdily, aommendingly: ' Soesk up, men ad patgos |l heeryou ot

Radudraghtened upbut ket hisfaceavated Tmnatanedf yours
Giorga, that you can speak to me like an underling. I'm aloner, yes, awanderer ... ah, but the places I've wandered, and the things
I've heard! They say that Giorga Zirescu grows old and fat and sodden, and his sons no better than young shads in the rut, and the
Zirescu women dl dlatterns who would open their legs to dogs rather than take the pigs his men have become!'

‘What!" Giorgas eyes bulged at the window. 'Who says these things? Who dares issue these lies? | have no truck with
neighbours, so who's to know that. . . that | ...

And Radu looked at him sideways, just aglance, but alook that said it dl. 'Yes, go on. Who's to know, that you . .. "

The other cdmed down alittle, snarled, 'I've no time for gossip. Sidksand stones may hurt g but cacdling.. !

'Sticks and stones, aye,' Radu repeated him. 'And crossbow bolts -and men who lust after your land, because they believe you're
not fit to hold it? And when that sank in:

'Eh?" Again Giorgas gasp. 'Is that it? Land thieves? But thisis my land, as it was my father's before mel So someone's after me
for my territory, is that it? A land feud? But no one has the right! Tell me more.'

'l would, gladly,’ Radu answered with a shrug, beginning to turn away. 'Except it would seem that the one they cdl the Old



Zirescu is much too proud to talk face to face with aloner and wanderer. It seems he's too high and mighty! And should | stand out
here in this damp and clinging mist, without even asip of your good plum brandy to warm my throat? No, | reckon not. So now
you'l just have to guess where they'll strike ... and how many ... and when. Well, and good luck to yau..

Tuming hishedk onthecaravan, Redumedeasif to rideaway. But:

Wandkra, whoever you ae wat!' Giorgas vaice wes axious now, dl of the bluster driven out o it. 'And yes youre right: I'm an ungraefll dd wretch &
timed But aomein, camein andwam yourssif. Brandy, dd | hear you ssy?Why, | could useadrop mysf! Andlook, Ive ajug of the vay Suff right herd’ The
balt wes dravn bedk, and Reolu heard the areek of the caravariswidker doar.

Inanather momatt, soundesdy, hetumed and wes up thewooden geps and something of his mist flowed indde with him. Whet's morg, Giorga Ziresou hed
invited im in of hisoan freewill!

Widl, withalitiehdp from Reduslyinglesch. . .
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'Land? Giorgaasked again, dfter handing Redu alesther jeok. | sthet what thisisall bout?

Radu took a sip of the sharp-tasting brandy - the merest sip - then put thejack down. It hed been along time and he nesded a
dex heed 'It's about land, and life, and death,’ he said, and his voice was very desp, vay guf, asfar the fird time he tumed his
facefuly in Gorgas diredion. And inthe light from the Old Zirescuis lamp, he searched far some Sign o recognition, but found nathing in the
recHlecked, boazy, bulging eyes of the other. If he had - if Giorga had shown even aglimmer of recognition - then his time
had come, be sure. His night vistor hed dreedy determined thet it hed come anyway, but dl in good time when Giarga hed been given to
know why.

‘Well, were face to face,' the old man told him. And that was true enough; in the close confines of Giorgas caravan
they couldn't be anything dse 'So now lef's haveit eqdan yoursf. Asfar land and lifeand degth, they'redl ore If armen mudt fight to kesp
histaritary, then hefights Hisland ishislife and itswhere heéls buried when he died'

‘Andwill his paoplefight with im, ar will they run aweay because they hate im? Redluis vaice wes deper ye, arumbing goM issuing fram
histhroet, his suddenly chedtic emations

'No,' the Old Zirescu pushed his face closer yet. They'll fight -because they fear him! Here in these western forests,
since time immemoarid, the Zirescus have aways been strong. In my time, |, Giagg have been strongest of dl! | hed to be!

'In your time, aye,' Radu nodded. '‘But do you mean strongest, or hardest? Were you srong with your people, or hard on the?

By now the dd men hed sobered alittie His geze was curious as he st down on the wooden frame of his bed and looked Redu up and doan.

If he'd seen this man before he was sure he would remember him. What, amen astdl asthis why, he mug bedl of sx foat thred
And his

drarelodks. .. thoeesesd his ydlow intrelarpigt Ardhisgey her, svet beck likeamareto fdl o his adla. His dightly painted esad log,
hary hencs. .. Thnegain, thelonaswaredl weard in ther waeysand laoks- thisareespadely! Why, iswadswaedmod. . . whe, aoosng?

Ardsucarty Garas soadted thet thisweant dbout land, and likenise thet hewesnt much interested whet it wesabaut. Smuitaneaudly, hes soedied it hed
benamigeketoinvite thismeninto histiny aanpad caaveninthefirs dace

Wreas [veben-adwheese [vedoe- it wesimy way, reasvared & lagt, and daced his pillow asarest far hishedc. But benegth thet pllow re ket a
longirawood knifewithabaeharde Itsectpwest okean but its point wessap asagdints:.

Ttwesyaurwey, aye’ RedigoMed, 'and aweysfar youroarngood yoursandyour sons. But rever far thegood o yaur pegde They ob heieyou, Giael -
emas| hedyoy, ypmatime. . !

B? Gagast wppdrdaghts, puled trepllow raurdinfront of himsdf, dagoed thehended” hiskrife Theewesagood aostow hragngantrewl, bt it
weasnt loeded Sppoaing it hed been owhe? THsmenllooked esfast asherow lodked dargarald Thisiant. . . it ignit doout land?

Oh hut it id" Reduaswvared Stting doanncaduly & the aher ed of Giargels bed ard nouing) fradiionelly, inch by indh doser. Ardrow isvdcewesa
hoaethrdb. .. o anidpeia?Inoked, faor it's sbout amenwhowarked thet land far yau who hurted it far you, and best thelbounds withyou, yeer in, yeer o,
adfor peymat aifered thejibesad insults of afe, gresdy dd menand hislcetheome sons It'sbout how hewes nurdered because he dood in thewey o his
daughte gaing toaredt yaur sons and it's about thegir, too, whowesesgood asyou ad yaur ot waebed Sewes hdd conn Giagg rgoad imead time
aEn thenmudared becauseher father - by romearsalraverman-hed nat diliged the Ziresoustyy eting her goaswifeto lonar Lexardiu!

... 1... | kovyou o Gagapanted with his left herd But Reclikrew thet the dd pig wes righ-hended, ad saw thet trescharaus right herd
travding behird the pllow in Gargeslap. Ardindesd dl of Gaatremiing hisfat bdly, sdhing thevay joMsd hisfaee Andt 'YaureRad sn o Frgi
L yka!' restuitered

Ave Frgi'ssn adMaypkshrahe. Thet sarelraher whowesautiaved - arwho aulaved Hirsdlf -whenhearagad Hisfather'sdeshand hisdger's rge
admurdy. Exapt hewessoped inthehour of hisvergeae. . . byyou, Gag | fay! Ardwesit lon ad Leanduwihp do tried to domnnme?Ard the



Feazy brahas likenissanyor adas?Ah | kow it wed But asyou see | annat doaned, and nat neaty deed Ardlit isebout land o <oll, efter dl - this
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s0il, Zirescu soil, where you've rooted like apig dl your days, and where youre now degtined to de a swinish degth. This eatth,
whichthepoisons of your loathsome gases shdll turn putrid even as you're lowered into itt And no one to mourn over
you, Giorga, even if they woud No, far your sonswill be down therewith you!'

Gagalungad; hishladk ironwoad krifeweas in his hend, upraised; Redu grinned as he caught the ather’'s fat wiidt in his oan tdoned hand,
and hdd it effartiesdy. And hisginwesthe ginof awdf as his lesch poured metamorphic juices through his system, causing his
teeth to soythe upwardsfrom hisraw red gums as his mouth yawned wider yet!

In the space o five heartheats Redu Lykan hed changed - changed before the Old Zirescu's bulging, disbelieving eyes - into
something radicdly dfferent fram... fram anything hed ever san beford The men wias gone, and amongter crouched in his place And the
faceon thet creature: the flame-eyed, salivating, grinning, panting visage of hdl itsf! Thet mondrous ggping mouth.. !

Gagasudked & the auffocating dr, and opened hisown mouth-to cry out! But too late. Pain snatched the cry from the circle of
his rubbary lips tumed it to aydp, agurde agrest whoosh! of expdled ar, as Redu twided hisam until it sngpped & the dbow, dosad ahand
ove Gioges hand, and did the knife home through unprotesting layers of fat and up under buging ribs Oh...... it hurt, and it did grest - even
fatal - damage! But not immediately. Giorgds fat protected him; the kniféstip couldnit reech hisheatt, nat angling up fram his bdly
likethet; hisleft hand cessad itsfluttaring and reeched far the kinife, degping its hendewhereit protruded fran hisgut. And he perted, 'O - ahl -
ahl' sshetried to draw it out, but couldnit because of the pein

Then, dill grinning, Redu towered over him, codked his heed an ane de in the incuiing mamner o agredt dog, and looked him right in his
ainging eyes asif he wae looking into his sou. And he sad, Farendl, Giorgal' - then caught his beard and yanked it up, and
without pause drove hisfangsinto and didng through the dd merdiswindpipe!

Giorga flopped and vibrated in Radu's grasp, until the werewolf rdessad im and let him topple fram his bed to the floar, where
he gat jemmadin the netrow gpece: Itwes over, thispat o it a les. And the Old Zirescu bled and tried to scream (but had neither
the ar nor the strength for it), and flopped about in his own blood, and bled some mare greet seaming jesdf aimson, pulsng
fram his ggoing throet and punctured gut. Air whiling inand out of his severed windpipe, where bright red bubbles formed allivid frath, but dl
dowing down now aslifequiddy ebbed.

Until firelly it reelly wesover ...

Outdde the caravan inamig of hisown meking, Reou pausad far the marest momant to goit Gargais tedte fran hismouth, His tagte and the

lagt trace of hisblood. Far despite that Redu wes hungry, and hislesch e hungry, GiagalZiresouis blood tegted vileto im Yet the mamary of
what he had done would always remain sweet - and sweseter gill whentheres df it was over and donewith

Radu hed teken down Giargals crasshow. Now he loeded it and his own wiegpon bath, hooked the onerto hisbdt and took the other finry in a
panike hand. And asthe woods and the earth continued to issue hiswreething mit, he heeded direct for the commurd firés dull arangedow in
the cartre df the encampment. Far he hed redlized his srength & lest; he knaw hisawvesome power, and thet he nesd nat feer anything inmen o
neture- nat yet & leegt.

And lgping low through the mit, his sensesweredivewith dl the sounds, scents, and sensations of the night. Hewesachild o the night! He
heard the rustling in the undergrowth that tracked the hunting shrew; sensed the hooded eyes of an omM upon hin detected an
dmog ineudible dhilling of tiny bets sounding derer then ever before in his vampireenhenced ears And he amdled blood, of course - the
blood df the Zirescus and the Ferenczys! For Giorga's blood had not been enough. But that of his sons and their friends
might yet quell the fire ragingin Redusvans. ..

Themoonwas up agan, aful and hilliat disc shining like siver in the sky! Its beam fdl in a swath, undulating on Reduis ground mig and
lighting hisway to the fire Passing like awraith betwean the innemogt caravans and carts; he was dmodt there Now he could see the ruddy
faces of men in a huddle about the fire, and saw that they were frowning. Their conversation reached him; they talked
about - the watchdogs, the campswalved

For the wolves were there, those tame dogs of creatures; their tails wee down and ther ears fidt, and they whimpered around
the fest f their human masters. Aye, and if they could tak they'd be telling of Radu's presence, too! They probably
were, in their way, but the men weretoo gupid toknowit.

Except if the blood of men had a scent, so did the blood of the Wamphyri - Redus blood! And now the walves around the fire
grdled it Moreover, they sTdled the desth which he hed S0 recantly wrought. Therewere three of them; they quit thar dinking about the fegt of
the seeted men and as one aredture tumed in Reduis direction. Ther ears pointed him out inthe shedow of acaravan, and now that they stood in
the compeny o men, they fdt stfeto isuleasaiesof gronmis and yips

'Eh? someone said. 'Is there something there? And indeed there was something there. Radu loped forward more
surely into the fire's gow, cameto ahdt and sraightened up. Without pause he scanned the faces in the firdight - and saw thet lon and
Lexaduweaethad Al the Ferenczys and three cdllesgues As sourvy ahandful as he could imeging but he hated the firg four ebove dl
other men
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236
Necrosoope: TheLogt Years-\Val. |
237

All jaws dropped, dl eyes were on Radu, who now grinned in his fashion and growled, This is between me and



the Zirescus - those two, lon and Lexandru, rapists and murderersl’ He pointed with his crossbow. 'And aso the
Ferenczys,' he pointed again. 'I've killed Giorga and now I'll kill his sons and their friends. As for the rest of you:
you don't have to dieif you don't want to. Enough of talk; too much, even.' No longer just pointing his weapon
but aiming it, at Lexandru, Radu squeezed the trigger.

It started as quickly as that, without any warning other than that
furnished by the watchdogs. Lexandru had come to his feet as Radu |
spoke, and as the bolt flew to itstarget he held up his handsin denial. i
The bolt passed between them and struck him in the left breast, burying i
itself to the ironwood flights. 'Oh? he said in aloud voice, asif he
queried the thing. 'Andisit - what, Radu? Not dead? Well, theresa i
th-thing!" Then he coughed blood, crumpled to his knees and fell on his \
face [

But one of the men at the fire had sufficient wits about him to shout, j 'Attack!" to the wolves. And as Radu
hooked the empty crossbow to his belt and levelled the other, the wolves at once sprang towards him. The leader
fastened to his weapon forearm; snarling fangs bit deep; Radu grasped the wolfs mane with his free hand, whirled in a
circle,and i released the disorientated animal into the sprawling fire! Twin stripsof ! hisflesh and skin went
with it, torn from his forearm by its eye-teeth, j but Radu scarcely felt it. For he was in action, doing what he'd
dreamed of doing for so long. Except for now lon and the Ferenczys must wait, for the other wolves were here.

One of them was in mid-air, coming head-on, forepaws outstretched and muzzle davering. Radu couldn't miss;
he shot his bolt and ducked, and the skewered walf yelped, passed overhead, bounced once and struggled to its
forelegs, then collapsed and lay ill. The third skidded toahdt as Redu fixed it with aferd-eyed gae and sad groMingly, 'Oh?
And would you die, too? Come on, then, let's get done with it. For there's room in the fire yet." But the grey one
had seen more than enough of Redu and bedked off whimpeing.

Radu sensed trouble, retaiation; hed spent too long on these tame wolves! Quick as thought he fdl to dl
fours, fdt a crossbow bolt fly inches overhead even as he dropped, glanced across the fire a the knot of men.
The Ferenczys had aready bolted. lon Zirescu was making off between the caravans, heading for the forest. The
man who had shot at Radu was now readying his weapon for a second try. The others stumbled this way and
that; startled out of their wits, they scarcely comprehended what was heppening.

Radu loped to the fire, stooped to snatch up a burning brand. And as the man with the crossbow nocked his
bolt, Radu let fly with the firebrand, which hit him full in the face. His beard went up in fire and
smoke; in another moment his head was a bdl of firel Dropping his weapon, he danced; yelped and beat at himsdf,
and went rolling into a patch of undergrowth close by. By which time the others were dl fled. But Radu had seen lon
go, and knew which direction he'd taken.

The moon came up over the trees at the edge of the clearing, and seeing it Radu went to dl fours, threw back his
head and howled. It seemed the most natural thing in the world, despite that the sound it made was surely one of the
most terrible. For although it was the cry of a beast, the howling issued from the throat of a man! And dl of his
pent-up passions went into it. It told of dl the pain and frustration of a tortured youth remembered and stored, and
now released in a torrent of monstrous pleasure as it burst like a flood over the last of those who had caused it. It
cried dl his years of torment relieved, or in the process of being relieved, at least.

For lon Zirescu and the Ferenczys brothers ill lived, and the fact of their living was itself a great torment. But their
deaths would be a pleasure incomparable: like a sigh in the soul of Radu Lykan - a sigh of rdlief! - if he ill had a soul.
Ah, and the werewolf knew what he wanted from lon! For held dreamed a dream from time to time, which he now
believed was more memory than dream:

Of lying face-down in the trampled earth of a clearing, and hearing voices as if from a long way away, yet coming to him clearly
through a darkness shot with brilliant flashes of light but otherwise devoid of sensation except for a terrible pain at the back of his
head, and a great anger seething deep in his core, and a yearning even as great as his current yearning: to tear the living, smoking
hearts out of the ones who gooke theewords

". .. Radu's sister - dead, and by your hands! Six of you, onto one girl! This pair of mangy corpses here, Arlek Bargos and Kherl
Fumari, and the Ferenczy brothers, Rakhi and Lagula. . . and you two, of course!' (Unmistakably Giorga's voice. And the answer):

'Not dl our fault. It was you who sent us after Frgji, to do him in. Well, and there was that in Radu's eyes as told us he knew!
He must have found his father out in the woods. As for the girl: that . . . was an accident, for she wouldn't hold still.!

That one had been lon. And Magda's death had been an 'accident,’ because she had tried to fight them off where they'd rutted
over her like bessd

Ah, but there are beasts and there are beasts, and the rest of it wouldn't be an accident, be sure! Giorga was dead,
Lexandru, too, but lon and the Ferenczys ill lived. For now they lived, anyway. Again Radu howled - howled his
bloodlust and a vow to the goddess of the moon where she floated on high: that Magda would be avenged in a
manner befitting her ordeal! In answer, it seemed the moon lit his way through the woods by silvering the madly

trampled, blundering trail of
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InZrexu. . . towheetrelag o thet loethsomefamily weshiding Leter, Rediwoud saady remabe tradking im, Igaing through the dak woods and



fdlingtodl fausto giff thetral o frehly aughed gass ad rodlidts the vilesmdling ooar of sveet ad feer. But inallittle while thered ben adeaing
withadand o tressto aesde, ad bresking fram thewoackinto the desting Reclihed sasad. .. dillnesdl All wes ill; nether asound nor ay nosarat,
mtemtehoad anonl a te futive aep o srel aeduresin the gass Why? Basause they hed been dartled 1o illness by the sddn aadimg o a
fugtive? Rossbly . ..

Redlismig hed subsdad by then, bt trermomwes il full addhighard hisponveswerestill with im Exaat they weerew ponvesard he didrit kow
tham hewesnt eqoaienced in thar e But ligening to the liliness - kegang aosduidly sill himsdf ard draining to deteet even the dightet sound - he
heard somathing thet wesntasourd! Ingteed itwes. . . athought! Theywaethoughtd Tretenified thoughtsof lon Ziresod

Atfirgt Radlidodk hisheed, hekrew hewesimegining it, this ligening to anather's mind But as he conoartrated even herdl, o the thoughis are thet
muhdeae, o thet rowhemus hesd tham Ard thisweswhet heheardt

... Followed me! But how? Is he a man or a dog, to track me so uneringly? Radu Lykan, divel Or perhaps his vengeful
Soirit? But a ghogt that kills? And his srength! His great oesd! No, thisis no ghogt but Radu hiedlf. We thought ima conard like his
father, but the youth who killed Kherl andArlek that night wes no conard. And now heis back. But my father, Giorga, dead? WA, sowhet. . .
Lexandru and | would have snto hmbeioretoolag! Ah.. ! (Thet let wesagesp o harar, ad it Sgreled thet Reduihed ben se).

Hedosad hise/esand conoartraed oy, adsaw . . thraugh anather’'seyed Though lonls o aoursd Saw himnedf, ar his decow, pased & treedp o
thedeaing, hesd aoded faward easdeat essthey arged thiswey ard thet. Ardsaw - ard indkeed flt - himnseif gp donn an @l fours aggin ard @m himedlf &
thedand of trees For lonislined” Sght hed gven himaney, ardthe ok o histhoughts

corfimmedit ... Hespantingat mg comingsraight for el Butl heaverry
medee.. !

Oh, yes, Radu was coming. Half-upright and leaning forward, he loped towards the stand of trees. But. .. lon had a
machete? Oh, really? And deep in a dump of gorse, Radu paused to ready his aosshow - four seconds & modt - before
continuing inanew diredtion, gpparently away framlon Andin hisheect

... Hell goright by mel He haanit ssn el (Itwesasigh of rdief, dmodt asob - aitiful ‘sound! But therewas no ity in Redu Lykan).

Ardintrecome o s e/e Radl saw lan therg, aroudiing in the $rudoay under the trees; behind adanee petch of bramides But nat denee eouh Radlu
whinled, amed ardlfiredt lon uttered aay o shodk, pein, asthe bdlt 2pped thraugh fringing undagonth o tekehimin therright fareamm, sainning him until his
fedt targed and hewert conn Hismecheiehed floan fram usdess fingars Ard acdanly hewesamendaone urarmed aggind amorser ..

Adabwgav o o thenightsdaker econs adasthenom dipped bdindadoud Redu Lykanwes therg, his eyeslike ydlow lamps in the dakness
At Up' reparted, hisvdceaaough abak, ahidsousthrest. Onyour fedt, lon Ziresu, a dewhereyau lie' Henoded thelegt o isbalts

Sing, lon gt up, ad duniled bedanardsanay fram Recl until hebedked up agarg attree Ardt Rafed!” the warandf Rad goned, ashe pantad his
wepm pan-dark ad spessd thetigoe. Treironwoad balt dettered laris left adlatone and relled im o the tres; hisay o agry adt e night likea
knife adhewoddraebacdked aut but darent. Hisweight wadd riptremusded hisshauder goen o drech ardteer treligamentsthere and aipde hm for
life Reclihead histhoughtsand inoired, Whet life?

Kill me then!' lonsddoee 'Get it drewith if thetswhetyauwart! Ardwithalbdt in hisright am and anather thraugh hisshoulder, hdding him in daog
helracd himedf dwuddaing egdnd thetree

Reduisvacewesalow uriessheasvaed But thetsnat dl [ wart!

Whwte?

Yauruckred iy fathe, thenrgoed ard killed my sister. Well, Frgi's pad far: Gagapad thet deit. But Magpha.catt e bepad far, far Sewes pricdess
Butyouadyaur brahe, the Feazys ad those ahar two pigs you hdd my sister doan ad todk her egain ad aggin Maketwo o yau @ aime...... ar
maketree?] sw her body, thedgnsyauleft, your stinking frathon Magesskin Aswell eded far| dortt think $he aoud have lived with it. Well, neither
@ l. Ardnether canyau’

Hislest watbweeasal; hehockedahard likeadaw inthefrart of laristrausarsard ripped them goen lonwes caused o jek alittle, and the balt in his
douds daped agpind raw navees Hedmodt pessad aut, which wouidnt co &t &ll. Recl puded hiswafs fare doss, siiffed & laris pats ad goled, Tret
wathessthingwestheingrumat o your tarture yaur ... your desaure? Ashedosad his tdanike herd an his etive, lon aoud cb nathing bt witread
Sy epard thetree Ardycuadtheahas dl Sx df you youtook tumsto rgoeher o herinnocaee Nowvitsmy tum Exagt yadrenat innooart!

Heaudedlontothetres dendhedhisherdlikeavios ussdhis
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vast Wamphyri strength to castrate and more than castrate the other. In a split second lon lost everything, even the
lower pipes of his body, dislocated, wrenched out of place, and left dangling. He lost consciousness, too, and would
go on losing blood enough that he'd never again wake up. Wedl, and Radu wouldn't let it go to waste, not dl of it.
While there was yet a pulse in his victim's neck, he sank a wolfs fangs into it to draw off the remainder of lon's life
And drank long and deep, giving nothing of himsdf but taking dl from the other, even the very last dregs

Blood ... it was what he'd needed, what his vampire leech had needed. It was the nectar of life ... it was the life
And it was the drug that very nearly killed him, because he amost - but not quite - let himsdf drown in it. Because the

sheer unbridled pleasure of it aimost -but not quite - numbed him to everything else. Until, as if in a dream, he heard a
startled gasp as someone cried:

There! But look - only 1ook, will you!"
Radu knew the voice: Rakhi Ferenczy, the younger of that degenerate pair. Knew the next voice, too, as that of
Rakhi's brother, when Lagula answered: 'l see him - and I've got the moon-crazed bastard!'

He surfaced from his ddirium of bloodlust, straightened up from daking his monstrous thirst, and shook his head -
to clear his swimming senses and red-drenched vision both . ..



... And moved - but not fast enough!

Lagulas bolt burned his neck, cut a shallow groove in it before burying itself inches deep in the tree. Radu laughed,
agreat bark of alaugh . . . until Rakhi's bolt bit deep into his left thigh, scraped bone and jammed there, midway
between knee and buttock.

Radu had fired his last bolt. He had nothing to fight back with except his fierce Wamphyri strength. He would have
fought, certainly, if his leech had let him. But survival was uppermost in the symbiont's 'mind; its host's survival, and
its own, of course.

The werewolf et himsdlf fal to the forest's floor, went three-legged, limping through the undergrowth, but till with
the sinuous, flowing motion of the Wamphyri. And this time he breathed his migt in earnest, knowing what he did, to
obscure him as he fled. Not far from lon Zirescu's dangling, ravaged body, he found the machete where it had falen,
and for a moment considered standing and fighting. But a greater wisdom (or a more sinister, insidious instinct?)
forbade it. For the time being, survival was everything.

Once, near the edge of the clearing, Radu paused to look back, and saw the Ferenczys ill blundering about in his
mist, searching for him (but searching oh so carefully!) in the undergrowth on the fringe of the stand of trees. The
fools, to have let him dip through their fingers like this! Didn't they know, didn't they redize, that he'd be back for
them? Obviously not. Radu thought to remind them, and as the moon tumbled
from view behind the treetops, he threw back his head and howled.

And from now on, whenever the Ferenczy brothers heard the howling of a wolf, they would automatically tremble
and reach for the nearest weapons. . .

In the western foothills, wel away from the camp of the Zirescus, Radu cut the flights from the bolt that transfixed his
thigh and drew it out head-first. At first there was pain, but as he gritted his teeth the pain faded to adull throb, and in
another moment dl that remained was an insensitive numbness, asif his thigh were adeep.

There were medicina leaves Radu knew of that would help in the healing, but he didn't bother with them. Something
told him they weren't necessary. It was his leech, aready a work on him with its vastly superior metamorphic
processes.

Radu was a changeling creature now, but in the main his mind remained the mind of a man, and in his sleep he was
visited by nightmares. He dreamed of the Thing that he'd become, and woke up cold and shivering, unwilling to accept
the fact that he was no longer entirely human. His vampire, of course, worked on him to subdue dl such fears and
regrets. Dimly, he was aware of its influence: the smdl urging voice of some subconscious ‘conscience' that nagged or
advised hiny novoicea dl, but infet cdhemical agents and catdygs in his blood and his brain, changing the way he thought. Evertudlly he
uccumbed to suggestion, stopped fearing and lost interest in it; finally he accepted that he was what he was - without
considering that he was what his leech wanted him to be.

When the moon was down or on the wane, he was a man - a wolfish-looking man, by adl means - but a man. When
the moon was up and full, then it was hard to remain a man. But at dl times he was Wamphyri, even though he ill
didn't understand or recognize his condition . ..

He dwelled for some years between the foothills and the barrier mountains, sleeping in deep caves or crevices by
day, and wandering gradually eastwards by night. And despite that his work wasn't finished in the camps of the
Szgany Zirescu - by now the Szgany Ferenczy - and that it never would be while Rakhi and Lagula lived, ill he put
distance between. He knew that to return now would mean certain death; the entire tribe would be watching out for
him, doubtless with orders to shoot on sight. And in any case he needed time to explore his amazing powers. his
mentalism, metamorphism, and the source of his boundless, surging energy. As for the wound in his thigh: that had
headled in a night and a day; there was scarcely a scar to show for it.

Adept at avoiding the encampments or settlements of men, he continued to do so; aas that they couldn't avoid him.
But the farther east Radu journeyed, the more surely he was aware of a change. Not in
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himedfthistime, but inthe Szgany, in Sunddespeoplethemsdves

Thusfa, avoiding men he hed d<0 avaided ther drdlenge, o rather the dhdllenge of his bloodlug; he hed daked his third (and thet of his
paraste) on theraw red flesh of aregtures of thewdld In this respect, and without even knowing it, Redu hed pitted himedlf againgt his lescl But
aswal astenedity, thevampire hesdl the petience of ocanturies of life as yet unlived. With a vampire's longevity, it's not too hard
to be paiet.

And mesnwhile Reduwes dlovad to bdieve that the plesaure hed derived fran daughtering lon Ziresou and drinking his blood hed lanin
thekilling whileinfat it hed lanin the drinking! Revenge? Thet hed been hismative, but necessity hed been hisleachis Well, Reduwoud learn
intime. And meanwhile his vampire must be satisfied with the blood of beasts. Except, and as has been noted, there
are beasts and there are beasts.

And indeed great beasts had come among the Szgany of Sunside, which westhe reeson far the changes thet Radu hed nated
inthem For now during thelong hours d daylight, there were gimfaoad, deteaminad men on the flanks of the berrier mountaing, hunters who
pursued and butchered . .. men! Aye, and it was butchery. For with his own eyes Reduweswitnesstoit.

It happened a a time perhaps two years and nine months (one hundred and thirty-five or thirty-six sunups) after
he'd taken his revenge on the Ziresousin the westemmost woods. ..



It was the twilight before the true dawn, and the tumbling moon was dreedy reduced to apee san o adisc high in the amethyst
sky over Sundide. Soon the fumece sun would be up, but it wouldnt find Redu wanting. Far by now his phatophobia wes full-fledged; he knew
thet direct undiluted sunlight would kill im, evenif he till didnt understand the reeson.

But no sooner washe settled in the bedk of a ddlow cave, whare adngle raum of soft rock hed weethered out fram the face of the diff,
than he heard a panting and scrabbling from beyond the rim of his shelter. It was a man in full flight, exhausted from
his exertions and hoarse fram the tarar of pursLit. Dried up and beginning to bliger even in the first faint rays from the southern
horizon, he came stumbling, aoeking hisrdief, ino Raduis cave

Hiddeninadak comer, Redu shidded the luminous yellow dare o his eyes and waited unitil the men - areggecHooking Sunsider, possibly a
loner - hed himsaif under pattid contrd & leest. And when the ather’s panting had dowed and his whimpaing cessed, then, speeking softly,
Reou askedt Who pursues you, and why?

At the firg word the other hed junped a foot, gesped out loud, spun about where he sat upon the dusty floor. 'What? he
croaked. '"Who?

Ardttenhresav Radliseyes adthedak Sgped amengranied mabad o hesther in thebedk o the cave Redlis aoshow wesloedad @ming it & trenen
heess himsdf et - a patly eedt, bease d thelow adling - and wart o whae the revcamer ainged ageng e wel o the cave Tre men ssaved
goeahiess histhroet thrddbed ard his Adamsgdewert upard cown but hemerdy gurged Ard firelly heppainted & Redlisfas & hiseyes

Bh? RadligoMed, raadly losing his peience Hewarted to krow whet wes gaing an here I this menwesafugitive, hewarted to krow why, fram whet
e Areyoudes o cHt, ar bah?| esedwhy aeyouruming?

Yoyou, ek thet? Hrelly theather hedfound hisvace

ArdpahgssRadl undarsiood & thet. Herarowed hisfad e/es giiffed issugaidon AreyauaFeaty, is thet it? Haeyau head oot mead whet Ive
dore adwhet 1l dol' Hepanted hisatssoow dired & the athe'sthroet. Butenintheatt o gpesking thewards hekrnew hewesrideken Tre Feencayshed
beomean dosesdonwith im, thetwesll.

A Fraay? Trefugitivefromed No, ImaRamen - BdaRomen, o the Sty Midu Orlwes. .. " Ardrowthestbweshbakinhisvdce

Areyauanouica tha?\Whe, alepa? The Ziresoushed uesad o berish ayare e s.oaded o lqrosy. Ard theyd put abdlt thraugh him ad bun his
body if hetried to reuml

Lgxos/? Treahe lodked & RedLitrough heppad rehimmed eyes /Ah o Waetren thet!”

Reolu bedked dff appece WHe? Cauld anything bewarsethen lgaros /2 Bxqlain!’ helaked

Who... whet aeyau?Now it wesBdaRomen'stum tobeauious ‘A long? A wild men o the mountains? Wheehave you ben thet you dortt . . . dont
kowvd thesethings?

Ofwhet things? Recimesexegparatad, Bouch d ridded Cantt youeqdan yoursdf?

Treahe aoudedback aney framhim Tm eeking . .. of treWanrphwi!' But thewey heqooketiet lest wad arrarel

Wanphwii? Recurgpestedhim andfrowned Whoaethsy?

Treahe lidked hislipsadsock hisheed Butyau. .. yar e/ed Areyausying thet yarenat. .. nataed than?

Ardfa thefirg time Recliparolred it. Hewesnoethenameeen for sure But Wanphyi? Tdl meebout them) hegareanad of his huge gey walfish
hesd ArdBdaRamen tdd hime

It hed garted intheesdt, beyard the greet pessinto Sasdeand thebaren boudar pars Theewaereaing dadksaut anthosedlans ved caved buites siea
kilomerehigh, ether westharad framthe
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mountains over countless millennia or thrust up from below by some colossal, forgotten prehistoric upheaval. The
boulder plains were empty of life, cold and dead, for which reason men never went there.

Or et least, that was how it had used to be; neither the Szgany nor any other beings had dwelled there, except
leathery trog unmen in caverns under the barrier mountains. But for some years now there'd been rumours of lights in
those rearing rock castles, and grey smoke issuing from fissure chimneys, and flying things that soared in the winds
off the northern Icelands, around the summits of those mighty aeries of. .. of what?

And a hundred sunups ago the first of Them had come raiding on the Szgany camps. They came in search of
provisions for their manses in the towering stacks, thrall recruits for their aeries, and fodder for their beasts. But they
themselves, the Wamphyri, were the greatest beasts of dl: blood-beasts out of Starside!

Huge men dl, the Wamphyri looked human but were mhuman. Their strength was unbelievable! They took strong
Szgany youths for their lieutenants and thralls, and beautiful girls as their odalisques. Chiefest among them was One
whose nature had rapidly become a byword for everything evil: Shaitan the Unborn! He was beautiful as a golden
man, but deep and dark as the swamps that spawned him. And his lust was insttisble

At first Shaitan had restricted his raids to regions east of the great pass, and had set up tribes of Szgany supplicants
there. But as other monstrous Lords had ascended to their aeries, and the needs of the Wamphyri hed doubled ad
redoubled, S0 the raids hed alled over fram the eastern lands into Zestos, Lidesci, Tireni, and Mirlu territories west of the
pass, and sometimes to points even further west. But the Szgany Zestos, the Lidescis, Tirenis, Mirlus, were not
supplicants; they fought back! And now during the daylight hours they travelled - they had become Travellers - as a
matter of survival, and not merdly to beat the bounds. But during the nights:

Wehidin degp cavesarinthe woods with never afirefar comfart or light,' Bela continued. 'But till the Wamphyri would find
us. Last night - following immediately on the evening twilight - they found us again! There was some fighting, but



what can men do against Them? The Szgany Mirlu scattered . .. | ran, too, into the woods! But | was caught awyway.

'Hengor "the Gust" Hagi, a blood-soaked barrel of a man, got me, clubbed me unconscious, drank blood from my
veins and infected mewith his poisons. When | came to in the twilight before the dawn, | remembered his instructions
asinadream: that | must go to him in Starside, and be his thrall in Hengstack. Never! | would return to my wife and
children, and be a Mirlu! Oh, redly? Hah!

'l was-1 am- avampire creature, in thrall to Hengor the Gust! The
sun is my mortal enemy, the night my only friend. As the poisons take hold, so my condition will worsen. | tried to return to the
Mirlus; they saw the mark of Hengor's bite on my neck; now if they find me - they'll kill me! But you, your looks,' Bela turned
imploringly to Radu. 'We are the same, I'm sure. Except. . . you seem to have learned to live with it!"

Radu shook his head. 'l don't know. But one thing is certain: | won't die with it! While you were talking, | was listening, but not
asyou listen. And you're right: Mirlu hunters are coming. And this cave . .. ismine. | was here first.'

Bdas eyes went wild in amoment. Drawing his lips back from snarling needle teeth, he made to spring at Radu—

—Who simply caught him up in one hand, dragged him to the mouth of the cave and tossed him out!

The entrance was fringed with alittle undergrowth and afew trees, and the sunlight didn't strike at Bdla immediately. He tried to
stay in the shade, searched for away up the cliff. There was a goat track; he might even make it! He scrambled up above the tree
level, and so came into view of the men who had followed him up through the scree jumbles of the foothills.

Crossbows twanged and bolts buzzed like angry wasps. Radu saw it dl: the way the fugitive was swatted like a fly against the
dliff, his feet diding on the narrow track, his back arching like a bow, as he was struck time and time again. His body crumpling,
then toppling, and turning lazily end over end, and damming down hard into the sharp rubble and scree at the foot of the cliffs.

Anyone would think that would be enough, that Bela's pursuers would be satisfied; apparently they weren't. They took his
body, drove a stake through his heart and cut off his head, and built a fire to burn him to ashes! Which apparently was enough. It
would have to be, for there was nothing left of him. It took a while but findly the men left, and Radu crept back into his cave to
deep in safety from the sun.

Getting to deep took a while, too, for there was a great deal on Redus mind Ye somehow, while he det, a good mary
problanswaeresolved. And it might even be said that he resolved some of them himsdf. ..

In the twilight before the true night Radu awakened, fdlt the lure of the fading moon and left his cave to worship a
while. And as his eerie, ululant howling echoed up into the mountain heights and down into Sunside, he knew. Knew
findly and for certain that he was Wamphyri! An ester of men, aye, a Great Vampire. But more than this. he was a
waendf! A men helf-humen, hefawaf, with the brein of the one and dl the speed and cunning and killer instinct of the other. And
if changeling men - mere men! - could make it on Starside, where the sun never
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doeadieLadsad medasd thege agiesthae thenwhet of Red?And o, tuming isbeck on Sunicke (for row, & leet), he dimbed for the pesks ad
hestdl far Saddeadthedediny thet wated far imthere

Ardthaewessthamondrausjoy in Reol - thejoy o darkling knoameetr, the Hideous antidipetion o living df tre lifeldood of ahers- thet heaould
Sady aortanit. For BdaRamen hedhed it quitewrog and Rediweatt like im & dl. Ch the ssmefeser wesin his Hlood, aatanly, but where Bdahed
benameettral infeded with thedisseeedf vanpiiism, Redlivesthet dseesd! By vitued hisparastehevesLad RadiLyken! Ardrekrawit.

Farwdlingupframdsspwithin iswerendf body ardvamare heatt, it wesasif heheard the first disoordart nates of adrange, svege ad wardafu sog
Ardhowtret slat sog df Hoodad eiamity thrilled him to his aore when & laet he came peckding, penting through ahigh mountain pess ad findlly gezedl
o Sasde

Sasde ae Ardfant with ddanoeyet daldy fardoding egeind albedargp o wiithing nothem aurares thereintreadd bielight of the Natrer . . . the
miswreethed dacksdf thevardreLatd But honveer anvesomdy ek, thessrewesnt weird ar add to Redlu Inosad it felt. . . familia? No, much noe trhen
thet it felt likehome

Ardastetumed hisfato the sy and variding mom ad gaevdceframa thradang throgt, it seeed to Radl thet e/ his howding caried arew nate
adwesmeardy asrg, dbdt asog thet wesanesmeadtaride

Wamphyri! Wamphyyyyri. . .!

EXILED-TOEARTH!

Gdrgaonnframthehdghsd theberier mountairsinio Sarsds, Reducareyonarapped herdiul o pitiful ‘urvivars o leet nightsvarpirerad mend e
Mius like BdaRomen, add the Soary Tiren ad Stay Zedos Hetdd themwho lewesad whet helintiadad to dar ley dam o anagiearag the
vad asyd vaeat dadks ad papdeit with thrdlsdf isaan Theywererdudart tojain i they daonged to Hegr "the QLR Hag, o Lad Larkai, o
theDrakd brathes o - Lad LagdaFaazyi?



Whe?Lagdg al add teWanphwi?But. . . thessmelagde?Wl, Raclimug wait and sse But mesnwhile he dffered the vanpiiizad gaup adaae e
woldguaateetem hispasord pratedion, sveerthem o his savice ad procesd with them anoss the bouida plars . .. o they codd detre true degth
right heeinthesebaren foathills with aostow balts skenveing ther poar decapiteted bodies Ardwithout moeacb they wart with Reol

Thar preewesdosavert gart Desvod s bets fram the vaiaus aaies reparted ther progress they weein any evart jooor quidity’ thrdlswho hed na
wararted trangoortaion anthebeda ar in thelbely poudhesd thar meetars flyers Butwhanthey hestkd faramidding, unoooyded dack in the auter drde of
gt upthnuding aaies thet atradted rethe moeattention. Toolateto coanything abat it, honever, far Radliand hisfdlonvershed eken dl of thelang Sardde
ngt oareanostemounarsad bouds pans addresdy thesnwesburing antrehigher rampatsd thegregter dadks

ThiswestretmewhantreLadsdeat, namdly in notrHadng roomsanthe pamenantly dak ddesdf ther aaies Itwesnat atimewhanthey wauld launch
atonthar flyassmdy toinvetiggetheadd behaviour of ahendil f randed thrdld Rahgsitre thrdls themsaveswee mardy baig cauious ad teking
ddte framtreanigt. All wel adgood thiswesasgnd simeintdliggnoearagtema
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least! Come sundown they'd doubtless proceed to the stacks of their rightful Lords, who had recruited them in
Sunside.

But they didn't. Radu, less fearful of the sun than most vampire Lords, had put his men to work at once. They had
inhabited a cave near the foot of the stack, fortified its entrance, found bolthole passageways onto other levels and
down onto the boulder plains, and generadly made themselves as ‘comfortable’ as possible. Cold comfort, true, but
Radu was ill learning the way of things.

And alot moreto learn yet, besure. . .

Sundown, and Lord Egon Drakul sent athrall and flyer to see what was what. He had beasts to feed and two of these
errant thralls were his, destined for the provisioning of Drakstack. The thrall landed his mount a the foot of the
suspect aerie, went striding into the scree jumbles, and disappeared. And in alittle while, a strange, long-haired figure
was seen seated awkwardly astride the flyer, putting it through its paces over the knobby dome of the new agrie! But
what was this? Some raw recruit fresh out of Sunside, who yet fancied himself a Lord?

Klaus Lankari sent two thralls to investigate. These were bold, burgeoning lads who aspired to lieutenants ... the
result was the same. By now Shaitan the Unborn himsdf was interested; he watched and 'listened' keenly from afar, as
Hengor Hagi flew out with his chief lieutenant from Hengstack. Ah, but the Gust was careful to remain airborne as his
men Emil landed in soft, diding scree at the base of Radu's aerie, and continued afoot to put matters right. But shortly:

My Lord? Emil Hagisman sent, with a dlight but patently nervous tremor in his Gust-orientated, feeble menta probe.

Aye? The Gust circled on aflyer that was dl muscle and manta wing, to take his great weight. What's the word?

My Lard, ameniswith the recruitswho says heis Wanphyri. Infact hehesthe looks and | sl it on im Thisone hesa neture lesch!

Oh redlly? Snvanpom was he? With no eggraire? S hels Wanphyri, 0 what? He haant asoended; we haven't acoepted im Nat y&,
anyway. Nor arewe likdy to, ancehesathid! Thereoruits you gpesk of bdong to me, to the Ferenczys, to Klaus Lankari and the
Drakuls. What, is he herding them for us - if so, well, that's damned kind of him! But it's ancther metter if he intends to
kegp themfor hisdf.

But now adfferat vaeg janedin, thet of Redu Hengor, | can do many things for mysdf, induding speakd | donit need aninterpreter. | have
alesth; Im"snamp-bon', aye if thet's the tarm but that wes some time ago. Oh, | know: this stack I've chosen for mysdf isn't
nearly as grand assomed your soaring agries but its a dart and | will asoend! IfI need your recognition, then I'll wait for it. If
it's not forthcoming . . . wal, 'mhereanyway! Mearwhile what's mineisirine Nor ami a thief in regpet of these thralls a midding lot
at bed! | need themfor now,
tret'sdl. Bitind.etrel'll dady repaywheteer ardwhoae | one with interest.

Chinde? TreGLR sat beck Soyautdead then ssyyohvemerdy baronad d? Ard theflyersyahveaonmrerdered arethoseyours too?

Fa row; until velearmed thewey of melingnyonn Ard thet indudesthisaredfyaurs.. . but Tl gveyou your men Bl bedk Hesloyd to afault, ad
therdoreusdesstone

Really? Hengor couldn't make up his mind to roar his rage or laugh out loud! But he found himsdf liking this one -
his audacity, anyway -without that he'd even met him as yet. And if | sent another flyer for BEmil Hagsren, will you kegp
thet, too?

(A mantd shrug, and)): Hecanfly or hecanwalk. That'syour problem

Do you know, said Hengor, beginning to enjoy this now, in the peverse faghion of the Wamphyi, but without ever meding
you in the flesh, aready | like your cdlours And | fancy 1l like them even nmore -when | use them to decorate the walls o my great hall in
Hengdadd!

Have | dlighted you? (Radu's voice showed mild surprise - feigned, of courss). Then comedoan and lef's sttleit.

WA, bugger mebadkwardd the ather burgt aut, but hewes no longer amused. A challenge, is it? Listen, upstart: between the
Ferenczys, Drakuls, Klaus Lankari and mysdlf, we have four hundred men, thirty-two flyersand sasen fighting beegd How do
you think you and your handful of fodswould fare againgt those odds, €1?

Badly, Radu ansvered, whichiswhy I'vetaken thetimeto parley.

But here yet another mental voice in Starside’'s aether, a voice as powerful and authoritative as it was sinister, interrupted and
came between the two; the voice of Lord Shaitan the Unborn: the devil himsdf!

Whetsdl thisabout asenplomLad Hegor Hag? Doyaufrosnananenbecausetelhed o e sire? Isagoareary lesstren anegg ar alesd 2 Now
lesfaeit wheher avanreisbon davwaren a dergedbyagoarea alesch, ar byahite weredl of teaesouree treae aiging which is the snenp



Itsnat trerauevetake whichisadeddon df fate, but the getting heethet counts WHI, sothisaehesgt hee. .

Hengor ssamed mare then allittle surprised. Whet, and do you acoept him Lord Shaitan? On hisword alone? Why, we dont know whet we
have herd But a thief and a loudmouth updart - we know these thingsfor ard

Oh? (Now Shaitan's mental voice was a sneer). But aren't we all thiees? Dont we dl gedl, out of Sindde? As for his
braggart's mouth: isit any bigger than your oan? Or mine? O anyones? Nar ishis datus sugect: wenod certainly do know whet we have
here aLard of the Warmphyri, and one to watch out far, its ovioud But if you disagres, take
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alook at the evidence He plays a decent word-gaime- better than you, Hengor, far it was you who logt your tempar! Also, your oan men says
hehesalesth; neither oare egg, nor mark on his neck but a meture lesch! And he hes mede hiswey into Sargde to oocupy his oan agries
dchahod dfaplace granted . .. ssye! S thereyou haveit hemug beaLord. Moreover, he has mentalism, which many of our
colleagues lack, or posestoalessy degree But thisoneés mantalismisa poner; | ft it

Shaitan grew thoughtfully quiet, perhaps inviting comment, and the tel epathic aether came dive in a moment:

Klaus Lankari now speaks, said a wooden, ailmost mechanical, yet somehow doom-fraught voice. What's to be
done? Something must be done, for this newcomer appears to have taken a thrall of mine, which | recruited in
Sunside. Klaus was an ex-loner, not much known for quick-thinking. But he was a great and monstrous destroyer of
life and dirke o blood

Hehesrmendf aurs too, the Drekuisgookep invaicesthet hiseed their tdepethic vanom Isheto sy kegp them) ard ¢t aney with it? Viessy le's take
trembedk rigt ron andhim tod hehesalesch-owrat?

Al tebdte, infad, sidtheGLE. Far therdsnathing quitelikethejuiceof anather varrpre- egpedally hisleat Adsnoelmdos=, | laydamtoiit!

And findly Radu's turn again. What? Don't the Ferenczys have anything to ssy? Dant they want thar peck at g too? If 0,
wdl fing for | certainly want my peck at them! There, it was out in the open, his hatred - the blood feud - between him
and the Ferenczys. And better to do it this way, bold and swaggering, as befitted the image Radu would convey. For
there was that in their voices (and in his own dark heart) that told him it was their way, the way of the Wamphyri.
They seemed to take pleasure in words: perverse, convoluted argument and contradictions. Not so strange, redly;
why, they were themselves contradictions - of Nature!

But so was Radu, and just as devious as the worst of them. He had flyers now and could ride them in a fashion; if
he were attacked in force he could flee to the barrier mountains, find a place to hide and consider his position. And he
would take a handful of thralls with him, and so retain at least the nucleus of an aerie. Thus his braggadocio wasn't dl
it might seem. He wasn't about to stand and fight a veritable horde of Wamphyri Lords and their followers, but he was

ready for flight & a momatsnaicd

As it happened, the way he'd acted was the best thing he could have done, said, thought. Shaitan the Unborn was
fascinated, intrigued; it set his own more than devious mind working overtime. What, some bad blood between this
one and the Ferenczys? The brothers were fairly recent among the Wamphyri, true, but aready they posed a threat;
they were like stormclouds on Shaitan's horizon, roiling and issuing sabs df lightning, and inevitably heeding hisway.

For one thing there were two of them, and as ateam they were closer far than the Drakuls. Shaitan remembered how
they had ascendedt:

Two years ago Lord Petre Stakis had taken asmdl party of lieutenants, thralls, and an aerid warrior west dong the
spine of the barrier mountains and down into previously unexplored regions of Sunside. Unexplored, aye . . . Odd,
then, that he should receive such awarm welcome! But such appeared to be the case. For it seemed that the Szgany of
those western parts had been ready, waiting and prepared for just such an invasion - or for something in the nature of
an invasion, at least! The Ferenczy brothers had been members (indeed, they'd been the recently elected leaders) of
the same tribe, formerly the Szgany Zirescu. And that night. .. well, Lord Stakis had been unfortunate, to say the least.

His warrior had developed atemporary fault, which caused it to land badly in the mountain peaks. Leaving two of
his lieutenants to see what could be done, Stakis had gone on with his reduced force, homed in on the smoke of a
Szgany campfire, and landed in the lower foothills. On foot and engaged by a ferocious fighting force under Rakhi
and Lagula, Stakis had been shot once through the eye and twice through the heart. His leech had reckoned he was
done for, and made ready to exit his body; the Ferenczys had been on hand and would make perfect hosts.

But even in his death throes, gill Stakis was a force to be reckoned with. Grabbing Rakhi when he drew close to
inspect his body, Stakis savaged him, transfusing essence of his blood into Rakhi's system. Lagula, seeing his
brother grappling for his life with a 'dead’ man, set about Stekis with a machete and decapitated him - and likewise
fatally injured his leech, which at that very moment was attempting to meke an exit through its host's throat! Dying,
the leech issued an egg which transferred to Lagula. Thus Lagula was Wamphyri, and his brother a vampire in the
meaking. Two birds with one stone, as it werel

So much Lord Shaitan had had from a spy of his among Stakis's thralls. The rest of the story - how the Ferenczys
had holed-up in the dark woods, sept the Sleegp of Change, and the next night set about 'recruiting' as many of the
former Zirescus as they could find; and how they'd then made their way back to Starside in a body - was unimportant.
The rules of the game were as smple as Shaitan himsdf had made them: it wasn't the route men took but the getting
there that counted.

Wel, they had got here, since when they'd made their presence fdt. . . dmost as a thorn in Shaitan's side! He was



sure they worked against him, or would if given the opportunity. He was glad that they had no mentalism to speak of,
which was the reason of course that they
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hadn't been privy to what was going on here. And now the coming of this one and bed blood betwean them, ar 0 it waould
gopear. Allindl aninteresting situation, and something to be fostered. For if the newcomer and the Ferenczys were at
each other's throats, they wouldn't have the time to be at Shaitan's. Which was why he now proposed a solution to
the problem posed by Radu:

Hexr meau, resad Le'sgvethisaethebandit of thedouat Hesays hell repayyaur lossss ey wall, and if hefargeis his pramiss imeeough tento
sort ettersout, ard tekebedk - and ke dl - ofwhet hesaoouad Bogt . .wecanat aontinueto thirk of imas he Amorg the e, | amtre anly He
trefirs adaly Lard of Lards You, sranger, doyouaoogt thet? If o, tdl usyaur rare and howyouaoneto ldree

ArdRadliaswverat Myarly desreistobeacogdad anargnypears Sreyaugaper tobetregrestest of thembeaure 'l agree to anything yau propose-
anthe udardandng thet yau leaeretre mears to live and progpe, o coursee Myrerreard datus: I'm Lard Redu Lyken, who fussd with a lesch in the
snargdancsfar othewet

Al dwhichsarsaniyright ad reesrelletone theursen Seiten asvared e toledorewith the prdinminaries Vay wdl, trenwewill trust you -
but itsa trust you mud repay in kind. Ifl were to offer you audience in Shaitangtack, would you attend me come up to my mene and enter o
your onn freewdll?

Previoudly, there had been a subdued but very red background 'babble' in the psychic aether; now, as Shaitan made
his invitation, this faded to an dmost electric ar of expectancy, a hush as of held breath. And Raou sensad thet the question
o freewill wes of vedt importanceto the Lords - as indeed, for some ill-defined reason, it was to him. In effect, Lord Shaitan
had offered him the ultimate test, (or ultimate challenge?) and if nothing else, Radu's answer would decide his
suitability one way or the other. Which was why he said:

My Lard, merdy tdl methe hour of my audience, guarantee nmy sefe acoess and egress and gvenrearaute.. .?

And: Alot of'merelys! Shaitan answered. But. . . so beit. And so it would be . ..

The time was set: three hours before dawn. That was Shaitan's choice, of course, and a good one for him. That close to sunup, he
could be sure that the affair wouldn't be along one, therefore that it wouldn't get too heated. For of course this was to be more than
any mere audience: it would bein its way a reception for the newly ascended Lord Lykan. While Shaitan had failed to mention it to
Radu, the other principal Lords - and at least two of the Ladies - would also be there. Indeed they would demand invitations,
ostensibly as a matter of protocol, but mainly to ensure that no ded would be struck between Shaitan and the

stranger without their knowledge. With the Wamphyri, suspicion was away of life... not to mention a way of undeath and true
desth.

Radu till didn't know too much about the Wamphyri. Since Hengor seemed reluctant to send down another flyer for his
lieutenant, Radu used the long night hours to question Emil Hagisman and familiarize himsdlf with vampire codes and customs.
And oddly (or perhaps not) he approved amost everything he learned of them; for after dl he was Wamphyri, too! But in fact
their nature was much as held expected it to be - as he was or would be himself in the fullness of time.

They were proud, vain, lusty, greedy and devious, and they were bestial beyond the beasts, cruel beyond human cruelty, and
bloody beyond the deepest gutters and vats of the worst possible charnd house. Their conceit and various vanities were perhaps
their weirdest aspect. Every one of them considered him or herself ‘handsome' or ‘beautiful’ to a fault - except they had no faults,
not to mention, and certainly none of their own making! Any shortcomings were blamed on their ‘worthless' eggs or leeches, while
every triumph however small was as a direct result of their own efforts. It was an utter contradiction of the so-cdled ‘free-will
code that governed their every interaction with and treatment of their contemporaries, thrals, beasts and victims. Since the
Wamphyri themselves enjoyed no free will as such, the ideology or concepts of freedom and self-determination in others was
paramount. If lesser men controlled their own destinies, then surely the mighty vampire Lords controlled theirs? Why, of course
they did. . .!

The Wamphyri were bloodbeasts. The blood was the life, and the life was or could be eternal as far as was known. Youth and
blood went hand in hand; if aLord wished it, he could keep his 'looks, hold back the years and retain his sexua potency forever.
Lesser men could - indeed must - shrivel under his bite and die the true death if nothing of him got into them, or rise up agan
undead and renewed, vampirized and enthralled by their Lord's essence; while he would go on unchanged, except he would be
stronger (made stronger by their loss), and so continuously evolving through his victims' devolution, dways

And people, the Szgany of Sunside, and their produce . . . were for using. They were no more than very temporary
vassals, (or vessels?) from which dl the good things of life including life itself might be taken wholesale as by right, or
gradualy siphoned off, as was more frequently the case. And the Wamphyri could do no wrong, not in their own red
and rapacious eyes, for they were mainly without conscience! Perhaps the first handful of changeling Lords -with the
exception of Shaitan - wondered about it from time to time how they who had been Szgany could now live like
parasites off their former kith and kin, and put them through such travails of terror.
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Perhaps they pondered it ... but infrequently. For while their own parasites held sway, the host bodies would be



and do as their leeches willed it . . .

Next, Radu learned about the individual Lords and Ladies:

About Shaitan the Unborn, so caled because he had neither father nor mother (not that he remembered), but
seemed to have bred himsdlf out of the vampire swamps! . .. And why not, since he was the original vampire Lord? No
such creature before him, and none since except he medetham ar mede thosewho medethem, ar they hed fdlowed hm out of the
spore-laden western swamps. He alleged that he was the victim of some Great Expulsion, but from where or when he
knew not; his persecutors hed rabbed hm of dl memay o previous exigence But he believed that his ‘crime had been his pride
and awesome beauty: he had dared to be more beautiful than the masters of that unremembered plaog which to them was
utforgvadle

Andinfatt Sheiten wes beautiful, as handsomeal_ard of vampires as could beimegined. ‘Judge for yoursdf,' Bl Hagismen tald Redu, When
you go up to ssehim Why, Shditen is o goocHooking you just know hehas to be the worst! He makes no pretence of it but cals
it the "perfection of evil": when the externd or visible image reaches a pesk such as his, then the rot must commence
invisibly from within. And Lord Shaitan has been rotting since his very first moment of being!"

Shaitan was the overlord here, the uncrowned King of these beings. But among his closest contemporaries (‘peers
he would never dlow) it was generally suspected that just such a crown, and a throne, were his ambition. Therefore,
because he was so powerful, his allies were few. Perhaps that was why he seemed so eager to accept Radu ... as a
furedly?Butinany case, Lad Lykanwoud dowdl to watch his Sep in Shaitangtack.

As for the rest of the Wamphyri: Radu paid some attention to what Emil Hagisman told him - especially with regard
to the Ferenczys - but their descriptions, habits and origins, could only come as something of an atidimex &ter Seitean
himsdf.

There was Hengor, caled the Gugt for his girth, thunderous outbursts, and bellowing laughter. Not that there was
very much of 'merriment’ in him; his angers were frequently as violent as his 'mirth', while his vampire appetite - for
anything unholy - matched the size of his belly. Hengor was not a true Hagi; he took his surname from the Szgany
Hagi, the first Sunside tribe visited by Shaitan the Unborn during his journey of discovery from the western swamps
into Starside. Among the unsuspecting Hagis, the Lord of Vampires had seduced a girl, who later converted Hengor
among others before the tribe's leader, Heinar Hagi, put her down. Hengor had dwelled in Starside only a year less
than Shaitan himsdlf; his agrie rivaled Shaitanstack in its
colossal if morbid grandeur. And meanwhile, the Szgany Hagi. . . were prabebly no more

Klaus Lankari was a mountain man, a loner and dullard who had thought to explore the swamps . . . only to return
from them something other than a man. Less 'scrupulous’ than Shaitan and the others, most of his thralls were trogs
recruited from caverns under the barrier mountains. He kept trog odalisques, too, and was pleased to admit that during
his years in the wild he had shagged far worse than these.

As for Thereza Three-Eyes Lugos: she would be a gross mistake in any world! Born a freek, as a Sunsider child
she'd been fortunate to escape with her life. The Szgany had enough to do in those days of restructuring without the
extra burden of caring for monstrous children. But her parents had pleaded her case; however grudgingly, they had
been granted the right to care for her; fearing for her safety anyway, they'd become loners in Sunside's foothills and
mountain passes. The source of her eventual vampiric contamination was unknown except to Thereza hersdlf, but that
her doting parents had paid in full for letting their deformed ogre of a child grow to full maturity was scarcely a matter
for conjecture: she kept their teeth and finger bones on a gold dhén around her neck!

Thereza's deformities were several. One shoulder appeared to be missing entirely; she held the good one high,
which gave her the appearance of a hunchback. Her left am was of norma length, but the right dangled to her knees.
Her breasts were dissmilar flaccid dugs, and dl of her skin was mottled with purplish blotches and birthmarks.

But her third eye was the worst of her blemishes. Sheld been born with an extra orbit in the back of her skull, and a
rudimentary eye skinned over in its socket. Since her change, Thereza had developed this abnormality into an actual
optical receptor, an eye which gazed out lidlessly - if not vacantly - from the spot where she kept her hair shorn. Which
was perhaps a measure of her real monstrousness: that with her metamorphism, while she scarcely required to remain
ugly at dl but might easily remodd herself, she preferred it that way! As to the eye: she declared that of dl the
Wamphyri, she alone possessed the means of watching her back at dl times. ..

Then there was the Lady Rusha Badti, by dl accounts gorgeous as a peach! Except, by whose account? To Emil
Hagisman's knowledge no one had ever seen her entirdly . .. what, exposed? Not even her occasiona loversl Rusha's
hair was red as flane and longer than her ample body, and she wore it in several sensuous designs, strategically
bunched, or shaped with clasps to cover or expose her various parts according to her mood. Sometimes she would
leave a breast bare, now and then her back and buttocks, or her long and dluring legs . . . but never her face. Perhaps
she was a hag after dl; rumour had it that she detested her eyes - which were red as her hair, of course - and her
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nose, which had aflange and was convolute beyond her ability to mask it with vampire metamorphism. A rarity, Rusha actualy
admitted to these smdl flaws - or rather, she would not admit to them, and so must keep them covered. With luck, Radu might find
himsdf ‘on a good thing' with the Lady Rusha Basti. With the exception of Lord Shaitan the Unborn, who preferred absolute
control over his odalisques, and Hengor Hagi, because he had the bulk of a bull shad and Rusha would not suffer the necessary



bruising of such an afaire, shed had dl the Lords worth mentioning as lovers. Indeed, she loved them and left them as easily as
snapping her fingers!

But on the other hand . . . Rusha was not so easy as might at first be reckoned. Stolen out of Starside just four or five years ago,
she had ascended in very short order. And the young Lord who had taken her . . . wdl, where was he? She had his egg, be sure, but
did she aso have his head? According to Rusha he had died of some wasting disease in her loving embrace. And if so, then hed
probably expired happy - but expired, definitely! Emil Hagisman had heard of certain femade spiders, who ... but hed made his
point, and Radu assured him he need say no more.

Then there were the Drakuls, Karl and Egon. They had been among the first-established in Starside. The younger bloodsons of a
loner family vampirized in the swamps, they'd been obliged to care for themselves aimost from infancy. For the Drakul family had
dwelled in the mountains, where as long as they stayed Starside of the peaks they'd been able to eke out something of an existence.

But alegedly, in those days there had been dog-Lords in the hills -men much like Radu, but with agreat ded more of the wolf in
them and far less of intelligence - and these and the Drakuls had feuded. One night, hounded by these wolflings, the man, his wife,
and one older son had been driven over into Sunside in the twilight hours before the dawn. Unable to find shelter, they'd perished in
the blast from the rising sun. But the infant brothers - twins, which were not uncommon among the Szgany - had been left behind
and raised hdf by the wild dog-Lords, haf by a pack of common grey brothers.

When they were old enough (and they were only youths even now, perhaps seventeen or eighteen years old, but precocious far
beyond their years), then they had come down into Starside to build an aerie among the menhirs of the Wamphyri. Demoniac
fighters, both of them were vicioudly territorial, even more so than the Wamphyri in generd. Perhaps it was only natural, for after
dl their mountain-dwelling parents had had nothing. Currently the brothers occupied Drakstack, which Egon had cdaimed as his
own; wherefore his twin was already at work on nearby Karlscar. Both of these stacks would make tremendous aeries, which
together might house vampire armies to rival anything of Shaitan's making. Shaitan, however, was
aware of Drakul rapaciousness; needless to state, the brothers were not his favourites among the lesser Lords. Nor were they
anyone's, for even by Wamphyri standards their ways were dark . . .

And finaly the Gust's lieutenant went on to tell Radu of Turgo Zolte, Shaitan's so-caled 'son.' But discovered by Shaitan in an
act of black treachery, Turgo had been thrown out of his ‘father's manse onto the boulder plains, to exist as best possible in the
scree and the rubble and the dust. It was said he dwelled now in Sunside, deeping out his days in deep caves where the sun couldn't
find him, and constantly on the run from the Szgany. If so, then he was fortunate indeed - and far more so than his co-conspirators.
One of these had been tossed into the Starside Gate, and so banished to unknown hdlls; the other lay undead in a deep grave on the
boulder plains, slowly stiffening to a stone among stones . . .

As for the lesser Lords and Ladies: they were diverse as dl of the aforementioned, but Emil Hagisman would gladly say on if
Radu wished it. He didn't, for in the new-found conceit or self-assurance of his own strengths and talents, he wasn't much
interested in the lesser personages. Certain things, however, continued to puzzle him; not least how for so long held been ignorant
of the Wamphyri's presence here.

The Lords lived on trogs for long and long," his informant told him. 'Until their stacks were established. And it's only recently
that Lord Shaitan bred his first flyers and warriors, thus prompting the others to follow suit. But now . . . they're moving that
much faster. They've organized supplicant tribes east of the great pass, who make their battle gauntlets for them, and other
supplicants who . . . are simply flesh. They take tithe from the poor bastards, even as | was taken. Raids west of the pass have
been few and far between; certain of the Szgany tribes fight back! The Lidescis in particular are vicious in their defence of Sunside!
And you say you were aloner, who dwelled in the mountains and kept apart from men? Plainly you were, for there's that of the
grest wolf in you. But the barrier mountains are a mighty range it's not surprising you didn't sight the Wamphyri on their
infrequent raids. Ask yourself this: why should they raid west of the pass when there's easy mest in the east? Also, why should
they be in a hurry to show themselves? What is time to them? But that was then, and this is now; Sunside will come more and
more under attack . .."

And one other subject:

‘Mentalism,’ said Radu. 'Do they dl have it? Who is the craftiest thought-thief, whom | must watch out for? And who is least
talented, that | can spy on his mind?

"You could get me killed!" Emil Hagisman protested. 'Perhaps I've said too much aready!’

'‘And why have you?

'‘Something about your eyes, their penetrating stare. Or your open
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dtituce. .. your "inmooance’, pahges? Yau tregt messamen it ssadae | apat it's beaseyau aerav o dl this- eh but youll beatrue Lad son
engl Ratgsitsbeayouraemetenmeematdian They sy thet ReaBadi isabayile, too!

‘A beguile?Hypratis? Recuhedht relizedit, natinhimsd.

Thaeste inyourvdcethd [uls' sadtheadhe:. Tt mekesmeweay ad lureswadsaut of me!

Raclihdd him doseand sered dbepinio hiseyes whichwerefad emasRadlisonn but without his scalet aores Then sy an ad tdl mewret | waud
kow,resaid

AdEMl Hagsrentdd hm-a-waddhae But & thet vay momat aed Redlis thrdlls care srading doan fran ahigh variagehievparnt locking
notheest anthegregter dadksdf theWanahi. Hewes painting bedk over his shaude, gebhling, Lard Lykan Theein the dy aound aed the mightiest
aaies agid wanias ad flyesbeaing amoured mer They ssameeninow, pahgsagerg Le'

InmomasRaLiadthe G slieuanant hed dinbed up into aviening ride whee they gezed aut throuch awide ard jagged aadk in the sadk's auter



deh ypnvadsadino theheat of thenet o y-srgiing towves Ardinaesaeed lest Reduisth el wescomet asvamd menand arestureswaemessed
oot aed theoatrd agies Bxagat they waenat desseding framit, but atteddng it

‘Setandtadd!’ Bmil Hagsren gegped 'Shaiten, theLad o Vanareshimedf, isuder ettadd!”

RacLilodked & him Intwomaehours| westo megtwithim Now. . . itwaldsssmnad’

Ttwespraoely hisinvitetion toyau thet dated thisgaing' theather tdd him shidding hiseyesfrantrenathen auaeas ashetried to identify the $gpes
catingaourd Sretandadk.

Of?Howvss?

A ddradion, o courze Trepafedt imeto launchapreenive drikel Whet arecgation in Sreitardadk? Why, tre Lads ae dl busy prettying themsdves
o nat o mentiantre Laded Roud, 3 Ard Sreiten himef, proudest of them dll: hell wart his dace to ladk its vary best. Ohy they dontt ot ther heecs
together vay dften, thesevamreLads butwhenthey db. . . itsagrand aontest df wadsad gedures posesand podiLred

‘Allfarme?

For them Half-hinted tauntsand drelenges threets and indnugiions They trive anit. But & areogpion nowegnons dloved. They ean aow, e ad
buder dl they like adroramdore Uniil latey, posshly.

Youmekethemsourd. .. whet, likefads?Buffoord’

"Among themsdlves it waould afttimes ssam - far they have esch ather's meeaure, dter dl. Wl, mare or less But among humenkind? Ahy
no. Greet bears play rough-andHumblein the foathills of Sunside, and no herm done: Bt if they played with men like thet, they'd breek dl of thar
bones' Bl saw something and pointed exatedy. ‘Ah, s

Reoulooked. 'Seewhet?

Moareflyasgangup. . . framKirksorag, Antongtack, and Wenskesp. Ranfaroamatd And lodk, acippled flyer heeds thisway. Itisane of
Lord Ehrigs aredtures; | cannat be mistaken, for hissgil adomsitsflark. Lard Satanisenemies ae . . . Kik Nunasti, Anton Zappos, and Bhrig
the Wen!'

LesrLads dl?

'‘Aye," Emil nodded his head in greet excitement. 'All lesser Lords -dl joined together now againgt Shaitan - and dl losers, too!"

'Losas?

'Hehestheir mesard’ Emil painted again, and Redu saw.

With a stuttering and coughing of bio-propulsive orifices, Things had emerged from Shaitanstack's launching bays.
And even at this distance they were far more awesome constructs than the ones ranged against them. Other bays
issued flyers with lieutenant and thrall riders; their polished leather armour and iron weapons glinting blue in the
sheen of the stars. There followed a scattering as of leaves in a sudden gust, as Shaitan's forces fought and tore and
ravaged amongst their enemies. And shortly, in the space of only a minute or two, the debris of Lords Nunosti,
Zappos, and Ehrig the Wen's shattered forces began spiralling, drifting, or plummeting down onto the boulder plains

Someauvivors-avay faw, the merest hendful, dl of them inwild disarray - made to fly home to the lesser aeries of Kirkscrag,
Antondack, and Wenskegp; Shatan's Supaiar forces haried tham &l the wey. If the arant Lords themsdves are anong the survivors' Bl
husked, 'Sretanwill heng themin siver dnainsfram hisramparts and fry themin the golden firesdf sunup.!

Suddenly, therewereflunies of adivity in the launching bays of the other manses and aeries. Where previously the greater Lords
had looked on, perhaps even waggaing on the outcome o this insumedtion, now they seemed eager to show their solidarity with
Shaitan. Flyers launched as'aious Wamphyri Lards and Ladiesmedeto attend thar overlard, But hewould have none of thet.

Radu jerked back from his natural viewport as grest gonging thoughts rang in his (and in dl) vampire minds. Keep
back! Who dares come here now comes at his own risk! My blood is up! | am betrayed! And who can say but that
these were only dupes, playing out the moves of some sneaky, cowardly gamesmaster? Is there no honour among the
Wanphyri?
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Of course not, and Shaitan knew it... knew &so that the others would protest his insinuation - indeed his
accusation - anyway. But beforethar denids could get underway, Shatan's Voioe rang out again: Shaitandack is now invidate: | shall
not affer any of youto comeheare Al invitations and engagements are cancelled. Now | go to make assessvent of iy losses-
and my nat incongderable gaind Al to think what nugt be done- and againg whont Firg, honever, | requirea show o allegiance Ansner
menow. who gands with Shaitan, recogniang himashisone and true liege Lord?

Redu ansivered a once: /, Radu Lykan, sand with Shaitan. (In truth he didh't carewho he stood with, just aslong as he wes acogpted with a
minmumd troudle).

Fanthe athers therewas momartary slence.... until the Lard of Vanpiressaid Any who do nat stand with e, naturally sand againg me .

Atwhich there wes aconoarted beblde of nighimere vaices asthey sought to 'guarantee their dlegiance Far if nat, why, Shaitan could pick
them doff oned atinnd And they hed dreedy sean whet lessr dlianceswarewarth

Thementd gablepidked up, until again Shaitan brokein:

Radu Lykan - Lad Lykan, asyou are now -you werefirg to sdewith me Snceit seavsl now hald snay, | hereby tetify to your asoension ..
.you ae Lord Lykan! Moreover, he who would harm you, harms e (He pauised). Except. . . | would hazard from your wolfish
ways, and the bark in your mind, that you area dog-Lord? (And dter anather pause, amentd shrug). Just 0. WA, and as the dogs o the
Smany arefaithiul, 0 shall | eqoect faithfulnessof you. S beit. ..

But from the other Lords:

What? He hes ascended? Jugt like that? Thisbold thief of awaf out of Sundde?



And Shatan laughed and tad thamt Aye, and he kegps what he has taken! No paymant or repayment dued What? But your lossesare el
For only think what you might lose, should | pursue . . . certain invetigations? Asit dands the uprisng hes bean put down.
Those Lardswho were caught rec-handed will pay for it, and let thet betheend o it. Shaitan is merciful. . .

Astreps/dhicaahe fel slant, Recussd to Bmil Hegismen, Now yaucntekeyaur flyer adreum to the G If heasks you whet trangaired, tdll imyau
tddenathing, adbesrelll rea gveyauanay. Als, if a any fuiretime somathing shouid befdl Hergr Hag, youkinow theres adace far you with me
Oy tdl meaenoething befaeyougo!

Nameit, theahe'srdidf wesdantosse

ndl o thisofa, Ivehavert herdasngewad ot o the Ferazys Arethey without mantidisn arwhet?

‘Apparatly, Bmil nocbied It will doutiess aamewith timg, as dl Wanrphyi tdents cb - though doner in simetren in ahars- but far e moart the
Feezy bhrahaesaedsf addnbintreat o tdepethy:

Thel knownahingdf my presancehee?

Oh kearetheyll kowyaurehar if it who you ae Ard theyll krow thet soon eough far dhesaebourd 1o tl them Then theres the quesion o
Lagdasgdenthrals Butyauhae Stais praedion- far now, & lesst!

Hesdrengeetle?

‘Astrewirddf theladands aye!’

Trewind df theladands— Reclirepested Him, nodding thoughtfully and straking beck his mare But then he grinned in hiswdlf fashion, dgped Bmil an
the aude, ad bakett “—\Whidch auratly Hoasin your faro Solkedf now to Hagtadk, ad give iy regacds 1o the G Tdl him | adhired his
wadgare adthet | look fawad to teunting with imaggnsomdime. ..

ThusRadlLyken assandsd to Wdfsinin Sasde inthoee eaiest daysdf theWanphyi. . .

Theregisknoan

Ralireeintheraksd theWamphyi, and acoired dl the neturd, mordrausinginas of alad dmogt asavaarebom Bvertudlly heinaured thewrah
d Shetan bywhidhtimerewesegLd indaturetoesentre gredest of thelesser Lads adWdfsdnwesina ffident to aortan hisary. Taritaid, heloodked
athedhe dadks- dl of them ooyded row - but espedaly helodked & Feecat

Let the bloodwars commence! Radu dlied himself with Hengor Hagi, Klaus Lankari, and Thereza Lugos againgt the Ferenczys,
who were now legion. Lagula Ferenczy had sired a bloodson, Nonari the Gross, and a daughter, Freyda Ferenc, both of whom had
ascended in their turn to occupy their own aeries. Rakhi Ferenczy had likewise ascended to a Lord (albeit a lesser one); for Petre
Stakis's last bite had been virulent indeed, transfusing or conferring upon Rakhi dl the ingredients of a Lord. In short, he had
developed aleech of his own.

Still Rakhi fdl first. Radu beheaded him, tore out his parasite and devoured it. Rakhi's men and beasts were divided between the
victors; straws were drawn for Rakstack, which went to the Gust, who at once gutted the place; Radu and his alies again turned
their eyes on Ferencscar, Nonspire and Freydastack. But Freyda, a so-called 'Mother of Vampires,' wesnomare she hed ded spanvning a
e d g d o which ssveanewere diseased and likewise expired.

Ferencscar fell, and finally Lagula Ferenczy - the lone surviving member of that band who had ravaged Radu's innocent sister -
must pay the price. A hundred and seventy years had passed since then, but
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Redu hed forgatten and forgiven nathing. The Wamphyri do nat forgive He.aut through Legulas tendons to wesken hisjaints put hisneck ina
diver noose, skewered hislimbswith iron hooks and hed him dravn and quiartered between draining flyers o thet hisblood and his bits fdll like
red ran doan onto the shuddering boulder plans. ..

And that would have been that, except now Lagulas bloodson, Nonari the Gross, swore vengeance on Radu and
death to his kith, kin and spawn for dl imeto come Theimpassoned vow of aLad of the Wamphyri, which might outlast eternity
itsdf. They would have gone at it a once, except a greater peril now united dl the Lords, even Radu and Nonari,
against a yet more pitiless foe -whose namewes Satan!

TheLad o Vamares hed stood dodf fram the bloodwas... until now. But firdlly, when dl the others were weekened, Shatan svooped on
the lessr dacks and atethem upinavaitsblefrenzy of conquest. Until shortly, only two camps left: Shaitan on the one hand, and
his Gt Eramieson the ather.

The dacks under Shaitanis contrdl ware many; flesh of his flesh, hisown bloodsons and daughters, inhabited them. But one of
these (Shaitan's 'true’ son, or egg-son, the once-Turgo Zalte, long returned fram benishmat and gown mighty in Sarsde)
jained now with his fathe’s foesin the longest and bloodiest bloodwar sofar . .. whichinthe end Sreitan won

Then the reckoning, when Hengar Hagj, Klaus Larkai, and Thereza Lugod were buried dive out on the boulder plans to iffen to stones
and Turgo Zolte was banished into the northern Icelands; except he reneged on his punishment and fled eest over the Greet Red
Weade out of his father's jurisdiction, and presumably to his death. And the Drakus Norai the Gross and Reou were hued,
dong with ahendfu of surviving thralls and supplicant Szgany, into the Hell-lands Gate; meny of whom resurfaosd in a lad
cdled Dadaby its Romen overlords onagredt river cdled the Danuwvius inawald an entire dimendon's ramove fran Sardde, in the year AD
3L

They emagad dose to aharbour, whare Ramen mardhants and the soldierswho protected them, dong with locdl Dadians gathered to buy o
bater, and to tradein daves And because they anived by the light of thefull moon it wes a joyous time far Redu, when he and his ran free and
amdk among the sparselocd populace...

BEvetudly, the Drekuls and tharswert up into the mountains (later the Capethians), to find or build an agie Norai ‘the Gross Farenczy fled
eadt fram Reduiswrath and took anew neme and Redu crossad the river with hisfdllowers wiho goreed aut into dl the lands around. And inan



age of legends, it was the beginning of anew legend - indeed, of severa. The legends of the vampire and the werewoalf,
and the dark thingsdf night.

Asfar the dace of Radus resrgancg, the bate-canp of the Raomarsad Dadars it waud heve mary rames doan the aaniunies But o the supardtitious
pecded thet region, whohed lang manaiies it waud aweyshekmonnasRadljevec:

WhaeRalLicarefath o coure. ..
Necrosoope Thelogt Years-\Val. |
265

Vv

DREAMSINREIN

Radu dreamed his olden, less than vivid dreams, and strove to reinstate, restructure them, in the eye of memory. He
dreamed of ages past and of the life hed known then, and of the many lives held consumed since then. Crimson
dreams of his genesis asaman in a far vampire world; of his monstrous conversion into something other than a men
during his time of banishment; of his everlasting (and soon to be on-going) revenge on those who had dared to rape
and ruin what little hehed loved

Less than vivid, these dreams of his, aye - unless they were recounted, reinforced, revisited time and again to bring
them into nightmare definition in a yet more nightmarish mind. For time has the power to blur and even erase, and
these were things that Radu desired to remember forever. During his sleep of centuries they had been his one recourse,
hisonly meensd kegping his hatred divewtile hewaited out histine undeed.

He recadlled names out of the fading past, names that were cursed for dl time to come. Such as the Zirescus: Giorga,
lon, and Lexandru - and the Ferenczys, Lagula and Rakhi, once Lords in Olden Starside. Except dl were dead in
another time, even another world. Dead by his hand, aye! And Radu relished resurgent memories of how he had dealt
with them who had borne those names, and how he would next dea with any survivor, any descendant, when once
more he was up and abroad in this new world where his dreams would become the new redlity.

True, the resolution of ancient blood-feuds was but a very smdl part of the overadl schemes held schemed in his
immemorid deep . .. but adelicious part! And it would be for any survivors just as it had been for their ancestors, or
worse.

His'immemorid' deep. . .

Well, immemorial to those he'd left behind - Szgany supplicants,
thralls to remember and restore him when his time was nigh - but not to him. For despite the fact that Radu's dreams
and memories required constant restoration, till they remained his one true anchor on the dimly echoing past, his one
guide to an ever-expanding future . . . and still they were red! He saw it even now in the eye of memory: how it had
been in another time, another world. And how it was yet to be in thisone

Giorga, that crue old bastard! Bah! For his death had been too essy ... Flopping about in his oan blood, awash in a arineon
flood that pulsed framhis gaping throat and punciured gut. Air whistling in and out of hisdiced windpipe, forning bright red bubbles into a
livid frath thet stained his beard and spedded his medy puffing face But the spurting o his lifeblood and dl his jerking and twitching
quicdy dowing doan aslife ébbed. Much too quickly!

And Giorgels son, Lexandur who had raped Radui's Sgter, sharing Magdals body - even when life hed fled it - with his brather lon and the
Ferenczys. He too had died far too quickly, with a bolt from Radu's crosshow buried in his black heart and Radui's nare
graying inred romhisdishdieving lips

And lon, last and most loathsome of a brutish line;

lon, with one bolt through his right am, and another in his shoulder pinning him to a tree. But Radu had promised
himsdlf that this time the payment would be crud as the crime - even so crud, just so cruel! Magda had been raped,
deflowered even unto death, her innocence crushed and ravaged from her asif torn out. So beit. ..

lon, hanging there hdplessframa arasshow balt, while Radu's taloned hands caressed himin hisbody's mogt ddlicate parts Then. .. al o
Radui's rage and Wanphyri passon floning ina sngle momatt into hisarmms and handd

Inthat ssmemomart lon Zrescu had logt everything, even the loner pipesdf hisbodly: didocated, wrenched out of place, and et dangling
like lumpy red ragd Nat surprisingly, he had logt consdiousness; too, and would have gone on lasing enough blood that he would never
wake Up -exogat Radu would nat et it go to wadte, nat dl of it. And while there wes yet a pulse in his victim's jugular, he had
buried a wolfs fangs in it to draw dff theremainder of lon'slife

Ah how he hed daked hisawful thirst, giving nothing o hiedlf but draining al ramthe ather, eento the dregs. ..

Blood! It waswhat Radu had neaded, whet his parasite vanaire lesch nesded. It westhe nedtar of life—

—It had been the life, and would be again, when he was up, up, up from his gluey grave! No, not a grave but a
refuge, a sanctuary. From men, and from ancient enemies who were other than men, and from time itsdlf. But especialy



a sanctuary from that Greatest of al Destroyers, which had finaly determined his fate. Black it had been,
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adBlakitsrare Bak ssthesvaming rasthet bougt it ot o theeegt ..

Asfar mat they/d ben reve as dhildeen when fird Recliad the ahas aut o Sadde areanarg them Ther Saceswereyourg, ther Suparditions
mary, ad ther ood sved ssary tobefaundan Surdckein thet far venarewald o Redusyouih Bven s, their wegpors hed been deedly, ad ther courage
ubdievdde Inthefirg hunded iwohurdred years thevampireard werendf hed flouishet agies and lairs hed ben eeded ar excaveied in the mouniars
admenhed $umed thewoodkd foathillsof the Captii Meidiardl! ard ladsaard

Inthe begiming, raging fa ard wick Reol ad his vaiiaus pedks hed ravieped anarg the adanid. setlemants narth o the Danuke- e to the paint o
herasingaRomen gamsonstreeacharts whichwaepamenartly detioned thereto menfarts drung aut beswentheriver and foathills pratedion far thetrade
adsdy rautes A farly essy tage, the ganison wesresdudl f anuch ealier XIHh Legian its sddies hed menly sattied the land aound, they weeas
muhlocas astheDadasthamsdves

But deqitetret they waearly threeadhartsdf thearigirel legion, thetile the 13 Lk, and thetraudes Raclibrought them qLiddy eared them aprefix:
the' Unludky 13h Framwhichimefawerd thet rumber hed been krovn ssaymid  ill-fortune arog the Romarsand ahers ad eaiudly te entire
wald enasit hedbenin SrsdeSasde

Night-ddimishing with legararesdang theriver ad inthe Dadan hamilets ah, but thet hed ben agad ad dangaraus gare! Qretime, Reol hed ben
aninanaimd trap.

... Gvanaknock antheheed thet neartrained im, hed careto anaRaren dip anthe Danulg oncourefar the Bladk Ssaand evartudly Roreitsef, ad
dotlesstheGared Saved o his peck warewith him, teken with ammwadvesin reis ar pitfals Ratgos ther captars aorsidared them arew oaded
W, 0 they ware inaney. Theewaedso caad bears ardwild boarsframthewoods of esetam Pamno—nia destsdf locd gdldintrunbsized ingats bards of
Fioss adwiresgdaeinraksd arphoae A vaied cagp

But thewdf isawily beest, ad thewaandf eenmoe sy whilethedes physcd sregh dal add treWarphi. . . isavesimd Trecekdaad ages
waelikesomuchkinding in Reclishends Ardanedsdsafull momracehighinthe Dadan Sdes ad thenight wesby romearsdare. ..

Treship hed besdhed itsdIf neer Ziniceg itsaew, andahendiul of legoraires retiring aut of theamny ad retuming to ther homdands waefaurd henging
by ther hedsfram therigging, reked, pleard oodess But desate thet thar bodieshed bean ripped gpat ard ther
throets tom out, thare weslitle o actud blood to be discovered. Later, locd Dadians hed paid for this atrodity; ahamiet in the foathills well known
for the rebdlious neture o its dtizens wias put to the sword and razed to the ground.

It il amused Redu to think of it how he hed fresd thewild cregtures to svim ashore, stolen much of the wine and destroyed wiet couldn't be
canied away. Asfarthegad.. . wel, in isway Lad Redy, too, hed been naive in those eally times And gdd hed bean conmon in Sardde
Hed seen no use for the heavy stuff; his thralls had thrown a fortune overboerd! Thereit hed Sayed (for dl heknew) in the St of
addlow reach of the river for over fifteen hundred years. If ever he revisited those pats hewoud know whereto find it egain.

But there had been two other items of cargo that Radu had found much more interesting, which years later he had
cause to remember and uilize severd amphoree filled with a glutinous golden liquid, & firs mistaken for honey; and ... a chest of
ydlow stones? The firs was resin, used throughout the Mediterranean as a preservative in wine, and the ssoond wes
fosslizad redin, tumed herd asrodk and rounded by the Beltic into palished amber pebbles: And Lard Redu- argirelly an untutored nomed, litle
more then asavage fram the woods of apardld waild, thenamutated Lard on the dak sde df thet waild, now firdly awerendf in this warld -
hed seen the connection between thetwo, and might well have been one df thefirs menever to seit.

For on Starside it had been the practice of certain Lords of the Wamphyri to bury defeated enemies dive (or
undead) out on the boulder plans to 'diffen to gones and fuse with the earth in their degp and inescapable graves. But in this case
it was different - here the presaving redn itsdf hed diffened, kegaing intact whatever wes caught within Far the tranducant, sofly
downing pebbles had contained flies and bedtles trapped in the exudad lifefiuids of coniferous forests dead and gonefar countless years

Redu hed no ideadf the pan o time, of the aeonsit hed teken totumresin to amber, but the principle had astonished him dl the
same. Especially when he examined some of the specimens locked in the amber: such as a perfectly preserved
dragonfly, or an ant with a fragment of lesf dill clearly visible in its mandibles. These creatures were dead, of course,
and in the terms of men might well have been dead 'forever.' But what if a Lord of the Wamphyri should choose to
presarve himadf in this fashion? Whet, amdamonphic vanpre, with sdf-regenerating flesh? And fram thet imefowerd Redu hed wom an amber
bauble with its captive insat intact, onadender dein of gdd around hisnak ...

Amber: theutimateend product of resin.

Resn theblood of greet pines... . which fiftean hundred years ago, and indeed infar maore recant times; hed covered the mountain dopes
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like winter fur on a beast's hide; not only the granite mountains of inhospitable Scottish regions but those of far,
foreign parts as well. No shortage of resin, nol Two centuries after Radu's coming, dl the Greeks in the Mediterranean
had been using countless tons of the stuff just to cure their winesl And if Radu's 'contemporaries’ - the Drakuls, for
instance - had thought to bring native earth from their agries in Starside for their beds here in this world, then why not
abed of amber for a deep of centuries?

For long and long, years without number, the idea had lain dormant in Radu's head without his even suspecting it
was there. But when he'd needed it. ..



Resin: a preservative with medicind properties. A shield against the ravages of time. Perhaps even a cure for a
terrible curse that in this world was as devastating as leprosy in Starside. Well, that last wasn't proven as yet, but—

—What wasthat. . .?

Radu's 'dreams were more nearly conscious thoughts now, so that the very dlightest of tremors which held felt
through the wals of his sarcophagus and the near-solid matrix of his resin cocoon had seemed like a presence
entering the room of a man on the verge of waking. He had sensed - something! Or someone? Or perhaps it was
merely the mountains settling onto their foundations, as they had been doing for dl of the sx hundred years hed lain
here. He hadn't cdled, had he? It wasn't time yet, was it? Soon, but not yet. So ... could it have been his creature,
stirring with hideous life where it waxed in its own great vat? Possibly. He would ‘fed' such motions, certainly, for its
mind and fleshwered hismeking And o

Gently, little one, gently, Radu seepily sent. Your time is soon, be sure . . . but not before mine. So have no fear,
for your master shall be there to bring you forth . ..

Treewasroasne, ad Reol hedht equeded are Itwes sy atraar in thesedd and fractured rocks thetwes dll. Hecould gp beck o his dreaming o
meadmondas imead thedague add hisevatLd flight framal thesethings

Maen...

TreRomas But teEhpdrehed benantreware & leedt inthe patswheeRalliand e ahas are fath,. Aye far the Gatswee aaing, and they wae
alyavay svel pat o whet dsewesaaming Schwas sach betfles ich Hood TreHdood westhe lifel Ard the dvarsity of Haod, in this rev wald No
wath thet & fird theee hdllHandshed ssamed likesome sart o Wanrphyi leavenar paradise Oh redlly. . .2

Men, and their wars. . . (Radu gradually settled back into his Sleep of cantunies).

During long years of upheaval, the Wamphyri had moved into the

mountain heights and spread out into the lands around, even into other lands across the sea; indeed, into dl the
shores of the Mediterranean and its islands. For they had seen the fally of their ways when first they came here; they
had been too bold and had become legends which would not fade quickly in the memories of men. But if they desired
long lives here, they must be (or at least appear to be) as one with the world and its people and not apart from them.
And dowly but surely they had come to a mutual understanding: that in this bloody and war-torn world, they would
use to best advantage such cover as the wars established for them. And indeed a cover had been required.

For aready it was seen how men reacted to the Wamphyri presence: fearfully at first, in aworld rife with superstition
- but then, like the Szgany of Sunside, they fought back! For while men may suffer their lands to be stolen, their
children to be eaten and their wives seduced away, when finally they have nothing left, then there's nothing left to
losd And then any menwill fight!

That was how it had been: the dien invaders of Earth had thought to rule by terror, as they had in Sunside/Starside.
But even there they had not had it dl their own way. Through seemingly endless days the sun had forbidden entry
into Sunside; in the dark of misty nights the Szgany had hidden themselves away, or if they could not hide had taken
up ams. Likewise in this world, except here it was worse. Here the nights were fleeting things and allowed so little time
for the vampire Lords to establish themselves; and the days . . . were terriblel The furnace sun passed directly
overhead, and there were no barrier mountains to contain its searing rays, or the rage of vengeful men.

Oh, there were mountains, to be sure - and such mountains; the vast horseshoe of the Carpatii in the east, and the
mighty Alps in the west -but unlike the barrier mountains of Sunside/Starside, the solar orb was not restricted by
them, and &t its zenith burned down on dl and everything indiscriminately. As for the great armies of nomad tribesmen
that were sweeping the world at that time: where mountains could not be climbed, they could always be circumvented .
.. and they were. By wariod

By men who had known how to destroy their enemies, even the Wamphyri, and destroy them utterly; known how a
bolt or alance through the heart would kill aman, and how his head on alance would guarantee he was dead . . . then
how to reduce his castle and its contents to ashes, until nothing of him or his survived. Such methods were smply the
way of the warrior, and by no means reserved for the Wamphyri and their followers. For in a mgority of cases the
invaders who used them - first the Goths, later the Visigoths and Avars - did not even know they went up against the
Wamphyri! No, for they were merdly murdering rich Dacian landowners in their gloomy castles, or strange, savage
grey haflingsin their foothill keeps and caverns.

BrianLumley

270

Necrosoope: ThelLogt Years-\Val. |
2711

And because of the times, times of change, tumult, and crisis -indeed the crisis of an entire Classica World - the as
yet young legend of the Wamphyri, of the blood-crazed vampire and werewalf, was almost eradicated. What need for
monstrous myths in a world that was in reality a bloodbath? Forty years after Radu's coming the Visigoths had
sacked Rome itsdf, and forty-five years later it had falen again, to the Vandals, except on that occasion Radu had
been part of it. For like mog o the Wamphyri edled from Sarsde by Sheiten, he was unable to resist blood, certainly not in such
copious amounts.

War, to which he was drawn as a lodestone is drawn north. And such wars to be warred as nothing conceived in
Starside by even the mightiest of the Old Lords. And down dl the years and decades, Radu was a great mercenary
washed hither and to by the tides of war and blood. He used his gift of oneiromancy - not uncommon among
dog-Lords - to scry on future times and know in advance which side to join in the great wars to come. And likewise he
remained aert for word o those dden enamies who came through the Hell-Hands Gate with im And time and again Radu cursed



himsdlf that he'd not dealt with them then, on the very threshold of this new world, when they were at their weakest.
But then, he had been a his weakest, too, for atime.

Rumaurs found thar way to RaduL BErployed ssamercenary walard by the Vandal Gaeseric (who dubbed him 'Radu, Hound of
the Night," because he preferred guerilla warfare by the light of a full moon), he learned of the aleged death of one
'‘Onarius Ferengus,' a provincia senator (what, Roman?) murdered by pirates in his villa a Odessus on the Black Sea
ten years earlier. This he had from a Numidian dave-girl, Ulutu, set free when Gaeseric's forces sacked Rome. Upon a
time she'd belonged to Onarius, but she had fled from the fire and the fighting on the night he was killed. And from
Ulutu's descriptions of her ex-magter . ..

... Radu had little doubt but that he had been none other than Nonari the Gross Ferenczy!

And in Radu's keeping, where he and his pack spent their days in a den under the Colli Albani twelve miles out of
Rome, Ulutu fdl under her new master's spell (and Radu, to a lesser degree, under hers); and they were lovers. But
because he had enough of 'pups’ up in the mountains of Dacia, now Goth territory, and because he had learned that
anonymity and insularity were synonymous with longevity, he made sure that Ulutu stayed entirely human; which is
to say that for dl that he was into her, nothing of him got into her. And at times, lying spent on their bed of cured
furs, at Radu's request she would tdll him various things about her former master.

Just how Nonari the Gross had gained elevation to the rank of a Roman Senator in absentia during the eighty-odd
years sped by since the coming of the Wamphyri into Dacia - that was anybody's guess. But
the way the girl described his castle, backed up to a great dliff, with his private chambers facing away from the sun and always in
the shade; and his servants, 'like mists over a bubbling swamp, drifting, pale and ghastly, yet smiling with strong white teeth . . .
dl wafting and weaving, hastening to Onarius's beck and cdl, yet shuddering to his touch so cold and menacing; and his right hand
like aclub, with its fingers dl welded into one.. . .

He had cdled her 'his little trog," and had told her that hed known trogs before, in the dank caverns of a far forbidden world.
Except they had been shambling leathery creatures, while Ulutu was graceful and her skin so soft. It had never ceased to amaze
him: that she'd been browned by the sun, 'but yet was not burned up!" But Onarius's odalisques were white - Arabs, Britons, and
Syrians - and he had no time for dalliance with trogs, even if they were as beautiful as Ulutu. And so she had carried water, cleaned
Onarius's chambers, and been grateful. For she knew how he dealt with them with whom he 'dalied.’ Or rather, she did not know,
for he was wary of prying eyes.

But she had seen the evidence of his passion, apparent in the ferd yellow eyes of his mae and femde thralls dike, and in their
‘wafting and weaving' after only a very short space of time spent in his service; even in certain of the villas children, which were
gross. She had seen how rapidly his odalisques aged and his thralls were worn down - 'sucked dry, until they were no more,' - and
how when they died he buried them deep in the earth where the rocky land sloped down to the sea, with the rush and roar of
breakers to deaden . . . other sounds.

Onarius had a son in the mountains far to the north, in a place caled the Khorvaty in Moldavia (Here Radu had paid more
attention. What, another living Ferenczy?) He was cdled Belos Pheropzis (not Ferengus? No, of course not, not if one desired to
hide one's true kith and kin away!) and kept agreat cadtle in the heights, on the very borders of the Empire's territory. All secret
from Romans and nomad invaders dike, the place was to be Onarius's bolt-hole, in the event he should need ane

As to how Onariuss 'little trog' had known these things: she had feared this Belos mightily when he visited his father, because of
the way he looked at her - the way he looked at dl females, even his father's thrall mistresses! Yet at the same time she had been
fascinated by him: his dark good looks, hawkish features, massive yet proportionate stature. Keeping well out of sight, she'd
listened to their conversations, mainly to ensure that Belos did not ask for her. For if he had, then she would have run away.

But when Radu had queried her one time, about this attraction that she'd felt towards Belos:

'‘No, my Lord," Ulutu had told him, lying sprawled between his legs and fondling his now flaccid rod, squeezing its glans
between her dark
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breasts, and kissing its tiny lips, ‘perhaps | have given you the wrong impression. It was not so much fascination as
terror that | felt. For this Belos was like one of the great warhorses that draw the Roman chariots . . . and what was |
but atiny black mare? | was adave, and if this son of Onarius had wanted me ... | scarcely believed | could contain
him in my smal body!" (At which she had seen her mistake at once, for Radu was fiercely prideful). —But, since it
seems | contain you wel enough, my Lord, obviously | was mistaken! Whichever, this Belos frightened me, seeming
more creature than man, more anima then humen'

'‘What, even as | am more creature than man, more animd than human? Radu had reached down to fondle her soft
breasts and draw Ulutu effortlessly up onto his belly, where he could squeeze her dark and rounded buttocks.

'You are a wolfling, as I've seen,' she had told him then. 'But Belos . . . was other!" And Radu had felt her smdl
shudder.

Aye, and Ulutu was right: Belos was 'other.' No slightest shadow of a doubt, he was this Onariuss (or Nonari's)
egg-son. Wamphyri! Which perhaps explained his looks and appetites, and the reason why he and his damned father
were so close. Or maybe that last was as aresult of the wars, the shaken, perhaps even crumbling Roman Empire, the
unstable skein of things in genera. For even the best Wamphyri relationship could scarcely be described as ‘close,
not in norma circumstances. But that apart, quite obvioudy this. .. this scum of Starside had bred one of its own
here in this world! An egg-son for Norai! A Farenczy!



Wedll, so be it. It smply meant there'd be one more Ferenczy for Radu to hunt down when dl wars were won and
times were right, and the world was quiet again. And as for this so-called 'Onarius Feren-gus . . . dead, was he? Radu
didn't think so. More likdly it was some grand contrivance, the entire scenario, some scheme of Nonari's to vanish a
while, and come back later under anew name and in a different guise. The idea was interesting, something Radu could
even try for himsdf in some future time, when it might seem to some that he had lived too long . . .

Radu's dreams had set his juices working however duggishly. Dreams of his undying hatred for the Ferenczys, his
charnel love of the battlefield, but especialy his carnal memories of Ulutu.

Ah, Ulutu! She had loved his horn, and it had been hard to will his spunk lifeless when he spurted in her. But if she
had fallen pregnant . . . then she had also fdlen dead, be sure! For Radu was not like Nonari, making vampires |eft,
right and centre, to plague him in a later age, His pups were enough for him. They had known his bite and bore his
curse - that of the moonchild, the changeling, the werewalf - but not liis seed. There would be time for bloodsons, and
eventually an
epsn late, whenrecodd dfad thetimeto trein, contrd, ardberd them o his will. But in thet ssvegewald d fifteen hunored years app, R Lyken hed
aortrd over nahing Buen kingsand enpararshed cortrdled nathing! Orly the restless farces of Neture Change and Crecshedany contrd &t l. .

But UluiLr Reclihed hitten her during interaourse alovebite, but much oo degp Sewalld reser keWandhyi - well, it faralong, log et leedt, if e
lived tret log - but Sewalidbeawdfling, bourd to Reciashis thral. Vay well, Secodd inwith thepeck adbehismete far sslag asit lasted. Ales but
thet hedht besnlong Geesaics adlisars who edtlier in the canrpeign hed welaomed RedLis peck as maraenaty waniarswithout peer - menwhofight like dogs of
trewild’ rov gaethar lod dfferert advice Oh it hed ssaredagand irony & fird, amanvelausjest, thet agret aity faundsd by wadf-e dded brahes dhoud
kelraugt o itsknessin pat by awdfish men this soclled Haurd o Night, with hisberd of hoaling barsaks But the aity hed fdlen row and Rediand his
ot hed been pad off. Ardwho could sy, patepsthey hedenbenipad . . . toowel?

Faorwretwaethey e dl bt macaaies? Ard arly ahendiul by aonpaismwith thetrue VarcH army. Nometch far Gaesaig, if heshould dedce to teke
beckwhet tributehehed peid them Aye ad these wdves of war ket meny aomely wamen pundered out of Ramg ard messures of good red wire likenise
sdafrantredty, whichthey hddinther cavenllar intremounainswith theres o ther loct ..

Amend Gaesicshadameto Radlintheealy esaingwith rensd alegion mudaing inthenarth, and Romen celleys from the Eadian Brpire puting
mnadadraeesaiesuh d the Tibais ArdtheeweeGeesricsadas

Raliwesto ssd anethird of hismanto oy aut theland to thenarth, ad heand therest wareto herass the ssabomeinvason & themauth of the river; which
intesarenigthestattoc. .. aly odsove the theeweerpauch rerfacematsfar the ravegad dty! Nar hed there besn Then heremantered o
hed deamed dearsdf tresdhay, adssvwhenhenghed bedk to hislar under the mountarns how his dearswere true srdeard fire issLing from the gregt
camarsoulds adtreraided bodesd the ppddswarengravnarog e coae gasses & the mouth o the cad Bven Uluty, with blood undkr ber rells
framtrefigt Sedpuip

AtwhdhitwesssmucthasRecliaouid b to kegp himedf fram soreaming daud It wes nat thet Sewes ded - e migt esn hae killed her himef, hed
draumdancesrepirad it - but moethewey o her degth, Far it brought bedk to him memaies o hisoan sder's rgeeand muda & the hards o Ziresuad
Faazy sum in Srsckinadffeatwald
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Ardfirgly hedd sream, exaat it wesahowl thet wart vibraing Up to the snking nom Ardafull non a thet. ..

TreewaeVarHsintrehagisanurdtheaenadin the ddile thet led 1o it. They hed thought thet Recliwaud nat bebedk unil full diigt, which
waldbetothear advartagefar hewesaright fighter. Yet haehewes dbet weay fram hisebartivejoumey to the.cced and beck. By competison Redlis hurdred
wesahendi, while Gaesaicsameh paty, afommicile asssuit unit, auinumbaed remfor oae

But destethet thetwo sdeswaeuneg e, ard thet theVandeshdd thehigh ground ill their advartegewesnot <o greet as might beredkaned Not aggingt
fuious vageu men admanwhowaewaendvesa thett Sothe betlewesjained, askoody asmight beimegined

Itwesthetwilight befaethecann whenthee/esd menmey natketrusted. Bt theeyesdf wavesaeferd; they sseinthetwilight just eswel asinthe nght
Al amigwesrisng . .. avarprems, arjued ot d Reduspaesadypfrantreboredy eathl But dl invan; thepedkwesbessienfraomthe dat, dmogt
befareit begen For they mugt rikeupa theambushas whilethe VartHs nesd anly strike down Ard Reduis waflings fought in rapped dathes with taves
knives ases ad thar baehandsard fiecetedtty whilethe VaroHshed lesther anmowr, lanoes bonsand primitive aossoons (And thet lest wesanirany in it
farit hedbentheWarphyi wiobrought trefirs aosbonswith them aut f SunsdeSarsice Inthar wald theaoshow hed ben a Traveler wegoon which
trevamdreLadshed nether the kil nor thepaienceto duicstear menufadurefar themsaves in this ane Asfar thefaw entirdy humen Stary thrdls they
hed braught through with thennt they hed bemme scattered amorg thepeodes o thisrew wald. Aye ad dl thar skills with them Hece tret the VandHis hed
aostons).

Yet il Redlspymsdan treeto ang exagat tharewesawaysafouth to aame Ard paasd by lanoss festharad with redidreaing Shefts aeby aethey
watdown Arddl ther tribute sden, therwamanrgped ard butdhered, firelly their vay livesfarfet tothetreechay of theVandds. ...

Tresnroemahillsde et saredtosrdefromal theldood ad uing dl thesveet ad gutsard foulness thet hed been allled there faur hundred ad tn
bodesreskingurder thehat an Bu Recbiad o o hislieuterentshed sunvived ssarnghow ll weslogt, they'd aet aney thraugh Redlis mist to find refuge
inadepdak aeicetill ngtd.

Ardadlal likeaseeinthe aod dark o thar hiding pdaos and willing hislesch to hedl his severd wounds Radu hed vonedl aWamphyi vov wherehe
detaed- at anly egeind Gaesaicadthe
Vatdshut sgaret merkindin ganerd. For ofar Radlihed bentre ot leniet o dl theLads thenmog humed o aninfuen Iat. But thet wes over row.
Whe treecharaus theWarphwi ?Hetl Farrowit sesmed to Recu thet thosedd Sarside Ladshad bentre vaiet begimasin treways o the trator! Ardes
faoaudty ...

Trelug d thevarpirewesthet df amen inoessed tafdd by his paradte Whenhergpad it wesbecasehemud! His pessions rages ddights dl o his



endiaswaelage tenlifea esn urdssh Heaoud romoetumaney framadgpdy waren then adunkad rdfuseajack o wirg o the furere an hdd
dill inthesky. Heaoidronoeresst Hood trenafly aad freh durg o thetides resst thepull of themomn Far the Hood wes thelifel But ttemen o this
wald- Romarsad batbaians dike- they fudked Snply becauseit westhere nat becasethey waediven o it, but becase it westight of the aonguarat Tothe
vidor thegoaild

Ardwhiletrevarpreasditen ssnat areetad life- ar unoketh - themandf thiswald invariebly destroyed it. Reolihed sean how it weswhen Gaesaic ad his
Vadssomad Rome rehed ssn howvinbumenweethesehumas Ardasfar the'avilized Romens why, inthe Esstem Bnvrethey wauld aqudfy amen far
gedingalcef of breed

W, RecLivesheif-wey bemen thetwa ar 0 hed liked tofangy. Asmudhwadf as men yes bt narewdf then vandre Thet weshow hed sen hirsdif:
gega tenameemnby virued hisdreghadanesomevarpirepones ya aipaiar iotheWampahwi by virtued thelagt lingaing tracesd his humenity!
Apaaix butafadt. Ch redly? Ardagain rehl W, somuchfar bumernity! Ard thiswesthefind darg tretruedace, te legt sraw thet tmed anenioa
pitilesmoreg.

But reve?Aye hed ben thet. In Sunddg, reive Lodking bedk, hekrew thet hed awayshed themessredt theFarenczys ad Ziresous But hed benarmae
yauhadineqeaiecsd Ardin his Sardde agie neve to bdieve he sood the dightest drane ageingt Seiten the Urbom, yet ill hed goneageing im
Frdly inthiswald cho reve Tregddmingatshed throaninariver beievingthemwartiiess- whilein fact menwaud kill for them Thewey hed mece
waandvesto un with Him, when he douid heve dayed alongr. Lag but nat leedt, to have dd himedf to awalad, ard think hed advelly be peid for his
svicesad agied ssane !

Whe, anen d?RacliLyka?But hehed trenmessred dl theseso-cdled Waniars' Ther arly advaniappwestiet they weenmen ad aoud live hee ass men
Ahbutintelogamtmewesan Redlissde Heaodd autivetemadl. . . if aly theywadd e him!

Ardso with dl schndionsas honaur; trudt, and faith put asde faeve, arew rategy wes nesckd From row an Recliwauld hanaur nether mennaor
aegture hut anly hisoanvons Hewold trugt ro
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ae ndemhispyes but continuelly essat hiswill adesurethat hiswadwes law. Hewadd hae faith arly in himedlf, ad in the dood which is the life
Arddoedl, rewaddbethenod ssodiveardwatdful o men sothet roarecodd ko him, araomeyponbim

S patgsdd Oraivs Feegus red gt it right ard Recl should find himedf ayposition, devaie himsef, and prgoare bdlthdedars ad lairs dang the vy,
with cardekarsto kegpthemin hisasanoe Then likeNarai the GossFaazy, hewauld ke dde to variure farth in thewald as bdfare indlging himedif a5
rea bedag but awayskroning therewadbeardugejn nesdiul times arwhentherumboe o hisyeaswess ch thet heshould 'retiré awhile

Q pahgshemigudged Nonai ad thet anehed nat gareinto hiding snoehis e’ asaRaen saetor bt wes out and ebaut, revdling in dl the grest
red ard rail of things If 50, o dout hed careto Redls attention agein when the imewes ripe far im to rise o in ather parts Ardwho aould sy, patgs
thentretimewaud dsokeripefar 'Oraius to vanish faeve? Likeniss hiseggrson, thisBdos Fhegaas

Treewaesred Radlisthoughts adsomed thedarshenece whilehiding thedsy aney inahdeinthegraurd. ..

Caretrenght Ored Raduispuysshed ded o toormeny ausin hissds which hed legkeed &l hisblood aney. Hehed gore unoonrdaningly, sy diffening
wheeheaouhaed Treaeiicewald meeasgoodagaessay; Reiadthedha svivar o Gassaicstresdhary hed dgped donesacnbimframanhigh io
Hok theasiicead kepaney ay lesser wdvesad wild dogsframthebody o ther ecadlesge

Trenaney into trenight undar amom thetwes il full, heeding north far the Appernino heighis thet sretched thefull lengh o Itdia Forinaland ovarun by
VanHs tretwaddbethe sfes raue aut

Waendvesiun swift. Thenedt right, upinthemountians the per met ypwith aher anvivars mend thepeck thet Reclihed sart narth to goy an the dleged
legon messrg there They hed ther oangary to tdl: o avile artush nat werty miles dang the river north of Rame which bed It farty-wo o them deed
Orly adght hed ben ludky; they/d somdrow mareggd o svim to ey anassthe rive, and left Gaesaics lat bogped donn in thar armour with &l ther
wegny. Afte thet, like Redly theaght hedmeacefar the haghts for they/d ko thet they weredLipes

Stend thamnow, endf ahundred ad fifty. Wl and thet mugt affiog, far Rediwadd meeromoewasndvesfarawtile. ..

Hedated ... anavasstwitch o hislimbs thet goant itsdf usdesdy in his resn metrix. Na: enaugh to weke im entirdy, but eough to meke aatan
sbosiouscomations o thet hedreamily worckred

What. . .?

Bt isteesimerehae smemeanming? Wrewesit hethought hehed heerd, footsieps? But footdeps in thisridded rodk, which bering the furive aep
d gudasad fluter o beshed ben o larg slent? Rehgpsastonehed ratted aut of thehigh adlling, ad thethunde o itsfal hed e imtodean o apet
apwhnhehed piled boudasanthebody o adeed addlesgLe. . . ad seoocay odsshed casd im o dat? Yes thet mugt ket

YesTreEma. .. be... it...

After Rome Rarl hed teken his much reclioad paty narth to the DarLbe, then est thrauch the farets ard mouniaing and evertuelly coan into the Dadian
tanitoiestret they ke sowel. ThswesLabad Odrogath adHuntamitory row, but south o theriver thepeodeware meanly Christian. Reol himedf hed
rordigion exat blood, the apardiionsand beliefs of locd Dadasnrecklitlear modiffeance to im, exagat Chridianthdd land meck sHfer joumeying then
land ude thecortrd  thebedbaians

Inay caeit waat hisintention to Sy south o therive; firdly hehesded narth ageinfar the mounteins d whet waddimudh leter bemomeWelladha For he
bdieved tet in teking the high gourd rewoud bessaureawhilefrom the Hoody tidesof warwedhing éll aourd anthrefertile plansbdow.

Inthishewescaredt. Tremountairswae menly baren ad inhogaitedle Urettradive to invedkars; they aortianed little o nathing o vdue Redukrew e
coud sHdy reuit thehady locdsfar thebilding of acedle anaaied hisoaninagaeashighadineccesblesshecbird

Tretwaud regirefunds o aourss but hehed leamed avdluedle lesson: thet whilewireadwamencandbamenapone o good gddeancbimesen mare
Ardon hiswey framRareto Dadahehed not besn ramissin acoumulating maonies There hed been Romars fleding the badaian daughier o ther land, Racu



hed daughtared them far thar weetth, Thered been patiesd Vardds scathing in theland aound, hed dresmescathing o hisoan teking beck whet they hed
dden Frdly, ntheDanue therehed bemnalag herdu of Romenmadrentsard tredars Reoluhed traokd desth far their Hood ard ther gid

And journeying through the nights and paying his way during the days in Christian camps and villages, held listened to rumours
and learned a new word which the local folk associated with the devil and every evil thing. But this word was in fact a name, one
that had filtered through the high passes and from far across the mountains. It was the name of a family - or of a curse now - and
one that was by no means new to Radu:
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UpmatimeKal and Egonhed bem Reduis dlies againg Saiten the Urnboam; rowv they wae his gregtest thredt, in thet they continued to scougeanag the
hosesdoe o the high Dadan mouniaing 0 bringing themsdves into umnecsssaty praninence: Unlike Racl - who hed develgped agartain tderance far weesk
anlight, unil hecoud dide to variLre aut in ahooded deek - the Draluiswae true dhildren o the night; sunlight wadld kil them indantly. But theyd
cevdaad thar meamaphismio achadsyeette like Setan theUrbonthey aolid $gpetharsavesinto ketsto fly aut in the night and o ke ther prey.
Ardthe/dbendargit e snee Maeowe, in Sarsde they hed been rered by wadves They ke waves and in thiswalld ket gey brathers asfamilier
aegtures Wavesd thewild ket weich far them, by mearsd which the DrakusweressrLrein thar sgieard fesred ronan

Fartrermomat itwakedfar them hence the umours row finding their wey to Reol Far the bataian invedass who were settling the plans nath of the
mourtarsweeroles padiioustren thelocdsthey uauped Ardwhenthar wives ar dhildien died mystiody a vanidhed in the night, then they krew
whotoHame thewinged davil in ismountzain retreet - the'aboour’ ar Viesky,' the vanpaire - the Drekul! Tre brathars bed lang sinoe huilt acedle ar cadles in
noimensland, & lesst ared which agies stood anarodky promontay overadesm

Thismuth Raculeamed, ardino mare Sffident to ddemrine him to avad the erar  bringing himedf into praminence Ard heket raminding himeif;
anonymity ad dosouity aesgmonymoswith langavity. TheDrakusweretruelegadsnow; whendl trefightingwesover and dorewithad Dedawes urited
asadngetibea courtry, then thepeodewalddremente theemordasad golodking for them Butenif thelocds o d fage, beare thet Redu Lyken
wald nat. Tenitaid theWanhwi, ae ad thispaceweswheeRadhed carefarth

Ardanyway, thared reser benmuchlovel ot bewwen himand Kal and Egmnintrefirst place

Bvervegdu - andsmilinggimly, if arly tohimedf - Redudreamed

PART FOUR:

WAMRHYRANJENTANDMCDERN

MOREOFRADUSSTORY.BONNIEEEAN: SHEVISTSHERMASTER

In those days if you would live the high mountains weare mogt probebly the safest place to do it. And for the time being the
werewolf Radu Lykan hed hed hisfill of wer. Inthe legt quarter of the year 467 AD, heand his small pack wintered down in what was
to be their lair for the ned Sxty years

The pace wes agreat cavem in the mountains of westem Mddavig, not far from a scrabbled-together 'town' or village, more
properly a mekeshift encampment of refugess cdled Kramau by its one hundred and fiftean palyglat inhebitants

As to why he chose this place: Radu's reasons were severd. For one, the heights were inhospitable and amost
inaccessible. To gradualy establish oneself there would be one thing, but for any would-be invader to launch an
attack, or even want t0? ... That ssamad unlikdy. Two: bang Smpy ahdlow aag, the redoult would not invite attack in the
manner of an 'agri€ or castle; and at its rear, its lowest crevice exits opened on the shore of a broad, hitterly cold lake.
In the event that he was attacked, Radu could easily dip away by boat to the far shore. For while it was a time of
relative quiet, there would continue to be sporadic invasions from the east (Radu's dreams were full of them) . ..

Three: while a true aerie would be his first choice for a permanent dwdling place, its congruction would prove prohibitivey
epadve The cavern on the other hand required no actua or externd building as such but only some interior works,
and what monies Radu had amassed were better put aside against the vagaries of an uncertain future - his
precognition was by no means infalible. Four: an entire work-forag with which to mekethe arag hebitable, wasimmediady to hand
in the shape of the folk of Krawlau. These former farmers -driven into the mountains by war and the collapse of the
Eastern BEraresbordarsin the fece of invading Asiaics- hed nowak Like
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Radu, they were smply wintering out the bad times. In order to survive they'd become scavengers, hunting the land
and fishing the lakefar food. Which weswhy, when fird Redu found them, they saw him asagodsend. «

Atfirst, aye. ..

And when he was established . . . then they saw him dmost as a god! Oh, it was in his bearing when he waked
among them: his penetrating gaze and lordly mode of speech, his attire and generosity. Obvioudy, with his dark,
wolfish good looks - standing tal and lean as atree, and equally strong - this was no ignorant, guttural farmer born in
the fields but a gentleman landowner, a boyar removed from his own place by those same savage forces that had
removed them. And he had gold, and the wit to fashion himsdf a fortress from a raw crag! His money was of little
value now - not in these neked mountainswhere there was nothing to buy - but itwoud be when the land was quiet again. As for
Radu's cavern: when dl of the work was finished and if the winters were hard, then it would provide refuge for al of
them. This was his promise.

Oh Radu knew he shouldnit bring imsdif into prominence, but up here in the heights that was in any case a near-impossibility.
Who was there to see him or his, or know what they were about? No one but these low persons in their sod-roofed,
timber huts. Radu hired them by the dozen, and chose men to watch over them while they turned the great cavern into
alar. When aman joined him, Radu would state his wages and promise him a bonus if he should later decide to go his
own way, perhaps back down to his ruined fields to dat agan

Inthet first winter, when the snow lay desp, agood many of them did just thet: gpproached Redu and tald him theyd left familiesin Mddavia,
and would now reium to seeif they survived. ... and if S0 provide for them out of the monies Redu hed peid them, and the bonus he dill oved
them For his part, hewould dways recuire one lagt day'swark of them befare paying tham their due, wishing them wall and sseing them on thar
way inthe dusk of evening. Butinthe dark of night hewould send membars o his peck loping fter tham, to meke oartain noward o Hm and his
works- and none df hismoney - found itsway down out of the mountains

And because new refugees were arriving day after day, and others trying to leave, there was a steady turnover of
workers and no lack of. .. provisions. (Likewise, there was no gradud trickling away of Radusfunds).

The keep took shape. He would go among the workers directing them, s thet evary gone wes lad in accordance with his
design (even asit hed beanin Walfsden in Sarddein ancther warld). Massve timber lintels for the several 'doors' that he left open,
and piled bouldersin
other holes that Radu desired closed; archways with keystones to bolster the dripstone ceilings where they were
eaten with rot, and stone staircases leading to ledges, lesser caves or high 'window' observation ports in the rough
outer walls; the levelling of various floors and laying o an uneven but sarviceghle paving o date das And so to the fireplaces
and ovens, and the flues to channel smoke to the reer of the aag, there to diift with the midsrisng of theleke

And while dl such works were in progress to make the cavern liveedeif not ‘comforteble’ Lord Redu wes nat ramissin ssaing to
its defences

Outside, between the natural spurs of the crag, he built awesome death-trap gantlets for would-be invaders; on high,
he piled rocks behind logs sopped with chocks thet were egsily knodked anvey inthe evart of an inveson. And & lagt Radu saw thet hislar

was sdfe But in any case these ware no puny cestlés walls to fdl to the first assault of an enamy's bettaring rams - they wae the wells of the
mountain itsef! And as each extard wak was completed, so Reduwould disguise it asliving rodk, inimitation of its surrounding formetions

Butindde

In strategic places Radu buttressed certain works of stone with good timber; which would ssam odd to some, far obvioudy the
wood could not outlast the stone. But Radu reasoned that when the time came for him to leave his mountain fastness,
then by lighting a hendful o fires behind him he could essily topple it, or & leet reduce it to the origina shell. Wamphyri and
savagely territoria, he could nat bear the thought of anather dwellinginaplace thet his hands hed wrought! But by the same token
he also knew that if ever he desired to return, then that he had the knowledge and skill to put the place beck torights

Raduis 'pups warked Sde by sdewith the men o Kranau, showing never asign o thar lupine natures exogat perhapsin ther slence and the
fad indligence o ther eyes Theexdfamassaw nathing peadiar init; they'd seen wave dte wave o dant-eyes (and of ydlow-eyes and -skins
too) long before Redu came on the soene Heand hisrdainarswerefram fareign parts that wes dl. Hanly this rangy boyar in his fur boats ad
jacket, with hislong, grey-to-white heir fdling on his adlar, and golden crescart moansin his fleshy ears wes some rich expetrite Catanly he
wes'Lad Redu to hismen

And hewasfdr to afaut. When his hunterswert out and killed apig in the night (though where they were ade to find such game up herelin
the mountainswasamyday) then theréd be meet dff the bone far the common workes too, be ard And Lad Redu laughing and joking with
theam asthey Sudked & the swedt, amoking flesh,

Radu 'recruited' the strongest of them - but by the light of a full moon, and nat as warked For while eaier hed detamined to
eke
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no more werewolves,' ill he was on the lookout for men of quality. The ones he chose from these ex-farmers were
hard as men come; they'd make superb lieutenants when next he went out into the world . . .

So the dog-L ord proceeded.
A long, hard winter came and went, and several more like it, before findly 'Wolfscrag' was finished to Radu's



satisfaction. But only Radu himsdlf, and those who were his, knew what he'd named it.

By then the men of Krawlau were much reduced in numbers; they worried about the fact that of dl their fellows who
had left Radu's employ, not a one had been known to return to it. They went down from the mountains to the steppes -
aye, alegedly - but they never came bedk! Nat aone? And this so-cdled Lad in his lar o a cavem: why, his looks were more
wolfish than ever! And hismen. .. their looks, too. The way they loped like upright dogs!

Asfar thethree or four exKramaumenwho hed adudly janed Redu and dwelled with him now in his great cavern: why, they
were visibly dhanged! Asquiddy asthet, they hed bacomeindiginguisheblefranthe rest of his retainers. Loping, long-haired and
wild . . . their eyes were ferd in the night. . . and when they grinned their upper lips wrinkled bedk, auling like the muzdes of
galing wdved

Thus legends that were aready one hundred years old - which had been amost but not quite forgotten - were
re-born and lived anew.

Radu heard their whispers where the men of Krawlau crept about like so many mice, putting the find touches to his
den. Wdll, let them whisper; he had other problems. The sixth winter was on its way, provisions were low, and the
dog-Lord had no more use for clods such as these....

... No, not so: there was one more use for them, yes!

As to why they'd so suddenly become aware or at least suspicious of their danger: Radu had relaxed certain
strictures on himsdf and his pups both, until they went about more nearly as 'nature’ intended. Now it was plain to see
that nature had not intended, that these were by no means natural men. Yet in some respects they were dl too natural.

For years now they had gone without good wine and woman-flesh, and dl the other smdl comforts that men - even
men of war - might easily grow accustomed to when they are not about their business. Radu was scarcely ignorant of
his men's needs, for he felt them, too. But now that hewas set up ...

Ealier in the year, aware that the Huns had had the run of the Moldavian steppe for decades and wondering if their
supremacy was holding, Radu had dispatched scouts east to discover the state of things. He had also sent men west
through the high passes and dl along the twin spurs of the horseshoe range, and a spy into a handful

of villages where they clung to the flanks of the mountains not too far removed from Wolfscrag. These latter places
were samdl, isolated, self-supporting townships. But if Radu's long-term plan was of merit, in time they might also
support him. Now he waited for his scouts to return and report to him. . .

When the first snows came, Radu went down into Krawlau personally, to invite the last half-dozen of his former
workers into the great cave for the winter. They thanked him, however cautiously, and told him they would take
advantage of his offer . . . perhaps tomorrow? Radu sat by their fire awhile - long enough that they noted the red cores
of his eyes, and his talon hands which he made no effort to hide - and when dl grew silent he left.

But within the hour, panting as they dragged their scant belongings behind them on makeshift sledges, the ragged
survivors of Krawlau were off down the mountain trails. Except they were survivors no longer. They got to the firgt
pass . . . where they found Radu and the pedk waiing for them

Which saw to the provisioning ... for the next week or <o, at least.

One by one as winter laid its white cloak on the land, Radu's scouts returned. Utterly in thral to their dog-Lord, they
had given him away neither by word nor deed. But they brought home to him various items df infarmetion and dl mama of
umours

Infametion:

There were trappers, a least four teams of them, working along the river where it wound to las in the east. These
were good clean, hardy folk; they'd make for good recruiting ... or eating, whichever. They'd made their winter camps,
and because the Moldavian steppe was il volatile they had brought their families - and more especialy their women -
with them!

There was a man with his two sons - aye, and a fine fat daughter, too. Another couple had two grown girls, who
helped out with the skinning, curing and what dl. Oh, and there were others, eating good red meat and taking pelts for
the trading. Radu's informant had seen these people from the tree-line over the river. He had noted their locations,
discovered their rude lodges in the rocks, but done nothing to dert them to his presence. They were only a few miles
away, seven at a guess. Why, he could lead a party back there this very night. . .

Radu himsdf led the raiding party, and at last there was woman-flesh in the dog-Lord's cavern manse. Naturdly, he
took 'firgt fruits of the women; he had dl of them that were worth having, kept the one he considered best for himsdf -
the only one who'd tried to have his eyes out. .. at first, anyway - and gave the rest to his men. They'd fight over
them, he knew that, but it was only to be expected. Indeed, Radu
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watched the rough-and-tumbling with great interest, in order to discover the mogt worthy fighters These were his lieutenants
dtedl. ..

Ancther soout camein, bringing moreinformetion:

Hehed goneinto the mountain hemlesin the guise o abeggar (butinfact as a spy) and seen how they were ripe for conquest
and destruction. Why, the peoplewere 0 ot he hed no doubt they could even be herded, like o merny cettlel Isolationists, pedifists, they hed
aut themselves off completely from the outside world, from al the surrounding war-tom regionsdf Dadaand the great bettlefidds
under the mountains



Radu couldn't redlly say he blamed them, and in any case it wasn't conquest that wason hismind, ar parhaps... avay suitle
conquest? No, these pagple didnt nesd a congueror but a sviour! He would nat kill them, not yet, but instead offer them his
services as a mercenary warrior, their Voevod against who or whatever might brave these mountains and atack them. A
gand sheme and asdfe onea that; far indeed it ssamed that the dogrLord hed ben right and the mountains were impregneble What? But
anly thiny years eadier Attilahimaeif hed hed his heedquarters a the foat of these vary mountains- but even he hed skirted them to continue his
as=ult on thewed!

And since Redu fird commenoed building Waf sorag here? X years sped by, and not a single invader had ventured into these
heights. Or perhaps . . . could it be that the threat from the east was finaly over? Unessy precognitive dreamstad im'no, not
yel' But Redus dreams werant dways right. Or they warg, but rardy worked out the way he thought they would. The future ssamed avary
deviousthing. And just how long westhe fuiure, anyway ... 2

Frdly dl of Redlis scouts retumed, induding the men hed sent down onto the steppes to seehow things stood. And now it wes knoan far a
fact: the last of the Huns had either retreated back into the east or settled the plains to the north. For the time being,
locally at least, the fighting wes over. Wherdfareit ssemed agood timefar expendon. Now Raduis Wamphyri taritaridism could come into

.
Obvioudly these mountains belonged to no one. They might be tamporaily 'annexed now and then, by this ar thet regime, but
no onehdd physicd sway over them It could be sad thet they belonged to the Dadians; the Ungars; the Romans, whoever; but who wes there
hereto pratect then?No men . . . exogt Redu Lykan. And whet isamountan if nat an agie? And these horseshoe mountains rearing likea
buttress againd the esst?
Inhospiteble, weare they? What, likethe colossdl Sacks of Sarsde? Ah, but therels inhospiteble and therés inhospitablel By comparison,
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theemounianswaesheaes luxury. Andineasessie? Aye toaninved - but nat toarmendreedy inresdence Ard Recuiwesthet men

Vaywdl. Harie by hemig, villageby village, tonnby toan, theseunoonouered Dadan mouniainswoud acoeund hisaontrdl. At firt hedbethe Voard
Readly then aprinodling, firdlly aking of hisonn land - this land! It might teke dl d fifty years even longe, but whet wes thet to Recl?Wanpahyi, rehed
hurdessd yearsbehind im adanincladaenunos reed Hisaigine men thosethrdlsand lieuteneniswhohed aae thraugh the Gaewith im: whee
weethe/?Caednninote eath a grewp in srdead rek on soe bettieidd, that's whae Why, esen the longeHedting o them hed ben deed far
warly yead But Rarli- helooked ayaung thirty; yourgg, if it soleesad Himl Anonymity?Behtioananymity . ... fornow, anywey. But insulaity?Ah yed He
waud praedt themountaing ad themounianswaould pratst im

Sokeit. ..

Rumous Ored Redus sooutshed head it thet aFereczy wesinleeguewith the VanoHs Hel W good ludk to him, whoever ewes keit Narai the Gross-
if infadt hedill lived- ar thissnd his thisBdosPhagmas Far if thet bedard Geesic delt as bedly with dl of his maroeraies as hed dedlt with Recli . . .
wll, thetwesareFeatzy henescht hunt doarnl

AsfartreDraus

Trey hdd fatress cedlles (agies’ of aours) in the wesan reates df Dadia in the Zauduiui Mountains ad the nothan Capathians Ratgos they wae
enamiesrow; aatanly they hed put gecebewenthem Al thebaterwhenthetimearefor Reclito ded with than heaoud eetem ot aedt atime Ard
bearethey/d braught themedvesiinto pamireceardwerebexae legands - vieky o vikouakes whodssand like betsin the night, to diirk thar vidinils
Hood o ged hiswifeard dhildren - it shouldhnit provetoo herd to reauit anany o locls to go agging their cadtles Chy Recli lacked fawad o it! But &l in
goadtime

Andmesnwhilehehedwak odb. . .
Raluhredrekoned nfifty ar moeyeastoreehimsdf Ladar king o the hossdhoe mourtairs It took dl of thet and wauld have teken noe if e hed
ben dde to andeethejaa But fag hitary, ad andat emities intevaned. Desate ealier vons he brought himedf info praminence, becare less then
anaymos & himsef ypasatage.

Fifty years to goreed aut into dl the mountain hanrles villages toans A heif-aartury to besame Voaad o the horssdoe range - in its esdan reades
aywey - duingapaiad in history whenwaladsar
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princelings were the last thing it needed. He had werewalf lieutenants in every town, with dozens of thralls to back
them up. He knew every pass, track, route, and short-cut through the eastern heights, and could move his men with
incredible speed from place to place. Of course he could, for therewes that of thewdf inél of them And indead Redu and the pack
were fearsome warriors . .. or would be. But where was the war? Never up here.

And Redu hed been wrong, too, inhisbdief thet the Drekuswould behated. They were, by those they wronged, but they were
worshipped by others! Indeed, in a hundred and fifty years they had infiltrated, corrupted and vampirized the
populace of their own western mountain areas to such an extent that entire townships were now in thrall to them,
including all of the hamlets on the approaches to their aeries!

Moreover, the Drakuls had recruited and turned loose many thralls to become their 'emissaries’ or servants (or more
properly their spies) abroad in the world. These had become wanderers, Gypsies, and ‘Travellers here no less than in



Starside, in another world. And the Drakuls had engineered dl of this a hundred years ago, when the Empire held
sway over these Dacian parts. Why, men of the Drakuls had even crossed the borders to become true citizens of
Rome -'deepers,’ as it were, in the so-called ‘civilized' regions of a barbaric world. Romans, aye ... or Romani?
Romany! The source of yet another legend.

And so the Drakuls had become amost invulnerable, impervious to attack except perhaps in the drone of hot
summer days when they dept in the deeps of their castles, in 'native soil' brought with them out of Starside.

But Radu knew none of that, not then.

He knew where they were situated, but not their situation, how powerful they'd become. He might have guessed
something of it when, wel past the fifty years of his earlier reckoning, he sent spies to map out the land in the heart of
Drakul territory . . . and they never returned. But Radu had grown powerful in his own right, until he believed that he
was invulnerable. And perhaps this had made him lax...

Meanwhilg inthe cutsdewarld beyard themounizins- beyard Deda beyard the Derute- history wespessing him by. The Westan Brrpre hed auried
angy entirdly; an Odrogathic kingdom hed b esedlished in Itely; anly the Eesian, Byzenting B, with its caaitl & Condantinople, suvivad intedt. He
krew d thesethings for rewesnat without edardl indligence patepsheem predalitle for dl thelood allled on the reing bettiefidds of thewaild
Arddl gone to waste, without that he'd been part of it.

And Gaeseric the Vandd king: dead and gone these forty-odd years; and Radu's Wamphyri vow of vengeance
gone with him, for he'd not
been a part of that either! Oh, it was maddening! Which was when he redized how bored he'd become. Well, enough

of dl that! And he promised himsdlf that when findly he was established throughout the mountains, and not just in
the east, then held find time to venture forth and play thewaniar agan

But now, in order to bring thet imeforward - dso as en exadsein preparation far it - now it wes aurdy imefar agrand expendon wed, agangt
the Drekud

Except. .. the Drakuls moved first, against him.

There had been warnings. In retrospect, looking back on the far past -dill dreaming his unquiet dreams in the
semi-solid matrix of his resin 'tomb,' - Radu knew it well enough: that there had been unsettling occurrences in his
many outposts strung out north and south aong the legs of the horseshoe range. . .

In the northern Carpathians, the Voevod Radu (occasiondly 'the Wdf) hdd sway in villages as fa removed as Rekhov, and in
thesauth as far as Turnu Rosu, where the hurtling waters of the Oltul had long snce caved a pass through the mountains on
thar way to the Danube more then a hundred miles father south. But many miles inside these far boundaries - deep in the Wolfs
heartland - even there his outposts hed hed ther prodems And nat herd to guesswhat sort of pralems

He prepared expeditions to lacobani in the north and Ruckar in the south, to see what could be done. Radu himsdlf
would lead the southern expedition; it would consist of some forty of his men, and one hundred more to be gathered
along the way. Two of his bravest lieutenants -true werewolves or ‘pups - would head north for lacobani, and likewise
collect agmal army en-route. These detachments of Radu's main mercenary force, whose nucleus was ill centred in
Wolfscrag and the hamlets around, should suffice to sort out the problem. Which was this:

Villagers and their wives and children in Ruckar, lacobani and neghbouring towns weae bang picked dof by the viesky, the
Drakul who fel upon his prey out of the night sky. People - mainly women, but occasionally children - had vanished
without trace; other victims had been found drained of their life's blood. Mumbled prayers were said over them before
they were put down into the ground ... but they would not stay down! Those of Radu's lieutenants who were perma
nently sationed inthe plague toans knew well enough how to ded with these undead 'droppings’ of the Drakuls - the stake, the
sword, and the fire- but werea aloss as to whet to do about the nightly attacks They ware werewdves and ran on the ground, while the
Drakusweaeflying aretureswiho srudk out of the sky!

And so it was seen how the Drakuls methods were the very opposite of Radu's. For despite that he was no longer
‘anonymous,’ gl he kept the facts of his vampirism - the fact that he was Wamphyri, and
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expaddly the fact of his lycanthropy - farly well hidden; wherees the Drakuls scethed openly aoroed as vampires and revelled in thar powver.
Andwhae he usad hismilitary might and prowvess to kegp atight rén on the peoples who came under his control and within his
sphere of influence they usad fear pure and snpe Also, whare Radu reartited men only in such numbers as were affidant to resupply o
compamat thepadk, and killed only srangers wandarars outsdars, and beedts df the wild far the provisoning - but never people under his
‘protedtion; o rarely, when they were rebellious, or openly suspicious of him - the Drekus nat only reauited thar thrdls in
outrageous numbars but wereusing their vampiriam to infiltrate the enemy camp and destroy oppostion framwithin S thet ina
way thar blunt methods wae sultle dter dl: fird convat Raduis people, and when his power bese hed bean destroyed . . . then attack
him!

These hed been the Wdifs thoughts on the metter, and in his minds eye held seen the gradua eastward creep of the Drakuls -
their eding-up o histowns and villages- until & thelegt, as leeders of two vegt vapire hordes they'd jain forcesinamess atteck on Wolfsrag
itsdf ... and discover Redu and the remnants o his padk trgpped in the cavemn mense

Then ...

... Parhgpsit wes anly the morhidity of Reduis dd mamaries (farintheir subconscious minds, even creatures who are grown evil
and monstrous beyond words mey betanified anew by nightmares out of ther past; even the hanific mey be harified) but suddenly hegavean



invduntary shudder; atramor ran through himin the sami-dlid resn of hisva.

Orwasthetramor intheresnitsdf?

What? A sound! A reverberation, however faint - or furtive? Now surely the Drakuls were upon him.. .../

But no, no, for that wes only an dld dream out of the digtart pest, while the sound had been here and now . . . immediate and
threatening. And this time he could not be mistaken. There was someone herel Or... someone coming? Wel, of
course someone was coming, eventually. A ddicious someonewho aways care S perhaps that wes it anticipation, or wishful
thinking. Imagination.

Ah, yesss! But it was much too early . .. she wouldn't be here yet awhile

Anticipation, yesss. But not yet. . . awhile.

No, not yet... a... while...

SomMy Radu rdaxed into resurgent dreams dlowing tham to foam up again over his anxieties to drown them. And however
uncertainly, however rductantly - having come thet much dosar to atrue awekening this time - his mind returned to its state of
hibernation, its contemplation of bygone caturies. . .

Atthet timg inthemountans o Mddavig Reclihed scarcdly redizad theurgany o his situetion; hehed ssnthegad d encedmat of e Drakis anoss the
Trasvaian mountainsinto MddaviassjLet thet gradlel. But infadt their dan hed beenmoeimmediate ad their carpeign nat medy ared taritaridiam
but do d dedrudion

RedLisdesrudion, andnowd

Patly, itwestheamity which exids bewemn &l gregt vamres A hetred which hed exdded snoe the building o the fird Sardde agies which hed ben
wogtindl theboodwvasd aperdld wald adwhichwad row aontinein thiswarld until theed o time, ar until roaeweslét tocary it an It westhe
kronetein thedak heat of ey Ladd theWanrdhwi thet if hewadd livehermug cb o ahasd hiskind befaethey ddtohim

But franthe Drekuls pant of view, it wesaso thenesd to deer thewey far equerson For it sssmed o them thet they hed poseda part: thet they aould live
avarpreshaewithout hidng themsdvesanay. Anorymity wesro langer areguiramat, rolanger smonymaouswith longevity - but invinalbaility wesl

Theywaenat visonaies the Drekuls no; but pamars catanly. Far theime baing, far now these soaiing mounianswere vat. But in somefure ting
waldtheeberaomfar dl theWamphyi vet tocame thoseasyet undired aut of wamen ar brought doout by trandfusion o vamare egps ar paisoned bood?
Whidchd themwee detined o inhait this eath, these gaurt and goamy mountairs? Treegr ad Hoodksons of ndde Dralds a the goann o nriserede
dogl aos?Ardwhet f theFaencys? W, far themomant the Faenczyswaenat pat o theepugiion, but Redu Lykan mod definitdly wes. ..

Redlisequdtionary fateswaereedy; hewesonthe pant of ssding themwesward thraugh the high pesssswhenreheadarumour - bt s.ch auowr thet it
aaeradadin hisimegreion adgev thae until heaoudnt ignareit. Than sading thelaodoen contingant narth, hetodk hison paty with imdoan ino
thesigpe to Barauwhare this whigoe hed its arigin. Ard row the truth wes lesmedt how the Bvperar Letinian hed conrissaned affledt urder the ganed
Bdisaius to drikea the VartHsevan anossthe Metdtaraneen in north Aficaad aher pats. . . and tekebak e Wedan Brpire

TreVadd ad Redusddvow il urfulfilledt AmdaFerey arogtreteedhaosssuma thet! Od Gaessic ey raegretrewey o dl - ar mogt -
flesh but & leet areFezy rameined Ardendter dl thistimeany anivingmamoe o the Feraczy dyredy wesfar adaney Redlis diret eamy, gaan
d thoseddan desroyers
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of his dearest love in another world, another time. And dl of it like yesterday to Redu

Hishlood was up & once: hesaw dl kindsdf possihilities jainwith the Byzantines asamercenaty under Bdisaius disinguish hmsdf inthe
field of battle, eventually return to these desolate heights, but as Voavod of dl Dada- and dl with the Emperar's goprova! And
then sseto the Drakuls with an entire legion, parhgps; to back imup.

Grand schemes, except ... no, it could never be. For his plans were made and his mind set. And in the west the
Drakuls were waiting even now. Also, who could say how the Byzantines would come out of this new venture? What
if they should lose? Indeed, it would be to Radu's advantage if that were the case (especidly if he was not with them),
for he would rather protect his mountain territories against some future invasion by Vandas than the reborn,
restructured might of Rome!

And 50, tom two ways Radu retumed to Walfsorag in the heights Or to whet had been Walfsoreg, Butnow ...

It might eesly beadffarent pace Radu scarady recognized it. But he did reogrize hisarar, ar something o it. Hisdreams of wafare in these
mountans not againg invadars out of the eedt but the Drakuls not againg a horde of nomed wariars but asvam o vampired Under the
grey cloud ceiling of early winter, there had been no sun to fear; they hed floarn by day, atacked by rignt. And, but for the fact
thet hed gone doan into the plan, Redu would have been pat of it But fram the shear scale o the devestetion he knew thet even he could
never have suvived it

The gantlets were undermined, toppled inwards. In severa places the ceilings - even the sides of the crag, of the
mountain peak itsalf -hed fdlenin whare back smoke railed and the oocasond tongue of flame ill bdched up fram the fires withine Fifty
years wak gone upinsmoke. The scene was very nearly volcanic; certainly it burned in Radusheat.

The Drekud Bvidence df them and theirs wes everywhere, but they had not had it dl their own way. A haf-dozen common
thralls stood gaunt as sentinels in the early morning light, like mind-blasted, ydlow-eyad tatlems on the dopes o runed
Wolfsorag; but ahendful of grim, grimy, surviving lieutenants tumbled mangled vampire bodies down into the fiay vents the
whileinhgling gudtily on theresk o ther buming.

Ah Radusdreamwesredl aslife as death, as undesth! S that he sniffed, too - with hismind, far hisgreet walfs notrils were plugged with
resin- and for amomant he could even sl the roasting et ..



... Until he smelted something else!

Srdled- heard - sensed - something d

A presanod Anintdligencd
Ardthistimehesmply coud nat bemigeken Foatsteps ruming A mouh, gegaing A heatt, pourding
Radisheat pourdsd too, but just oo asngegreet thrdbin hishreegt, firdlly bingngimandee. .

Barieknareibtredaed he Mada. Searepating, with piduresd theva-aediLres dit o andiengedill bumingantreged he oan mind Ard
deare pordhing the quetion o her oan presae hae It weshadly the firdt time $ed © podaed, ad it wolldnt ke the lest. But dd it cordlitLie
unoatainty, meking her unwarthy? Surdy nat. Surdy it wespat o theritugl: nat anly to papauseHim b her oan faith in Hm For dter dl dewes o Hm
honee mary timesramoved

Ardtreaesueinteva?Wasthet oHim, too?Bamie Enkraw thet it wes ad aemaewes & to wandaing whet sort o afuirewadd waodd it bg
winHeareup o devdemarkind into His kind? Whet pat caud a Thing a things s.ch asthe vekaregture day in the dak and deedly fuurewald o her
Mager'sfaaisaning? Hisguardian areetLres? But againg whe, inawaidwhaethedogl adwesthe utimete pona?

Attrewetan edrared thelar $rerecgized her lacation, caretoahlt, cortrdled her bregthing, Itwaud never db to gaarcech Himin this agjteted Sete,
doning sgsd her uncatarnty. But ss$ewaed moeadnoelike Hm thenaefeafu $egaw. ..

...Ardtret wesathought to give pause, too! Ve, Barrie Jen Miru, Hisfram kirth, fearfu? Ard of Hinf? Ridauald It wes this daog daying anher
raves he ming itwestheaedureinitsresin vt itwes. . . axidy, yed Treadvat o Hary Keogh and thewetider in Edinough, and repat eris in gagel
Bumod d dl it wesanaeres o the fag-goraediing fime o her Made's anekarning when Hewauld ke up again A ime o drenge when her chyolag
edddiaiwey o lifemd of nesessty danog toaooommockeHis

For & presat Hewesanly her M in aosantia, adewestheWweemidress' But. . . how much influence wauld Barie Jen reiain whan the Mader wes
bed?Ardif itstruethet whenthe catsaney themicewill day, how playful’ the ab when the WA is nat to house?Walld her Mader have given thought to
arh awesit benesth Him?Goud Heaonsder ach things inHislang degp adwhy dd degvethought to it? Hed Seben unfeitful, if anly inber mrind, in
he thoughts? Bamie en didnit thirk o; butinay caeereser siaudy, ard ree melidaugly!

Butthen dewodd beWanphyi! Ardtheyweareas priddul, territorid. . . and thished bemn her territary for doseantwo hurdred yeerd

WHet?
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She couldntt go to Himthinking these thoughtd She hedht intended to think them! It was this place, her mood, the question of
her own continuity, whendl thet should concem her wesHid

Hovwaud it blewhenHewesys? Wret would e dlloned, andwhet dsalloned?

Men? Oh, she'd known men over the years. But that had been ettirdy competide with her fathfulness to Hm Indeed He hed
required thet she know men, 0 that she might be exparienoad indl things Hewished no wilting, virgind hend-meiden sitting & His right hand in
that dak, fuiurewarld of Hisvisons but an expaienced women No naivee, blushing bumpkin but aschdar indl Man's ways in his emations as
wal as his sciences. For the more a man (or awoman, or a changeling aresture out of the myths and legends o the pest) knows his
enay, themareessly hemey digposeof im

Intdligence. ..

Aye indligence, thet wesitl ... To gather knoMedge of thewaldd around, for His sake. And surely to have intelligence was to
be indligant and to question things? Bven such questions as Bamie Jeen hed asked harsdf? But they weare not symptomdtic of treechary.
Neve that.

Intelligence? .. . A presence? . . . Bonnie! Bonnie Jean! (A grunt, dmog o pen, firdly of recognition, but sounding in her
mind)

And then B.1 reded asif srudk in the foreheed, as she knew thet the words in her heed were nat hars but His She wias the intdlligancg, thet
presance Herefared to; for her Mieagter hed sensed her herdl But how long hed Hebeen ligening, while she thought. ... such thoughts?

Shedeared he mind, indesd her thoughts were driven ou, if only by her utter confusion. And; 'Master, | am here.' She gasped
the words out, concatrating only onHm

Bonnie! Bonnie Jesssaan! (A grurt, asnad, firelly asigh. Thenavast and tenible sniffing, like thet of agrest hound - the Greet Hound - as He
tradked her essence through the shuddaring vaults o her mind). And echoing there: But | had thought. . . an intruuuuder!

Sewssin contrd of harsdf now. No infruder, no! She shook her heed, then lifted her geze up, up, teking in the outline of his grest done
sarcophagus likean dtar & the gpex o agranitejunte the source o these, His thoughts. ‘No intruder, my Master. Just me'

(Anather umiding Sgh, and His thoughts coming desrer to her asthe mental connection strengthened, as His concentration
centered yonha). A BamieJesssen Bt .. dd | call you? It seas. . . toosoar?

Yau dd nat cdl me my Mgt (Bomie Jeen hed caught her bresth now; she waas fully in command of the situation, of her
words and thoughts dike). 'But | came in a hurry, before my time. If | have disturbed you, then | am sorry, but events
were such ...

Eventsss?

'Yes,' she nodded, climbing the crazily-angled jumble of the steps. 'Yes, there have been . . . occurrences. A watcher in Edinburgh
-some kind of spy, perhaps - and a mysterious stranger. Perhaps these things mean nothing, | can't yet say, but | thought it best
that you should know.'

But just as quickly as Bonnie Jean had regained command of her senses, so Radu had come fully awake. And as she stepped up
onto the platform of his sarcophagus, so she felt the intensity of his thoughts -his menta frown - right through the stone dab walls
of his coffin. A spy, in Edinburgh? (His 'voice' was sharp, severe). And a mysterious stranger? And yet you saw fit to come here?



What, and would you place me in jeopardy, Bonnie Jean?

‘Never that, my Master!" She shrank back from his severity. 'For am | not your guardian, set to watch over you? And | have
watched most diligently. | have served you faithfully. Why, my blood isin you, as yours isin me! But now | need advice, and who
dsecan | go to?

(Radu's grunt by way of reply. And after a moment's consideration): First tel me about this watcher, this spy. Could it be . . .
Them? Do you think they seek me out?

I think it must be them, yes,' she answered, and she told him what Harry Keogh had told her. It wasn't much, but it
worried him neverthdess When shewes done

But whet if you were fdlowed on your way here? How do you know your precautions were sufficent? At leest one Drakul aunvives 0|
bdiew for | have dreamed it. Aye, and morethan one Ferenca! And hareaml, aweak, shrivelled old thing like . . . why, like a fly
in amber! | am not ready to be up, Bonie Jean. | cannat protect mysdf. And you ... areonly agirl.

Atwhdhdehidedavay little adkrew thet rewold sreeit ssaurdy esif they warefaeto face Then dimbing anto the piled debs tonvads areed o
tresaaophen s $eleanad o/ therimto gaedbanan him o thet rowv they werefaeto face But hisfamwesindidtingt, dosaured by theresnwharedigt hed
stled anits austed, winkded suface Sedared hedk, uniil donty thethingintheresin tock anananesomeauine

His eyes were closed, of course, as they had been for al of the two hundred years she'd known and served him. But behind them,
as ever, Bonnie Jean saw, sensed, but couldn't quite fed their heat. Oh, but it was there, subdued but not quenched: the nickering
heet of life - or undeath - suspended to the limit. Moreover, it was as if something of the fire of those eyes had spilled out onto
their sunken orbits, to turn them and his hollow cheeks ruddy againgt the sick-yellow pallor of his face in generd.

Her Master, despite that he was not all man, was a veritable giant of
2%
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amen He mug be dmog seven fedt tl, ad in his heyday, fulflehed, he had been more physically powerful - and more
dangerous, certainly -than any intelligent creature the world had ever known. Hed had the speed and cunning of the
walf, the intelligence of man, the strength of the Wamphyn!

And will again, Bonnie Jean, and will again, he told her. And in a momat Vaywdl, | can ssethat | have offended you. And |
acogpt that you care harein all good faith, and thet you have taken all necessary messures to kegp e sefe And truth to tdl, | have bemn
feding. .. wesk Which hes medemreimpatient and less than agresgble. Is that 0 hard to understand? | think not. The years o waiting have
been long, and what aml becorme but awraith o my former sdf? And you areright: your blood hes kept mewarm kept ne dive S, this time
you areearly;, perhapsitisas well, for my spark flickers low, Bonnie Jean. But you . . . shall rekindeit yet again.

At that last Radu's 'voice' had falen to a low, guttural, aimost a lustful gom, which Borie Jeen had answvered with an
invauntary shudder (of immeasurable horror ... or unthinkable pleasure? She couldn't say), far hismeaningwasdear enough.

That, honever, will haveto kegp far now, the thing inthe resin quiddy wert an, and hisvaice was nomrd egan. Aye for we have ather things
to do, to disouss Prodlas have presented themedves, but until | know thar exdernt, | cannat know how to counter them Andl there have been
other problaTs which remain.... unresolved? Whet about the girl? Awhole year, Bornie Jean. Isshe il missing? Isthere no nens o her? If
nat, wemug asumethewors: that They took ha! Wherefore, they could be that much doser toyou, andtorre. ..

But: ‘No,' B.J. shook her head, and knew he would sense it. 'She didn't know this place; she'd never been here. Nor
did she know you, my Master.'

But heknewaf me And cartainly sheknewof you

'She was sworn to silence,' B.J. countered. 'She was beguiled, hypnotized . . . she could not speak! None of us can,
and mysdf least of aU; you vowrsef have seen to that, my Master. An enemy might contrive to steal me away -
though not without afight - but he could never mekenetdk. .. "

Huh! (A wry, dry, barking chuckle). But you do not know the Warrphyri, Bonnie Jean. With tham you mugt always assune the
word. Honewer, let us put thet asdefor now and go on to this ather thing. You have tald me about the waticher. WWewill talk about im - what
to do about Him- again. But you also mede mention of a mySerious dranger. What, and have you let a men into your life, Bonnie Jean? Into
our lives? Ah, and you ssmito condder iminportant! | can evenfed your ... what, exdtement? Very wal, and now perhaps you will tdl e
about im

Yesss tdl meall about your mysterioussranger.
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Or better till, show meeee.

And she did. For long minutes the story flowed from her mind to his, just as she remembered it. And while it
answered certain questions he hadn't yet asked - such as the result of her quest for a bogus werewolf in London,
which she had undertaken on his behalf- it prompted others which he'd scarcely conceived ever to ask her.

And now Radu's excitement was as great ashers.. . .
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BONNIEJEAN: HER DUTIES THE DOG-LORD: HISSOLUTION



Thismen, (Raduis aiog wias esger, dmogt penting, in Bannie Jeanis ming), this Harry Keogh. | have ssn imwith your eyes and know how he
drikesme But how dd he grike you?

BJ. didn't quite know how to answer. 'As ... mysterious,’ she findly said, and tried to suppress her involuntary
shrug. 'Asif he hid secrets where there couldn't possibly be secrets, because he was beguiled. He sruck me as amen who
hes seen and expaiancad thingsno other man ever saw or experienced. He was warm, gentle, human... ad yet he was cdd, had,
and—

—Inhumen? (The Gregt WA sniffed inher mind literelly abloodhound on thetrall). et il you tdl methat heés not anedf them

‘Heishumen, my Mader, hetddhim. | would gekermy lifeonit!

On but you aready have, he ansvered with alow, rumbding go. But as B.J. recognized the threat, he quickly added, All of our
lives! Which saved to rdieve something of the onus he hed ssamed to pace on her.

‘Madte, she s#t out to convince him, this men hed mein his power, however briefly - but long enough to kill me catainly! Instead he kgt me
fram trouble, from herm He adimits to <kills thet would be of greet benefit to you. He has worked for ... a covert agency,' (she was
finding difficuity in describing Hay's duties and no wonder, for shescarcely understood them hersdlf). 'He was . . . above the laws
of the land Now, asyour agant, he coud proveinvadueble Asafighter, hesquidk and srong. And as athinker, dep, | thirk. If therés nore to
Hmthen | have found, | know you canfind it wherel havefaled' Thereweas nathing more she could tdl im

Afterawhile

Asto how he struck me: forcefully, Bonnie Jean. He struck me powerfully, and with more than any normal poner. Why, | et it
inyour mind! He was beguiled, aye, but he likewise beguiled you! You were
attracted to imas a men, nat 30? Dot dany it, for even though you won't adimit it to yoursdf, you cannat lie to e | have fat it your
fasonation for this... thismydeious ong aye

‘But. .. but. . .I' B.J. sputtered, because her Master had seen whet she hed nat, ar what she hed refused to acogt.

Oh? Ha-ha-ha-ha! Radu's laughter was a staccato barking that stabbed briefly, harshly in her mind . . . before
coming to an abrupt hdt. Andisthat why hes il alive, Bonnie Jean? Because you desired to fed himin your body, his roat burrowing in
your S0il, sesking to seed itsdlf in the garden of your s2¢? Isit 07 Did you desire to fudk him Bonnie Jean®? Or far imito fuck you?

'My Master, I..."

Then you should havel For therearenmoreways to endave a men than by sharing your blood, your esssnce better ways to erthrall im
than by a hite; ather ways to saduce than by addiction to poisoned wines Hisvaicefdl to a whisper, awhine, afetid panting. And it
seemed that he dripped her to the soul ashe infamed, Why, your worman's body would more than auffice to enrdave amen - ay men o
cregture - | anare Your soft breadts and thighs would enthrall, enfold him And the sudtion of your sex would be a greater addiction, a
sneder poison by far than any wing, honever srangeandrare. ..

Bomie Jeen got down from the fim of his sarcophiaguss, Stood with her heed bowed, end dared a the budkled flags supporting his greet
odffin She felt shame, for plainly her devotion had been to other than her Meger. But it hed teken Him to identify emations thet
she hed rgected. Redu fdt B.1 's confusion, her dgedtion, and sadt

No, Bonnie Jean, you are nat &t fault. Youre a wormen, destined to be more than a women. And you have suppresssd emotions thet are
indinct in you asthey areine In 0 daing, youve also proved a paint: thet you are not yet Wamphyri! For the Wamphyri may not

suppress their erations If they could, then were they unstoppable, unbeatabld Aye and that is inportant to meg Bonnie Jean: that you
arenat yet o that high dation. For the. ... condition of the Greet Vanpireis such asto meke it, well, let ussay undesirable, at thistine

Hefdl slent (musng, dethought). But ismesning hed nat e e .

After awhile- if anly todergethesjet ad dvat histhoughts-Bl fet it pudatt to prapt im Made, | anhee ealy, thet's tue Butinary caeit is
deetotretimed yaur reend. Whileyau gvethought to trethings e tad you weshoud seto your redenishing Alo o thernescsdf your aeture. . .

Mywarrior? Hewas a once intereed. Isthe beast well? Does the great vat suppart hinf? Does he wax and quicken? Surdy it is 0. For
dnce heisdf g hetoo mug fed thetine narrowing down.

'Hewaxes, my Master. He.. . . quickens in hisvat, yes.'

BrianLumley
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Seerto it, then, he told her. Tend the beast first, while | lie here and think, and consider. .. oh, a great many things.
But hurry, Bonnie Jean, for you have awakened ne and nmy timeis nigh. And | hunger like a hdpless child dirring in his arib, but the
faithful little mother isat hand to bare her breast. ..

B.J went out onto the bald, domed roof of Radu's redoubt and followed a south-westerly route that she'd known for
the better part of two centuries. Indeed to her keen eyes and senses there was now a clearly discernible track between
scattered boulders, across gaping fissures, and through the treacherous scree jumbles of the high, narrow passes.

Her camouflaged denim suit was crag-grey and lichen-green, matching her surroundings. Over her Ieft shoulder, tied
across her back, she carried a rope; aso on the left, two smadl grappling irons dangled from her wide leather belt. A
crossbow hung on her right thigh, and was strapped-just above the knee so as not to swing with her movements.
These things, plus aknifein aleather sheath, were dl that Bonnie Jean caried



To her rdief, the sun was hidden behind bank upon bank of clouds sweeping in from the west, across the
Monadhliath Mountains and the Spey. It was mid-afternoon, creeping towards evening; the shadows of the crags
beginning to creep, too, but that meant nothing to B.J. Her eyes were ferd as the wilds she traversed; they saw the
wildcats sporting in the heather before the cats saw her. Only the eagles, circling on high, had any great advantage.
But she wasn't interested in cats and eagles. Both were difficult, and both dangerous until stone dead.

But on the penultimate, false-plateau of a series of mighty terraces east of Loch Insh, B.J knew there were
near-inaccessible woodlands and copses in the lee of the upper heights. Knew, too, that she'd find deer there - indeed,
agmadl herd of deer. Her kill would not be missed; these were creatures of the wild; she was the only one who had ever
culled them. And she required just one, afaun; not for sweetness but size. It must be easily portable, back to the lair.

She came to the rim. The forest-belt sprawled a dark, misted green dl of seven hundred feet below, and the chimney
of ateetering stack was her route down.

At the top of the last stage of her descent, B.J. used her rope to form a hoist and lowered the grapples, and without
further pause went hand over hand to the bottom. Her prey had long since sensed her and fled, of course; in this
place, there were no sounds extraneous to nature. Any sound that was strange was also dangerous.

So she tracked them through the woods. And from then on, never a snapped twig or the swishing recoil of a
brushed-aside branch to give her away . . . until the last moment, when the gut of her crossbow thrummed and the
lethal bolt hissed unerringly to its target. ..

* * *

Padysed with its inedmos seered aapaint areindh fawad of theflangesdf its houldars theloudk mady rembled as B usad the rgpead ggpesto
haig it by gegesuptrediff. Theanime hed vadsd itsdlf inthewoodsand so didht foul her. Then the faurmile trek bedk to trelair, with the Suddaing budk
anhe doudas adB. hogng egdng hopetiet it wouldnt dedang thewey. Na far e the vet of Reduis best dewaud repuire e egre d its pounding
heat tobeet o thevay lat.

Attrelar, deloveed e aimd into the vat dosest 1o the geet Ve, fdloned it into dakness Shatly, Seeedd terarp o theim o tevet ad
tossad the budk down ario the yellow, sami-sdlid surface Than bedk down and aound to the reer o the v, wharea agqgper indemart wes stored in alled
wiggangs Itwesahdlow tbethreefed long threequatasdf aninchindame, withatrumpeHike furd & aeend Tre painted ed hed ben aut trauch
dagordly, likethetip o ahypodamicnede

Bak yptrerapiotrelud whaeB.J noved the palysed animrel asckinad o dive e daped o thefurd comnino teresn ... awhdte
deureodirea sihougted Redlsaegtire dirred vishly, loneser duggily, intregdainoussoup d itsvatwartd Far tre fluids in the sedike coewere
nt dare d resn and thadae less reddat. Sesaw the 3dden movamat, whidh caused her o dat. It wes the firg ime in al BJ's time thet this hed
hepened Ardlit mesrt thet her Madier wesight: hishbest wesindesd qiderg

Then without further pauee (@, if anything, moreurgarttly, whileyet her mood wes right far it) Sewaked the aqper tuling doan inio thegunm y resin a
goodtwothirdsd itslength, uniil thefurd dudk uplikeapouting mouth Ardgimedrgallittie, but with o aher Sgn o rdicance, deadt the budds throet
adhdditsbody gesdy antherim, wetdhing itslifés Hood ouring into thedssarebdl-mauth of thefumd, fran theeto gudeitswey o trething inthevet

Doanthere theremight beanudimeantary mouthar mouths B didht know, aoudnt ssy. Seanty krew thet theliving Hood of theuds wauld be eosahed
inohe Made'saegiure A quat o Hood, mayte So little far so much bt enauch, Ard anly allittle less for Redly, deaite thet hehed anly aretanth f the
va-thingshulk. But then, RecLinesekd - ar camerckd - omuchmore Ard nat dea'sbload..

Inawhile (uprisndy lag minutes late, when the flow wes less then adatting tridde), B.J dapped the budKs body to ae sdead dew at telag
furd. Tedrg it to agacewheewas fdl vaticdly fram aoove ad ok into conjedturd. daths bdow, e weded the furd o, rgdacad it in its
wiggangs reumed it o itsnidebdind thevet
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Then she cut out the raw, fresh heart of the buck to take with her, and toppled the diffening carcass doan the dak ad
unknown course d thewatafdl. And now it wastimeto attend Redl

Theday hed ssamed vary shart; it wes the seeson, and B.1 hed had much to do. Outside, the sun was setting, the light fading.
Her eyes readly adjuded to the goom of the cavem aamdex, s she reumed to the sarcophagus, kindled a fire of bone-dry
faggots from a pile of prepared wood, boiled water on a tripod and brewed tea. Hungry herself now, and succumbing
at last to her own needs, she ate the buck's heart raw with teeth that formed razor cusps even as they woked & the wild
flesh Janslikeaged trap finished the jobin short arder: nat much by way of sustenance, but the heart's dak musde hed been drong and BJ's
gysem would meke best use of wit litile there hed been. She could have saved mare df the budk, but hedn't wanted to glut herself. No, for
now she must stay aert, and not give in to the inevitadle drovdnessof her imminart. ... depletion.

He depletion, yes far her Mager would haveiit no ather way. How often hed hetdd ha: The flesh and blood of onés oawn mugt dways be
the dearet, asit isawaysthe svegtet!" Hismeaning hed never been entirdy dear - & best it Sounded sinister - but B hed teken it to meen that
the blood of men and women, humen baings, wiasthe neturd fare df the wearendlf. And gpatt fram a hendful of oocagions when shed brought
various thralls and recruits here, this perhaps dubious duty had been hersdore

Fartifiedby her med, nowitwastime. ..

Reduis funnd was o soft beeten gald; only its needletip was of copper. B. took it fram its searet plaoe, carefully wipad it deen, camied it up to
the rim of his sarcophagus and gazed down on him. 'Master, | am reedy.

Asaml, Bonnigean! Hisansver rang & oncein her mind Asaml, yesss And | have given thought to everything youive told e Now, as you
attend me, | shall tell you what must be done. For time is narrowing down, and my dreams scan ahead of me to
strange new tomorrows. Nothing mugt be allowed to interferewith iy ... my resurrection? And everything mugt be done to enhance it.



Far while | have 'ssm to that point, beyond it lies uttermogt confusion. The fuiure o all men and areatures wes e a davious thing,
Bornigean. And mine- and yours- no less But for you 1 have ssafull and glorious oot a wondrous good amen, yessd Whilefor mysdf, |
shall be bright asadar! And o our placesin tomorrow'sfirmamant ssamfixed, which isthewhere and the when o it. But astto the how df it
thet remeinstobese...

While he 'taked' to her, B.J. busied hersalf. She pushed the feeder into the resn arust of Radus sarcophagus and used her
weght todriveit dowly but surely deeper into the semi-congealed stuff within. A
caoemek syadhad ino thegddan tube caming levd with thesuiface o the resing tdd her predsdy where to dop. Ay degper and the dap, hdllow knifee
pant o thefumd wald diverigt into Reds e

At thewatcher, Racli coninued, ssdeprepared atoumiquet anher left am bt It it dadk If thisisroinmocent ar cainddantd thing, then it ean any ke
aedeteremeee Adinded| fed merecd Thisweldhe isathrdl: aFeeny, ar aDrad, ae Hewetdhesyauto dsove me Adhewill dsove e
if recan ardleed hiseder heretony/lair-through yau, Bamigeen trraughyou Adsothareisaly aearsne toit: digoosedf im But nat row; nat yet

Hra leern dl aout iy knowvhimasyaukrovyours, if thet isat al possble, o thet Fenay nat respypanyouuremounoad Then, dos o tretine-
bt aywhen| gvetheward- then setohin Far if hewereto sucbinly disspeer, row inmrediatgly . . . why, hisrester wauld rdly udardand thet hehed
fourdre ard thet | hed foud hind

Ad oty tharealter therewoldbetwowetcha's thentiree. ... until intheend | waud deneuphere becauseyau codd i anetonre O if adwhenyau
dd nyearieswad falovyouand findmehdpless here Ad be are Bamigeen, thet they wauld dedl just as arudlly with yau aswith e Far yau area
warenardaey, adtey... aeVarphyil

B.] st beside thelimdf the sarcophagus with her bedk to an angled deb of sone, but nat too comfartably, and without dlanding avey mece
onedidng aut through the ataies of her et wrist with the razor-sharp blade of her knife Indesd it wes 0 shap thet she scarcdly felt its hite -or
anly vay hridfly - and the aut wes S0 deen thet for a Snge momatt it remeined dossd. Long enough far her to leen faward over the tim and
dirett thefirg sudden spurt into the golden fumd.

But Redu hed 'heard the hiss of ar between her denched teth, fdt the sting in her mind, sensed the tightening o her somech, and knew
what these things meant. And, Ahhhh! he said, as the hot, red, salty dreem commanoad to flow doan the golden tube to his
encysted figure Then, to cover the unmistekable [ust that suddenly bumed like firein his thoughts (end mugt surdy bum itswey into Barmie
Jeens), heforoad himsdf to continue with hisingrudions

... Sothen, he baked, we have dealt with this watcher. Or we will, eventually. But always remanber, Bonnigiean, that revengeisa dish
best served cdld. Revenge’? Oh, yessd for | have ssmin your mind how he has worried and angered you with his snooping. And | know that
you would be avenged, even as| mugt avenge mysdf againg his meder, one df mine own enamies out of andient times But attend e wdl,
Bonnie Jean. It can be nothing drametic, nothing pectacular. When the time cones this wetcher should Snply . . . yes dissppear! Le his
mester wonder but never know. That way, by the time he mugt know theway df it, and when
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hisauricgty bringshimto ssskmeout, | shall beup and abaut intheworld. Timethen far my revenge, aye But only think, Bonnie Jean: if such
asyou have fdt the urgeto drike at our enaies- and for what good reason, eéh? The el irritation of covert observation®? The shuddering
anticipation o some unknown, unspedified DOOM waiting jugt around the comer - then what of ny passions, whose torment hes lagted for
two thousand years? Huh! WA, let retdl you: therewere bloodHeuds before nring and bloodwars snce But the nexdt onewill be hat, be are
Ashat ssevay hdl that menhaveeer dreamed .. |

Thena pause 0 udden,, 0 shap it wes dmogt agagp in BJ 'smind, as the first drop of her blood, then a gush - a crimson,
bloating bubble in the ydlow envelope of fluid surrounding him - stained and suffused the aead Redus werd wdf heed.
And

Ahhhh! It was amost a sob of pain, but an agony so sweet that it vibrated like some unbearable note struck on the
chords of the mind. And in B.J's mind it was the rushing, irretrievable cry of climactic sex, the nerve-wrenching howl
of ashovel in clay-cold ashes, the joy of the full moon when its cdl can no longer be denied. It was dl of these things,
and more. It was the blood that is the life

Her blood, and Radu's life, as the influx, the monstrous infusion, commenoad

And it was dways the same: as if her Master were a live, dien current, which the conductor of her blood carried
back to Bonnie Jean. For once the connection was made, the current came flowing back up the life-stream and into her.
It leaped to her, quick as light, with the speed of an eectric arc: the incredible, terrible fact of Him! And as always - if
only for those first few unutterable, unbearable seconds -she knew the truth of Him. That there was no truth in Him!

It came and it went, and left her floating, drifting on a sea of unknown emotions, no less than his bite would have
done. For one brief moment the agony of Truth ... and for the rest of time the inescapable acceptance of a Great Lie
And before she could consider the difference, or even the existence of a difference:

Yesss! (His hiss sounded that much clearer in B.J. 's innermost being). Ah, yesss! Child of my children, my life is in you, as you
were in me. My life is you, as yours will be mine. But not yet awhile, not yet. . .

And as something of his unthinkable pleasure receded, and he accepted the renewa of his hideous life

Asfar thedirl, gonefor ayear and never to reurn: we mugt acoept thet she is no more. At best she has become one of theirs: a
Drakul or a Ferenczy, aye Marelikdy, Sesahusk, drained of knonedge and life both. Let usassume that you areright and e could nat
talk Sill de 'tdd enough to interest them hence the wetdher. Or has he been there a long time, Bonnie Jean®? Longer than you suspedt?
Bven years decades? The latter, | think. If nat, then how did they know to take onedf yoursin
thefirs place? Whet camefirg, the egg, the parg, o thelesch? Itisaridde it movesinadrde and isbet left dore Likenisethegrl. .. forget
her. Seisnomore



B.J listened with the one part of her mind that remained dert. As for the rest: her eyes were closing, her head
nodding until she struggled to keep it upright. Drowsing, she was carried on the current of Radu's life, and was
nothing without that she belonged to him. It was his art, his hypnotism, the beguiling. She had it, too, but by
comparison was an infant where he was the old, old Master . . . but a master of more than maehypnatism.

And B.J's heart thudded, her blood pumped, and her mind listened . ..

Frdlywehaethis. .. thismyaaiasar (Reolieventuely aonirued). Chwhomyau adirit towardring: pehgpsthe Mydarios Ore? Yesss Bamie Jen,
adyauhaest metowordaing, too. Far | aessnhiminnydrearstieenay ages adtreaewhomyau hae doan to neis it dsgnilar. Butinny
ders... drangg but | rae savhimdearly. Whilel wesgventokowd himy I wesrea parritiad to krow him Hewes durred, aye, ar et bet ill-defined),
asdl dearsd tefuLre arg aly nreso Ad 0 | areto thirk of himas The Men With Two Faces because while lerendined thesare. . . his face
drergd Nat thet hewes twofeoed, asintrecammonussgedf thet e you undardand. Ng, for thishesnathing to cowith Srle tet ey

... whetdossit mear? Far | havereed it in yaur nind, thet yau, too, Bamie Jen hae ssn anather sce of im- asif sare aher warelodking ot
thraugh hisges? But cold thet ather beng insarefulLreine? If o, thenindeed heis tre Mydiarios Qredf ny drearrs O—

—Isit dl atrids atrgp, adee aberfuge? (Redlismatd vacewessuddirly $apas B.J's knife). Hehdped you when he caud have killed you, you sy,
But revarba how, intheGrek S, thefidammenwould beit ther hodswith little fishes - to catch big aned Ard this 'covart ageoy/ hewarked for, Whoe
acpy, 1ak? Treponarsthat be yausay. Far whet good purpose | ask? Towhichyauarsie, ‘o Leurpthelans of theland, and syderert temwharetrey
will nat aficd’ B? Usipthelans? | amagiorided Far thisaggoy mug beponearful indsed, thet it warksausde of goiarmrantsand land Viay well, then
wowaethisMydaia s Onesmedas? Alas heewehaerpamnsig, for thiswesalineyoudd nat pura e Ah butbesrethet T will. . !

Redu pausad, prabed amomant with hisvamaremind, and immed atdly, wariedly inguirect Isall well, Barmie Jerf? Doyauheer ne? Bt attand g
for nyreass sl goanbgyad todky. Andl | wauld thet yaugo anwith thed

B.J. jerked awake. She had been awake, the part of her that listened, at least. And she saw that the funnel was
overflowing into the
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sarcophagus, where her blood pooled on the crusty resin. Like the gauge-marks on the stem of Radu's funnd, this
was her warning, telling her, 'this far but no further!'

It was not the first time that this had happened, nor that her Master had 'saved' her life But then, what would
become of him without her?

She tightened the tourniquet on her am, watched the spurting dow to a sporadic spatter, willed her metamorphic
flesh to action. Heal me! Then, as she got tiffly down from the sarcophagus, alast twist on the tourniquet, which she
taped in position. And findly the sow, avkward business of bandaging her wrist with dressings from her pack.

While she worked, Radu talked to her:

How many times had | expired without you, Bonnie Jean? How often haw| escaped thetrue death? But the sneet hat spark
dyour lifgsblood rekindles mine and | live anew . . . if such as this may be considered life. (A creature of moods, now
her Master was sour again. And B.J. knew why. It was aways the same when his needs had been satisfied - or his
immediate needs, at least).

Ah, you read me well, he told her. For | would be up again, and abroad inthe world of men | woud be up, even now, except
petilence put me down. And so | stay here, waiting out my time. And | keep mysdf quiet, lest my thoughts go out into
the world and others hear them. And | dreamny red drearrs, and kegp tham quig, too, for the sae good reason. And my bones
stiffen, and my flesh sags, and even ny memory fades a little, for time is a long, long thing. So that sometimes |
wonder at the purpose of it all. . .

... Until you return to me, and then | know the purpose of it all! For once | was as men and lived with men. |
fought side by side with men, as were they my equal. | tried to be the same as men, but was different. | reined back on
my spirit, which is aroaring fire that devours!!! And | quenched it asbest possble Butl was wrong to try, Bonnie Jean. Ayg far to
beWanhyri isto be ather than men, morethan men

Oh | havea mans appetites, beare Indesd, | have themterfald! | donot love but lust; which is better than love, for when love
lies spent lust drives on And the srength of aman? Why, in these hands o mine strong men have snapped like twigs! As for the
span of a man: what mere man has sunvived far thirty lifespans? And asfar amenis passons who before e hes hated for twenty long
centuries, and will continue to hate 0 long ashisenaries aunvive, even to the end of tie?

And ry thirg, my thirssstt Ahhh! Do you recall how it is when the day is hat and the way is long, and thereis no water? And then the
garked astream . . . your hand trembling as you lift the water to your lips? Wdl, | have thirsted for Sx hundred
years, Bonnie Jean! Ah, no, | am not ungrateful, and you have sustained me. . . but a quart? Sometimes | think |
know the source of these measures: for is not a quart one fourth
part of all your blood? Close enough, | think. But a quart! Why, | have bathed in blood, the blood of whole men, and wormen,
and babes- and dill / wanted morel

Men? With their puny nesds they areasticdks on the back dfa.goat. But | am a wolf, and the field is filled with goats! Except |
am crippled, trapped, inmohilized. Why; | lieso il they don't even sugpect Imhare at all. Only the other wolves know. Only nmy
own sort, aye. . .

He rambles, B.J. thought, unmindful of her own thoughts as she rekindled her fire, with which to warm a can of
soup. Heis delirious on my blood, like a man who has drunk too much strong liquor. These are only his frudrations
coming aut of him and nathing more Thisisnat theway hewill be

WHAT? Her Master a once shouted, or snarled, in her mind. And is it for you to say how ! will or will nat be?



'Forgive me' B.J. answered wesarily from where she sat by her fire. I... | think | must be ddirious, too, for it seems
you've had more than a quart, my Master. And | have rardly felt so tired

He was a once solicitous. Ahhh! Bonnie Jean, Bonnie Jean! It is my fault, my fault! But! hungered so.... | let it go
too long, too long.

'No harm done,’ she sighed. 'l have Auld John's soup, his strong tea. I'll stay here the night, and rest.’

Aye, he answered, aye. The way down is hard, and you must be strong for it.

The way is nothing,’ B.J. shook her head. The dimb is child's play. But in the dark | could dip, and the way | fed
right now

Best rest, hetold her. Bestrest. . .

But in alittle while, spooning soup as she huddled beside her fire in a blanket, B.J. was curious to know something.
'My Master, how would it have been? What would be the result if you had not roused me up? Not death, | know. Not
the true death.’

Indeed, no, my Bonnie, he answered, so low it was a coughing rumble in her mind. Never the true death, not for you.
For you, undeath. But with you... quite unnecessary. You arewhat you are Athronback? No, a throw forward! That is the way
of it. Blood tells, Bonnie Jean, and in you it runs true.

' would be . .. Wamphyri?

Wl be, perhaps. (But now she sensed a seething darkness in his menta voice).

'Perhaps?

Her master at once came dive again, and the darkness receded. Time will tell, my faithful one, he said. Aye, time
alone will tell. ..

B.J gave hersdf a shake, as the dog-Lord abruptly enquired: Where.. . . where was |? For it appears you were right,
and | rambled? Certainly my nind heswandered.
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It was asif he, too, had been asleep; his thoughts were dull, unoatain, graping inher mind

The lair was so much darker now; B.J. 's fire burned low; a sappy branch aradded and popped, and st afew lest parksflying
Through therodky tange d the high aydtdline vaulting, alone dar dittered like an eye frazeninastony orbit.

The Myseious One' B raminded he Madter. Have you reeched asalution?

/ remember, Radu's 'tone’ was more focused now. But you are nistaken; | had dreedy reached a solution, but | hed nat voiced
it. | mug seehim- talk to himwith my oan 'oice- have imhere, wherel can deddefar mysdf hisvalue. ... o histhreat? But not yet. Not yet a
while S, my solution:

Hehasthingsto do, you say. Then let imdo them For a year, even two years He would search far his missing wife and child? Good let
himsearch. Ah but heisresourodul; hehestalants Bxodlant! Let usput thamto ue We are agread that my enamies sssk ne out Vary wall:
let this'mysterious Harry Keogh sesk themout! Let imlocate themfar us Then, when ar if they do nat ssefit to cometo e | can dways go to
tham S, howisthet for a solution?

'Andif hedrawsattentiontoyou, whet then?

H.H But their attention hesrever benasnt! Theyhavesoughtrefor longand long Ardasalweys | ddll rdly yomyouto hdd themat key

"Ardif heplaceshimsdlf injeopardy, maybegetshimsdf killed?

Whet is that to us? Or should | sy, to me? Far plainly it isa great dedl to youl But | take your paint. You are asing: why saxrifice a
valuable ally? Isthat it? WA, for one: hisvalueisnat yet proven. This could bethe ultimete test. And for two: if heisindead my Man With Two
Faoes- the Mydterious Ore df nny drears- then hell auffier no herm How can he, and dill cometo reat the time of ry corming forth?

‘But. . . before he can seek them out - the Drakuls and the Ferenczys- he mugt know of them And you have dways forbidden
meto speak of them. As you lie secret in the world, my Master, so must they, dsedat mnto the pressnce o usdll

Agood argument, (Redu ssemed genuindy pleesad with her). But afalse one Do you think | would let someone loose in the world with that
ot of knomedge, without that we place cartain Srictures upon hin? Of course nat! You have tdd meheisin thrall. True?

'‘Beguiled,' she nodded. 'And by now addicted to your wine. He knows nathing a dl of you; nothing of me exoqat thet | anan
innooart, afriend, and posshly—'

Aog?

BJ'sslenceansvaadfor he.

All tothegood. For | tdl you, Bonnigean, thet if heisnat your lover,

o dossnat at least aspire, then heisnat amen by my books Which means heisnat my men!

'‘Andif hedoes. . . aspire?

What? And should | ssnd you out to wharefar me? (But ssaing her corfusion): Oh, herherhal And now you would tdl me'you have no mind
d your oan, and that you are guided in dl things by me (His sarcaam smoked like add as the laughter faded fram his thoughts). HUR And you
know how | cannat abide aliar!

'You... you're playing with me' She stuttered. This. .. this has tobeaword game It mug be'

Indesd! Redu grovied. Andlif you cannat win them then do nat play the Certainly nat withre....

B.J waited, tried nat to tremide, and eventudly hesddt Varywdl. And did | not hint - and more than hint - that you should use

your womansweys your fardewiles on hinf? Better ways than poisoned wine? Othar ways to enthrall a man? Aye, but use tham on him
Bonnie Jean, not one



'Y es my medter, shebowed her heed.

Setoit, then, and when next you comemekereport.

Yes my mede. Shreaued hersf Lp.

And Bonnie Jean, do without thewine If you have weaned imoniit, now wean him off. Douttless it served its purpose, but an end to that
now. | wart armen, nat asot. And findlly - in the evertt that you do seduce him o he seduoss you, whichever - oreladt thing. Beare, absdlutdy
aure that nothing of you, o us getsinto im Above all dse besred that. Far when he comesto g hemugt be humen -dl dfhim

| undergand’

Sobeit. And nowdegpwal, my Bonnie

Ardyaurry... ny... myMage:. (Hisfird watshedbenacommad adgeweshisthral. Alreedy B wesyanring her eyesdasing).

Ardastefet her dipaing aney, adknew thet Sewaldd natheer him: Aye, sleep well, Bonnigjean. For if | was up - or when | am up-
there shall beno degp for you, but a night such asyou never imegined. Indesd, a night to diefar! Oned us anyway . ..

Inthe grey danwn B.J wake up, chenged har dresding, saw thet the scar was knitting and no fresh blood flowing. There wes aadd aut of cooked
venisonin her peck, courtesy of Auld John. Washed donnwith srong tea, it served as breakfast. Then she saw to the cleaning of
Radu's feedar and stored it avay. She should have atended to it laet night but hed been too weary. And firdlly she took her departure As she
let the lair, the psychic aether was empty of her Master's emanations. He continued to degp his degp of ages Coming wp, her
saints hed been high; she hed revdled inthe dinb,
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Cdrgdoan detock theesdet raute her moodwesdifferat ad $remud think thingsove ... . 2ot he Mage'sindrudions of aourse (Ch yes far Sewes
dill toodoetohimtothirk . ... aher thingy). Corfused dsiantated indll mamer o ways firlly dedd little thinking & dl but conoartrated meinly anher
dimdng

Sewesnat rave Bamie Jan- with omay yeasbdhind he, how aodd $ebe?- bt dewes enthvdled, beguiled Recli bdd her in his odl ro lesstren
dehddHary Keoch Ardashisthrel $enmig dwaysdoey im Bukasalady of theWanhi. .. ?

Bxoqt tretwesathought emug neer think, and oheddnt—

—Until mickby, beck & Aud Johnisdace whenrerndiced agoat f Hood onher dressirg and drergedl it for he Threnhehed causeto ramind e

Why, Bamie ' reexdamad 'It's ro noe then aneesaach Yeid hae dretched it albt, thets dl. But. ... | rever sw hedling like it Surdly ye
adieeheegredspthistime?

Dapases, o' detdd im Ardintrened bresth, Butwedl hed quiddy. Itspat of us- pat o yau too!

Aye hut resr likethid' Foramomet inaned he, heseped beck ard ggped Ardthen, espely: But hedd pamiseye dter dll. Ardweve dweyskronn
thet sooe o lale—

Lag, In laa!' Sehissd sddaly agy, but with harsaif esmuchaswithim Whenhes ip . .. whenlesays 0, ad nat befae So dontt you sy it
roemthirkit!’

No, o' Hellinked rgaidly, licked hislips peared &t he. 'Y ereright, o coueyeas bu—

Nohus ' Secaionsd im Theeenberobus | tdd your dontenthink it, becausel derent think it!”

Bt late, inhistiny bettroom fter $rehed bethed adwhendregdiedaminimumd meka

B.J pausd then dood ok il infrant o the gl mimar. Mimarshedhit much bathered her befare they hed rever e aprddem. But row, far the firgt
time.. .westeesomahingwag?Qrna warg but dfferent?

Sedaal hady & heroanimege Tregey inher har. Natapremeiuregrey but theretLrd adour of waffishfure. It weantt fur but b, bt the cdour wes @l
wdf. Muhnaeso then bdfare Ardher eyes thar dart, thegddan imdf thar aores Ardher ears dfishbdfiae butrow . . lagg?

Ardwhengeput ipaherdwithaseeed tisseto cbpeelipdtick framtre ip d aneydodth.. . ardy her teshwerelongg, too? Ard behind her teth. .

B.1 hedher breth, bered e tedth, dl thewey, thenflidked her torgueover trem- a flidered it, likeasekestorgLe Her deft togued

Natell theway, natyet. Butindartad et thetip, beyondadout And
suddenly her blood was singing in her veins, Snging a strange, savage song. But one that she must not, dare not sing! She
remembered how easily she had changed for Harry Keogh. And how she had known she could do it. Oh, she had known before him,
but dways at the time of the full moon. Now, apparently, she could do it any time. It was simply a matter of will.

Ardgadng there befaethemina;, $rewilled thegey franher herr, willed her torgeto ishumen g, willed her eesand her easbedk to nomrel. Ard
theywee... ramd?

W, yes faranomd humenbang anywey ..

Trecdtanoondedgr Seddnt nesdit, but macehasf dep Tretwey Sewesaut of Aud Johniswey; hecoudht ek her things and dewesttt taped to
think a eqaimat

Asnight fdl e s aut, with Jdn asbedep in abettered dd ca hed ovnedd for years dang thesarejab her g hed dore two nights pest. Thrauch
Rtlodry desw hisheedights bink twicg ad hisca quiddy fadkd inher reaview. Trendrewesan her onn anharwey tore

Ardrotimeto soae becase B.1 hed given the Mystaious One! Hary Keeooh, spadific pos-hypndiic ingrudions o cdl her eay tamamow moming befare
thethreewesk dridLre dhed passd onhisdpartrewes iy Shehed upposed thet by thet ime rewaud know better whet to db ébout Harry; which $edd
autesy of thedoglad Radl Now ehed aher, maeimpartart adarsto pessan ad e mu sk to Keoph befare he aommaroad his seerch daroed, which
framrowvawaoddbeta muchmoeimpotat ad o muchmoedangeous But dedaeat misshiscdl, inceethis dose to the full of the momn Hary took
thistokehis'ddigatary’ cl -inwhch it coddethelest gopartunity Sewaddhaeto ek ohmfar moetrenamanth, urtil thered ful nom

Ful momn ae in judt afew deys time B. aoud eenfed it, tugging & her mind. But these s.cbin conplicetions inwhet ware aee longretebishad,
uninamuptsd routines Hary Kenghy ad Reduis whet, dudigness? - hisimpetiece, aywey; the drarges teking dace within hardf, of which dewesesr



nmoeanae Ardtheurkronnwad e, thisDrekdd o Feazy thrdl. Arddl of itwedingan B 'ssaudas
Upmatime ropddem Secaddhaedst with dl o thsadmuhimoe Sehed dedt withmery pradems doan the decades But her sy, thought
processes mutaing emations waebedy out o kilter. Ardevenif Reol hedhtt detedted it - eenthaugh hemight dary it - il B knew whet wes hepaning to
he.Budetoo medyyit. .. adayhm Arddte dl thistime thet lagt wesunthinkeble
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She wasn't giving her best concentration to the road, her driving; her hands were too loose, or occasionally too vicious, on the
wheel; her speed was too great for the bends and uneven camber. When the front offside tyre blew it was as much as she could do
to hit the brakes before the car skidded off the road, smashed through a fence, nose-dived down a grassy decline, and dammed to a
halt in the pebbles of a duggish beck.

On impact, B.J.'s head snapped forward, banged down hard on the centre of the steering column -

— And for quite sometime that was dll . . .

So maybe Radu was right after all. For would a little knock like that have put a true Lady of the Wamphyri to deep? Even as B.J.
redlized that the thought was her own, she felt a hand fumbling on her shoulder through the shattered mess of the driver's window.
And as the hand went round her neck, seeking her pulse, she wrenched hersef free and snarled, 'What?" And then, in a more
reasonable, even a pained voice - feding the aching in her neck and head, and turning the latter to squint into the early morning light
- 'W-what? It had to be six or six-thirty in the morning. She must have been out for hours!

A policeman stood beside the car, ankle-deep in the cold water of the beck. His face was full of concern. 'Dinna try to move,
miss,' he told her. "We're cdling help right now. Yell be out o' there in no time."

He was right, and sooner than he thought! 'I'm . . . okay,' B.J. said, unfastening her seatbelt and wrenching &t the handle of the
door, which at once sprang open. 'I'm dl right. Just a bit shaken, that's dl.’

There were two of them, the second one leaving his vehicle to come scrambling down the bank. They assisted her back up to the
road and into their police car. 'How long were ye there? We would'nae hae known if not for the broken fence. Well take ye into
town for a check-up,’ the driver glanced back at her. "That bruise of yours—'

'—lIsjust abruise, she told him, then smiled. 'Look, the last thing | need is a check-up. I'm fine. As for my car: a tyre burst. But
if you redly want to be helpful, you can take me on to Perth where | can get ataxi. I've an important appointment in Edinburgh,
and I'm late already.'

They looked at each other. B.J. dug in a pocket, produced documentation. 'Details of the car,' she said. 'Insurance documents, for
your notebooks. | hired the car. You could do me afavour and let them know. It's their . . . junk, after dl! Their problem to recover
it. My name and address are on the agreement there if you should need to contact me later.'

One of the officers scratched his head. 'Y ere an awfy cool lassy, for someone just out o' an accident.’

"Acddents happan!' B.J snapped, then bit her lip. Lodk, | redlly aminahunry. Im oy if | gopear ungrateful

Too late. Her attitude had been dl wrong and sorry wasn't going to put it right.

In the palice station in Perth they recorded her statement and had a doctor look at her anyway, if only to cover themselves.
Which meant it was after ten before she could cal ataxi and get under way again . . .
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A RACTUREOF THEMIND, A FHOTOGRAFPH OF THERUTURE

In case her place was under observation, Bonnie Jean rode the taxi to within a quarter mile of 'B.J. 's paid her fare,
then walked or was blown the rest of the way. It was a little after midday, raining, and blowing a gae. Buffeted along
the dippery pavements, she thought: The windy fucking city, indeed!

Furious by the time she arrived a the bar - mainly with herself, but also with the way things were or were not
working out - she had to cdl one of her girls down from her bedroom, from where she was supposed to be watching
the street outside, to let her in!

- 'Didn't you see me arrive?

1... 1 wasusing your toilet," the girl told her.

Two other girls, who were in the vicinity and witnessed B.J. 's arrival, reported to her in the bar as she was towelling
her hair and trying to dry out.



'‘Any luck? She glared at them. 'What of the watcher? Has he been bedk? And Hary Keogh? Have you found him?? But
sang the necdtivelook on their faces: ‘Let's get this place tidied up, sorted out. We open tonight. If we stay closed any
longer, it will only attract attention. Il make adjustments to your duties as soon as | get the chance.' And findly, as
she made to head upstairs. 'Any cals?

‘A few,' the girl from her bedroom told her. They're on your answering machine. | didn't monitor them. You didn't tell
meto..

B.J. rushed through the bar and up the stairs to her bedroom. There were three calls from regulars wanting to know
when the bar would be open again, and two more from someone or ones who said nothing, but the next and last—

—WesfromHany:

'B.J.7 (He sounded unsure of himsdlf, tinny, distant). 'l said | would cdl you before | went off. So, I'm cdlling. Tried
to get you twice already
- nothing doing. Too early, | suppose. Sorry about that. So, I'll be away
maybe a month, I'm not sure. About a month, yes. | don't know why I'm bothering you, redly. That's it, then ..." But
after along pause:

'Oh, and by the way, that Greek wine of yoursis... good stuff? Well, let's say it's an "acquired taste," eh? But a
damn good way to get to deep nights, when your mind just can't stop ticking over! Know what | mean? No, | don't
supposeyou do. ..

(Another pause, then):

Til bein touch ..." And. again along silence before the 'phone went deed

And: 'Damn!' B.J. said under her breath, expelling al of her ar in aheavy sigh before taking her first deep breath for
what seemed like the first time that day.

She breathed in ... and held it. Now what in all—?

Aftershave? Old Spice? Harry's aftershave? It must be. But lingering on, dl this time since he'd been here? Except. . .
he hadn't been here, not 'up' here, not in her bedroom! Or was it just his voice that had set it off? But damn it dl, she
could smell him - him, and not just his aftershave! He was that red, that vivid, tantalizing, in her mind . . . Andin her
roo?

B.J's eyes were suddenly ferd in the gloomy quiet of her room, with the curtains drawn and the rain pattering on the
window panes. Her nostrils gaped; she turned her head sharply this way and that! She sniffed, as she tracked the
essence of aman, his scent, his odour. But here, in her bedroom . . . where he had never been.

Oh reelly?

She flew down one flight to her living-room. Nothing! His scent wasn't here - or if it was, it was just the merest trace.
He may have been here, but he hadn't lingered here. Hed gone ... up to her bedroom!

She bounded back up the stairs. And there it was again . . . like afamiliar perfume, hanging on the air. His scent, and
the sweet human smdl of her girl. Hers, and his.

B.J caled for her, screamed for her, down the stairwell. '"Moreen! Gareup had Camenon'

She came, looking confused, frightened, astonished. B.J. took her by the shoulders and shook her. 'He was herel He
was here - with you!'

'He what? Who? Moreen was a stunning redhead, twenty-two or twenty-three years old. Her green eyes were wide,
amazed, disbdieving. Findly she broke free. 'B.J, no one was here. Not while | was here, anyway!" And she shrank
away from the other, especially from her looks. "You look like. . . like awild thing!'

And B.J. knew that she did, that she was. But at least it was controllable. She pulled hersdlf together, willed the thing
hiding within her to subservience, then sumped on her bed. 'He was here,' she said,
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mainly to hersalf. 'Maybe not with you, if you say so. But here, certainly.'

The watcher? Moreen was genuinely mydtified. "You think | would invite—?

B.J. shook her head. ‘Not the watcher, no. Damn, we don't even know if the watcher exists, not for sure! I'm just
taking Harry Keogh's word for it. He's the one I'm talking about. Him, Harry Keogh himsdf, who tossed Big Jmmy
about like a sack of cod that night!'

‘The one we're looking for?

B.J. bared her teeth. 'l can smell him, right here.'

Then you're mistaken.' The girl tossed her head almost defiantly, and sat down beside the bed on a chair.

B.J sat up, took hold of Moreen's shoulders again, more gently this time. 'Look, this is important. Were you here al
the time?

'‘Why, no, of course not. How could | be? the other said, and gave a defensive shrug. | mean | had to eat, deep,
attend to various other things. But when it was important to be here, then | was here.’

‘When it was important? When, exactly?

| sat a that window,' the girl pointed, ‘oh, until two or half-past two each moming, jug weatching the roed outdde And you
have noideahow boring that can get to be, B.J. But | did it anyway, for you.'

‘And then you slept? Where, and how long?

'‘Wrapped in a spare blanket, in the barroom beside one of the big radiators.'



'‘Downstairs, you're sure?

Yes'

‘Andif someonehad gatin?

‘But that's why | dept down therel' Moreen was close to tears. 'Any burglar or intruder would have had to get past
me I'm usualy alight sleegper and would hear him. But | was up each morning by six-thirty, so as to come up here and
check if anyone was watching us in the early momings- thismoming epeddly ... "

B.J was quick to catch that one. "Why? What was so specia about thismoming?

There were two calls. | heard the ‘phone ring before your answer machine took over. | seem to remember checking
the time; the first cal was, oh, about five-thirty | think, and the second maybe fifteen minutes later. That one woke me
up more yet. | tossed and turned a hit, then must have dozed for afew minutes. But about sx o'clock, | thought | heard
something.'

'‘What did you hear? B.J. tightened her grip.

I heard the boards cresk, somewhere up here. But it was windy and raining; it was just the old house protesting.'

B.J. thought about it. Harry could have cdled from any telephone. A telephone box in the street, even. Hed caled
twice, got no answer,
given up and come here personally. But how had he got in past Moreen? And more importantly, what did he want? Suddenly the
answer was clear in her mind.

Asclear as his voice on her answering machine.. . .

'‘Go down and help the others,' she said, standing up. 'I... I'm sorry | was so excited, sorry | shouted. Things could be working
out better, that's dl. You understand?

The girl looked worried now. 'B.J., are we in trouble?

'Not if | can help it,' she shook her head. 'Do as | say, and don't worry about it.'

But as soon as the girl was gone she turned to her bed, stooped and reached underneath, and drew out a three-by-four cardboard
wine crate. There were three bottles of her 'Greek’ wine sitting neatly in their sockets in the last row. Three, yes. But B.J. knew
there should be four

Oh, sheld weaned him on, dl right, this oh-so-talented Harry Keogh, this 'mysterious’ Mr Keogh! And the longer she knew him
the more talented and mysterious hegot to be . . .

It wasn't quite a month before Harry was back; in fact, it was twenty-five days. And B.J. needn't have worried about weaning him
off her wine - Radu's wine, actually - for Harry had been doing that, or trying to do it for himsdf, and fairly successfully. A single
shot on a night, before deeping, was dl held alowed himself. And held tried tempering the stuff with other brews. Jack Daniel's Old
No. 7 had been one such: a top-quality liquor whose potency should leave any mere wine standing &t the post. But that stuff of
B.J's was definitely ... oh, something else! It was very much to Harry's taste - or Alec Kyl€'s taste, whichever. Its only drawback
was what it did to him: his stinging eyes, dry throat, fluffy heed; dl the symptoms of a heavy cold, for which it seemed to be the
only curel There was aword for it: addiction, which Harry realized well enough. It was why he would only take it on a night, and
then only one small shot.

Even s, it interfered with his search. Except (as he had come to redlize by the end of his three weeks and four days in Sesttle,
Washington, USA), his 'search’ was ajoke. And ajoke that he was playing on himself.

Of course, with the Mobius Continuum &t his fingertips - his to command - he hadn't needed to stay in Seattle. He could come
and go as he wished; spend every night at home in Bonnyrig if he so desired. But he hadn't desired.

Truth to tell, the old house where his beloved Ma had died and his murdering black-hearted bastard of a stepfather, Viktor
Shukshin, had continued to live - until his past and Harry had caught up with him, at least - was a cheerless sort of place, ominous
and full of evil memories.
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It would be along time, if ever, before the Necroscope could think of it as 'home' in the truest sense of the word.

Which was why he'd hired a so-called 'house-boat down on the waterfront in Sesttle, paying a month's rent in
advance for far less comfort and only half the space held been used to even in his and Brendas tiny garret flat in
Hartlepoal, inthe ... in the old days. But the flat had worse memoaries than the house in Bonnyrig, which was one of
the reasons he had got rid of it. Hed thought about taking a hotel room, or a suite. Why not? He could easily stay at
the city's finest, if he fancied; and just as easily skip out without paying the hill when it was time to Mobius on. Except
hotels weren't him.

But, 'the old days? Funny, that it seemed so long ago! Funny, yes ... for a man whose incorporeal, metaphysical
mind had once had access to dl of the past, and dl of the future, and as much of space as he or any man could live in
or explore even in an eternity of lifetimes!

And the funniest thing of al - or the most ironic - was that he ill had it but couldn't use it. Not to its, or his, best
advantage. Not until he'd found Bredaand the behy.

The past? That was over and done. There was nothing there to help him now, even if he had access to it. Which he
didn't; and that, too, was funny. Incorporeal, hed been able to immeteridize in the past. But now if he went there, he'd
be like atoy man on atoy train that went in acircle - or figure-of-eight loop? - and never stopped; with dl the stations
passing him by, but never able to get off.



And as for space - which in this case meant the total of dl the places, the geographic locations, in the world - well,
he had access to those, certainly. But there were millions of them, and Brenda and the baby were only in one of them.
Which one was anybody's guess. The Great Mgjority couldn't help him, because they had no contact with the living
except Harry himsdlf. And the living ... ?

Of dl living people, the E-Branch specialists - Darcy Clarke's espers - should have been able to tell him something.
Yet they'd told him nothing. And he believed them; they smply didn't know. So where did that leave Harry? What
chance did he stand? A very dim one, at best.

Ye there he'd been in Seattle, Washington, USA (why, he couldn't say), alegedly 'searching' for two people who
were, or should be, very dear to him. And he wasn't even sure about that last part, either! Love Brenda? But she didn't
love him, didn't even know the him he was now! And love the baby? What, little Harry, who knew more than he did
about everything that made him what he was?

And ye Hary mugt search, if only to find out why they'd left im No, not even that, for he knew why: because he wasn't him, and
because the things he'd done - and others he might yet do - were dangerous. The baby loved his Ma, that was dl, just
as Harry loved his Ma. Except this baby wasn't about to let anything happen to Brenda.

And so back to that word: 'search.’ Big joke! In England it had seemed to meke sense. Close to Brendas source, she
had felt more redl, she'd seemed feasible. Here she seemed impossible. So what it boiled down to was Harry wandering
about in a strange body in a strange city in a strange land, praying hed somehow collide with someone who was
trying her best to avoid him! And she had a million other places in which to do it. And things were mainly a blur
anyway, because he fdlt like hdl. . .

Maybe if he hadn't run out of B.J. 's wine he would have stayed on even longer, doing nothing much. But it was
starting to look like the wine wasn't the only thing that had him under its spell. B. J. herself kept coming back to mind:
some beguiling thing about her, some promise hed made, or she'd made. Or maybe some unspoken promise that he
wished they'd made.

Harry wasn't too pleased with himsdf that he had stolen B.J. 's wine, but whatever else he did he knew (or hoped)
that he wouldn't have to ged any maore With any luk it wes out of his sygem now. And truth to tell his "problem’ - his, or Alec
Kyle's dcoholism - had narrowed itself down, become specific. For it was now an established fact that the Necroscope
couldn't or didn't want to drink any other kind of liquor. What was the point when it had little or no effect on him,
except in massive doses? So maybe that was why he'd come home at this time to be closer to B.J, and to her wine.
HeU of a note!

And whet the hell kind of daohdliam wias this anyway? Was it possble for a smoker to be addicted to just one brand? What if
they stopped making it? After he'd finished his last pack of Brand X, what then? Hed never smoke again? The
Necroscope had never heard of anything likeit. And neither had his Ma

Have it analysed, she told him. See what's in it. Maybe it has an anidae

Harry was sitting on the river bank where he had materidized, his first port of cal upon his return. It had been just
after sx a. m. in Seattle when he'd woken up, lifted his head, and looked a an empty bottle sitting there on a shelf at
the side of his bookcase headboard. An empty bottle and an empty glass. And his first thought had been that he had
used up the wine and there'd be none for tonight. That had been some twenty minutes, a wash, shave and a good iff
toothbrushing while he was till brave enough to put something in his mouth, ago - plus a minute or two to get
dressed. While here in Scotland it was mid-afternoon. A decently warm spring day; the sun shining, birds singing and
dl ... and Harry fedling rotten.

'‘Mobius-lagged!" he grumbled, and a once bit his tongue. He shouldn't be talking about that stuff to anyone - or
even thinking about it where the dead were concerned. Even his Ma. Hed have to learn to guard his thoughts about. .
. about that sort of thing.
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Nonsnsel hisMaamsvered. But she wastalking about his commant, nat about hisregretting it You're nat any kind of lagged! You're hung
ow, thet'sall.

Hawesgad o daethes bied. 'Y es praoedly. Exagtt it dossit gpanay:

S doasl tdl youl Ad anyway, if thetstheend dfit, itstheend of it. Thank goodnessfor thet.

But | know whare therés more’ And again he could have bitten his tongue, far she was onhimlikeaton of bridks

Leave it alone, Harry! That's all | can do, advise you. You have a mind, and therefore you have a choke: be an acohdlic or
don't be Itsonear theather. Tobear nat to be Itsup to you. No one can order you nat to drink; but by the same token no one can meke you
drink

But in the back of the Necroscope's head, a voice seemed to say, 'Oh, redly? Harry didn't know what it meant, and
so ignored it. '"Anyway,' he said out loud, ‘credit where credit's due: I'm fighting it. Itsjug thislag wiirkdeinmy - a Alec Kyles
-grey metta. It nesdsironing out, that's all. It's something that's residual of him, like his precognition. But | can fed it adjusting to
fitmg | think. Andif| dont use it, don't pander toit, it will. .. | don't know, atrophy? It's just a metter of ime Imaure’

His precognition? She repested Him, as glad as he was to change the aubject. Have you bean having morevisons then?

‘No, Harry shook hisheed—

—And & oncereded, and grabbed & theroat of atree to kegp fram toppling from the bank! For his Mas question had seemed
to bring something on, asoene oosoured by whet gopeared to be mantd datic -until the Neorosoope redlized thet he wiss seding it through a



Hizzzd

Afrazn monodhrone landscape, like the rodf of the world, and a gaunt range of mountains merching againg grey skies that wert on
foreve. ltwas cdld - a hiting cdld - thet wes o real Harry could evenfed it gnawing at hin and the snow danting down like a million white
gears pierdng hiswerrth asthey landed and formed an ever-thidkening layer on hisbeing, hismind, hispsyche...

... Itwasge leainghim shivaing ad reding, while his Mas dssd vaiae aied in his mindt Harmy! Whet an eerth—2? But whet e $houd have ben
adrgwaswhae Wheean eath? Far Hary hed ssn nathing like it; hed never bemn in o imegjined being in 2.ch aplace: He gegpad far @, aould scardy
bdievetret reweswamandtresn dill dinngdoananhim It hedbenovay red. Ardcamit, hecoud fed it coming beck aggint

Hehedlet godf theroat butrow duidhed & it ageing asthe thing invedkd hissesssand torehim fram his relity info itsoant

The iron-grey mountains, snow-capped, ridged with carved, drifted snow; and the valleys and passes between the spurs and
peaks full of it,
like white dunes rolling to rearing horizons of stone. But to Harry's right. . . what, a city? A walled city, yes,
protected in the lee of the mountains and by a long, snaking wall — like a miniature verson o the Grest Il of China - with gaurnt
Suaretoners batlements mighty gates But the dd, cold dty wes deed and enpty; it huddled down into itsalf behind the wall, and kept its
soes...

It wes much like a soene fram some dld geography book in Harry's secondary modern schodl a Harden. And once again the thought
gruck him: the Roof of the World, yes! But. . . Tibet? Why was he seeing a soene out o Tibet?

Theblizzard hed falen dff a litle (Hary fet the familiar iver benk under his thighs) - but he alo fdt the cdld of the snows gnawing in his
bones and sawa soeneframincredible digances o goa0ce, ar een out o future time, enacted on the screen of his mind. But Harry
was the Necroscope and could handle it, perhaps even better than Alec Kyle himedf. And finally acogpting it, no longer
fighting it, he shidded hiseyes againgt the falling snow and dared harder.

Qu there onthewhitewadte. .. novemat? Snglefile aline d seven people- antlike figures at this range - ware meking ther way across
the now. They wererobatic in thair movemants like amilitary drill routine eft, right, left, right, left-but rapid and shuffling. The three in front
weredressed inred, dso the three bringing up therear. But the anein the middle was all in white. And as if from a million miles
away, the Neorasoope could hear the chiing dftiny golden bdlls...

... The cdld receded, wes gonefram mind and body inamomant; the river swirled below; Harry swayed like a drunkard, and his
Ma had time for a single word - Son! - before Alec Kyle's talent struck egan

[twesno longer snoning. Harry saw the S - whet, monks? And one initiate? - out on the nons trarmping singlefile as before But the
walled aty wes no longer in Sght; the location wes differert. Thistime infront of the S, the basedf asheer diff reared like a titan face It wes
afaoe canved out of therodd But if the location wes cdld, that great grimvisage in the rock wes oolder ill.

It could only beatenle, (a nonagtery?) with huge geps canved fram the bedrodk leading up to the entrance: the yawning mouth o the
oreat face And up the gepsthe saven wert, to wherea portaullisweslifted and the throat became a passagenay into the monegtery. Then:

e fantas/!

Far asthe sa/en disgppeared indde. . . 0 theface bacamefle The great jans snapped shut, and the eyes opened wide to burn arineon
ashdl! And suddenly the no-longer-done face was giling the devil's onn arild

Harry couldnt bdievehiseyes Heblinked—

—And dared up a ablue sky, wherewigs o doud drifted acrossablinding aun. Hed toppled over onto hisbedk, and wsslying thereon
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the river bank with his mouth wide open. Dazzled, Harry blinked again -and at once gritted his teeth, cringing down into himsdlf in
anticipation of another shift. But no, it was over now, and it gradualy dawned on the Necroscope that he knew it was over.

Then, srugdling to st up, and gesping the words out, he begen to sk hismather, Mg, did you—?

Cfooursel sawitl She aut im shart. Werein contact; | saw what you saw. But Harry, what does it mean? Whet wesit?

Harry stood up and shakily, absentmindedly brushed himsef down. Finally he shook his head. "Whatever it was, it certainly
wasn't delirium tremens!’

Butitsall tied up, it it? Its all one and the sarel Harry, areyouinto another of these . . . these things of yours? Her dead
‘voice' ovaflomed with concam.

Things? Hary'smouth weas dry; he heoht quite given up expedting something dse to hgppen.

Yaukoavwhet | meen hisMaingged Areyauintroude again sorf?

And for the first time the Necroscope wondered, Am|?

But out loud, without really considering what he said, he answered, 'Ma, to the best of my knowledge, I'm not in any red
"trouble” trouble. | don't think so, anyway. And that's fine by me, because I've got enough problems as it is. So don't you go
wishing any more on me, okay?

And yet again he could have bitten his tongue, because what he'd said wasn't nearly what hed meant. But too late now.

WEI! his Ma said, in a certain way she had, making that one smdl word an entire statement on its own. Following which she
wasn't much inclined to talk to him any more. . .

Harry walked the river path to the arched-over gate in the garden wall, and letting himsdlf into the garden became aware of a car's
engine fading to silence at the front of the house. Since the rest of the houses in this once select, now neglected location were
derelict, this could only be someone visiting or delivering to him.

Avoiding the brambles as best he could, Harry ran up the garden path and quickly let himself in. He could have taken the
Mobius route, of course, but the more sparing he was in his use of the Continuum, the less likely held be to give away its secret



inadvertently. In afew seconds he was through the house to the front, where it took only a moment or so to unlock and open the
door. Outside, atdl, dim young man was already half-way back down the walled yard to the gate that he had left open. In his hand
was a large manila envelope. Beyond the gate, a black car stood waiting on the rutted service road. Hearing the door of the house
open, the man turned and saw Harry.

Ddivay, resad $oningHary theenvdape Ardtrying herd nat to$row too muchiinterest, hiskean auiaus eyeslooked theNeaosxe 0

Hary reumed theather's cautiaudy gaprasing lodk and sadt 'Y au dontt much lack like atypicdl postmen’ Ard it wes trug, he didhit. No unifom far ae
thing adtheca ausdeweastt apod van adtheevdgehed roadesa damps

Tredha Srugped Wl then lefssy it's"qoadd” ddivary. Or better Sill—

—EBrah’ Harysmauth tumed downa theaomarsasthennen sarted beck up the peth. Dol krow you?He hdd the house door goen to let his viditor in
They bahhedto aad ramdingamontiswathd mell - mod o it jurk - anthe cocoruifibre et juet insdethe door.

Treaher $ock hisheed held aut hisherd whidh Hany pairtedly ignared. Hed tdld Dargy rewesfinshed with dl of this Murroe! the sranger let hisherd
fal. JamesMuoe Ardmowehavart met I'm usLelly an embessy duties hee ard droed, "dheddng aut the tdat,” <o to goeek. Im aqoatter, anly repartly
reiumed fram Ity to homeduties- ratation of ebessy <=ff, adwhet haveyou Tocly | sssed yauwaekedk & legt. . | Hepaussd ard froavned But I'm puzed
yaudidht asve thedoar soone. Isthaeaprddem MrKeog 12

Noprademy Hary led him thraugh the houseto theroam hed desigreted ashis Ldy, whose petio coars lacked aut over the gardn, diredted him to adrar
adsestad himedf. T wesout inthegadn thet'sdl. But ddyou sy ek & lagt?' Hovlog heveyaubenwating far me thar?

Farafatright. In Ednourgh, aoing aut heeesth by to seeif youweehoreyet!

Asthey taked, Hary hed dedked James Murree o Hewauld be six foat arear two, twerty-ax o wernty-seven yearsdd, ae hundred ad farty-five
poudsmadmum Hisfaewesangula: jutting din, panted nosead ears and je-black heir, svet becdk ad laooperad conn His eyes sased him fram lodking
ondd, arem anige; theywaewick boawn pandrding ad honest. Thesart yau coud look into and nawany eboutwhetwesgaing aninthere

‘Afatnigt?Comingout hereevay day?ltsthetimportant?

Toyay, | believe' Murreedmugged /And possihly bardfidd to the Brandh, too, bt I'mjjust guessing Itsthewaywewak, asyau know: Hewes saing, ad
Harywesadderly unoonfatzde

Istheresomathing?

B tredhs st yp drdghter, wesat aedatied. Oh Im somy! | wesdaing, ight? Itsjugt thet when you aded if youkrew mg | dmost asvared "Na
but | aekrewvyou” But Daty Qakehestdd meyouretoudy doout that!

Hary sghed noddedadsad, AlecKyle Yes Imsomdimes
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toudhy et it. But I'm geting e to it - to him - to cartain agpedsdf im, ayway! Hewesnavous Thiswesgetting too doseto Sulff hecouidnt talk ebout.
Itsfumy, theahe sad, but anyauhelodks- ch | dont know-yaunga?
oWl hefedsandet!
1 meartyounge...overal, Murroehuniedy cometed himedif. | meen, itslikel cansanseayounge mendhiningthrough, But shiningtookightly, meyoe?
Bumingup? \Whetareyou, enempeth too?
Treahe'stumtosch Tm sy, but Im redly fuddng thisup, right? But Ivereed yaur files Yauie the Neorosope ad | equeded ... o, | didhit krow
whet to eqoadt! Ardl didnt memnto sy thet, athar | mesn- youkrow - Imnat el aruceparson Mr Kesgh,..*
Ardrow therewesanankinad slence, uniil: Harry, theNeorospesad & ledt, His ureiurd antagoniam adlgesing, 'Call meHary, desse Ard Im drad |
haelbennos s dontyaugogpdogzing et recantly 1ve been dang moetren my far Sered tripaing o nytague’ Ard derging the sljet 'S
whetsintheenvdgpe?

Munceduggad | westt tdd whet's in hare’ Heharded it over, and Hany lodked & it with an dmodt aoousing eqaresson. This codd besome kind o

hodi, adhimtrefish Buantredherherd. . . it just right berensd Brah
Ardashetareit goat 'l imegineDagy tried to gt me thetdephore rigt? Ardwhenhefound recoudntt gt me thenhesat ya.?

'Yaur liged rumoa? Muroeshodk hisheed, ard smiled. But were EBrandh, Harry. Noa.ch things asliged numoars nat to EBranch Dagy Qake aoud
horeyay, if rewarted to. | appose hesdaing hishbest to respatt yaur privery!

TreNexasrpesad, Huh' Hetook atasnge dobefdded et df Adframtreevdgee A ldte, praoddly, but therewes somathing iff indceit -a
phoogach make?Ardbecaseit might becbout Branoh heweried to qoenit & aee But becauseit mightntt be hediant.

It doest mekesaneg! hefindlly ook hisheed Dargy eangt meanthe jhoneard doesit. Orheaouid just witemealetter, eddingeto aortadt him But
hedoestt. Ingieed, he saos yau' Hedlanoad & the contaris o the manlaenveape - the ldter, ar wheies - il fdded in hislap. 'So whet do yau redkan,
JmresAWesyaLr joumey redly necessary”?

Theaharasedaguayingeydxow. Tmsony, bu—

‘S’ Hary ahimahart. Tmnat gaing tolook & this-this

whelas it is- until | krow why yau hed to ddiver it pasorelly. In fadt, if you dont tdl me ad in the vay nesr fuire & thet, sy the next five seoodss 1l
dmyy s firetoitadd.npit in thefirgdacethare Ardyoull haeto gobeck donnto Ladnard tel Dary Qakewthet hegpened!

Helodked aourd for histedelighter, beganto dand yp adMunesdid Okay! Yareright. Dacy wearted me ar simere to seyau parsordly. Yes'

Harry sat back again. "Why?

et tossehovyou, wel, locked..."

Hes...whet, waniedebout me?

Majedout howyadreteking things Majehefedsregporside Q...

Hary jumped onthet. Guilty?Ardmaykeyadrerigt Sowhetwoddhehaeio fed guilty aoout?

Murraesmuoged agein, patepsdesparatdy thistime ard sad, Hany, Im just amessarg, thet's dl. But Mrr Qake dd ssy hewes conoaned about yaur
gad hedth | meen hekonsyaur praddesbdter then | do right? Sowhy dont yauresd theletta?Mavkeits dl inthae!



Ardinay e deiite histhregt to bumiit, theNenrosrpehed to ko, Soheurfdded thesngedet o A4 ldd the sTell envdgeeingde to aesdefar
trermomat, adreedwhetweswitten in Day lakes gaday it

Hy—

g thingsfird. Still nathinganBrandg Im &frdd Ard| s jpposeif youhed head anything, youwadd havetdd e Dantwary, weretill anit

Lad imewegodke you sad yauweethinking o tekingalong hdlicky, exagt youweeshart o funds So it aould beyouwoud teasatdwolkdgrddy?
Yasbeif ttekervirentfa you W, Ivefardadaeyau migt like- in the Medtaranean Trewesther waldbebandidd Imaure ad the d aold
wak ot redly dep...

Chadyouaked aout exdraeraes? W, they aeprety good too. Sowny dont youcontad meard well tk?

| edoseaphainggth Nicepaze | think yaud ejoy waking thee. ..

Alls—

Dacy.

The Necroscope knew what Darcy was talking about; he remembered how he'd suggested doing a job on the Russian repository in
Moscow, or maybe on some other outfit or organization in the Branch's bad
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books, for monies to fund his search. Damn! Was that dl this was? Darcy scratching his back - and maybe hoping to
get ajob done for free - dl the time knowing it would put Harry in his debt, so that a some future time the Necroscope
might fed obliged to do alittle back-scratching in return? A sort of two-birds-with-one-stone scenario?

'So why don't you contact me and well talk? —Indeed! E-Branch! It was typical! The nerve of the double-dedling . .
|

He almost ripped the photograph from its envelope . . . and then sat there frozen, staring at it!

For a moment Harry thought it must be one of Alec Kyl€e's 'things again, his precognition. Hdl! - it was one of
Kyle's things, but thistime it was red! Asred as this photograph, anyway:

The dark ydlow and white diffs coloured by sunlight. And the souet, whitewalled cadtle, mension, chateau, whatever it wes perched
there on the edlge d ablivion. Afartress ona mountaingde, at therimdf ashear drop. The enewas Maditerranean; yes of course it wes and
Harry had ssnit before All sun-bleached rodss brittle sorub, afew sunted pines he could almodt tadte the salty tang off an unssen ooean.

Finally he moved, rocked back in his chair, and James Munroe was at his side in a moment. 'Harry? Are you okay? |
mesan, your face. You looked qunned...."

Harry got a grip on himsdf. He didn't know what dl this meant, but he would soon damn wdl find out. ... I'm
okay, he said. 'lt's.., . something you wouldn't understand.' Because | don't understand it! ‘Look, you get on back to
London. Sorry | can't be more hospitable, but I've things to do. Especialy now. And don't worry, you've done your
job. Il be getting in touch with Darcy Clarke and E-Branch, yes.'

And after he'd seen Munroe off, he did just that. . .

The Necroscope could have just telephoned Darcy, but there was a better, amost an easier way. And anyway, face to
face Darcy wouldn't be able to hide too much. That is, assuming there was anything to hide.

Not so long ago, using the Mobius route to E-Branch would have been much easier, but Harry couldn't do that
now. Part of him redlized that Darcy knew dl about it anyway, but he ill didn't like the idea that he knew - Darcy or
anyone else, for that matter! And so he was restricted in his use of the Continuum; he couldn't do it in front of people.
So there was no way he could Smply materidize in Darcy's dfice

But that was dl right, for there was another way. Harry doubted if they would have converted his room just yet;
Darcy had told him they'd keep it for him just the way it was, even if he never had cause to use it again. So he couldn't
see any reason why he shouldn't use it now, one legt ime

He did: used it as one of his Mobius co-ordinates—

—And a moment later stepped out through the door of his old room into the main corridor of E-Branch in central
London.

About half-way to Darcy's office, situated at the far end of the corridor, two Branch agents were taking to each
other. Harry headed their way, and for a moment they scarcely noticed him. But as he passed the open door of the
Duty Officer's room he heard someone say, 'Holy shit!" and guessed he'd been recognized. So, in another five seconds
maximum Darcy Clarke would know he was here, too. Then, as he closed with the two espers, they findly saw him,
snapped erect as soldiers on parade, and did to one side out of his way. Harry was aware of their surprised glances, at
him and at each other, as he passed hy.

Darcy's office was full of security gadgets; the Necroscope knew that if he just barged in, he would probably set
some of them off. So he went to knock . . . but before his fist could strike home the door was yanked openfromwithin

And Darcy was there - in his shirt-sleeves, open-mouthed -beckoning him to come in. 'Harry! It's .. . . redly great to
see you! In fact | was just talking about you—'

'—With Munroe, on his car-phone? the Necroscope nodded. 'Or with the Duty Officer? He tossed Darcy's letter
and photograph down on the Head of E-Branch's desk. And without further ado: "Would you care to eqanthis?

Darcy moved to close the door. Before he could close it dl the way, Hary looked bedk doan the carmidor and saw helf-acdozen



faoes pegring from their respective offices. Darcy saw his raised eyebrow and knowing, even scornful expression, gave a
shrug and said, 'Er, word travels fast around here!

'In some cases as fast as thought,' Harry nodded. 'Especially around here!' He placed extra emphasis on the ‘esp’ of
‘especialy.’ 'So how will it be? Canwe have some privecy far once?| meen complete privecy? Hesat down in a chair facing Darcy's
desk. 'You have more than your far share of listening devices around this place, Darcy: gadgets and ghosts ad
wiet-dl. But your people would do well to remambar how auiosity killed the cat. Maybe the two-legged variety could use a
reminder now and then?

Darcy sat down in his own chair, flipped a switch on the desk and said, 'All stations. We have a guest who's a
personal friend of ming, and of the Branch. You dl know who he is, and of course he's to get the same degree of
respect that we give each other. So thisis private - and that's a capital "P." '

As he switched off again, Harry nodded and said, 'Gadgets and ghosts, yes. Machines are easy to switch off. But
minds ... are something else, right? He glanced about the office. 'Wéll, nothing seems to have changed much around
here!
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'Er... how'sit going? Darcy rubbed his hands in a businesslike fashion. Hewaslog for wordsif only for amomat 'So, whae
have you been, Hary? And far thet metter, how have you bean?

'How do | look? TheNecrosoopewasunamiling.

'Fing!' Darcy answered, then slumped and shook his head. 'Hey, were friends, Harry,' he said, his tone of voice
flattening out alittle, loang its bounce 1d liketo think so, anyway. Andin thet repect Im pretty much likeBen Traek: | dont liketolie!

‘Sodont!

'Yaulook about the same aslagt timeg! Darcy tdd him 'Y ouvelog weight, gained afew wrinkles, and you seem very tired. But at
the sametime-| dont know - somehow you lock marelikeyou, too? Butyou don't talk like you. | mean, I've given alot of thought
to that conversation we had about Alec Kyle - could he have been a secret dirkea and 0 foth? That wes pretty srange Suff!
S, you know, gpart fran Brendaand the beby ... . whet isit thet's troubling you, Hamy?l meen, Id redlly liketo hdp, if | can!

And suddenly the Necroscope felt he could rdax a little. Darcy's friendship wes ganuine Oh, there would dways be this
EBranch thing, but thet asde Darcy wesredl, and Hany fdt able to talk tohim About oartain things, anyway. And hedid tak tohin

Told him about Alec Kyl€'s precognition, how he seemed to have inhaited it, and something about his srange new prodem
withdirk. He didn't go into details on the latter, but enough that Darcy got the messsge Catanly he gat the messege on the
other thing.

'‘About Alec drinking; | ill think you're wrong,' Darcy said, when Hary wes through. ‘And even if youre right, it's armezing to
nmethet hehidit owdl! Asfar this' he pidked up the pidurefrom his desk. 'Y ou sy youlve seen it before?

The Necroscope nodded. 'Yes. A scene, or sudden vision - inmy head - but absolutely red. Actualy, it was during
our conversation about aRussan Fart Knax. Do you remamba?

'Of course, asareauit of which | satyouthepicture’

Right, but my mind- o maybe Alec Kylésmind, the legt wiirklein his grey metta?- hed already sart it to md Only | didht recognize it, dichit
know whet it meart’

Darcy nodded. Thet's how it weswith Aleg, too, he sdd. Herardy understood anything he saw but sy hed to run with his visons to see
how they worked out. He had to wait until he caught up with the future.'

'Me, too,' Harry said. 'Except this time I've been given more than just a precognitive glimpse, more than amental clue.
| have your phatogrgph, too, heleaned fawerd and tapped hisindex finger on the picture. 'And | know that you know quite a bit
about this. . . what, target? Sol wonit begaing in blind, because now that Im arethis place
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iswdtingtohgopentomesomenthareinmy fuire youll begvingmedl theddtalls'
‘Asmuchaswehae Day sad ‘Catarly. Bu e sy, its dill fait acoonyi. Yauaregangto it

Soitwaud gopes, Hary'sfarewesgim ‘Somaewean dat withyoutdlingmewroit is 1l beddrgit o. . !
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'Firgt the place,' Darcy pushed the photograph back across the desk closer to Harry. 'We don't know much about it; its



history is vague at best. But you can prooebly find out more locdly if youre o indined' (Infact the ‘probably' was redundant, for
Darcy knew that the Necroscope could do just that - could actually talk to the origina owners or builders, if he so
desired - but he didn't want to broach that subject).

'‘Anyway," he went on, ‘it's called Le Manse Madonie, named after the mountainous region in Sicily where it stands.
It was built about four hundred years ago on the foundations of a castle dating back to crusader times. And like most
ancient properties, it's been added to and subtracted from for centuries.

'‘As to what it was originaly: a watchtower looking out over the Tyrrhenian? Possibly. The redoubt of some
princeling? We don't know. And actually it mightn't be so easy to find out after dl - not from books, at least - because
as far as were able to discover most of its historical records have been destroyed. | mean, utterly.

"The one sure thing we do know is that it's stayed in the hands of the same family for centuries. Their line goes back
along way, you might say immemoridly. But records? - forget it! Where they exis they've been atered, updated,
re-written from scratch. Not that there's much we can deduce from that; quite afew old families have skeletons in their
closets. These people have cleared them out, that's dl. Or maybe that's not dl. It could be they were smply making
room for afew new ones.. .

These people? Harry sat wrapped in his own thoughts. He had absorbed dl that Darcy had told him, which wasn't
much so far. 'Well, it seems obvious to me that you've been interested in "these people" for quite some time. And
that's E-Branch I'm talking about, keenly interested! So who are they?

‘They're called the Francezcis,' Darcy told him. 'That'stheir family
name, anyway: the current owners and occupiers of Le Manse Madonie. But as I've said, it's been Francezci family
property, oh, since the year dot. They're brothers, twins, but not identica. Anthony, or Tony, and Francesco
Francezci. That is who they are, but it's what they are that interests us.'

Harry nodded. 'So what are they?

'Firg the facts,' Darcy answered. 'Let metdl you what we know for sure, and then what we suspect. And findly well
be down to best bets. The Francezci brothers are the sole surviving heirs to one of the richest families in the world.
You can measure their wedlth . . . wdl, in billions! So we bedieve. Okay, okay!' He held up a hand. 'l said I'd tdl you
only what we know, and we do know. But it isn't easy to tie these people, or their assets, down. Put it this way: if you
could calculate their wedlth in tamsdf the Itdian economy -if you could find awey to put bedk hef of what they have taken out -
then Italy and Sicily wouldn't be in haf the shit they're in now.’

Harry could see where they were going. 'Méfia,' he said, very snply.

'Shhh!' Dargy put afinger to hislips and pulled amod<haonified faoe "What, the Francezci brothers? But that's akin to blasphemy,
Harry! Even suggest such athing in polite Italian society, you'd be ostracised in a moment - and later you could end
up circumcised, too, from the neck up! No one talks about them in such terms, but we're pretty damn sure it's how
people think of them. Except. . . wel it's amazing how things get warped with the passage of time. | mean, look at the
so-caled "legends' of Robin Hood, Jesse James, Ned Kely - dl the murderers and thieves who've become folk
heroes.'

As he paused for breath, Harry said, 'Are you telling me the Francezcis are heroes?

Darcy grinned, or grimaced, and said, 'But when you're powerful enough you can be whet you wart to be Il gve you an
earped whet I'm talking about. Some forty-odd years ago it was a Francezci -allegedly one "Emilio" Francezci, a shady
"uncle" to Anthony and Francesco - who helped to organize the collaboration of a then underground Sdlian Méfiain the
Amgicaninvason d 1943 Thet wesajoint effort that came about as a direct result of an old debt owed by Emilio to Lucky
Luciano, who was then rotting in an American prison odl.

It was Emilio's "suggestion" that in exchange for Luciano's freedom and later extradition to Italy, Lucky might like to
contact severa Scilian "ex"-capo friends on behaf of the American invasion force, and request that they and their
"ex"-Méfia soldiers - who were il scattered throughout Sicily's villages - tighten the screws on what remained of
Duce's amed forces and make them an offer they couldn't refuse: life if they ran away, death if they chose to remain at
their posts. Except
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while a clean sudden death as the result of an American blitzkrieg couldn't be guaranteed, a very ugly one on the
cutting edge of some mafioso guerrillas garrotte most certainly could!

The reason for dl those "ex"s is sSmple: you've got to remember that at the time, Mussolini was hanging mafiosi
from whichever handy lampposts he could find, and so it was a very good time to refute or better gill cancel your
membership in that organization! But the Mafia never dies; it might go away for a while, but it always comes back.
And Il Duce, by standing against them, had put himsdf in their line of fire. They wanted rid of him - and they certainly
didn't want Hitler!

"Thus the American invasion of Sicily was awalkover, and the course of the war - and a great many world-shaping



events since - was atered. And so while this Emilio Francezci might be a difficult man to trace, by which | mean that
we know absolutely nothing about him, till he could become one of those fake folk heroes | was talking about. But
then, I'm told that there are people who idalize the memory of Al Capone, too .. .

Harry was silent a while, then said: 'But we are talking about Italy, or more properly Scily, which is a place apart,
surely? The way | understand it, graft, political corruption, crimein general, these things are almost a way of life. Just
because this one Francezci - this "Emilio" - had bad connections, does that mean they're dl tarred with the same
brush? | mean, isn't everyone in that sort of culture tainted or at least touched by it, from the politicians down? ... Or
up, as the case may be? What dse have you gat, Darcy? Why dont you tell mewhat brought about E-Branch's interest in the
Francezcis in the firgt place?

'Cut straight to the point, right? Darcy answered. 'Okay, let's try that. E-Branch's interest in the Francezcis:

'Harry, | have prognosticators, people like Alec Kyle, yet unlike him, who are mainly interested in the future. The
future of this country, and its welfare - and, | hasten to add, of the world as a whole. But charity begins at home. So
what do | mean, these people are like Alec yet unlike him? Well, you were with us long enough to understand that no
two sets of ESP kills are exactly dike. The talents of my precogs don't wak like Alecs dd, thet's dl. But they are illed &
meking damn good guesses. Except as any precog will tell you, the future is devious as hdl and therefore hard to gauge.
But they do their best.

The point is, as an idand and a race we're moving closer and closer to Europe. Not in the physical sense, no, but
ideologically, politicaly, and financialy. So it would seem, anyway; so my precogs - my futurologists - have
predicted. Wdll, if that's how it will be, it's how it will be. But in a future world where we are tied to Europe, wed like to
give ourselves the best possible advantage. Just because we happen to be divided from Europe by the English
Channel and the North Sea - a situation which has given us a positive advantage in the past - doesn't
mean we have to be some kind of poor offshore relative, some sort of bare-arsed cousin!’

The Necroscope was quick on the uptake. Y our - futurol ogists? -foressefinendd difficuities?

Darcy was impressed. 'Among others,' he answered. 'French governments come and go like day follows night, and
the French franc fluctuates accordingly. Then there's the deutschmark . . . except there were more worried about the
past than the future! The old deutschmak may look good now, but it hes one hell of abed record, Hary. And as for the lira and the
drachma? | mean, serioudly, the pound sterling should end up tied to currencies such as those?

'So, you've gauged something of the future, you're mindful of the lessons of the past, and you're now considering
the present, right? Harry nodded. 'So that you can discover where the rot has set in, and stop it from spreading over
here? Which led you to the Francezcis.'

'‘Among others, right. But weve had to tread oh-so-carefully. The Francezcis seem immune from any kind of
accusation. | can give you several examples in the last decade where Italian governments have falen just because
they looked like they were pointing afinger in their direction! E-Branch is E-Branch, yes, but on an internationa scale
even wedont have thet kind of dplometic dout. Let them ggt wind of thefedt that we've been checking on them . . . why, even our
plug could be pulled! And the intelligence of these people is awesome.’

Darcy had gone too fast. 'Hold it!" Harry held up a hand. "You could get the plug pulled? Cease to function? But
surely, you're first-line national security?

Darcy sighed. 'We're E-Branch. There are people who should know better who ill don't even believe in us, and
others who want to cut our expenditure . .. and we exist on a fucking shoestring anyway! And it isn't just idle flattery
when | tell you that you, personaly, have saved our skin time and again. You, your successes, are what's kept us
afloat. We are ahead of The Opposition, which means were successful. Ergo: we are alowed to exist. But the
Francezcis are just too powerful for us. As a covert organization, we smply can't go against them. If we're right about
them, we lack the clout to do anything about it. And if were wrong and get found out - they'd have us by the bals

Harry was thoughtful. Two brothers, that powerful? Just the two of them? What's their power-base - | mean, apart
from money.’

'Well, of course, that's the most powerful force on Earth!' Darcy exclamed. 'But okay, apart from money:

‘Harry, they're like an octopus, with tentacles dl over the place, in every kind of sinkhole. | mentioned their
intelligence. Well, in the main that's their power-base, too. Except the rest of this is redly deep and you might find it
difficult to believe, even hearing it from me, even here at E-Branch HQ!'
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Try me anyway,' the Necroscope answered. 'See, | have a very open mind' He aduly amiled, and for amomant looked even
moelikethe old Harry Darcy had known. And Darcy could see the humour of it: someone trying to tdl Harry Keogh
that something might be too hard to believel And that someone just happening to be himsdf, Darcy Clarke, who could
wak through a minefield blindfold, in snowshoes, and come through without a scratch. So that Darcy smiled, too,
then chuckled, and the tension was that much more diminished.

But in the next moment it was back to business, as Darcy said: 'Okay, then listen. These people, the Francezcis,
aren't just a couple of big-time hoods. They've got the weight of the Mafia behind them - the total weight! Of course
they have, for they're advisers to the M&fia, like Dons of dons, or Godfathers of godfathers! But that's not nearly the
end of it. For through the Méfia they're also advisers to the KGB and, on occasion . .. to the CIA!'



The Necroscope looked blank, as if he hadn't heard. But as it sank in, he cocked his head on one side and said,
‘They're what?

Darcy nodded. 'You can't see it. Wdll, that's understandable. But remember the Lucky Luciano story, and then ask
yourself why the Mab is till dive and wel and living in a great many places even today, when every "straight" body
in this big wide world would love to put them out of business for good.'

‘But the CIA? Harry ill needed convincing. | mean, the first is acceptable, even plausible; naturally Mother Russia
would love to undermine western capitalism. And what better way than by the corruption at its root? But the CIA?
What kind of "advice" would the Central Intelligence Agency take - what kind would they even want -from people in
bed with the Mob?

'Go back a step,’ Darcy told him. 'First the KGB. | never said they were giving orders to the Francezcis. | wasn't
hinting that they were sabotaging or manipulating financid institutions, or anything of that order - though they could
wdl be or a least setting up the machinery for it. | said the Francezcis were "advisers." The key word is
"intelligence!" And as | told you, the Francezci intelligence machine is awvesome! Which is why the CIA uses them;
their information is that good. But as to the kind of advice they offer . . ' Darcy shrugged. The Branch isn't privy to
that information. But it won't be smdl potatoes, you can bet on it. As to how it works: they'll tel the KGB stuff that
doesn't conflict with CIA interests. Likewise, they'll offer information to the CIA if it doesn't drop the Russians in it.
And the Mob benefits both ways by knowing what's going to go down world-wide. And everyone involved is
grateful to the Francezcis. That's power, Harry.'

Harry was silent awhile, then said: 'So, they're "advisers' of a sort to the Mob, the KGB, eventhe CIA .. !

".. . And through them, advisers to their governments - just as

Emilio Francezd wes whanheaolisad thet adllebaration beween the Amaicaninvason facead Saly's Mdoin\Wating'

Tnfometionaf thetardlr, Hary mused,

Yes..!

Indliganceisthekey ward! the Neoosogpe aorinued o mul it over. Okay, sowhet is thar intdligance mechine?How cb they atanize it? Whets the
sued thar infomeio?Matethe/resnay theMddsoan QA: theravecareinagidaweb o intaretiord aimead comydian?

Daty $mupped agin Rossihly. But urlikdy. For lef'sfaeit, e Familiesaant thet. . . well, familiar with esch aher. TheeaeMdwas gaing anesn
ravintheUSA; prakedy in Itdy, too, Theytendt united It isnit inthar ganes But heres somahing to think ebaut

Our precogstal usthet Cammunismisantheware oatanly in Russa Somavkethe Rancerisaeprapaing thewey far theMdy o afadion d theMda
intheUSSR? Thet'salat of tuf, Hary! Thepairt is wheese theyredaing, youcanguaateethe/rencat iptoay goad

Ardyau- a e Brath - wart meto throw simegpamasin thar waks?

Dary hddyphishendsin pratet. Hey, | tdd youwecant beinvaved Yauaged meif therewassomeoreyaucoud hit far funds Which suiggesed tome
thet makethaewesawayweooud bath bendit fram . . . well, framwhet you do best. But if theres ary fdl-aut fram anything you do, the Brath cartt ke
implicated Wearart pat o thissoae’

Whetif | doritnedthermoney tretbedly?

Thenlditgo!

Thefattis| donit nesdthermoney thetbedly, or bevert ofar!

Yauakedmetocb something far you! Dagy sad Wretanll tdl yaR Ivedoreit. Naw dl Im saying is this thet dae in the phaiogach, LeMase
Mattrig housssmargy, treesures gdd, beyord yaur wildest deams Basase were sure thet aite gpat fromwhet these dreradiars heve Sedhed aney inthe
warlds berks theyre do megdes They - therr family - have ben acoumulating goodies far acoude df hundred yead A lat of the wedth of Eurgpe thet
vaidedinto Nad adffesduringWaldWa Two il hesnit besnaooouried far. Hell, it never will bewhileit's tied upin thet plaog’

O TreNexosrerdsad aquaying edaow. Soeenrow | dontkrowit &l?

Twaddhavetdd you' Dary sad & ae Thetsthewhdeidsad talking likethis aurdy?But ofarweejust ben kiddng it aound, ig?

Whetaboutdansdf theplace?

1 thoughtyouwerantintereded?
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Harry grinned, however tightly. 'But were just kicking it around, right?

No plans And thar security is second to none. The space centre @ Bakanur in Kazakhaten would be essier! Thet's probebly an exeggeration,
but Im aure you tekerry pairt

The Chateaul Bronnitsy was ssaure, too, Harry answered.

Darcy nodded but mede no reply. He didntt wart to mention Harry's"talent” for getting into and out of places ... or the damage
the Necrasoope hed done to some o the places hed bean into. The Chateau Bronnitsy - once the heedguiarters of Soviet ESHionege- wes anly
oned them. And Bronnitsy wasno mare

‘But that place was the very seat of evil, Harry went on, ‘while I'm not yet convinced that these Francezcis are
anything but big-time aooks'

Tmnat asking you to destray anything,' the Heed of E-Branch shook hisheed. 'In fadt, Im nat asking you to do anything. If you do, its your
business and | don't even wart to know. Imjust painting out the bull's eyein case you should ever wart to doalittie target pratice, thet'sdl!

‘And if during my "invedtigations' | should disoover the Franoezd's oracle, the source of their intelligence. . .?

'Wed be grateful, of course. Because if we could tap into that source ... it goes without saying that wed put it to
better use than they do’



'And maybe ques thar pitch a the same time? Harry wias on top of it. But youre nat in any kind of hurry?

Na Honestly, Hary, thiswasfar you. If you useit, then you useit Andif you donit. .. wel, itsyour chalce But as you sy, if its dso of benefit
to us o much the better!

The Necroscope gave it another moment's thought, said, 'Do we know whet these brathers look like? Or thar people? Yauve
tdd mether security & LeManse Madonieis good. Sowhet do they have upthere?

"Thar onn private "d&ff," ' Darcy ansivered. Nat massive by Mob standards- but, as1've said, the Franoezais arentt Mab. They're bigger then
thet. They jus pull strings athers do the twitching. And anamy wouldn't be necessary anyway, not in a place as inaccessible as
the Madonie They have guards thar "sarvants" afour-sester hdicopter, and various types o surface trangport. Locdly, they like to travd ina
stretch limo: which is about as close as they come to emulating their neares and desred!'

'Y es' Hary nodded. TheMéfia And Saly isstill MdiaH.Q.?

But ddfinitdy!" Darcy sdd. 1f the Francezas ever required it, they could call up alot of heavy-duty help. But not in short order. It
takes timeto get fram Pdemo into the Madonie- far some people, anywaay.” With his lag commat he avarted his feog, dug in adesk draw,
ad
areatwithahendu of photoggahswhich he tossad ano the desk top. Hdures o aur friends' re quiddy reiumed o the aigindl alget. Natvay good
aes Imdrad Bu the Fanoerdsgypsa iobethewaridsleest photoggphed - and leest photogeric - paode!

Canl tekethesewithmewhanl leae?

‘Sory, Dary $ock hisheed Menaizeby dl mesns but thet SuUff daysright hare 11l sy it aggine offidaly, we arant even intrested in these paode We
cat beidentified ssasoureed infamretion in this regoadt

Hary fromred Yaumdeit sund likethe Fancerdshaveinfivae o heg too!

Dacysadnahing

Whe, with the British Govarmmant?Arethey "advisng’ aur intdligance agandies too? Andher reesn yaureinterested inthen?

Wedaorit ko whet theFancerisae a aent intol’ Thedaher trrew his hendswide But with their intdligenos, there hesto bearred dene thet theyre
dayasmaur sced thepod too. Na bigasye, hi—

—padaming treNexasapefinga it for im Ard 1 reveto adhit, youvegat reinteresed. I'm nat ken an theiideadf my country's strings beirng
pulled by somekind of super-ainind puppetee, ntrovar intrefuiLre’

Helodkedatthephotoggds

Theed trefive pdureswaed thesaretwomen taken fram the ssme age, sarelocaion Theyd been spad in gy esning light leaving atypicaly
ltdien ar Sdlien buldng, dessding awicke flight o stgos Oher pegdewere fdlowing an behind them but aut of foas Inthe first pidire, thetwo wee
daning dredly & thecamaq thar eyesurssn bahind thedak lensssof Snglasses; thar hendsomefassstwided by Sk a suprise

Intheseoond pidurethey loamed muchdossr, ae df them painting & the canag his dagh o annauth baking some sart o quedtion o adi. Inthe third
piduretheparwaednod tatly dosaured by tefivefingasd agoved had reeding to o trelensed thecamaa

Indl of the phatogrgahs their feetLres - while gapesting henckomeinan dmost darentyped Medtaraneen fagion - wae vayy indidingt, Hurred, possibly by

maion, a by the naves d the camaaren Dak heir knushed bedk, lage ears lying flt to ther heeds lang, dender faoss Al they gpeared teller then the
amgggltdian Hary krewhewaud retain theeleding impressars o theHancezas. .. adaredther: therr ladk of adaur. For Itdians a Sdliens they didnt
samohaetoomuhaar ...

‘A couple of cold-looking customers, right? said Darcy, his voice reaching Harry as if from amillion miles away.

TheNeorasoopelooked up. Hhm'? hesad.
Necrosoope: TheLogt Years-\Val. |
339
BrianLumley
338

Camy types' Davy puled aface " Theresuit of misgoart youths Pleasapar o langdime hudlas sewn o theback dleysad tre hbilliard hells - arin
ther e o the dmly-lit, edaoing roomsdf LeMarseeMadrie!
Bdngahit theetricdl, arent you? Hary froaned, and his thoughtful o faraney eqaression disgppesrad ‘Ard aywey, | thought you didntt know anything
ot eMarseMadrie?
No, bt | kow somahing ébout them They haveaconganitdl disordr, akind of phatophdaia dlagy o strang light. Which mears they kegp pretty much to
hare Itsaed treressrswhywedont havebdter pidires Noarehesbdter pidires Anaher good ressmiisthet they dont like peode taking pidiured The
fdlovwhotok these. . . hewespeparazz, & thetimed thet nesty Aldo Mao business It ssrsamezing to methet heeer gt these pidures aut of Sialy.
Anyney, thetsnat dl regat! OH?
Davy g but inrowey negligantly. Hewesfourd herging framalidoein Nadesamanth et Sidde- gpparartly!
Hary lodked & the ather photogrghs Oredt aset meninaflying suit, ad the aher of acacbvaoustypeinavae'sunifom And these peode?
Trelitie dubby aeisthar pilat, Dagy sd HisrareisLug Maa Unil acoude o yeasap hewaswaking far aed theNew Yak families A
locd war tock aut isendoye, ad thaewaetressan Lug'slife too. Hefled to rddivesin Sdly, edd ypwakirg for e Franoerds
Treahe areisthar deuffeur, Maio Hedoes it haveassoand reme- nat thet hels telling ayway. But hesadead ringer far acatain "Maid' whowesa
highy-ped hit men far the Scaldtis in Romein the lete Sixties Hewes'the bet” & his ifamous jao; jugt the right sot o dgp to ke diving for the
Fanedd'
Nice' sad Hary. But something sssmswwrag | mean far pegdewrowart to gpeer dvarad fram theMd, these Fanoeis ssam to erdoy ananf lat
d exddas
Daty drupe In Manzss e hewesanthepaighay. So hesapilat, but heaoud juet as egslly beagadsna. TheMdiaendoys adnay pade too,
yaukron. Asfar Maia retesroaimire reoad wesnever braught o trid. Itshedy suprisng "thebed” reer ae’
TreNerespedgypad the ooy shack anthedesk and good up Hehdd aut hisherd ad Dary dhook it. But assHary hesckd far thecoare:
Hany, Daoy sid 1 endill finrdyousomedeanmongy if youwartit! Hary peused 1D mekeaut, hesad Tminatshart, natyet anywey.
It depancshow long it tekes o find Bredhard thebeby - if | find them Y adresuretheres nathing your ed?



Dary $1ok Hsheed But wetekegdrg aur eesard aur exswice goa’

Hewetched Hary qoenthe door ad stgp ot into the-aamicr. Hewarted to call him bedk, bt didhit. Hewerted to ak efter his heelth agein weethee ary
aher pddars- irsdehisheed mavbe? But he didht. It wes aweys the Branth first. Ardif the Nearosogpe hed looked bedk, ssn Dagy/sfae right then ke
waddhavekroamn somahingweswiag Ardmayke Day warted im to. But Hary didhit look bk

Indeed, over hisshaude, hesdd, Therks Dary. Itsssmuchiasl anak

Andthenhedosedthedoorbeindhim. ..

Tretnight, Hary clled Barie Jeen Why, heaoud rever rae siid Makeit westhettreequatarsful momberginginthe sy over the budding tressbeard
hisgadmnwal. (Thoughwhy thet shaud beanmdivewesjugt ssbiganyday,) Or mateit wes smdy thet hed un ot o B 'swine which wes proedy
why hed left Seetleard hescke for hoelin theffirg ace

But thesewaeagumenstheNearosogqpehed hed befarg if arly with imsdf. Ard Baie Jan . . . wesjut adthe of the mydaies d hislife Orwesde
nmoethen thet?Animooat?Hary wesaredewas Buthow innooat can samemewho goes at intent an murdkr be? Bxagat Hary westtt dlowed to think
thetwey, and ohesdtled far innooat. Also, dewesacerm goocHoddngwamenad simereto talk to. Corpary, yes W, if dewartedtobe

Aditlodked likeit coddbealang night, spart tossng ard tuming, Espadélly if Hary didhit have anything to diink. Arddanm it, reiintanded nat o e
aythingtodink Sowhy cdl Bariedat?

But he called her anyway.

First he got one of her girls, then Bonnie Jean. She was in the bar, said shed take it upstairs. (For privacy, he
imagined. She wanted privecy, totak to him) And she mugt redly have floan up those dars for efter afew seoonds

'Harry? Is it redly mah wee man himsdf? Her voice - or words -wae likewam fingars diiven home through his butter brain,
presing buttons, switching channels, conjuring a different him. Then B.J. dropped the accent but retaned her husky
bresthlessness 'Fumy, but I\veredlly missed you, Hany ... "

And whatever migivings hed hed -if he hed hed any & dl - were & once forgatten. W, Im beck; he found his vaice For the tie being,
anyway. And you told meto stay in touch .. ." It seemed awesk, ineffectual way to broach what was on his mind. But
the words just
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slipped off histongue asif they were someone else's.

‘And if anything, your cdl is early,’ B.J. said, without redlly thinking whet shewassaying. But it wes afadt thet the full moon
wes dill awesk avay. Immediady redizing her misake (why dd this bloody men have this effect on her?), she went to add
something, anything, but Harry beat her to it:

I know what you mean," he said, without redly knowing. 'l seem a bit eager, right? Well, maybe it's the moon.’

That shocked her rigid, so that she found difficulty in answering: The moon?

'Over my garden wall,' he explained. 'l seem to have this tune in my head: "Give me the moonlight, give me the girl,
and leave the rest to me" Well, | have the moonlight, but. .

She sighed her rdief, inaudible to Harry, and said, 'But no girl, eh? And before he could answer: 'Where are you?

'Pretty close. I'm home. Five or six miles.!'

Didyoufindthem?Y ourwifeand child?

'No,' the Necroscope answered, his voice showing no emotion one way or the other. B.J. wouldn't be able to tdl if
he was glad or sad. And the fact was that right now, Harry didn't know either.

'I'saquiet night, B.J. said. 'Well be closing around twelve ..."

It wasn't much, Harry thought, but she seemed to be saying so much more. And: That's more than three hours," he
answered.

Too long?

'Yes... no... | don't have much to do. | mean I'm done and . . . lonely, | suppose.'
‘Do you want to come here?

| canif you—

'—No, don't. Look, why don't you tell me where you are, and I'll come to you? I'll take ataxi. The girls can take care
of things here for one night.'

"Yaoull comenow?

He sensed her shrug. 'l could use a break. Have you eaten?

‘Not in awhile.' (It was true, he was starving!)

‘Doyou haveany foodin?

'No food,' he shook his head, despite that she couldn't see him. 'No drink either ...

She answered pause for pause and finaly said, Tm sure we can fix that. | mean, Il pick something up on the way.
S0 ... what's the address? Oh, and Harry, give me your ‘phone number, too, in case I'm delayed. The number | have
doesn't work."

And he told her both his address and telephone number. Why not? It seemed the most natural thing in the world
todo...

Harry's address was scarcely the easiest place in the world to find. It
was one of four Victorian houses standing in an uneven cluster on a rivabank anilear two out of Bormyrig, with undulaing



petdwork-quilt fields on three sides, dotted with dark copses here and there, and, during daylight, the rare hazy view of
adistant steeple or square church towe.

Just why any specific areafdls derdict is hard to say, but this district definitely had. Three of the once-proud, even
grand old houses were terraced and stood in high-walled gardens extending almogt to the river. The two outer houses
had been empty for years and were beyond redemption; their windows were gaping holes and their roofs were
buckling inwards. They had been up for sale for along time; every so often someone would come to look at them, and
go away shaking his head. They were not ‘desirable’ residences. The central house was Harry's place. It was londly,
but he could tak to his Main private here and never fear that anyone would see him sitting on the riverbank mouthing
nonsense to himedf.

Glimpsad through the trees lining the riverbank, Bonnie Jean's first view of the house was from a road on the far
side of the river. She had asked the driver of her taxi to halt, and sat there a while just looking across the river. It was
obvious which house was occupied: the ground floor lights were on; they flooded out and lit the sprawling garden,
lending the place an eerie illumination. The house was dive, barely. But by comparison the others were stone dead.
Ye oddly enough, B.J. didn't consider the place as awhole at dl out of keeping with Harry Keogh's character. Indeed,
she thought it suited him.

The reason she had caused the driver to stop was smple: shed wanted to observe the house from a safe distance.
But it was what it was, an old house on its last legs. hardly a 'safeé’ house as she would imagine such a place to be.
And in any case, since Harry's people, his ex-employers, already knew about her - or something about her - it made
little difference. But he had told her they were finished with him and that they'd have no further interest in her.
Following which she'd made doubly sure by giving him certain post-hypnotic commands. But he was no ordinary
man, this mysterious Harry Keogh, and it was something she'd have to check up on anyway.

After awhile she'd told the driver to carry on, and a minute later the taxi had crossed the river by an old stone
bridge onto a rutted service road. The row of houses lay at the end of the road, and B.J. dismounted and paid her fare
outside Harry's address: Number 3, The Riverside, the one with the lights.

As the taxi pulled away, B.J. walked the moonlit ribbon of paving stones to Harry's door, which opened as she
reached it. And Harry was thae

Taking the brown-paper, Chinese-motif takeaway bags out of her hands as he ushered her inside, he looked
harassed and was instantly
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gpolagdtic about the Sate of the place Hehad cvioudy been busy; hisbrow wias demp with pergairation.
Bu... youssaminahit of agad' she sad, looking dl around his spadious if sparsdly fumished study, the only room thet hed spent any
time on, and that nearly a month ago. 'What on earth have you been daing, Hary?
Hegimeoad "B, tidyingup?

'Really? She couldn't help but smile. Then I'd hate to have seen it whenitlooked rough! Henodded gumly. ‘A mess right? She
shook her heed in bawildement. 'And you live here? Isit that bed? Helooked around, lidked hislips nervoudy, nodded agein. ‘Y es it isthet bed.
Wi, edudly, thehouseignit too bed a dl. Itsheen adecent dd placeinitstimeand washuilt tolag. Whichiseswell, because it's seen
some neglect. But the site ... isamess, yes. Themanthingis thisplaceisming and | candoit up. I'veonly beenhere awhile,
after al. And I've been busy. But the place has had a survey and doesn't seem to have any problems. | mean,
structurally,’ Hary opened hisamsexpansvdy, setting the Chinesetekeaway begsswinging, it's just fine! I'll replace the carpets.
.. well, eventualy. Andafew floorboerdskind of creek. Er, thedecor could beimproved, | auppose Andl redlly dontt know wheredl the
dugt comesfrom." Hesighed, and hispoorly-feigned optimistic ar disgppeared inamomernt. 'Then there's the paintwork, and a handful
of roof tiles, and . . ." Shrugging, hefdl slent. Butwhy thisplace? Therehed tobearesson.'It was my Ma's,' Harry said. ‘'Then my
stepfather's. They ... are deednow. It'sjust aplacetobe | Sppose, now thet I'monmy own!

Ligeningtohim, B.J hed fdt hislondiness Shedbeenlondy, too-albeit in a different way - for a very long time now. 'Outside,
from aorosstheriver, | thought it looked likeyou. Thehouse | meen. Fromadigance it'sdtill -1 dont know - ridh? I'mnat rich, Harry shook his
heed.

1 memnitscharadter, shesad. Inthenight, itlookslikeit hesstyle' Do | havestyle?

B.1 nodded and cocked her heed on ane sde Wl youve oatanly gat something, Hary Keogh Heel wouldnit be here' Which wes the

truth, however she meant it. And, before he could answer: "Where's the kitchen? she asked, as she took the takeaway begs bedk

franhim 'Or don't | wart to know? But thank Gad, the kitchen hed been modamized ...

They ate. Discovering that he redly was hungry, Harry set to with a will. BJ watched hm manly, and toyed with the sTeler
portions of Chinesefood thet she hed sarved hersdlf. She hed dso been watching
himasshed upadked ad rehested thefood in hismiconave hiskemnintaest inwhet theewesto diink, ad his dovialdy disgpainted fromn an sghinga
batled Ligdfraumilch

Heddhtwatay (farwhichsewesgad), sttling faracand Cdeirgteed. But sssepoured hasdf agass $esad, Theradwire is gone Whet wes et
aywey..." Ardtrepasewesprayat ssdedaadaim
Harywesreedy farit, but dill heganoed et her bfareladdngawey. Thetwesbed of me' hesad Waudyoubdievermeif | ssd | cametosseyau?l meen
yaudaged metoday intouch, andherel wasabout togoaway. And| cou ot contactyou! Butwhy breekin?

Breek in?Asinbuday?Hedook hisheed ' didnt haveto bresk anything | tdld your thisiswhet | cobest. Itwesimy jdb, rererta? Ard your gaeisa



wakdn, bdieverme Framtheheck anywey!
O? Sed thougt dewessosaure ot thefadt westhet Sehed beenadvised to erpoy moesaouity & thereer o thepramises Ttwesthet ess/?

Til $Sowyausametime' hesad, hgang lewadd ree haeto. Ardhecaried on etirg,

‘Andyougat pegt onedf my girls' B weantfinisned | movevay quiddy, andvay auidly, Hary sed, knoningthet hecoudhnt arguewiththet.

But itwasvay wag d you aywey! Whetwaud | hevethought ar dong if | hed besninand youhed suddirly ertered my bedtoon? Ard ssfar deding a
bated mywire.. '

Hary gimedinwhet hehopedwesadsamingmame. 1 ldtacdlingcad tretsdl. Youmig havesantretedon TV. Yauknow theone "and el because—"
""—Hary Keoghlovesredwine?"!

Somdhing likethet, yes But youkrow thet suff reelly dd heveanadversedffect an me? Ard didnit | resd something reoantly - about amesspasoning o
siresrh-whaeaatan Birgoen vinneswereaousad df topaing up ther wineswith antifresze? Ardrow yau tdl meit's gore? Whe, did you adelly sl
thet SUff?

Whret?Bamielenaoudhady bdieveitt Nowhesssmadtobeaoosngher of somathing! Also, thisweshbeginmningtosoundalat likeanedf Reolis
wardgares... adif o, thenHary Keoghwesgoodat tham! But dekeat her tampa, ansvaing: 'Y cuknow, youaoudberight?] tiedit mysef andthenexdt
momingfdtlikeyouloocked thettime Butno, | ddnt sl it. | gaveittomy astomastotry - andthey didnt likeit ather And soitsgone? Finshed, yes'
Agaret hiswill, Hary fet himeef gritting histegth Hedidnt cuite
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know whether to be glad or mad. He should have taken dl the bottles when he had the chance. But no, of course he
shouldn't! It had to be for the best that the vile stuff was finished. And with it the 'after-image,’ or whatever, of Kyle's
alcoholism, obvioudly. For Harry was damned if he could fancy B.J. 's Liebfraumilch! Exactly how it dl tied up he
couldn't say, but now, at lagt, it was over. It had to be over, because there was nomoed BJ 'swine

And as if someone had pulled a plug in his brain, most of Harry's frustrations, anxieties and self-doubts went

flooding away down the drain of his mind, leaving him relieved and cool where a moment ago held been burning up.
For perhaps, &fter dl, he was that one smoker in ten million who could only smoke one brand . . . and at last they'd
stopped making it! Yet even now, in the depths of his subconscious mind, a smal voice was asking him: 'Oh, really?
But what about Greece? I'll bet you can get it in Greece. . .
And there it was: the question right there on the tip of his tongue, meking resdy to durt itsdf out Thet friend of yours the one
who brought it back far your? You wouldn't happen to know where he gat it, would you? Except he mustn't ask it! Never! Not if he
would be his own man again. She came to his rescue, saying: 'All | knew was that someone had been into my place. |
didn't think of you at firgt, but wondered if maybe it hed bean this arganization you worked far. Maybe they were chedding me out
or something.’

For amoment that caught him off guard; he had quite forgotten the story hed told her about the Branch wanting
him to clear up a point or two. But now she'd brought it dl back to mind, and since in fact E-Branch knew nothing at
dl about her: 'No, B.J, no one's out to get you,' he said. 'Likel told you, the people | worked for aren't police, and in
fact they're not even remotely interested in you. Not any longer. Nor in mefor that matter. And believe me | redly an
sorry | caused you so muchconoam..."

They finished the rest of the med in an awkward silence, just mulling things over. But when Harry findly sat back,
he sighed and said, "You want to know something? | think this is the first timein - God, | don't know how long! - that
I've fet relaxed. Your choice of food was just great. And you ... are just great, too. Wrong-headed, maybe, but
great. And anyway, who am | to talk?

'‘Who indeed? she said, something like his Ma might, but with an entirely different fed to it. 'Was that a
compliment?
Harry laughed and rubbed his chin. 'I'm not sure,' he answered, 'but it felt like a whole series of them!'
Yaur best line? Your idead chetting meup? Sedudtion, even? To tal me that I'm great despite that I'm wrong-headed? Well, |
have to say I've heard better!" The way she said 'Wdll,' it redly did sound like his Ma
Treidead red wirewesrow rgady receding in the Nearosoopes mind. B hed aoken severd key wads- wads thet hed nathing to o with pravias
poa-hypnaiicaomrancs- which Hary hed pidked ypan Ardirow heredizad whet dsehed ben missing inthelegt éghtean months ather then hisoanboody.
Tddrgupthewssd paesand aulay, ad furting it alitle, hessid Doyoufed add?Isit addin hee? Thee hed ben afire Iad in his qoen firgdace e
drehermosd in but the Neaosgee hedht felt the nesd o light it. Namrely he didrit like it too wam ard pateps suprisndly the houses ailfired
aatre-heding sgemweswaking vay wel.
Seralsen hise/esroeos theheathad hed pahgsiead somathing o whewesan lismind ‘A litle dhilly, yes'

Thentossametchanthefirewhilel washuyp!
‘Allright, shesad 'And. .. Idliketoweghup, too!
Umm®

Thebethroom is—?

Off thelanding, upgars' reasvaad ' Thedone is. .. vay gud'

But | bet yaur beotooisamess right? Tredrectvey wesuaLdlly thebest and essies. Buen s, B wesauprised tofind hersdlf bresthingadhecetoo fat

‘Adiely, oy Hary ansnvered, hisvacealitle huy. No it's. . . prty tidy. 1, &, tided it? Hepausad in the dooway ad lodked beck to whee drewes
sarding by thefirgdane Ther eyeslodked, adfaramomeat it weslike it hed bemnin her berroom Theewesthismegneism, which hed nathing to do with the
atd beguilemat. .. aantheahe had itwesthet atirdy neturd, mutlel beguilematt, thededric momat, whenanmen ad waren krow thet it's gang to



hapn
Burov tret trefires|it, $etorehe g/esfram his srudk amechand tossad it artoabese d aunrded rengogper ad kindling, 1 think | wadd bejudt &
arfatde. .. cownhae?
Ardbggmingtiohumasauiddy asthefire ard just ashat, Hary hueked, Thenefter youvedonvered bring coantre quilt and <oft top Harket franny bed!
Trenhewesd to thekitdhen, ad B lidked her lips TredogL adwesright: treeweedha ways bater ways o ethrdl amen With thelights of ad the
artdarsdamn intrered dow d trefirg it woldbejust likeawam serd aeinhee
Yesitwoudbejudlikealar ...
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ONEOFTHEOTHERWAYS
TRUTHSHALF-TRUTHS AND DAMNED
LIES

It was two am. before Harry fell adeep in her arms, but the night time was B.J.'s time and she didn't fed the need. She
needed, oh yes, but not deep. And as the time crept inexorably closer to the full of the moon, that need was ever more
insistent. But she had long since learned to deny herself, so that Harry was never in any red danger. Especidly Harry,
who impressed her more and more as the Mysterious One, Radu's '‘Man With Two Faces.'

Wel, his ways weren't quite so mysterious now. One facet at least had revealed itsdlf to her. And in his way, he had
initiated it. Shy to begin with (scarcely a Don Juan!), his prowess had improved with experimentation. And, unlike
most men the first time they are with a woman, Harry had fet driven to satisfy her; hed quickly discovered her
preference.

A moon child, with that of the wolf - a great ded of the wolf - in her, B.J. had 'submitted.” And with her breasts
flattened to the soft blanket, and her face turned to the red glow of the fire, she'd fet the delicious thrusting, the
hammering home of Harry's turgid flesh in the heart of her womanhood. Oh, he had gone without for ... along time
that much weas obvious But 90 hed she, ad coud teke dl that he cold gve Yet despite the fact that she sucked on him
desperately with her s, gill he had held back until he first fet her shuddering, and heard her moaning, before firing
into her his long, hot bursts. And Bonnie Jean Mirlu had never felt so wel satisfied. Not in that respect, anyway.

For him, their sex was ajammed floodgate finaly opened. Pouring himsdlf into her, the rest of his pain - his grief? -
and dl of his anxieties and frustrations were temporarily suspended. Time itself seemed suspended, in the oblivion of
those briefly blazing seconds as B.J.'s sugar, the searing and singing of her flesh, saturated his psyche and meted in
his mind. And the second time he came, such was B.J.'s pleasure that as they disengaged she turned him on his back
and kept

his shaft moist and throbbing in the soft sleeve of her mouth . . . until heweasreedy agan

But throughout she had been aware of the danger, and mindful of Radu's warning: '‘Be sure - be absolutely sure -
that if he gets into you, nothing of you, of us, gets into him!'

Of course not, for he wanted Harry for himsdlf, to use . . . however hewoud use hm He wanted him pure, humen. At firg,
ayway. Asfar Radu's purpose with Harry:

B.J. knew of it (the dog-Lord had explained something of it, a least) but for the moment did not want to think about
it. For the moment she wanted only to lie here, warm and drowsy, with Harry's am draped over her and his deeping,
no longer intense but oddly innocent face resting against the resilience of her breasts, and her thigh between his legs
where his rod, dl flaccid now, twitched occasionaly, perhaps from the 'memory’ of its mounting. For while he had
pleasured her with his body, it had not stopped there: he now pleasured her with his presence. Yes she . . . liked
being there with him! And it was also a curiously pleasant thought that he'd shot his seed into her - despite that she
had ben ddliged tokkll it

Contraception? Pills and plastic and senses-stifling rubber? Unnecessary. Her body, her system, was its own
protection. There was that in her blood - the same dien essence that defended her against Man's common ailments,
time's deterioration, and even physical injuries - that would not dlow of the invasion of his sperm. B.J. need only call
on it, think it into being, and her system would, or had, responded to destroy dl of Harry's myriad squirming tadpoles
of generation.

It had taken but a thought, a command issued from B.J. 's mind to her own innermost organs and tissues, to the
immeture leech which she even fdt growing within her despite that her Master had denied it:

Other than you, there is that in me which is alive. | do not wish it. Cleanse me of this infestation. So be it. And it was done.

Except the other way was much harder: to keep that dien essence to herself, and not transmit it, or dlow it to



transmit itsdlf, into her partner. She wanted him enthralled in the one sense, but not as a true thrdl in the other. B.J.
herself, she might have wanted him so, but the dog-Lord did not. No, for Radu wanted him for himsdf. Again, it
sEmed acontradiction:

That her Master would insist she was not Wamphyri, but a the same time worry about her passing on anything to
Harry, to his Mysterious One. Hersdlf athral (if that was dl she was), B.J. 's bite would make hmamoon dild - aye to be
gricken by themoon & itsfull, and hddinawe of unnatural urges - but never a true wolfling. Only by transfusion of Radu's
blood, his sdliva, his sperm, his essence, could that be accomplished. Or by his leech or its vampire egg. But surely,
during al the years that B.J. had served him, sufficient of her Master must have
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found its way into her? No, not so; Radu had it that the giving was a one-way thing; B.J. got nothing back . . .

Oh, redly? Then why was it that she aways fdt - what, an dectric connection? An img avareness anyway - as Raduis
funnd filled and hebegan to consume her lifeé's blood? Bonnie Jean knew why, or supposed she knew. But she scarcely
dared to admit it, not even to herself. For if she waswrong . . .

How great his wrath, to discover that she had somehow imagined herself magically endowed - indeed Wamphyri -
without that he had enginered il

Well, he need not worry, for it was not her intention to make a vampire, awolf, or any other creature out of Harry. It
was her intention to obey her Master and eventually have him up out of his resin grave; for as much as Bonnie Jean
had been the dog-Lord's champion, she sensed the day coming when he must be hers. The Drakuls and Ferenczys
and their thralls were abroad in the world; as yet B.J. was more woman than composite creature; Radu must survive, at
least until she hed leamed dl she could fram himy and with thet knowiedge became more capable of managing, of engineering . . .
her own ... dynasty?

And so it was out in the open a last, in the open of her consciousness, her self-understanding, at least. Not
treachery, but survival! Her own survival. More proof - and possibly the best yet - that she was or would soon be
what she'd suspected for the last forty years at least: Wamphyri! So for now, Radu would continue to be her Master,
and his word law.

And until he was up again, and for as long as the Drakuls and Ferenczys were a threat, she would suppress it as
best she could; and as he had used her she would now use others, and so prepare her own way inthewarld

As for the dog-Lord's plans for Harry - his so-called Mysterious One, his 'Man With two Faces,' - B.J. could now
look at those in a different light, from Radu's point of view. For what he would do now, she hersef might yet be
obliged to attempt in some far-distant future time. . .

Radu had not gone down into the resin of his own volition. Not entirely. He had thought that he sickened; he had
believed that the Black Death held him in thrall, and knew from experience that he could not beat it. With his own
eyes he had seen his pups develop those hideous black pustules, and die. He had felt the disease inside him, and
knew the struggle his essence put up against it, in vain. And hed cursed his leech for its weakness, its idle
inefficiency, that it could not combat the creep of this insidious thing.

But the 1340s was a decade not only of plague but of famine and unrest. Smple movement throughout Europe had
been the most difficult thing in its own right. Even arich Boyar's entourage, fleeing before the al-devouring scourge
from the east, could scarcely expect to
find it an easy passage. Radu had got into a fight, suffered a sword thrust in his side. Normaly his vampire leech could
easly handle, quickly hed a smple wound. But his parasite was already battling the plague within Radu's system; a
fight it couldn't hope to win, not as long as he was up and about, engaging in other activities.

He had hated it, but there was no other solution. So that finaly, in Soaland in 1380, the dog-Lard's longHad contingency plan
for continuity must be brought into baing. The padk hed built imamekeshift larin unexplored mountain heights, and Radu had gone
down into the resin.

A dragtic solution, perhaps, but this was what he'd seen in precogni-tive dreams: that he must go down for long and
long - sx hundred years and more - and rise up in a future world, even in another body! Metempsychosis: the passing
of his Being and Persondity into the body of another. Moreover, he had long dreamed of this Mysterious One, who
would be there at his awakening; and of himsdf as the avenger out of time, destroyer of his olden enemies, burning
bright as a star in the fird hour of histriumph!

With these things in mind it had been easier to submit to the sarcophagus of soft, suffocating resin. The wine of
desert-bred wizards had helped; the coma it induced had been like unto death itself, but in fact was the dawn of a
radically extended undeath. And immohbile in his state of suspended animation in a gluey grave in the Cairngorms lair,
he hed commenoad to dream

And now that Radu was no longer active, consuming energy and making demands on his leech, his vampire could
concentrate on its red battle, directing dl of its efforts to combat the virus raging in the dog-Lord's heart. Just how
that battle had gone . .. who could say? Radu slept; and even when his mind was awake, dill in a way it was detached
from his body. He would not know he was a whole man again until the two came together, which would be on the day
when B.J. melted away the resin and set him free.

And if he was not the whole man? If his parasite had lost its light and the fever rose up in him again, resurgent after
dl these years? That was where Harry Keogh came into the picture; it was the role that Radu saw him playing in that



fina scene. Metempsychosis, aye.

Because in the year preceding the dog-Lord's awakening, he would use his superior powers of beguilement - that
hypnotism which was his art above dl others - to transfer his detailed memories into Harry's mind Andif when he arose he
disoovered hisbody ridded with dissess, about to succumb and suffer the true death, then he would cause his leech to flee
his body into Harry's. Indeed, he would scarcely need to 'cause it, for the natural tenacity of the parasite - its lust for
life - would see to that. And if by chance the leech itself could not transfuse, if it should be obstructed, then it would
issue its egg, swiftest and surest of d canasd varpiism
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But in themomat o trargfusian, by, whidnever mathod, the doglard wadd ettt his grestest wardsr, Redliwes an incredily ponvefu mantdist, a
tegoeth without peer. Ardwith hisoan unifarmly scalet geze hewalld bum aut Hary'smind and prgect himedif thraugh Hany's onn hoeHaoan e/esinto
hismertdity. Hewald beHary Keoh

Q moe propaty, Hary waud besove im With Redus eeg, o legthy dl of hismenaiesad hisnird enire . .. rewaud ke Redt Why, eariLely,
thraugh meamophiam lrewaddemnareto lodk like im, woudwe the dogardsface TreManWith wo Feoess ae

TretwesLadRaduLykarisgan

Buontheahe herd- if heshauld riseup aggnawhdemenar aeeiure freed thedegLe- thenthee walld ke aher usss far the Mystiaios Ore Ard they
waefa lesd amyday. For aething, theed beahungy waniar toseeto. . .

Itwes2:30. Hary dimed and munded something in hisdegp, and it wesesgood atime ssary.

B.J $ehed im decked thet hewes il degdy adesp, reached anosshim ard topded asmauddaing blodk o firevood, cel, $e thought, fram the bedk o
thedep ddfathionad firgdaoeino thegowing emoas Thendedid aut framurder the blanket thet sheld dawn o them, acssed treroom ad tumed ana
reedrglampa Hary'sdek Ardaming it dredly into Hany'sfaoe hishut eyes et aellodked theleamwith her reked body and quiddy reumed to him

Trengelay besdehimand praaped hesdf anaredlow, tumed ad lodked & thellanp. Ard reroning her eyesto doseaut the rest o the room, e nocbld
adoogauasd herf thet thedowing shared light lodked nat unlikeafull mom the prindpd. imece the trigoe, thet wes dreedy indarted in his mind
Treres o itwesconnto pone o will, treintensity of her oaneyesand vaceand mind, towhich hed dresdy s coumbed onpreviaus aocasiars

Arddebethed Hary, mehweemen Areyeligening? Itwesacdssp, puring, panelraing Soattish brogug which debrethed into hisnodrilssswell as his
eas Ha sat, her musk infiiltrated Hany'ssy/gem hisdeanmsad s boonsiaus andfaramomat hiseydidsflutarad, tenwaedill, sshemuntet

'Y -yes’

'‘Good,” she purred. And dropping the accent: 'Harry, you will listen to me and you will obey me Is that
understood?

'Y -yes!

And as quiddly, s egdlly asthat, she hed taken commend of hismird It ill seemed amazing to B.J. that control was so smple
over amind
Sed agpated f bang o aonded Ardofar shed used anly the humen sded her will, whiletherewes thet in herwhich wes much sronger and far ad aney
paiar to anything humen But row; becaused the ultimetdy esttaric retured whet e tdl Hany -ssaprducetowret Racuiwaud evartLdly indil into
hm- B.J hed red of thet gregte, dien drengh o will.

Aganleaving thar mekeshift bed befaethefirg Sewart to the petiowindonsand qpaned the aurtains Highover thegardn athree quata-full mom poured
itssivay light anher, which poded around her and tumed her o an debedter date She qoered her answidke Sghed, and reched Up, letting the moonlight
flood her psdhead daning dregh framiit. Ard thistimeher maamaphosswesthet much essie.

Cdaursfiowed, flesh ripded, noved resranged Theesounded acadded dtatic dedriaity asfur briled, stood eved, ad stled dcoanan B s flanks Ard
danirgtreartansagan adfdlingtodl fous Sewat bk toHary.

Ardaadinghim, and luding efter hisflesh (ot danying herlf, becauseher lust wesino longer sedudl), e aommarded thet he qoen his eesad gaze yon
tredaiousmom ad thet hesearly he eyes in the moanlight flooding fram his resdingamp. Then buming the messsoe hore with her furece gae e
tdd imwhethermug krow if hewesto go aut into theward asthe doglads oy, to sek aut the Dreladsand the Faranczys kroMecehewalld reian in his
imamod barg without e redizing it westhare Likeniseay infamretionhermight gether: ro ather wauld be privy o it - Hary himedlf would scarody be
anaed itseddace- unil BJ o ReliLykandewit ot dhim

Ardasher hueky, Sewdfsvace aoughed, umided ard oocesorlly whired thraugh the lang night hours telling its truths helf-truths and deree lies -
menly asse hasdf hed head the dary fram the doglad Redu, ard evploying hismoe df eqoresion - <0 the Nearosape absarbed @l thet Setdd him
Edrg it ypasalhoredy googesaewae . ..

Haaaarny! Harry Keogh, ligen tonre Liden, and ramenbe all that | Sl tdl you But these are saret things - thisis ssoret knowledge - for
you and you alone. Retain it, and use it when the time is right. But at ather timesforget it, lest it harmyou irrepairably.

Harry, thereisaworld ather than thisworld. A place, aspace, ather than aurs It hesanamg unsddSarsde, wherethereare men . .. and
other than men There are barrier mountaing which kep the two races apart. Sunside of the mountains dwell men; Sarside is
home to the Wanphyri. TheWanphyri weremen, but no longer. Now they are greater than ma they are the vantaire Lards of a vantire
world.
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In the earliest times of the vampire world, Lord Shaitan of the Wamphyri was the greatest of the Sarside Lords. The others rose



up against him, and he defeated them. Many of them whom he took prisoner were executed in various ways, they were put into deep
graves to giffen to stones in the earth, or were banished into the bitter-cold Icelands. But others were thrown into the Sarside Gate,
which was thought to be the throat of a vampire hell. In fact it was a true Gate ... to this world, our world! Except having come
here, they could not go back, for the Gate had closed behind them.

Among them who came through with their thralls were several of the vilest of men, creatures whose evil was quite beyond the
imagining of mundane minds: the Drakul brothers, Karl and Egon, and Nonari the Gross Ferenczy. And these awesome Lords
were destined to become the forebears of vampirism in this world, even as they had been among its first progenitors in Starside.

But there was one other who was banished with them, and He was honourable even among the Wamphyri, where true honour
never existed. His name was Radu Lykan, a so-called - 'dog-Lord," whose mistress was the moon, and whose shape and affinity
were more like unto the noble wolf than the ill-omened bat. Oh, Radu was Wamphyri, but in his nature he was above them as men
are above rats.

And for a thousand years Radu ran with the wolves and was one with the wild of this world . . . a creature of Nature, aye, and
different from the vile and terrible Lords who came out of Starside with him. He desired only to go his own way, doing no harm to
men but living alongside them, unseen in the woods and mountain heights. His prey were the wild things, and his drink was the
clean, clear water of mountain streams.

But as for the Drakuls and Ferenczys: they were - they are - a monstrous scourge and the source of a legend as wide as a world.
The legend of the vampire! And Radu, because he is Wamphyri, has been tarred with their brush. In that ancient world where he
came forth out of Sarside, down all the years of his freedom in the wild, even unto these modern times, he is known by a terrible
name and an undeserved reputation: werewolf! And despite that he was never guilty of Drakul and Ferenczy excesses and
atrocities, he bears the selfsame taint and his memory is likewise cursed.

Hismemory, aye. . .

Because he is no more, nothing in this world but an ancient creature in a cavern lair. Nothing but a bad dream, which was never
given the opportunity to clear its name. Because he was driven into hiding, made to seek refuge and relinquish hislife in the wild as
a veritable Force of Nature, by his olden Starside enemies. Sx hundred years ago, in a time of war and famine and pestilence, they
sought him out, to pursue him and put him down. But he evaded them and theirs by hiding himself away in a mountainous redoubt.
Except it is a redoubt in name only. Untenanted,
unprotected, it is more a lair, a sanctuary - a place of refuge - than a fortress.

But even there the dog-Lord Radu is not safe. Even there, even now, he is 'dogged' by the sons of the sons of his olden Sarside
enemies. For while the descendants - the spawn - of vile Drakuls and Ferenczys are ignorant of Radu s whereabouts, gill they
know that he is not dead but undead, dreaming in a place of his own, and they cannot bear that he yet abides.

For when Lord Lykan's deep of centuries is done, he will be up again and return to his woods and mountains. Except this time he
will not suffer such as his enemies to live. This time he will seek them out, wherever they are disguised as men, and deal with them
as they would deal with him.

But. . . it will not be easy. For even in those bygone days six hundred years ago, already the Wamphyri were adept at hiding
themselves away among men! And the Ferenczys especially so. Let me tdll you what | know of their history, Harry, as it was told to
me by my Master, the dog-Lord Radu Lykan. But remember: as a family-tree of infamy, this history of the Wamphyri is incomplete;
it ends where Radu retired to his mountain hideaway. And in all the time gone by since then . . . ah, but who can say what is become
of such creatures now, their place in the world today? Well, | can say. Something of them at least.

First the Drakuls:

As told, there were two of them came through the Gate with Radu: Karl and Egon. Black Karl, as he was known - not for the
colour of his skin but that of his heart - met up with Radu in Ainjalut in 1260. Karl was with the Mongols (as was a certain
Ferenczy, who ran off when he saw how all was logt; | will tdl you about him later) and Radu with the Mamelukes, who were
triumphant. Wherefore we needn't any longer concern ourselves with Karl! Thereafter, however, Egon Drakul was far more
mindful of a Wamphyri maxim here in this world: that anonymity is synonymous with longevity! Perhaps it was because Radu was
actively hunting the Drakuls down -perhaps Egon had simply had enough of the daughter of the times? - whichever, he
disappeared for a while, and for long and long Radu could discover nothing of his whereabouts . . .

... Busamenindy yearslater Radu's iiesreported Egonispresencein Poland! Alas, Radu only learned of this when he was
in France enroutefar England, flesing framthe soourge of the Black Desth, dsehe would have goneto Poland at once

Too late. .. Hefdl ill. .. Even as the Black Death began to burn itself out- in its initial manifestation at least-so
the dog-Lord went into 'hibernation’ in his secret mountain refuge. But he left certain tried and trusted thralls
behind, to look after his interests down the centuries. . .

Crthe latter: there weren't meny. Mogt of his ‘pups hed bean taken by the plague; athers hed died building his retrest; only the herdy
descendants ofMlirlus and Tirenis recruited out ofSunddein thevanpireworld, when Radu was a Starside Lord, lived to survive
him- and then only by
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virtue of their isolation, the inaccessible mountain heights in which they worked.

But when Radu was safely asleep in his great sarcophagus, then they went down into Scotland to settle the land
around, or to wait out the last days of the plague before returning abroad to more familiar lands and territories. Ah,
how could they know that the plague wasn't finished with them that scarcdy a decade would pess for the next four centuries
without it reurning again and again to soythe aong thent? Far Snoe they were moonchildren all, and ofRadu’'s blood, its



contagion was deadly to them nolessthan leprosy to the vampire Lards ofSarsde

Well, if there were survivors, | do not know of them. . .

But of that handful who remained local and loyal to Radu, a few did survive. Aye, and six hundred years ago, an
ancestor of mine, a Mirlu, wasoned them Wehed to aunvive, dse Radu himedf could not. For whowould there be to ... to tend
himin his secret lair? To listen to him dreaming? To reassure him, if only by our presence, of the time of his return?
To ... to console him, in his long, lonely sleep?

My ancestor, aye He ar norelikdy she lived and died anoon child -but not without leaving an heir to her duties. And there
would always be an heir down the centuries. For four hundred years, Harry - a Mirlu to care for Radu in his
immemorial tomb! Until there wasme. . .

And surely that is the true miracle: that to know him and be faithful to him - indeed, to dedicate one's life to him -
is to extend that life indefinitely! Longevity beyond the wildest dreams of the boldest men of science and medicine!
And yet Radu has it, Harry, and so do I. And so canyoul

But | fancy I've strayed . . . | was speaking of EgonDrakul. . . let me continue

In Poland the Black Death had little impact. Why? Who can say? The plaguewes carried by rats of Adatic origin; perhaps
there were too mary rivers to aoss the Danube the Blbe the Odar. Amyway, and despite that one third o the European population
uocubed, Egon Drakul aunived. OrifnotEgon himsdlf, a blood- or egg-son, certainly.

Now;, theDrakuls had bean driven out of thar foathold in Trans/vania many hundreds of years earlier by sucoessive waves o eedern
invaders Thar influencein that mountainous region had bemn eroded; theyd bean less than covert in their activities; the legend
they originated was eradicated - almost.

But six hundred years ago, in the wake of plague, famine, war, and civil unrest in general - after the decimation of
Europe - it was time to return to the source land, the mountains that Egon knew so well. Why, upon a time he'd even
been a Lord there, no less than in Surside in anather world! S much I've gathered . . . for in two hundred years | have bemn
something f afar-travedler mysaf, when times have allowed. And on my Mader's beralf ['ve done what you will do: sought evidence of his
dden

anaries sought to locate them o that when Radu returns helll know ther nunbers and whereabouts

And this much | have learned:

That indeed there was a Drakul in his Transylvanian castle until a time asrecat asa hundred years ago! An ‘arigtocrat,
aye-a Count! The people around knew him honever, and eventudly it wes histime to move on again. But was it Egon Drakul ?
Egon himself? Oh, | think so. And | havenyreasons

Radu had killed Egon's brother Karl, then 'gone to earth' in Scotland. Perhaps Egon sought revenge. Perhaps he
would even seek out my Master! However it was, he had his thralls in England - 'deepers,’ if you will - and went
there. Now down the years this Drakul's mentalist talent had groan; in order to informhis English thralls of his inminant arrival
on their soil, he reached out to them with his mind . . . and in so doing, likenise deted Radu where he lay dreaning in his
mountain refuge And Radu alerted me. . .

Ahundred yearsago, aye Can you imegine how things have changed, Harry? Thare were no aeroplanes in those days now men have
walked on the surface df our nridress moon, and sart their messages out to the dars. The sdiences were il young, while supertition wes il
rife Therewere alchaids and atherswho rarambared and bdieved inthe dd legends And there were soe | feared, because of what they
bdieved. But therewas no ather way and | mugt protect my Madter.

Tharewes a muchHravdled men, a dodor, who knew - who bdieved -the legend of the Wampir. And before the Drakul was
able to set up a cdony in England, | mede known to this dodtor his presance here It weseasy . . . a letter . . . a warning. And it
coincided with a spate of strange desths and deteriorations Als, Egon had come aboard a ship; well, how ds=? But a plague ship
by the time it wrecked on the north-east coast! And so my doctor was corvinoed.

He put paid to Egon's plans, pursued him back to Transylvania, brought imup out of his ooffin into sunlight. It wes the end
donedtheoriginal Lords of the Wamphyri, brought about by my hand!. . . As ingructed by my Mader, of corse

But it was the way of it - the way of his true death - that convinced me it was Egon Drakul and none other, no
matter what names he may have used. To surrender to the sunlight like that, and devolve into so much dust. Ah, but
he had been Wamphyri for long and long . . .

And what an opportunity, eh? | couldn't resist it: a trip to my Masters country, where first he entered this world.
And from there into the hinterland, where at least one ancient Drakul castle is standing to this day. My dutieswere such
thet | could afford ningty days nonore bardly sufficient time. But | went anyway - to the castle of the dead Drakul.

What, on a whim? Never! My Lord Radu Lykan sent me, and with specific instructions at that. For he knew that
the Drakuls had been
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aeduresd heit, bywhich | might krowfor cartain it wesEgonwehed killed. Ardin thedarkard gaony dungeons inthe qoider-heuntsd vewits of thet heted
dacemitsgaurt pravortary; | fourd theeidacel sugt

Al df earthinthearurding ddrisof anantique oofin Earth aut of Sardde inavarrprewarld Butaodfin? Oreadfin? Ahwo. . . therevesivoadirg

Treae thedd ae bareamatif inthedgped ariven men Ard acoording tony Mader Redly it hedbeaDrald punigmat in Sarddeto tear aaries
aarda andle ther guisraindoan ano tre i arsrehtegetagis Tred e adinvesene Snewo a treehurdrad yearsdd it carried o gpedd Sgl
bt alytheseinitials ‘DD Srdythessood o thetwo mugt dand for Drakdd?

TheewaeSoary acud Sady. Apparatly theywarein thrall in owdyeso adeotemdmtDads Trelgitecdeatddealvitnisdudretraghiad



wrashvete/relondgdt but | anwhet | anand wes it concamad They nreited anay into the country araund, leavding e to iy oan chiices Bt beiare
dparting for Bdand . ... foud aStdey yauhwhowes. . . it adereto taking tore

Ardtreyauh taddmethet indesd thegrest Boyals'sor hed st aut with his reiaines and joumeyed eed, & the ke tire as his father' hed variured
weswerds Sthen Egmwesdeed, but hissn-eggr ar loodsn | cantt say - hedfled et But ‘et is a big dace and too far aney in those cays for neto
vist. Ardit ssevsthat thisnod recart Drakd hed leerned theless hisforbearsforgat o ignoredt thenaimwhichhes it thet longdty is sronymaus with
anonyity. Far indl theyeerssnee veheerd ronoredf these tarrile Draldds Bogt ranReduy who asaresirethet &t hot aredf tem anives ill. 'DD!
dare

WHI, omuhfor tamwowaeinary eetreless o Radlisenaries Asfor tewars of them theyweare- they ae- treFeratad

La mretdl youwhetiskroandf them but inads todool me gobadkalag, lagwey ...

Nowinthevenrpirewarld, Reduard the Feray den hed ben eveiefamtesat Trarsnestiok dietteniogteatewvwaeLards when they ware Soary
inSrdce Reduivwesanaeyauhwhenthebruish Fereney brahers Laguaand Radh, nat anly murdeehshinanBterh irgmesiodzhhissde, tealy aestet el
ag adafor indl Srsce Wandewesded. .. thenrecrad for ritirgmiiNtirghitreete

NoranetenssdobddasendwonateieSrcttlswhhindirghshsssanorennagaewtatariendthe faily nor frieds alythesn towam
Hmandtredarsfor gideat rigt. Reduiard hisewaf, aye But Sewesinfeded with
venparismard hedalesth the perasitevecated her for Redu whowesadranger, desarer hod. Thushebesaneanhyi.

BuwhenRecliarassad into Sardde hefourd treFeracasdreedy there venmare Lards of ther oangreat agries S thar doodiaud continued, becarming
part of the grestr Wenhyi dloodners Bventually Redl coouered ard killed bath of the Ferency brathers bt nat before Lagula hed sred Noreri the
GasFaazy,wheeeldt rerdweslikeadub, with dl thefingersfused inoae

Adotredoodaerswat on yer inyer o, for decades until Sarddewvesdradhadin Hood But in theerd the arly redl Midor wes nather dogLard
Faatzy, Drad, nor any'camr Lad Na Itwes Seiten theUrbam firg of themall, whohed thewit to pdkthemaff ety arewren they weeweskaad
bythefighting Then whenit wesove, Sheiten bended temtrrauch theGatefar thar roubes ThusRedliareinio thiswarld, and his noet heted enerries
with im- epadaly Noreri theGross

Theyaddhaesdtiied it then, but theyweredrangarsin aur warld with roudlesenouch. theywart thar oanweys Redu advariuring in thewarld, ard
Noreri ... doingwhetaser hedid But Noreri hed snamvargeaneeanRedly his kith, ki and soann for all tire to aare for the desths of Lagula his father
adRadi hisunde treimpessanedvovdf alLard of theWenphyri, which might eien outlagt eternity! Ardddonnall theyearsand centuries Recl dayed dat,
adigtaner cdeda dl timesfor ward of Noreri Feracy,

Hehesrdoartainttings For irganoe

Hwae'OeissFae s teRmenGoamar dfa sl prodne an the Badk S, hed died in the Year 446 df theresbouts & the herds of urkoan
berberians Thet weswhen Reduihedbena Vadd, befarethey trmed anbimard droehimaout of ltaly. Buthebed o heerd howthis Orerius hed asn in
trermouniains north of Mdcdauia, inadace called the Khonety. Ard this sonlsrerewes BAdos Prergs

Donntreyears astine ad his rads dloned, Recl meck inguiry but learned litle A hundred years later, when he wes a Voaad in the eedam
Carpethians heamtried to dsoose thewharesbaus o this cadle of Bdos Phargds Biatsinenvened, his duies called imanay, the seerch mg wait.
Caturisslae redd ameaaassthe cadleinthe Khonty, but found it desarted ard falling into ruin. Forturetely the peode o the regjon ket recards and

theyrererbael

BdosPherqads hed bemn a grest ard tarrible Boyer, ard his nouniain retrest seret and near-ineccessible, as Redu hed dsovered He too, led asny
cdledWHdaTer Faratg adadaughe woree vatured ot framthecadle Itwesrunoured thet Bosdept with her, anat unoommon pradice amag
treV\anhyi.

Bdoshed firdlly aneto grief fading off aperty dBUger raidars hiscadlewessaved bt helod hislife aniving Bugarslikeniseeqared in
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an avalanche brought about by Weldarer. And theresiiter Weldamer deptwith his sigter. . .

Thareware two s (but one df them might have been Weldamer s eggrson, who knows? Wanphyri bloodlines are intricate as thar
hidoriesare conples evenwhat I've told you 0 far is hearsay and unproven!) But &t leegt ane mugt have bean a bloodson, by Weldaer,
nod likdy out of his sister. Well, brother murdered brother in an argument, and the aunvivor inherited the cadle fram
Waldener. But asto what becamed Waldemer hinedlf. .. againl anat aloss

The brather who inherited the Khorvaty castle wes called Fagthor, and he reverted to the original farmily name: Fagthor Ferenczy ...

BJ paused as Harry's body spasmed in an apparently involuntary (and ineqicae) jek It fet like the kick of a recumbent men
inthe moment before he fals adeep, which will often wake him up again. Except Harry's 'deep’ was a state of deep
hypnosis, and his reaction outdde of BJ'sprevious eqpaiance

‘Are you . . . cold? (For now she fdt a shiver, or even a shudder, ruming through him). Kneding over im, BJ dirred
bladkened anders to life and plaoad kinding and asrdl log whare the embasweae dill hot. By which time Harry had settled down
again and she could continue

Fagho wesasrangeae Hewaud say a honein hiscadlefor decadkss at ating, bt aweys in the ed the Hood wauld draw imat, ard off hed go
advariuring in awer-torn warld In the two hundred years preceding the Fourth Qusace he ussd a great mary peudnyn's Hewes for indanog, 'Sdfen
Ferag then'Pete, 'Karl, and 'Grigar, Hebeaamehisoanantimeandtineagain, for rekrewthet amrenimay nat besen o live too long avog aamrn
nen-and aatainly nat for centuried

AveriostimeshewesaCrussdl, an Uighur warriar, awerlard undlr Temuing thenaganerd udar Gaghiss granosn, Batul As'Ferag the Badk
"S1' o theFeragy’ udlr Hueguhedayed apart in theedarminetion of the Assassins and hewes thare at the fall of Beghoed in 1258 Why; the dogLard
heseanressnad it aut thet it westhis Fahor whofougt anthesded theMagdsard Karl Drakd at the batfle diAin Jeutl Ahy butwhet a ity thet Redl
killed Karl ard missed him, thiscenned Ferenczy!

Ad ye agpin wesehowtrehisiaries of the\V\amphyi arecanpex. ..



Butlenmeggan

Fedhor hed wo sorsthet Recuiheard of in histing, though erever careup againgt them Theyweare Thibar, Faghor'seggsn - afierce Watiach who wes
aVaadfor trerdersd bah Russan ad his retive land - ard Janos a oockon aut of Gy ok The last ny Medir heerd of Thibar wesin the late
13405 hartly befrethedaguedroebim

toskrdugeinteresn A thet ime Thbar wesaVoaad in Rarena Inthelagt two hurdred years honee - aartainly in the last hundred, eduding the
war years- it heshemn eese o ravd in ELrgoe Onbaralf oy Medr, Redu, Ivedoresmeresserch arced ard bdiee | kowsonrething of Thibar,

Asdaa], Thibor wesaVaad for alang lined WAladhian prines theMircess Mad Tepes(whoseaiil repuiaion redagrest dedl 1o cb with Thibar, |
fear), ReduitheHarosae- hut rordation to my Redl besure- ard firdlly Mirasa the Mk who ssarsto havebemn sre afraid of im. . . too dfraid o let
himlive pahgps? Ataryrate, thet iswhare Thbor'strail ends asaverlard inthessniced MirasatheMark

Adtentraewes JanosFaray,whofird necehinsdf koanasayaugmenintheearly pert of the 13h Gartury. Hewesathief, a pirate, a corsdr an
the breed bosm of the Meditaraneen. During the ChridiariVicdem confliats of the Qrusedes lewes are f the ptty prinodlings loding themwio hed
loated aherd Hehedacadleinthe Zarunduu haghts (Hisfather Feghor et mary years there, 100), to which hewwaud return pariodically. Ad thereis
aideneio a0t lewesareraran, for whichtharenight beasimpe eqdaration AsFagthar'stoocsn, Janos aouid use this rerarary to etare
a sderat hismesgeWanphyi pona's which are frepquintly wesker in dood- then in eggsors a -daughters Nt thet it aoud hae doreimmuth
gt ressto raedsgpeared a theend of the 15h Gartury, about thesanretireas Thao:.

) itsnyaordusion thet Faethor, Thibar, and Janosareall dedardgore MyMedisr. .. ignit © are Hetdisnethe Warhyi havea bt of turning
Winthedranges paces a the ntod inoorddarate tires Ard hes aartain thet Feres - moretren ag ard a leegt ae Drdd: this DD, of aoure-
aniebthscy...

Burowvtherearentrecorplicaionsardwere ddiged to gobedk bedk dl thewey bech to WHdser Faradg WA er wesa lldy aeand fatile
adhissde wesit treaily aelhedax with Threrewarerexrdsinamesamin ddn Mddava thet | reed dll of Xty yearsagp. Alas when | wart bedk
resartly trememwesronre whet theyd missed inWerdldWer | they hit inWWarid Vs I, andthemusemwes a lbumedtat ruin Bt | rareie whet |
reed arigirelly:

Thet before Syetcday, in Kiey, therewesaBoyar likeaprincewnowes berished aut of thedty we, ‘to thefarthes comarsdf theland, who built agrest
hose'unde trermouniairsantheborder of Mddavid. . . theKhonety! Hisrermewes Veldaer Fura g but | ean anly bdiee hewes WAdETw. Asto
whyrewessat aut of Kiev. .. wall, rewes\Wanrphyril

Thoeeweare Mking days and the Vayag ware edtadishing thar fracke rautes to the Greds dag Kieen Rusdids eedan rivers WA, desaite thet
Wadarer wesharided framtreland heliked togointo thewoods
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for days on end, hunting boer in the greeat foreststhat gorawled west of the Rver Bug. And one day hecame arossa Varyag encampart.

Normelly therewould beno troude oh, they werefierce men, these Vikings, but they were traders, too. And the Ferenczy had
a party of reaingas histhralls along with im But this tie it wes different. The Vikings were heading north for the Baltic and
home, and they had a beautiful wormen with themy golen out of sarme port on the Black Seas Sofar, e hed auffered no harny they would
sl her back hore to besome Prince ar King's raventhaired, dark-eyed wife

Seinplored W daTar's hdp asa gentleman. Olbvioudy hewasaBoyarr, for he had his men with him, his dogs, his hawks.
But the Ferenczys menwarethralls, hisdogswerewadlves and his hawks as bloodthirsty ashe hirmsdift

W, therewas no nored the gory in the dd Moldavian musaum but at least | wes able to asoartain this lady's name e wesa Sdlian
Princess, or at least of royal blood. Alas, she was also illegitimate, with no actual claim to the region from which
she took her name: Conganza e Perdia. And Petrdliaisavillage ar town in SdlysLe Madonie

ltwesworth atrip to Sdly; | gooketo saverd higtorians the code of slence is edendve But finally | wes able to conault certain records
Condanza de Petralia hed returned to Sdly in 886. No sooner wasshehome than she gave birth to twin boys, one of which was
hideously deormed and destroyed a birth. The sunviving child was named - of all things - Angdal Far nore inportant, on coning of age
he changed his surnane to Ferencani! His mother care into proparty, mongy. She wes over-indulgent with her son, who wes
muchHravdled: Cordca, ltaly, Romania and Moldavia. But there the trail peters out, and to my knomedge there are no nore
Ferencanistoday. Asfar Ferenczy. itsa.common narein all regions throughout and bordering the Carpathians Bu—

—Thered Ferenczsaredill out theresomenhere. ..

B.J was finished with that part of it. Harry now knew (to the best of her knowledge,) as much as she knew. In fact the
Necroscope knew a great dea more; so much more that he could easily have told B.J. what had become of Faethor
and Thibor Ferenczy! Except it wouldn't be easy, couldn't even be dragged out of him if it also meant compromising
his talents. But in any case she didn't ask, for that was something she would never have suspected in a million years.
Why should she?

B.J was tired now; it had taken a massive effort of will to maintain her wolf-shape and the energy of her scarlet
Wamphyri eyes. But she had neded to be sure that the knoMedge she imparted would srk in, day there and not get
misrepresented. For he was a strange one, this Harry
Keogh, and B.J. couldn't afford any more episodes or mistakes like the telephone farce.

And on that subject, after she had relaxed a fraction and flowed back into human form:

'Harry, about your telephone. Why change the number? What was that dl about?

He stared unblinking into her eyes, ferd now in the dark blot of her head, where it was silhouetted against the glowing halo of
his reading-lamp across the room. 'l was scared of it,' he croaked from a bone-dry throat.



She said: 'Sdlivate, moisten your throat, fed well, and talk normally. But remain asleep, and hear and obey.'

'Of course,' he answered after a moment, when the knob of his throat had stopped bobbing.

'‘But why were you frightened of the 'phone?

He shrugged (because hypnotized or not, he realy didn't know). But he could guess. 'Bad dreams, maybe? | don't want to hear
anything bad about Brenda and the baby . . .

B.J. could understand and accept that. But it couldn't be dlowed to go on; she must have contact with him. 'Get an answering
machine,' she said. 'If you start to hear something that you don't like, you can switch it off. Or you can monitor your cdls, and
simply cut them off as and when it suits you.'

'‘Good!" Harry nodded.

'‘But of course you won't switch off when it's me on the line, because our little rule still applies. You'll hear—'

'—Isthat mah wee man? Harry cut in, talking normally.

‘And you'll see—'

'—The moon, your eyes—'

'—And awolfs head in silhouette, yes.'

'Radu’s head,' he nodded.

'Indeed. B.J. was pleased. 'But now we really must talk about this search of yours - for Brenda and the baby, | mean." But that
wasn't what she meant at dl; in fact she didn't even want him to find them. He needed a new direction, that was dl, to which his
‘search’ would be peripheral. His conscious purpose would seem the same to him, but subconscioudly . . .?»

'Also, you're not as fit as you should be. We have to get you in shape.’

'I've been intending to," Harry answered.

‘And | have a sneaking suspicion that you've been having a hard time of it with acohol?,

A frown at once etched itself deep into Harry's forehead. 'Alcohol? Well, not so much booze in generd as that damned red wine
of yours! It seemed to have . . . something for me?

'Something for you? B.J. shook her head. ‘Not any more, Harry. As
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of now it's something you can do without. From this moment on you don't need it; indeed, the very thought of it is
enough to make you fed sick! Is that understood?

'Oh, yes!' Harry breathed his relief - but a moment later his face turned pale, his stomach lurched and he belched.

'It's okay now. Put it out of your mind and you'll be just fine' She had to amile as he sighed and snuggled closer to
her warmth, her 'safety’. 'And after we've talked over these other things - your search and what-all - then well be able
to get some deep.

'‘Afterwards, yes,' said Harry, and she fdt the need building in him, beginning to svel agangt her thigh.

She might have laughed - in surprise, delight, whatever - but knew it would only sap her concentration. And with
him she needed dl the concentration she could muster. With him, yes.

With this oh-so-mysterious Harry Keogh . . .

PART FVE:

BONNIEJEAN: BIRTHDAY PARTY.
HARRY: GETTING IN SHAPE, AND
FUNDING HIS SEARCH.

Intremaming, B wesupfird. Itwesafew minuesefter sx, ad the light il burgeoning fram the eegt. In the gardan the birds hed bean twittering far sme
time exough ndsetowdetheNerospewp, dbat gradLly.

Heareandekoning thet it wesgang tobehdl agan, and wes dessantly suprised, ar moe propaty rdieved beyard messrg to find thet it weant. No
hescde rofiuff in hishesdwherehisbrains usad to be ro srethroet, ad o gt ugeto dhirk . . . aything! Bxagt makeamug ar two o Hadk adffee At
whichheramarbeed thet bath hispartry ad fridgewereaply.

B.Iwesupstairs heaoud heer thesower. Hedressad quiddy, meckaMdaus jump into toan, the locd. newvsagant's which doukded asagrooary-aumyocst
dfice adjuet threear faur minuteslater wesurioeding 9uff into thefricge whidh, & B.J aredonn ad faurd imin the kitchen, lodked like hewes teking
auff aut d thefridge to prparebreskfest.

Yauhareawah buhyaur heir, denyaur tegh-adwheiese whilel doit, Sesad



'Yes Md' Heaodked hishesd anareso, rased aneyerow, skt ‘Any ather indrudions?

Oh youredkay, delaughed Butinbed youreaten, sowhy lone your aversgewhen yaure yd? Ard eyang his gooaies Fumy, lagt nigt when | wes
oeting s e, | didt thirk yauhed anything i

Yauddht lack in thefreszer conpatment; hemunded waved isamns Theayboacs. . . "

Sednugpad Til meregesomahing’ Ard ashehestiad updtars ‘Ard buy arew toathonush, Thet aretedesanful!

Meeyoursdf at hoe rethought. But hekrew hedhould fed pessadl Sowhy didhit he?Maybe because he- his dace - hed bemn inveded? Thished bemna
privete pace Head it coudbeasthey wee
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hee Novrered iobesomere ds ad thae it wes agdin the reminder thet hewes someredsdl Ard it wes posshle heeven et guilty, too. But why, he
coudnt honedly sy, Far fter &, heweat theheawy inthepiece ItwesBracbwhohed It im....

Bresifast wesgood, vay. Ardfar thefirg imein Gadkaniy-kenonshow long - with mog o his quilty fedingsand douis mdited aney - the Nearcsage edielly
fdt good But then asthesky tumedalighter etk d gy, ad B.J meckready to leave im, he didht. For with her aut of thewey hed bebedk to thinking in
ea-chresing drdesaggin ad dong nahingmuchde. .
... Orpargsmat. Forinfatt it sssmedhedd haveafiew thingsto co row. They wae thare in the ek o his ind, anywey, prabebly heedsddff coan the
dvedonthetwesB.1 But hekrnaw thet if heconoantrated hed gt beck antradk aggin
Til cdl aed my grls' B.J sdd, breldng into histhoughts ‘Sadra [l caichher bfaedesisaut farwak Srelivesnat toofa anay!
Qg if yaulike' Hary tdd her. Which sstidfied her thet this redlly weshisdaceand nat somekind o sefe house for the peode he hed usad towak far., If it
hedben aurdy rewouldrtwart too mery pecdetokrow bt it. But o, hefitted in here thehousehed Hary Keachwiitten &l over it
Ol entekeatad?'
Whdee sitsyou hesvugged Til cl ae if yaulike?Wheie/er isbet faryou et dont forge wheel live right?
ArdtoBJ 'smird thet settled it. Nat jus acnenight gand, ther? Waeting for hisarswer, Seddled arumbe ad goebridly tosmare a the ahe ed
dtreling then put the pfhonedoawnad umed tohim
Laddirgdoanintremauth aggin Hary wesdanding doeto her. 1 ayooeeit Soud be' hesad ‘A arenight dad | men Orrather it douldnt haveben
shaudhit reeehgpened @ dl. But it dd adfrardy Im. ... Imupsdedoan messsdup, Thetsthetruh of it Immesssd up!
Senodbad W, pahges| am too. But I'd better tdl you now, Hary Keogh | cart see myseif aspat of an dard tiangle thing, in therde o "the aher
warat' ltsnatny see adit catarly isnty syle'
Hary $1odk hisheed Thswestachegpthing Natfor e Itsjugt thet | dontt krowhow | fed. | dd amomeat agg, but row | donit. Asfar Brechad ny
s thissathissomdhing | haveto do esnthough [ kow | warnt find her. Ch | might fird them.. . baut | wart find her. Brerdadoesnit knovmeany more!
Neither dol, scarady!
Buttimeisonour 9de'Hary sdid
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Selodked uprissd Time?Whe, framwhet wes possily acrenight dend toalagtem rddiondhip - dl inanequidk nove?
1 tddyoul wesmessdup!
B.J dmaoet feit sony far him Sekrevwhy hewesmessad up Something of it, aywey. And leening fawad, gving imalbief, brughing kiss Le's wat
adsetowit dl waksadt, day?
Henoddkedandssdnathing
Andtheywaitedforhergl toaame. .

B.J hedht bengreten minuesbdareHary mackajump ad bought himedf atdgthoreasnvaing medhine Ardakicyde to e ddiverad Trefirg <o thet
hecoud monitor calls and thesesord o thet hecould gt himedlf inShgpe Himned, yes Far hed firdlly deddedt thiswes imirow, ad hed have to aoogt it
Ardit (e damit to hel!) coulahit reelly bethet bed &fter &ll, becaure B far anehed acogpted im - withavergeance

ltwesarly dier thelikehed arived thet heredized heaoud haveriddan it home dang the Mdaus rouie Wy nat? Heaould essily have pectlled conna
bak sredt, thraugh adoor, ard © home Heleew the co-adiretes of the savice reed, ard the roed anoss e rive. It walld have ben the esdest wey. He
woudrit hevehed topey far theddivay, ethe.

Ned¢panhissathitineary wesNarthan Irdand Hewoud gve himsdf awek ar sohaedt thehouse sttling in ad adjiuding to arew regime meea
ligt of paoesto visit, tengoad dbit. Ardhewaudht any loger bedare. .. natwhilehewesa homg anyway. B waddbe hee Hejust krew dewald
aeto im, arhecodd goto her. Hecoudntt sy how it woddwak ou, didht esnwart to think abat it. [twesjudt thewey it wes

The day had cleared up; the sun was peeping through tufts of, fluffy cloud; next thing you know, it'll be spring! Harry thought.
And time for spring-cleaning.

Had B.J. mentioned that? Spring-cleaning? He thought she probably had - told him the house could use a little
dusting, polishing, scrubbing - but couldn't think when. Or had it been sparked by the shame held fet when she first
walked in and saw the place? Bt if it washer, then shéd been wrong: the house could useahdl o alat of dusting, polishing and
scrubbing! His 'study’ . . . wasn't even aroom yet! It wesajurbe

So why not start now! A little hard labour would pass for getting himsdlf in shape, wouldn't it? But first he had
something redly important to do: amind to put at rest. . .

Down on the river benk Hary wias wrgpped wamly far once But more importarntly he fdt warm on the indde, too. And his Ma fdt the
dffeenceinhimas soon as she heard hminher mind. Tve bean bed,

Nerage T afYeas\al
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Ma' hetdld her, but she could fed thegrin on hisface Onetheat dipped alitie sssheanswered: Inhovmenyways arf?
'Er, | meant about thedoctor. | didnt goto sseonelikel promisad. Bt listen, whatever thetroublewas itsgone’ No more drinking?

'Caudnit faceit' He shook hisheed. Thevary thought's enough to mekemewart to throw up!'

Itwestrelas dMirkyle then... . whichyahefinally kided ot Yohvergedted whet littlewesleft of imtoneleraomfor yau | enfed thet yohenorea
less sHttied donwith yoursef, son Atleed, | think o, | hgeelmirigt .
| fed alat better dl round, yes' Hesdid, but evennow couldnt beaure Mayhedhessnsad thet, too. Bvenasanexpat at takingtothedesd - theepat, the
Nerosape- Hary knewhow herditwestofod hisMaAnd Kyléstalent? This precognition thing?

Nat far awhile now; Harry answered. But thet could berny loss | didnit undergtand it, but it might heve given meafew pointars Anyway, the
man thing is| fed. .. good. And I'm determined to get mysdlf bedk in shepe 1've bought mysdf abicyde - for exerase lats of it -
and when Imfinished talking to you, Im gaing to tear the house gpart.” He sounded redlly enthudiatic, if abit jumbdled

Youll what? Tear the house apart? With a hicyde? Now she sounded mare then allitie dammed.

I mean I'll rip the place apart - dust, polish, scrub. It can use it. Spring-cleaning, Ma!'

Yes she sad, dter amomat. And thoughtfully: Why, | do bdievel can gl it Soringtime, when a young menisthoughtsturnto. . .

... Togring-demning' Harry Sopped her.

Among other things hisMasad, but vary quietly.

It wes Hary's aueto leave Til let you know how | g&t on/' he said, tuming awey fram therriver.

But you gtarted this conversation by tdling e you'd been bed, Harry. (She waant about to let im go). And | asked you, in how many
V\ﬁ}ﬁfrry guarded his thoughts. ‘I meant two things, Ma. About not seeing a doctor, and about being neglectful !

one?

'Of course!’

Not ofBrenda? (Shrewasdhapasatack.)

‘Ma? And now hewasdoubly cautious defendve

You havent mentioned her oncg, Harry . ...

'Ma," he was momentarily lost for words, 'l fed. . . like we're difting’

Drifting apart?

Henodded. 1 memnitsnat just thet Brandaislogt; shelogt hersdf, after dll. She, or the baby, wanted to get lost, or they wanted
to lose me But it goes deeper than that. It's that were strangers now . . .

He sensed her understanding, or at least that she was trying to undergand. Andinalitiewhile she ssid: WA, letsnat you and 1
oothesareway, dl right? | mean, therés nothing you can't tdl e Harry. Weretoo dosefar thet. | westhere et the dart dfyou... . and youre
hereat theend d el I'mnat some kind of ogre that you have to hidefram now ami?

She had sensed thet his guerd wiss up, and it saddened her. But fran Harry's point of view there was no help for it. There are
some things you dont tdl anyore

Andegpaddly natyour Ma. ..

Once he got started on the house there was no stopping him. He wanted it in order before he saw B.J. again. Two days
went by, three. .. afewmaeand thered beaful moon Whet thet had to do with things Hary couldnt say, but he knew thet he mugt goesk
to, mugt ss2B.J again, and soon.

Firdlly he couldntt fight it any longer. Right ar wrong hewanted her inhis bed again, maybe even in his life. Damn, she was in his
lifel He cdled her & thewineber, gat onedf her gils- who tdd him thet B.J weasnt avalleble right now.

Thenwould sheplessetdl B.J thet hed cdled?

Of course Would hebearoundif B.J cdled beck later?

Y es, hewould, and it didn't matter how much later.

And that night, dozing on the couch in what redly was his study now, he fdt the light of the full moon flooding through the
patio windows into the room, and wondered why it felt like B.J.'s eyes on him. But she was busy right how; she had a life of her
own and he had to understand that. Maybe she would cdl him later.

Gad hehopeds. ..

B.J weshusy, arwesabot to ke It hed benasx-monthadher nests and thet of her gils mugt beattanded to, Disordionwestheramed the gare It weslike
fishing, a hunting, for thet nretter; o better till, poaching Maketoo muchnasead youd saeaney the gareand patgs atradt unwaried attertion. Usethe
waglueadtefihwaddt bitg o tegarewaddigaetetrap

Tanigh, Zaenrewesthelure Sewesbladk and dewesbeautifu, adewesaed Barie Jais amoontdhild adhugy sstreret o them Ch dede
addedaktesresayorede Bagt it wesit tesame

ltwesZeteninssnight off . .. Thetweswhet $etdd Big Iy Leewhenhewelked into thelounged the Fidde'sBbow donnthe
370

BrianLumley

road from B.J.'s. The place was amost empty; with her round, perfect backside seated on a bar stool, and her long legs
crossed and swaying to ajuke box tune, Zahanine stood out like a sore thumb, or a green light.

Big Jmmy bought himsdf a drink, hesitated a moment and bought another for the girl, before eyeing her up and
down in an openly suggestive, pig-eyed fashion, and saving: 'But ah'm surprised ye're ill on speakin' terms wi' such
as me since yere boss, that bleddy Bonnie Jean, kicked me oot-a there.'

‘Big Jmmy," she said, her voice as soft as her dark skin and seductive as her dark eyes, 'you were out of order and



wdl you know it. You used threatening behaviour against a customer, disturbed the other members, and wrecked a
table. Now tell me, how is B.J. supposed to run a decert ber withdl that Suff gaing on? Uil thet night you were a valued customer
... she's said so hersdlf.

'B.J.? Oh, redlly? He looked doubtful.
Zahanine nodded. 'She's looked for you coming back, even had a new member's card made out with your name on it.

But B.J. isn't the sort to beg. If you want in again it's up to you. No more trouble, though, or the next time's find.'

‘A new card?
I've seen it mysdlf,' she told him, then fell silent as the barman headed their way picking up empty glasses. But when

he went into a back room: Y ou should drop by.'

Yethink 0?

'l know so. And tonight would be agood time.'

'What? But does she no close up around now?

Zahanine glanced at her watch. 'Haf an hour, yes. That's when you should come, after I've had a chance to speak to
her.'

BigJmmy fronned 'Comeagan? Aimnowi' ye'

'Party time' she explained. 'After hours. Staff only - just B.J. and the gils- and maybeyou, too, if you thirk you can mad your
ways Ore d the giis is having a birthday. Why dse woud | be here on my night off? Free drinks, Jmmy! Not something that
happens every day! I'm on my way in aminute or two. So what do you say? Should | tel B.J. you'll be dropping by?
Standing up, she leaned forward and put her index finger in the cleft of his chin. 'Frankly, I've missed you, too.'

Hewas genuinely taken aback. 'But ah ... ah didn'ae ken ye cared!'

'‘Maybe you've been chatting up the wrong girls,' she said, and headed for the door. Thanks for the drink . . .

'Y €11 speek toha? Big Immy cdled fter her.

Zahanine turned back, stepped closer. 'But remember,’ she whispered, 'this is a private party. You've been quite
enough trouble already, so don't go blabbing it dl over Edinburgh or B.J'11 lose her licence for sure!’

Big Jmmy nodded. Noaword!' hepromissed
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Trewat helf anhoradaareandog 1 gvethreus d ring, and 1l et youin!

Yereaureitll beckay?

Rogtive Buwdl kelaefinsing Makeyoud beagaierenadserehoredtawads?

Hegined Oh dimm o aredoat thegentiamen bit, but ehenseeyehome ddinitdy!" Hisvdoewesrow rougher then ever, with rtidpetion

Sesniled knowirgy ad left, ad heweithed her aut o the door ard saw her diorted Secow pessiby the sTellpaned, sokedidas wirdons But the
memay o Zarennescdidady wiigding bedaide sayed with imfar thened belf baur ..

... Uniil repressed thebdl ouside B 'sard fidgeted urdar thedak adhwey until the door wes qoared Zatenrewes theg ad ared tre aher gils They
tok hisaetadwalddhaeled imirsdea anes but B.J sepped fram behind thedoor to cauion hime

Y éreprivileged, Jmmy. Dantmessit up, now!

'Oh rofesr, menBamielasd' hetddhe.

‘Butyekrow yeredinkin efter housand saudHeebehae?lf | e yein itsanygreonnhesd o yereonnfreewill.

Whe2Why, dl the pdlisin Edinburgh coddnisekegpreanay! hedadared Ard amiling, B todk hisamand madred imdownthe conidiar.

All faur grisweeintrebe; five if Jmmy indudad Zeherine Apat fram he, they dl warethar Hack doddings shart, flaunoy dresses; high heds Houses
thetweeqonwey toofar in frart, ad sowed lats o flesh & thebedk Onirgalat to Haytoy attire, dl they ware missing wae the fiuffy bunry tallsad eas
Ardtheyweedoaiosly inpaty mod

Rappaswart df left, right, and cartreas Big Iy Leegpearad with B.J ad party; hewesaoverad in peper dreamars dgpped an the bk, macewdaame
asapradigd an tdd Good tohaveyebedk, Big Jmmy!' by dl adundy.

Dam hut dimfar knodked ou' hededared Trearly thing thels missn ssarsteebethefatied cf!'

Lag, Jmmy, BJ tddhm Wl et late. But far row theresthe dinks Winesyeretiple isit no?

Wire whisky, whete/a!' tesad, assedrede hmadod & theber. Ard Zaheninepadhed hersdf dongside her svingng leg droking histhigh, Danm
me'resad But did sveer thiswesdl farme!

B.] pourad rediwing (My onngpedial resave Jmmy!) which heswigoeel beck amoet without teeting it, andtheperty got urdawey. Treginstock tumsto
flank hm, nudiing tharsavesagging im @l
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tits and amiling teeth and temptation. And Big Jmmy had never resisted temptation. It was wonderful! He was the
only man here, and though he'd heard of parties like this, he'd never imagined he'd be the centrepiece at just such a
one. A gaggle of stacked women, dl bent on plying, pleesing, and plundaing imof hisvitd fluids

The lights were low, the juke box played some old bluesy stuff, and the girls seemed more gorgeous with every
taste of B.J's red wine. As far Bamie Jen hersdf:

She disgopeared momataily; Jnmy scarody natioad; he was having a hard time loosening the last button on one of the girls



blouses, but finaly succeeded and gawped as her ample breasts lolled free and avalable Hewould have avaled himsdf, too,
exogt BJ wasbeck, and dressad inafiinsy seethrough beby-ddl nightiel

By now Big Jmmy was certain-sure what kind of party this was, and despite that the room spun a little when he
moved too fast, and that the bar stool seemed to sway under his backside so that he must constantly maintain his
balance, his blood was pounding as he dazedly wondered whichd the grlswould wart imfirgt.

Asit happened, they all did.

'So,' B.J. said, standing alittle apart from him along the bar, ‘was it worth coming beck to us Jnmy?

'‘Ah wouldn'ae missed it for the world!" he tried to answer, but dl of his words came out sideways. He tried staring at
B.J, tried to focus on her breasts, the dark V of her pubic region under the gauzy nightgown, but his gaze kept diding
off first to one side, then the other.

Behind the bar, Zahanine poured him the largest measure of whisky he'd ever seen, said: This will straighten you
up, Big Jmmy. It's more what you're used to.'

‘Right!" he said, and actually managed to grasp the glass, and tilt its contents down his throat. As Zahanine refilled
it, two of the other girls whedled a long trolley up behind dJmmy, positioning it precisely to his rear. Head ldlling, he
glanced around and took in the scene as B.J. and the girls stood chairs around the trolley, three to a side. Decked with
atablecloth, the trolley was quite empty. Obvioudly they'd be bringing food and a birthday cake out from the kitchen.
Obvioudly, yes.

'‘Whose f-f-fuckin' birthday is it anyway? Big Jmmy durred, tilting more whisky down his throat. But this time as he
went to put the glass down he missed the bar and sent the glass crashing to the floor. It pulled him together
momentarily, long enough to look from face to face, stupidly, as he waited for an answer. And eventually B.J. said:

'Birthday? Why, it'syours, Jmmy!'

‘Ayel' Big Jnmy rocked on his godl and tilted it bedk alitle way, but just a little too far. Tha's a good'yin, that idl' he roared.
'‘Mine, by fuck!" And he teetered there.

'Except it's not exactly a birthday,' B.J. said, and her voice was quite
different now, as she touched his shoulder to apply the very dightest pressure. Losing his balance and toppling over backwards, he
scarcely knew he was faling. Severd pairs of hands took his weight, lowering him on to the top of the trolley - or rather, to the
hardwood draining board, for one of the girls had whipped away the cover.

There are two big days in a man's life, Jmmy,' B.J. said where she stood looking down into his quivering face. 'One's at the
beginning, and the other's a the end. Wéll, you've had the one, and this is the other.'

'Wha? he said. 'Whazzat? As the girls strapped him down, hands and feet. And: 'Eh? Eh? he queried, as they used knives as
sharp as scalpels to cut away his clothing. And however ridiculously, Big Jmmy was till grinning, for this could only be some
kind of weird sex game, or an even weirder dream, as someone turned the lights down more yet and B.J. 's eyes - and the eyes of
her girls - became yellow triangles in the gloom.

Then there was more yellow - the glitter of golden instruments - as B.J. passed around dender tubes with trumpetlike
mouthpieces, similar to the funnels she'd used in Radu Lykan's redoubt. Except the feeders had been for the giving, and these
smdler versions were for the taking.

Big Jmmy only noticed them in passing, however, because he wasn't able to take his eyes off B.J. herself. Bonnie Jean, who
might just as well be naked for dl her nightgown hid, standing there in the gloom, with her yellow eyes - no, her scarlet eyes now -
burning into Jimmy's ou!

All feding had fled him; Jimmy was as drunk, or as poisoned, as any man had ever been and remained conscious. Oh, he had a
powerful constitution, but not powerful enough. He could still hear, see, think (though not much of the latter), but he couldn't have
moved a muscle, couldn't speak any more, didn't understand that the crimson pounding in his skull, his heart and his veins wasn't
sexud potency but an effect of the drugged wine.

And the ceiling was revolving, first this way, then that; and the faces of the girls looking down on him were foxy, wolfish,
lustful; and B.J. herself—

—Wasn't Bonnie Jean!

What she was exactly Jimmy couldn't have said. But as the nightgown did from her dender, furry form, and her soft dark
muzzle wrinkled back in a haf-snarl, half-smile, he thought:

What a hitch! Which was perhaps as close as he would ever come to the truth of it. Or to anything. Ever again.

When the siphons sank in, Jimmy barely felt them. He felt the warmth leaving him, and the cold seeping in, and a tide as dark
and darker than the deepest ocean floor ralling over him, washing him to and fro, and gradualy dissolving him dl away . . . but that
was dl.
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At20inthemaring Barie en gt Hary ot o bedd to aswer the doar; Sedrabhed drogped her off. Thare hed been an dite-hours birthoy paty far ared
tregiis Blwessany, but dehedhnit ben edeto gt ot f it. Anyney, heedewes O, if it westoo lte. . 2

Toolae?Hary tdd her $eme bejoking, meck her aadffee in the kitchen while Seweiched, hed abhad time kegaing his heros off her but mereggd it
smeow. Ardheaenmecke sl tk, unil deadked hint 'Cantwetdk inbed?

Trenhedmod hed her ntrekitchentede ard Sewes eqdly warton anthe sars unil firdlly, in thebedroom. . . getting her aut o her daheswesa
frervied dffar, for bah of them



Aftawadk. . .

... Hary litared hisvay raedgaretes ad evatuely B sad, Daortt think mewuga, deesg but thet wesafudk. Thet wes'tt just meking love.. . " Ard
redee- ineaywey rgdde- Sewesadeg bfaeheanud think her vger, ar thirk anvthing dsedf her.

Befaedeging himssif, hetouched herbody &l ove, but vay gartly othet e waldhit ko Makeit wes to reessre imedf thet Sewesthare Bt it
fdt ikerewesnmeling arethet Sewes. .. SE2Whet thet wesdl aoout, hecouidt sy

Inhisbed $resreled o waren adwamflesh, adsex, ad-something dse Her breet? Gogpa? SHt?Orwesit just the sex. Heil I the sed But $ed
bemnlikeananimé: vibratt, withing, aushing imin her aolls Hehed fourd hinsef thinking anseverd accadarsthet Sewald daw bood - with e rells a
her teth - but Sehedrit. Hebdieved hed eduelly fet her hdding bedk; hekrew therehed bemnargoressed videnoeiin her (purdly sead, e thought), which hed
ingaired thesamesart o fraey inhim But row:

Now, deaitethet hefelt edaLrted, it weshard to get to degp. Somethingwes bathaing him. Firdlly Harry redlized whet it wes the light of the full moon,
pouing itsraysin trough hisbesraomwincow.

Sohegatypaddevthefadedarars. ..

Lifebecamealdur. Spece fime, daces faces Hary couldnt sy whaethey caarefram, arwhaethey weart Heeven begen to farget whee hed beay wauid hae
forgatten, hewesare lout far theligt hekgat of thedaceshed visted. Sing tumed to e Thessssoswaretuming, and Hany freuantly fdt thet hismind
westLming, to. . . framsanity to ful-flecged medhess Yewhen heweswith B.1 hekrew hewessare Inoked], thosewearethe arly imeswhenheddkrow it

Upmatimehed hed difficuity aoogaiing hishbody; rered felt thet whenit weshurt - desatethet it hed burt - thet it reelly didhit metter becaee it weantt his

oy ayney. But thoseimesware pegt row.
That had a lot to do with B.J,, too, the fact that she had accepted him. Shed become his anchor on an increasingly ephemera
world. Sheld anchored his body, anyway. But his mind was something else.

Frequently he would wake up furious, frightened, unable to remember the nightmare that had awakened him, but thinking,
someone is fucking with my mind! And promising himself that when he found out who it was, then there'd be hel to pay. But as
the waking world took over, so the anger would recede. Yet the feding persisted: that while his body was very definitely his now,
his mind was someone else's.

His memory, for one thing - or memories, recent memories, anyway - was or were totally up the creek. Sometime around the
middie of May held mentioned it to Bonnie Jean when they stayed late in bed at his place one Sunday morning:

‘Do you remember when | did Irdland? And he had felt her drowsy attention sharpening, rapidly centering on him.

'Yes. You've not long since finished. What of it?

‘WEell, | don't! | don't remember it!"

She had slipped out of bed in a moment, gone to a dresser, returned with his notebook and opened it at the relevant pages. his
Irish ‘itinerary." And sheld reed from alist of places in his handwriting, starting at Belfast and working down the coast to Dundalk
before he stopped her.

That's right! That's right!" He was excited, frustrated. 'Downpatrick and Newry and Kilked, and half-a-dozen more. You think |
don't remember? His jaw was tight where he scowled at her almost accusingly.

She sat beside him, looked down on him curiously with her head cocked on one side, and said, logicaly, 'But didn't you just say
that you don't remember?

And she was right. It was a contradiction, a confusion, a confounded nonsense! He had shook his head, flapped his hands, said:
'Green fidlds, emerald green, in fact! Greener than England. Irish accents - "Top o' the mornin' to yeh, sor!" Little pubs with ocean
outlooks and peat fires. Shilldlaghies and dl that shit. Picture book stuff. Toss in apixie or two, ad..."

'Harry!" she'd stopped him. 'What is dl this?

And the look on her face had said it dl: that it wasn't rational talk, and hardly reasonable behaviour, that he should
take this out, whatever it was, on her.

After that they hadn't seen each other for a week or more. Finadly he'd called her and apologized for his irrational
accusations, which had been directed at the world in general, never a Bonnie Jean. She had seemed uncertain and
he'd said he would come and see her at B.J.'s. Shehed gdled imand cometo himingeed. For which he wes gratdful, for she redlly

had become his one anchor on the world . . .
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No, for there was one other, of course, but Harry hardly dared speak to his Ma any more. And (mercifully) he knew
that she wasn't likely to sneak up on him at an awkward moment. She knew he liked his privacy and would wait until
he came to her, to the riverbank. He hoped so, ayway.

But a new idea had occurred to Harry, and he felt stupid that he hadn't thought of it earlier. HEd been relying on his
own sKkills and the extraordinary talents a E-Branch to turn up something on Brenda and the baby. But wasn't that
exactly what the missing pair would expect? Hary I wes a Pone in his oan right and would know how to avaid thet sort of
detection. And he could move his mother at will any time he wanted to. As to providing for her, or for both of them . . .
wedl, who could say what he was or wasn't capable of? He would provide for his Ma what she couldn't provide for
herself, and vice versa.

So, they would naturally expect the very sort of approach that Harry was employing: the esoteric, the gadgets, the
ghosts of E-Branch. But what about a more mundane approach? Every mgor town and city in the Ydlow Pages of the
whole wide world - certainly the Western World - listed scores of detective agencies! And here was Harry Keogh,
Necrasoope, trying to cover dl of that ground himmsdf. Whichhecould do, of course, given an eternity of time! Stupid! And if he



should ever be lucky enough to get close and they spotted him . . . then the whole wild-goose chase would have to
start dl over again.

But to have fifty detective agencies dl on the job at the same time, in fifty diffeet placss—

—would cogt ahdl of alat of mongy! And Hary'sfundswert only sofar. . .

... Hisfunds, yes.

But there were others who could well afford it. According to Darcy Clarke, anyway . ..

By the middle of June Harry had set up the mechanisms for putting his battalions of detectives in their regiments of
agencies in England, Fance Gamay and the USA, to wak. All he nesded wes the funding: at least three and a half million
pounds sterling, or the equivalent in whatever currency was available, to guarantee he could bankroll the tiling for
just the firgt three months of its operation! Meanwhile Darcy Clarke had put himin contact with a Swiss bank used by
E-Branch, and Hary hed medearidicuoudy svel deposit - afew hundred pounds out of his remaining few thousands - to open a
numbered account.

Now he could get on with the more serious stuff ... So he thought. But Bamie Jeen Miru hed ather plans

She had decided it was time that Harry went into training in earnest. Red training

For aman in his early thirties (she of course worked on the not

unnatural presumption that his body was his own, that his mind and body were the same age) Harry hadn't been in the
best possible shape. Concam over hiswifeand dhild might eqdain somed thet, and long ide periods between jobs would account
for the rest: the fact that he'd done little or nothing in his field since his people ditched him.

But when he was working . . . well, she had evidence of his generd efficiency. The way held been able to handle that
situation in London; the episode with Big Jmmy (who would never be a problem to anyone ever again); the fact that
he had been able to enter secured, guarded premises - her premises - find what he sought and get out again without
being detected ... it said alot for his kill in every department. And even B.J, who had known a good many men in
her vastly extended time, had to admit that he was good in other departments, too. So good indeed that she
considered hersdf genuinely fond of him. Or as fond as she could be of someone with his drictly limited future
potential.

But the thought of actually sending him out into the world - into Radu's world of hideous dangers such as he 'could
never imagine,' except as she had told him about it - was a matter of some concern. Not so much for Hanry (if he faled and fell
foul of Drakul o Ferenczy, 0 beiit) as for hersalf and her Master. Not that he could tak about them . . . he didn't even know
about them, not consciously. But anyone who cared to backtrack Harry Keogh's recent activities was bound to come
across BJ. somewhere aong the ling, and possibly, in the course of things, Radu Lykan. On that front the secret
watcher was problem enough (despite that his purpose was as yet undetermined) without any further complications

Also, BJ. hadn't yet quite satisfied herself that Harry was dl he appeared to be, or something more. She had
reasoned that he wasn't in thrall to any Other ... or if he was, then it was beyond her power to detect. Radu, however,
would soon sniff out whatever she might have missed. Nor was she convinced that his previous employers were quite
done with him - or with her. What if she was being watched through Harry - without his consent or knowledge? With
that in mind she had ordered him not to scrub messages on his answering machine, which so far were few and far
between. And then she'd monitored them for coded or in any way cryptic content. But so far, nothing.

As for E-Branch itsdlf: well, he'd said it was an esoteric organization, one of the 'secret’ services. And so it appeared;
she'd been unable to discover anything at dl, not a single reference or clue, to any such authority. And despite that
Harry was completely in B.J's thrall -beguiled at the snap of her fingers, or the utterance of a Smple phrase, 'Mah wee
man' - gtill he refused to divulge anything more than he'd already told her. He would simply tense up, sweat, tremble,
and offer no further information. If they'd brainwashed dl of their operatives the same way, it was hardly surprising
that this E-Branch remained secret!
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But there again, the dogrLord Redu hed his onwn methods if there was something her Magter should know, be aure hewauld gt to know it.
Excent, of course, she must first get Harry into the lair. He must somehow be made to dimb into the 'unexplored
heights of the Camgoms dong with B.J Which weswhy sheéd nesded himfit, and why she mugt now treinhim. ..

Ineaty Ly Hary woke up one moming to find B.J gonefram hisbed. It wasaWednesday; shed recantly bemn alitle negedtful of wark in the
wire ber; hefound her natein the kitchen, whare shed thoughtfully lad out the mekings of his breskfest:

Harry—

Whet with your home-maintenance drive, your cyding, and all your fit-making activities, you are almost a new man. | want
you to give serious thought to what we talked about - that holiday in the Highlands? It will be dfferert, somgthing for g
really. But something | would like to sharewith you. Surdy you can afford afew days beforeyou start searching again? After all, |
don't know that if you're suooessul, it won't betheend of us Do 1?

AlLoe—BJ.

The conversstion she mantioned Sorang immediatdly to ind (though he couldrnit remember where ar when they hed hed it). A hdiiday, yes in
the Highlands. B.J. liked to hunt, dimb, live off the land: healthy exardss far body and mind both. And she hed suggested thet he



might liketo go with her, live rough far along weskend, meke love under the moon and stars. Especidly the moon ... or was that
last one of Hary'singairaions?

It ingaired im to go, ayway. Thusit was hisdedson to go, if anly to pleese her. So he thought.

TheWamphyri havelong bdieved that wherever possible the destiny of men should beiin their ovn hands: thet whatever they enter into, it
should bed thar onn freawdll. But no herm on oocadion to dffer allitle encouragament dong thewy ..

Lae herang her and they st adate amonth fram now, in Augus. Meanwile they'd predtise a lesst once awesk in some good Spots in
the Trossachs, just afew hours out of Edinburgh. B.J. knew a lot of good rodk dimbs thet would be ided for en enthudagtic
amateur. W, maybe so, but the Necroscope didn't intend to be that much of an ardar.

Also, shed only asked himito put off his seerch far awhile which to hismind didntt indude his planned oparation to fund that search. And in
ay cas it wes something thet wouid only tekeadsay ar two, depending
andraureanossye tobeanoountared in Saly. Sneehewessaang her anly area wiceinany week, itwessomahing heaoud fit inin bewveen cetes

Asfar hisprgpardions they waesmpliaty itsdf. TheNeaasaopeneckajunpto an Ay Ochance Dot in the south of Bgand, entared in the desd o
night viatheMdaus Cartinuum, and ecipped himsdf withallat of devestating wegpanty. Heaoud heve gore to Day Qakefar his supdlies but warted to
anadimpliceting EBraxhinawthinghedd Thiswesnit Snyy because Dary hed esked imito, but meinly because hed auit the Branch and couidht ffod
aynuefaours Hed mereged tokep himssf ot of ot o fa, ard liked it thet wey. B if they fourd Bredafar im they would anly bebelanding the
bodsowre heteddrefar trem

TreNaxosrpewassaupulady farmindsd At thearmo dgoat, rekrew the sued an duty wauld catch bl they/d bein it up to ther neds So bdfae
etting aut with hisheawy-dLty loct heddibaratdy tipped andam Let theMOD. ad Military Rdlicetry to figure aut how it hed been dore Thetswhet they
weepdd fa. Daudlessthe/d HaretrelRA.

Nex (ad mod dovious ad essiest), he dotained arecart mep o Sdly, ard maoe epeddly of the mountainous Madrie Then the nedt right, riding the
MdausCartinum o the Meditaranemninasaiesd cautiolseqdaraary jums hedhadkad flight ETAs & the deqoy arpart in Cdania ad sdhanizad his
wetholocd time

Frdly heused thetailetsin thereceation areg seaured his 9dll's door antheingde, meckedoldy suredf hiscoadiretesard retumed Fore

Ardwhenhedvay carefully pedked hissuitcess, thenhewesiesdy . ..

Anhour late, & 90 thet samenight, hedhoned B to tell her hed beaney faracky artwo,

Lackingfor BrandeP Sessamadaxials mafee/mna gidos

No,aher things Business. .. ."

1 ddrtknovyouhedany"busness” Natany more’

Thisisfirendd. | havetormovermy berk aooounts st thingsaut inganardl. [ve gat nathing fixed uplocdly. Itsyaur faut, inawey. Yalvecoyaed y free
timg nat tomartionmy thoughts Im daing someiinpartant parsordl adminigration, thet'sdl. Suff Ivelet dip. But it doest intafere with anything, ad I'm
ot deto sseyou unil Seurcy:

Treewesalag pauss uniil B vay softly saidt ‘Areyousre? Thet it wart intaferewith anything? Ard befae he could asver, even ashe framed wads
toasve: Now ligentome mei—

—Of courelmard’ heaut her off, andwesuprissdofid
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himsdf perspiring. 'B.J, it's Thursday night. Il be back tomorrow night, ar Saturday maming & the latest!
And after another pause: 'Very wel - but remember, Harry, were dimbing thisweskend'
1 woudnit missit for thewardd, hetddher . ...

After thet:

Briefly Hary gave thought to what he wes doing. Something puzded him, and he couldnit figure out whet it wes Evertudlly it came to him
There had been atime when he would have simply used the M obius Continuum to jurp sraght into Pdemmo. Nowv—

—It ssamed hed devd oped ared need far hislitle subterfuges; the secrecy, this esateric camouflege far his metgphydicd tdents But thet wes
ridcuous o course he needed to kegp hisskills saoret! Obvioudy he did - but to this extent? It was odd; he was more concerned
now about someone discovaring histdents then ever befarein hislife But why now (he kgt asking himdf), inatime o rdative ssfety?

Sday?Scarcdy thet, consdaingwhat hehedinmind!

Butif tharewas an answver todl of this it was gaing to have towat. His course ws s, his plans mecke Far thenext few days & leedt.

[twes945inEdinburgh, 1045inSaly.

Hary medean intamationd cdl to the drpart & Cataniato chedk the sitrep on the incoming flight from Athens: It wias desoending, darting its
gpproach un. Hedlowed it forty-five minutes to land and commence discharging its passengers toward cusoms, then took the Mobius route
directly to the stdl he'd booked in the men's toilets. Two or three minutes later he wes queLing to change pounds into liraa the
cambio, thenwalking out of the arpart reogption areainto the Sdlian night with ahendful of rether moremundere travdlers

Now hewasjust anather tourig with aheavy qitcase

Heavy foritsSze ayway . ...



DAHAM DRAKEH—LEMANSEMADONIE-DEAD SLBENCE

The Necroscope took ataxi to Paterno, paid for a room at the Hotel Adrano two nights in advance, and by 1230 wes tking a
shower bdfare rdiring. With alittie lud, the fan above hisbed would kegphim aod inthe seventy-plus degrees of hest. . .

HatinSaly, yes... but somefour and ahdf thousand milesaway, on the Roof of the World, it was anything but hot; indeed, on
Tibet's Tingri Plateau a 7:00 am. the temperature hovered just one degree above freezing. But the sun was bright
where its burgeoning golden blister threatened to burst on the eastern horizon, and Mgor Chang Lun was comfartedle
enough in hiswinte-warfare urifom, fuined boots and hooded jadket

Heand his Carpord diiver hed s&t aut fram the barracks & Xigaze ninety minutes earlier because they knew they had to reach
Drakesh Monastery within an hour or so of the sun clearing the horizon. Any later and they'd be denied entry. No one
was alowed to enter the monegay & Drekeshinful daylight. Daylight wesfar contemplation, wordhip; darkness wes far mundane menin
hiswidkedhess theteking of food, the thinking of mundane thoughts, the maintenence of the body as opposed to the soul. The Maor
must consider himsdlf fortunate indead thet the High Riest of the sat, the enigmetic Deham Drakesh, hed seen fit to grant him audience
duing daylight hours

Suchwould bethe gpinion of outsiders, ayway. Hah! Well, Mgar Chang Lun knew differently. Fovaful as this markish aregture wes in his
own soheres the so-cdled Pagples Ay of Communigt Chinrawas more powerful yet. But Chang Lun was under orders and must
play Dreketisgame

TheMgorsvehidewas a two-seeter hdlftradk, a snow-cat equipped for the plateau's uneven terrain. His driver parked it in the
lee of boulders close to steps leading up to the monastery's foreboding entrance, covered it with a tarpaulin, finaly
came erect and saluted.
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Chang Lun nodded his curt approval, turned and bowed from the waist to the string of red-robed priests where they
stood stock till, arms fdded, petietly waiting.

There were six of them; they indicated that the Mgor and his driver should take their places centraly in the line.
And with three priests leading and three bringing up the rear, the string set out at what was to the Chinese soldiers an
awkward, unmilitary shuffle, climbing the steps single-file to the yawning stone mouth that formed the entrance to the
monastery. The leading priest held his left am tucked into his waist at the ebow, with the forearm held iffly out in
front. His jogging motion caused tiny golden bells to chime where they were stitched into the seam of his robe's
extended deeve.

And so into the Drakesh monastery. As they entered, Chang Lun looked bedk. In the micde digance, dowing ydlow where
dandng rays of sunlight struck through the shade in the lee of ragged mountains, a nameless city stood gaunt and
deserted behind high fortress walls. If it weren't so remote the place would make an excdlent military base, but what
purpose would it serve to station soldiers in a region as barren and inhospitable as this? The southern borders with
Nepd, Bhutan, and India were no longer in dispute.

Then a portcullis of massive timbers was lowered, shutting off the view and Lun's thoughts both. The tinkling of the
bells receded, aong with the soft flutter of monkish robes; darkness settled; the silence was near-absolute. And as
the Major's eyes began to adjust, he saw that he and the Corpora were aone ... if only for amoment. Then:

‘Welcome to Drakesh,' said a voice as dark as the surroundings. It spoke a sibilant Chinese but yet without a trace
of diaectd accent. "You have entered of your own free will - or rather, at the command of your superiorsl Well, so be
it The voice held a none too subtle sarcasm.

Abruptly, a torch was lit; the shadows were at once thrown back, and flidkaing fight illumined the faoe and fam of Datem
Drekesh

Chang Lun had met him before but the physical appearance, the presence of Drakesh, never failed to impress him. At
sixty-eight inches in height, the Mgjor himsdf was taler than average for his race, but he fet dwarfed in the presence
of Daham Drakesh. The man must be dl of sx and a half feet in height! But thin to the point of emaciation, he looked
almost skeletal where the light of his torch showed through his shift and silhouetted his pipestem body. His hands
were freskishly long and tapering, their pointed fingers tipped with thick yellow nails hooked into claws; his shaven
skull was thin at the front and lantern-jawed, long a the back and bulbous as the head of an insect on a scrawny neck.

But for dl that Daham Drakesh seemed fragile as porcelain, his eyes -eyes luminous and yelow as maten sulphur - gazed on
Chang Lun and the Corpord, and seemed to gaze through them, as if they were the ephemera ones, not he. They felt
paralysed by that gaze, until finaly
Drakesh's lips cracked in a ghastly smile and he said:

‘Come. | have prepared a room for your man in the left eye of the carven face. There he may enjoy the daylight,
forbidden to me and mine, Sip tea, break bread, take his rest - and wait for you, of course. We require no underlings to



attend our discourse.' He smiled a mirthless sideways amile down on the Major and moved silently, flowingly ahead of
his guests, leading them through the labyrinth of rock-hewn halls, galleries and tunnels which was the monastery.
'Alas, you and | may not rest, Mgor,' (again his loathsome amile, directed at Chang Lun). The wicked are not permitted
to rest, ever - by which | mean that we have matters to discuss, of course.’

'Indeed we have,' the Maor snapped, feding (as he aways fdt) intimidated by this creature in this place and
determined to regain the upper hand. 'Grave matters, which have brought me here on the orders of my superiors!’

‘Aye, and your timing - or the timing of your masters in Peking - is faultless,” Daham Drakesh answered, as he rushed
his visitors along gloomy stone corridors, with his torch held high in front. 'For just as you have your orders, so |
have my ... shall we say, reguirements? Who can say, perhaps there are higher powers at work? Certainly it seems
that your coming at this time was inevitable. For if you had not requested an audience, | most certainly would have
summoned you.'

'Summoned? Chang Lun gasped. 'Why, you . . .I' But there he paused with his mouth agape, his danted eyes
opening wide.

In the last few moments, a massed moaning had become apparent; the Mgor had thought it might be some acoustic
effect of the wind on the outer shell of the monastery. But now, in addition to the moaning, he could discern a regular
whistling or dicing sound, like the crack of alash splitting the air, or of severa lashesin unison. And he had seen its
Sel (02}

They had reached a central galery deep in the mountainside. Lit by flambeaux, ill the light failed to illumine the
high celling or reach into every corner. The place was an amphithestre, with stone steps descending to a level centra
area. But while the rest of the hal, cave or excavation was poorly lit, that central area was dl too clearly illumined.
Burning braziers suspended on chains from the celling cast their flaring light on a scene that Bosch might easily have
omitted from some hellish triptych. Emerging onto a perimeter walkway, the Mgjor had come to an abrupt hat. Drakesh
immediately gripped his ebow in a surprisingly powerful hand. 'Ah, no!" he whispered. 'Be silent, | beg you. Do not
disturb them. They are a worship . ..

They' were the monastery's priests, the sect's devotees, the acolytes of the faith. They were naked; their red robes
of priesthood lay folded on the lower tiers of the amphithestre's encircling steps; their pae, cringing bodies thronged
around the central dais - no, the long
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soretraugh, asChang Lunow saw - but thosewho siood upon ar intretroughwaredad in red nevertdless Thered of therr onnlbdood!

Hestscban insnglefile, they tucoed intheir uifling flipflgp fadionframareed o thetrauch o theather, whilethe trathers &l aourd flalled aney &
themwith long Hadk - ad red- meia-tipped whips Trelood dreeked then it rained fram than; their festweretained aimeonwherethey daped thrauch an
inchd pasralikementreeding ggped Yetreveraay o peinfranasinge rathe’ but thet low, aonoated noering nat leet framtreaneswith trewhips. .
whokrawitwesthar tum ned
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dsdang, angdingwhipsfram flayaswho dosethar aamnpaossin the huffling, moering line

Wadhip? TheMgarwesaghed, ad hisdiver tramiding, whae Daram Drekesh hunied them around the peimder ad urdlr an adhwey matked with an
akhagmid o lag life asCreng Lunwesanae But lag life inapdaelike this?

But whet df theblood? TheCapord'sfarewesrowafar peler Seced yelow. Wheredbssit gl go?All o thet Haod, dl o thet. . . life? For sametime thae
wesroasne, judt theflaing of Drekedistoth sshefaged desd Thenfirdly hisvdceareatangbeck totheper hunying efter Hime

Tredoodreurstotreeath. . . evariLely. Sy it isbdter todfer it fresh then ratiing in copses? Men ke fram the sail and the rivas giving nahing
bek bt pissard shit until theerd But heewedsaveaur duty to Neture!

"Huh' theMgar coudnt spressadaisay sat. Ard doyau Hesd with them, Deram Dreked 12

Drakeshrounded anhiminthedoawey to hisquatasad faramomant seamed to rear tdler ill. Then thefirednmmed alitile in his /s asheasnvead
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body. Whichiswhy, paiadically, wes ffer thar vilebodesto bepurgeet nat by therdessedf besefiuids but theessaeed lifeitslf. Ardoyousss your diver
westight teboadistrelife.. !

Atwhicharechabedpriest deppedfawadframthesedons ad
Drdeshtumed o the hivaing Capardl. Gowith thelrather hee whowill seethet you ae comfartsble’ Whan they wae gorg, he dood esde ad udhared the
Maar into hisdharias. ..

Deram Drekesh hedl been heeahurdred years At the ime, this hed ssaed the anly dacein thewald thet o arewarted But row menwarted evaything,
emywhae enawetdand ssharen ssthis peeu
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Bantret mighty fang Qondarg e, Bvaret itsdf, ae hundred ad thirty miles anay, wadd nat ke remate enough, Man hed conopered s topmoet peek
they hedaomeaut o fardgn landsto plant their Sgilsthere U Ely they helled franthewes, but in dder times they hed camefram the exst, too, Exagt those



edlie coguaashad hed st intgres in Braet.

Hiday repets Thoeesaredant-eyad wariasweaehak agan Na the Hsungiu a Avas nor esen the Hurns but thar desoanolrnts aatainly, ard with the
srefieosdood inthem Buwhaebdaethey hed skirted the Greet Hatea, this time they hed teken it. W, and Deram Drekeh |t of hisling wesdf an
dienHood too- of atruly diendaod, ae THswaud nat kethe firgt time his kind hedl bean snayer, Lauiped, esen dednreted by humen invedlars But reer
edamireted Narwauld it hggpennow.

It edbenthesarein Dadg Higk, Wdladhig Trassivaniathesamein the sourceplace’ ude wheese rametre pegss o histary asribed 1o it), in those
eglier imes Ddremhed head it fram hisegySire Egmn whohed lived trauch dl o thoselang cantuiesof war to beoorethre aunvivar of aunvivars ddet o dl
treWanphwi ... Wdl, saeae

Hwromedcinvedasframtreestt hed diven thevarpreLadsfram ther andent tamitariestimeand again, ot lesgt when they hed corsdared thamsdves
saue ArdrovAWasit tobethesameapa?Na if Daram Drekesh hed Hisway.

Hehed carehaethosehundred years agp to rerove himadf fram the adians o his father. Bared by isdldtion in his TransAvarien kegp ard anae thet an
adateay lay adepinasre daxinthewes, the Count hed deamined tovartiLre aut and broedn his interedts in thewarld, hehed lain low far far too
long Debem Drald (row Drekes), Egaris'son by trandfuson o hiseggy hed bemn et to cae
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for the keep: in command,’ as it were, of a handful of itinerant Szekdy serfs and thralls. Huh! What was that for
power?

But treachery was ever the way of the vampire, and no one hates a Master Vampire, a Lord of the Wamphyri, more
than his own flesh and blood, his own egg-son. By virtue of Egon's egg, the burgeoning leech within him, Dahem wes
Wamphyri; hewoud bealadinhisown right. But not here in Transylvania, not in another Lord's castle. Wherefore he must
remove himsdf to some far place and find or build an aerie of hisown A hendfu o sl out of Sardde (his 'airthright) and S
Sgay thralls vampirized into lieutenants, were dl Daham took with him. Oh, and some moniesin ancient golden ingots
stolen from his father's treasury.

And so to the Roof of the World, and to this place—

—Where eight years later held learned of Egon's death at the hands of some merdly human adversary. But by then a
return to the Transylvanian keep had been out of the question, for it had been recognized as a source of great evil; the
local administration would never dlow another Drakul to take up residence there. It were best that the legend die
again, only to rise up in other parts when the time was ripe

And so the decades had flown, but what istime to a Lord of the Wamphyri? Time is nothing . . . but ennui is. And
just as Egon had become bored, so was his 'son' bored by his existence in this place. Except he must wait out his time;
or rather, he must wait out the time o Ancther, until Hewes up aggin

Deham knew about Redu;, knew who, if nat where hewes At leest he knew as much as Egon had known, before his ill-fated
sojourn in England. He also knew about the 'Francezcis (more properly the Ferenczys), and had watched from afar
while they grew powerful in the world. For just as they had their sources, so Daham had his. Indeed they were often
the same sources! But more than this, he had his eyes and ears out in the world, his red-robed thralls and 'Emissaries
of the Message,' ostensibly a message of love and peace. ..

In redlity they were his spies pure and smple, and their message a sham. Or rather, they were his «crf-so-smple and
far less than pure agents. But as well as information, they sought out vampires, too-common vampires like themselves
- to learn from them . . .

... And then to destroy them!

It was part of the ages-old scheme of things, arule as valid as it had been fifteen hundred years ago: that obscurity
and anonymity are synonymous with longevity. A smple code of existence that Egon Drakul had forgotten or put
aside once too often. But his son Daham would not meke the same migtake. For he knew that if man discovered
vampires in the world - and if man believed in them - he would not rest until they were destroyed, every last one,
including Daham. Which was
why he sought out and killed these lesser creaturesfirst.

Asto who they were:

Spawn of Ferenczy, Lykan, and Drakul errors from atime lost in history. The sons of the sons and daughters of
daughters of supplicant Szgany come into this world with Radu Lykan, Nonari the Gross Ferenczy . . . yes, and with
Karl and Egon Drakul, too, out of a far strange place. They were not Wamphyri, no, but they were of the blood. And
their source had been Sunside/Starside in a vampire world. Daham had learned something of that place from his father,
and of blood-feuds so terrible that they would outlast time!l Moreover, he knew it was only a matter of time before just
such afeud erupted here.

He knew, because down the years his 'disciples had come across descendants of Radu's thralls - lycanthropes with
eyes full of moonlight - who told of a legend sleeping in a mountain far in the west. This was the same rumour Egon
had heard a hundred years ago, that sent him plunging headlong into England ... to his eventual death. And who
could say that Egon's death had not been wrought by Radu, or those he'd left behind to tend him through his long
sleep?

Radu Lykan, and the Ferenczys, and the Drakuls. But that had been a feud - and would be again, when Radu was
up! As to the when of it: soon, if Daham could believe his sources. And he did believe them. The Ferenczys had had
thrdls in England for long and long; for what good reason, if not to track Radu to hislair? And just as Daham's people



had researched the so-called 'Ferenczinis,’ and later the 'Francezcis,' so had some other agency out of England! Daham
knew it; his eyes and ears were out there, not aways in the guise of red-robed priests! Radu's thralls protected and
looked after their slegping master even now, and in their turn sought out his olden enemies until the time of his return.

And when he returned, what then? And what of Daham Drakesh, Wamphyri, in this remote but not inaccessible
place? How long before Radu found him? Or - if the Ferenczys should find and destroy Radu firgt - how long before they
found hinf?

... Or (and this was surely the worst possible of any and dl scenarios), what if they had already found him...?

Wel, he had no proof of that, nor even a shred of evidence as yet. But there was adways tomorrow, and Daham
Drakesh was a sincere believer in another old edict: that a stitch in time saves nine.

Egon had told him now, upon atime in the vampire world, the great Lord Shaitan the Unborn had stood off and let
lesser Lords fight a great bloodwar, until dl of them were depleted, made week by their efforts. Then how he'd picked
them off one by one, until he was the undisputed Lord of Lords. It had been a story worth listening to, and a lesson
worth leaning.

But how much better, how much more ironic, if Shaitan the Unborn had set those lesser Lords to fighting, if he had
ddiberately planned it so
388
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that they performed the bulk of his work for him? And who could say, perhaps he had! And perhaps Daham would do
the same. The ultimate agent provocateur, yes

History repeats. . .

All of which were thoughts thet pessed flegingly through the venpire Lord's mind as his visitor, Mgor Chang Lun of the
People's Army of Red Ching, tried in vain to make himsdf comfortable in the austere cavern that served the last Drakul
for living space.

There was an acove cut back into one wdl. Within it along, lidded box like a linen chest fitted snugly into the seven
by two foot recess. A bench, its polished top was scattered with cushions of a coarse loca weave. This was where
Drakesh had seated the Mgjor, upon his own bed in fact - which was inside the box. Normally a this hour, Drakesh
would be inside, too. Alas that on certain rare occasions, such as this one, he was obliged to make allowances.

And while Chang Lun's 'host' brought tea and foul Tibetan biscuits from a secondary cave, the Mgor sat and
narrowed his oval eyes, staring dl about the dim, somehow smoky interior of this place. It wasn't smoky, he knew, yet
seemed full of drifting shadows and the shimmery mobility of a scene viewed through smoke. Perhaps it was an effect
of the indirect daylight filtering in through narrow dlits hewn right through the great thickness of the far wadl, the only
indication that Daham Drakesh's apartments were on the outer extremes of the monegay.

Cheng Lun hed inguired about those nerow windows befare In ather keeps in other lands they might easily be mistaken for
ancient arrow dlits, but in fact they were Drakesh's clock. The light crossed the room in dim, barely perceptible bars,
forming patterns on the wdl above the alcove where Chang Lun sat. According to the shape and brightness of the
patterns and the time of year, Drakesh could immediately determine the hour to within two or three minutes.

'‘And at night? (the Mg or had asked him one time).

I have a certain affinity with the night,’ Drakesh had at once answered. ‘It is an art of mine instinctively to know
what is the hour. | take pride in it - a vanity, | know. But as the setting of the sun is a marve, and its rising even more
so, we should likewise pay attention to the darkness that lies between the two." Pseudo-mystical garbage. . .

... The Mgor fdt himsdf dumping and sat up straighter. It was aways the same: this place seemed to drain him of
life. Huh! The blood is the life indeed!

Tea,' said Daham, entering as if from nowhere, and causing the dingy ar to shift and shimmer into new patterns.
'‘And there are Somangha biscuits, should you require refreshment.’

The teaiswelcome,’ the Major offered his curt nod. ‘Asfor

Himalayan grass seedsin milk paste—'

'—Each to his own," Daham nodded his understanding and placed a brass tray on a circular wooden table. Then he pulled up a
three-legged stool and seated himself facing his visitor. 'Soup, cheese, biscuits, bread: you would probably starve on a diet such as
that. But to the Tibetan, more than sufficient.'

The Major smiled thinly. 'But you are not Tibetan.'

'Polish, originally,' Drakesh was frank. "When my mother died and my father returned to his native Romania, | went with him.
There | - what, heard the cal? - | knew | had a mission in life. And so | came here and built this mission, this monastery. Think
what you will of it, and of me; | have my devotees. You saw some of them at a phase of their devotions.'

‘Indeed | did!" Chang Lun grimaced, and quickly diverted the conversation. 'So, you built your monastery. Then we came, and
one by one the temples began to topple.’

‘But not this one,' Drakesh's eyes had narrowed. Those troops who preceded you - warriors, and not merdy an
occupying force - they saw that | was different, and that the mysteries of the Drakesh Sect were red. They made
report, and an officer - ah, afull Colonel, Chang Lun! -came from his headquarters on Kwijiang Avenue, Chungking,
to see me Do you know the significance of that? Perhaps you will understand me better if | speak of the British
E-Branch, or their Russian equivalent at the Chateau Bronnitsy near Moscow? Oh, yes, Mgor! There are forces in the



world grester than dl the armaments of war. Some men understand such things, and I, Daham Drakesh, am one of
them. But that is my pride speaking, and pride isa sin. Indeed, it is one of the originad sins. But. . . perhaps I'm boring
you?

Cheng Lun shodk himsf. Thismenwias hypnatic; hisvaicelulled hiseyes drilled into your soul. And as if he knew the Magjor's
innermost thoughts, Drakesh was even now smiling that ghastly smile of his. 'No,' the Major protested. 'What, bored?
Not in the least! So tel me what dd the Cdand fram Chungking wart?

Drakesh nodded. 'l know that you aready know, he said, 'and that you think me a fraud, a fakir, and Colonel
Tsi-Hong a gullible foal. But I'll tell you anyway. He wanted to see me mdt a block of ice - from within! He wanted to
know how | can see in the dark, without the ad of nitelite binoculars. He was fascinated that | could fast for thirty
days and nights without even water or a crust of bread to sustain me, then wak naked, ten miles out into the snows,
to meditate. And having heard catain truths and untruths about nein Lhesa, he was expaddly interested in my longevity, the fadt thet
I\ve been herefar ahundred yeard'!

Chang Lun nodded. 'Metaphysics,' he sniffed. ‘Longevity. ESP. On Kwijiang Avenue, in Chungking, they study
such things. Also genetic mutations and such. | say it's a fad. What weight can a thought carry? And what use to
breed freaks? But we know the weight of a tank, and
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yausaditwesyour "life" adyaucodd nat pat with it. They werted yod Asasarded somahing dien, edreadinaty, they wauld dissett yau like alfrog,
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usdesshadesd ny loins'

Yauareinabatiefa them’ Creng Lun, too, caudbeadd, emationiess They frzeyor gamadiock itaney ..

ToChungking DrekeshwHspared

Tndesd Andthetwesnineyesrsago!

Andfifty arefothl’ Drekediseessamad direinthecaressward light.

Qud theflover of Chireswamenhood yes Y au, fahartoahorde
when loyal, weeping Chinese parents were strangling their babies in the name of the People's Republic!" (Chang Lun
was merciless, by his lights at least). To what end, Drakesh? What of Colone Tsi-Hong's genetic experiments now?

I told him how it would be,' said the other. That one may not grow exctic orchids in a paddy field; that they will
come up twisted and strange. But if they are tended by caring gardeners, watered by familiar rains, and reared in their
natural, their native soil. . .

'In other words, you'll "grow" them yourself. What, here? And how will the brothers react to that, Daham Drakesh?
A monastery, or aharem? A holy place, or a place of holes?

If it's your intention to offend me your time is wasted here, Drakesh answered. 'What will be will be ... not
necessarily because / want it, but because your leaders want it. And if in order to exist | must obey, then | will obey. |
will not be forced out of being, driven from my pae’

"You don't fool me' Chang Lun shook his head. "Your so-called "emissaries’ are out in the world even now, to what
end if not to find anew place for you? | fancy youll flee before your deceptions are discovered. Let's be clear on this: |
consider you afraud, yes. But | also consider you evil. This. . . this spawn that they bred by atificial insemination in
Chungking is proof of it. Sooner or later even Tsi-Hong will recognize the truth, and what of you and yours then? |
don't know what you are, Drakesh, but you're no holy man. And you're not up to any good, I'm sure. As for this
monastery: do you think | can't see why you chose this place, so close to so many borders? Even now your boltholes
are ready to receive you, when you are found out!'

Drakesh touched his robe, the place of the letter. Mgor Lun's raving didn't concern him; his mind was on other
things. Fifteen of his ‘children’ deformed, destroyed at birth. He had known about that long ago, of course. But fifteen
out of fifty? It was hardly surprising: freak births and nightmarish maformations had been dl too common among the
Wamphyri of Starside; so Egon had informed him. As for grotesque autisms - bone and brain disorders - tendencies to
extreme violence and madness - ‘unnaturd’ lusts: what else would one expect? These children, these creatures, had



been vampires! Daham's blood-brood, his creatures, aye. . .

The last 9x escaped,’ Chang Lun broke into his thoughts, made no excuse for knowing every smallest detail of the
letter. 'Only eight years old, and apparently perfect apart from their accelerated growth rate. They killed their keepers
and instructors; they not only hit the hands that fed them . .. but fed on them! Drinkers of blood, cannibals, homicidal
maniacs! In only eight years they'd grown to men, and sexudly voracious women! Findly they were hunted down to
the last one, and eradicated. But it wasn't easy .. .
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And again Drakesh said, 'l told them how it would be. But this time well do it my way.' His whisper was a hoarse
rustle in his pipestem throat. 'My way, yes..."

All of his ‘children’ gone now - the nucleus of an indefatigable army, which Tsi-Hong had tried to create as a unique
breed, protectors of China - dl gone now. But Drakesh knew no pain. He had known what the outcome would be.
Tsi-Hong had tried to teach them to be human; Daham would teach them to be what they were, and to hide what they
were until he was ready!

It was what he had wanted from the beginning. It had been the way of the Drakuls since a time beyond memory - to
infiltrate and eat out an enemy's heart from within. But China, the enemy? Not at dl; the enemy was Mankind! China
was merely the greenhouse for the next and last generation of Great Vampires, and Daham Drakesh would be their
unholy priest - their bloodsire, aye - in the vampire world of tomorrow! But far now:.

'You asked me certain questions,' he reminded the Mgor. 'Unless they were frivolous, | would answer them. Indeed,
| am obliged to answer them, so that you may take my answer back to Tsi-Hong. "Would | make this place a harem?"
you asked.' Drakesh shook his head. 'No. The brothers will make ready the city in the lee of the mountain. And the
lascivious among them will repopulate it. But | shall be the true father of the brood!

I know that place,’ Chang Lun answered. 'l visited it - but briefly -the first time | came here. Its doors are till daubed
with plague markings.'

Drakesh shrugged. 'Whatever the plague was . .. it is gone now." And changing the subject: 'There was something
else that you said: that | would flee when | was discovered, and that my emissaries were out in the world even now,
seeking new places for me. Wdl, you were right in one thing, at least. But quite wrong in another ..."

'On? ChengLunpromptedhim

'‘Boltholes - hah! If ever | had intended flight, surely by now | would have fled? Drakesh cocked his knobby head
on one side and smiled. 'What? Only sixty miles to Nepal, and the same to Skkim or Bhutan? And | am ill here? No,
don't pride yourself that | would ever flee from such as you, Major." And before Chang Lun could answer:

'As for my emissaries. you don't know the haf of it... But Colond Tsi-Hong does! Over the roof of the world -
across the Himaayas - is the easiest route into "friendly territories," it's true. Ah, but not for mel For my "emissaries!"

Chang Lun frowned, and for the first time began to fed alittle unsure of himsdlf, alittle uneasy. 'Go on,' he said.

'‘Who better to look into the affairs of the outside world - not only the religious affairs, but also the socid, political
and economica - than
harmless monks of an obscure Tibetan order? Spies, Chang Lun! Not only for me but aso for the much-reviled Colonel Tsi-Hong.
And by whom reviled? By you! And you dare to threaten me? By dl means do so. But remember, you may well be threatening
China herself! My emissaries, yes. . . spies for China. Ah, and very necessary, Chang Lun! Never more so than now. Doubtless
you read in this letter how the Chateau Bronnitsy is no more, reduced to rubble some two years ago? But how was it wrought, for
what reason, and by whom? And what if a similar establishment on Kwijiang Avenue in Chungking should be next? Metaphysics, a
fad? Do you still think so? Well, others in the world take it far more seriously. So now you see the entire picture; you've become
one of the privileged handful who do see it. And perhaps one too many . .. if 1 were to let dip the fact of this new knowledge of
yours, and of your opinions, to a certain Colond in Chungking . . ."

Chang Lun came to his feet at once! But slowly, oh so very slowly, he sat down again. 'I... seem to have underestimated you,'
he said. 'Worse, it seems | was mistaken - about certain things.'

"You were suspicious of what you did not understand,” Drakesh told him. 'But now you do understand . . . something of it, at
least. Wdll, no harm done.' He smiled that smile of his and stood up. 'Now you will excuse me while | write my reply. This time,
perhaps the sedl will remain intact. . .7 And once again, before the Major could answer or protest, if he intended to:

'But let's have no secrets, you and |. My letter will list my requirements, the equipment needed to make Drakesh City
inhabitable again . . . Which the military, your forces in Xigaze, will transport as it is made available. Also, | shal require more
freedom, the necessary visas, to send my "emissaries’ out into the world in greater numbers. For troubled times are coming, and | -
or should | say we? - would be well advised to prepare for them now.' It was dl true as far as it went; logicdly, it fitted the
scenario perfectly. But none of it was for China.

Drakesh turned to go, turned back again. 'l will send for your driver; no need for you to wait on your own. Meanwhile, | thank
you for your understanding, Chang Lun. May you always be at peace with yourself, if not with the world.’

Then, with alast enigmatic smile, bowing from the waist, he retired into his inner sanctum in a swirl of red robes.. ..

The Necroscope's dreams were and aways had been strange. Now more than ever before he found himself unable to recal their
substance when he was awake. This morning was no different; he came awake in his bed in his room at the Hotel Adrano swesting,



panting, fighting with his bedclothes in a frenzy of fear, yet a moment later was lost as to the cause. But the fear had been red, as
the continued trembling of his limbs and pounding of his heart testified . . .
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Something about B.J., about the moon, about wolves, about a place like a skull on a frozen plateau . . . about dark forces
gathering in dl the unquiet places of the world. It was there and it was gone. Something about himsdlf: that he was two men in one
body, with two sets of thoughts? When he was the other he didn't know his own mind, and when he was him—

—When hewas him?. .. Now what the hell?

When he was him!? What? Was he back to that again? Well, he was him, and he was satisfied with him, now!

With which the rest of the dream blinked out and disappeared entirely, and Harry was left to locate himself physically, in three
dimensions, as opposed to the fourth and purely mental dimension of his mind, in this first day of the rest of his life ... in the
Hotel Adrano, in Paterno, Sicily. And having fixed that, the rest of it fdl into place and he knew why he was here. Set a thief to
catch athief? Well, not quite. But set one to steal from one, or from two .. . ?

That was why he, the waking him, was here.

But the subconscious Harry Keogh - of whom he wasn't even aware - was here for another reason. Yet no confusion of purpose
physical or otherwise; both purposes locked together like the two halves of one brain! And B.J. could not have planned it better
even if shed known everything; but if she had, the Necroscope wouldn't be here in the first place, or any other place by now.
Except maybe in a no-place, the last place on or under the earth: talking to his dead people in their own place, face to face as it
were. But Harry didn't know that.

He cdled for coffee, breakfast, and when it came had no taste for it. By then hed washed, shaved and dressed. So he ate anyway,
and chewing over his food, likewise chewed over his plans. In doing so, the two halves of his mind found a meeting place. His
business here was to 'break into' Le Manse Madonie, of course, and steal back from the Francezci brothers some of their ill-gotten
gains. But it could do no harm to do alittle research first: in fact, to research the Francezcis.

Not from any library or registrar's office, but from the dead themselves. For who would know better about the history of a
family and its ancestral home than that family's progenitors; or, if they were unwilling, its servants? And where better to find the
latter than at Le Manse Madonie itself?

Except here . . . something extraordinary, that the Necroscope never before in his life stumbled across. Two extraordinary things,
in fatt.

One: thinking of Le Manse Madonie, his mind had conjured the photographs that Darcy Clarke had shown him at E-Branch HQ
in London; more, it had superimposed them over that precognitive vision of the place, as shown to him by some residual echo of
Alec Kyle's talent. This combination, a sort of menta triangulation, had the effect of
locating the building exactly in his memory . . . and in his mind! Astonishingly, he ‘remembered’ his co-ordinates from a
flash-forwards!

The idea at once struck him that using the Mobius Continuum he could go there right now, without further ado. It would be as
simple as that. He had his room's co-ordinates; if he was mistaken, or if something were to go wrong, he could return at once to the
hotdl in Paterno, or even further afield to any of the old co-ordinates he knew so well. But if he was right - if he could make one
unbroken Mobius jump directly to the Madonie, without ever having been there physically - then the experiment would provide
irrefutable proof that indeed he'd inherited some gradually fading trace of Alec Kyle's metaphysical skill.

And after Le Manse . . . there were other, perhaps far more important places.

It was completely irresistible. Placing his breakfast tray outside his door and locking it, Harry forced his mind's Mobius maths
to afamiliar configuration, conjured a door, stepped across the threshold and—

—Went there, to the mountains of the Madonie! It worked!

There had been two locations, one of them at a lower elevation, wel away from the place, and the other close up.
Harry had materiaized at the first one, thus keeping a healthy distance between himsdf and the actual house. But
there it was, just as he had seenitin his vision:

Hearaned his nedk to look up and up, at sark yelow and white diffs-ydlow in sunlight, as he now saw - and at the squet, whitewalled
cadle mandon, o chateau, perched there in the rim of oblivion. A fartress on a mountaindde fram the Necrosoopes viewpaint, where he
good onawinding road halfway betwean the sea and the k.

The seg, of coursel He remembered how, during that brief, earlier 'visit, hed smelled the Tyrrhenian at his back.
And now he could turn and take it in: the great sweep of Sicily's northern coast against the blue dazzle of
white-flecked ocean, hazing towards Pdermo in the west, and curving over the distant horizon to Messinain the east.

There were cars and a bus groaning their way up the steep road. Harry didn't especially care to be noticed; turning
his back to the vehides helodked agan & Le Manse Meadonie

That somehow foreboding mansion, built on the edge o a shear drop that must be almost four thousand feet to the sloping
scree of a rubdedrean gorge And the greet diff of the mountaingde itsdlf, al sun-bleached rocks, brittle scrub and a few
stunted Mediterranean pines... exadly ashed semit before Dgaw indesd!

But in reverse? More like Vega du! Harry thought, drawing himsdf back to the present.

The vehicles had disappeared around a bend, been eaten up by a spur of the mountain where the road had been cut

through it. The Necroscope was quite alone. He found a flat-topped rock by the side of
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the road and sat down. Now, with a bit of luck, he should be able to find someonewho could hdphim

Yet even as his mind dipped into its familiar mode, that weird telepathic talent which alowed him to talk to the dead,
something warned him that he should guard his thoughts. It was the place ... or rather, it was that place up there,
teetering on the rim of the dliff like that. Oh, yes, it was as wdl to whisper, in the presence of the unknown. But a place
is only a place after dl; so why was Harry sweating? It was a hot day, certainly, but it didn't fed like that kind of swed.
Andif it hed been ather then day—

—The Necroscope scarcely beieved hed want to be here at dl. But he would have to be. Indeed he would have to
go in there, into that place. Tonight . ..

Which made it imperative that he know something about it. And he would also like to know something about the
Francezcis - something about their background, their history - something other than Darcy had told him. Though why
he couldn't exactly say ... cdl it for future reference.

Harry's thoughts - even his most recent, guarded, inward-directed thoughts - were 'audible’ to the teeming dead.
They always were, except when he shielded them or amed them at an individual. By now he would normaly have
expected someone to answer him, inquire as to his presence here. He was the Necroscope, after dl. But no, the
telepathic "aether,' his lines of communication, seemed to be down. No one was interested in him. Or if they were, they
weren't expressing that interest.

And yet he knew they were there; he sensed them like phantom callers on a telephone; they 'breathed,’ however
silently, in his weird mind. But it wasn't Harry who was afraid, it was them. And because they were, and after listening
to their silence for awhile, sowashe.. ..

... Harry?

He jumped afoot! 'What? Who .. .7 With dl of his experience, till the Necroscope spun around; and despite that
everything was bright, hot, dazzling sunlight, and that sweat (good old honest-to-goodness, physical sweat now, as
wedl as atrace of the other sort) rivered his back, gill he shivered. Until: 'l ... I'm sorry," he findly gasped. 'I suppose |
should have been expecting you. | mean, | was expecting someone. But this silence, this dead silence, is sort of
unnerving.'

And that was it, the second extraordinary thing: the fact that with the exception of this one dead voice, the Great
Majority were 'dead slent.’ Oh, they were here, but they weren't saying anything.

Nor will they, said the one lone voice in Harry's metaphysical mind. You're forgetting something, Harry: that what
the dead did in life, they continueto doin desth. Isnt that how it goes?

‘Why, yes, but—'

Nerose T afYers\dl K24

—But this is Scily, said the as yet unknown other, asif that were exlangion enough. lisa place apart, Harry. It hes its oan
ial code
SpeAund indeed the Necroscope did understand. 'A code of silence?
That's right, he sensed the other's incorporeal nod. Ifs a code they achereto. And never more o than hare
'Here? Harry knew what the answer was going to be in the selfsame moment he framed the question.
Rght here, yes sad the deed vaiee Inthisvery place Inthe shadow of Le Manse Madonie . . .
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HUMPH,AND OTHERS IN THEVAULTSBENEATH.

'Who are you? Harry would have liked a proper introduction, but it ssemedthet inthisplacehewaant goingtoget one

Whowas/, do you mean? The ather wes open about it; hed dviously hed plenty o timeto get usad to theideg; he waan't one of the recantly
deed, but mare propaty alongtime marber o the Greet Migarity. / wes J. Humphrey Jackson J - ‘Hurmph to my friends An Arrerican, yesh. As
for whet | didt / used to build sefes

'SHes?

That'sright. For banks for rich fdks and sometimes for thieves who were worried that someone might try to dedl it all back. | designed
and indalled safes srongroons vaults Big sed piggy-banksfor little greedy pigdies

‘Well, I'm very glad to meet you, Humph,' Harry told him. 'Especially since no one else around here seems interested!’

Oh, they're interested for sure! Humph told him. But talk about dosemouthed? Cliques Harry, a whale bunch o diques



dars fanilies Why, they talk to each ather dll thetime- ar rather, they whiper! But if youre an outdder ... forget it

‘But ... in death, too? | would have thought silence was the last thing they'd wart

W\, you don't know nuch about the hitory of this idand, do your? (Humph gave an incorporedl snort). Ifsa bloodly plaoe, Necrosoope: Me
| sort of found out the hard way - and o could you. That'swhy | spoke up. See | wes beginning to fall into their weys | meen, there are people
herel can speak to, aure, but recantly |'ve bemn astight-assad asthe rest of tham Then| sansad youd come on the soanes you could only be the
Necrasoope because youwerewarmand | could hear you thinking - and what you were thinking about: Le Manse Madonie

Thetswhy you gooketo me?

Mainly, yes. .. Thedead man'sthoughtswere suddenly herd, cold.
His wes an unessy qarit; inlife hed ether left something undone, ar there had been a great injustice. Giving him a chance to
organize his thoughts, Hany saidt

'Yau sound pretty doss, Humph | mean, isthereacamday dose by? Whereés your grave? 1 could come and tak to you there It ssams only
nght'

Grave? Septotheather Sdedf theroad, Harry. Andlook down.,

Harry crossed the narrow road and came to a halt a a knee-high mad safety benier that didntt look any too sife

That weant therein 1938, Humph tdd him No bladktap on the roed, ather. Jugt a patholed tradk. An easy place to take a dive into the
ned world, if you werea cardess driver- ar if someone figured your imewesup. . .

'You crossed the wrong people? The Necroscope took a cautious step over the barrier, one leg only, and looked
down. Two or three hundred fegt of thindr to asoreesrewn dope that wert doan to the next loop of roed.

Tretswhael e pinnyburnedautwredk Homphtdd im Rght there an thet sretch of reed. Merdifdly | didnit fed athing after the first bounce
Adrp | ddhit aosstrewragpade. ... | waked for tham

Harry guessed whet wascoming next. TheFranoezas?

Abslutdy. Three monthsto put in their vault -1 supplied the brain, they supplied the brawn - and thisishow | gat paid dff. A couple o their
boys therr soldiers flagged me down on myway df the mountain; they rapped me.on the head hard enough to knock medizzy, took the brake
df, Pushed meover. An' acadant, o course

‘But why?

Tworesss (Hary sssedadnug). Qe theytokbedkny cash payrert befarel wat o . .. missrade bestarcd Adiwo. .. Twohestobedovias
'Y ouweretheonly onewho knew gbout their grongr-room’?

That'show | figureit, yeah.

‘Murde!' Hary'svaice hed been quiet enough before now it wes the meret munr.

Mod fou, Humph agresd. And amomat later; So, nmy bonesweart inbagaesamenhae but | hung sbou doanthere whareit hepgpaned Adwhet

dbyaukow; forty-odd yerslater, dag aesHarry Keogh Nerosapd Brough tondeanmrenbdiecin God Vegerneisthing syehtreLad
'Bxogat thet'snat whet I'm herefar, Hary tddhim,
Arddtaamomatsslence Trennabewesoud forge | e sdetoyau. ..
"... But I'll see what | can do." Humph's lead was too good to let go of. It might be exactly what Harry was looking for.
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Promise?

‘Absolutdy.

How? | mean, howwill you get my onn bad<?

The Necroscope's turn to shrug. "They robbed you . . . it's my intention to rab them'

They killed me Harnyt And | don't gofar this turning the other chesk Uit | mean, 1've ben hearing same things in the last couple of
years like youreamenwho bdieesin an gefar an ee?

That's true enough,' Harry answered. 'But | aso need to believe in what I'm doing. And asyet | don't have much
information on the Francezcis. I'm pretty sure it'swithin my parametersto steal from  \ them, but as for anything else

. try to put yourself in my position.  j Theré'snoway | can right every wrong that's ever been done to the deed. Nat
onmy oawn. Thareareanawful lat of you, Humph - youreof avary large, evenaGrest Mgarity - and I'm only one Butyes whenl  j canseethe
whdepidure then Il ssewhet canbedore!

(A thoughtful pause, and): Sowhat can tdl you?

"Hrg, doyouknow anything about their family higory?

What? (Utter bewilderment). / mean, what the hell would | know about farmily higories? | build ssfes Harry! Or | dd

'Istherenathing you might have seningdetha plaoe? i

Shit, | weant dlowved to sseanything indde that place! | hedaroom 1
could gofranmy roomto y place o work, and franmy place of work to
myroom And aso to the place wherell ate, dways dlone. Oh and the
grounds it wes okay if | wanted to walk around the grounds Layout? Ch,
| can tdl you the layout, roughly. | cantdl youwhere their tresaury is for
ard But higory?

Vaywdl, ldsstiiefar thelayout For now, anyway: :

ArdHurphtddhim Tekingitdl in TheNeorosopeligenadinentty sshemoved ot o thedaing anlight inothededed anembenkmat whaethe
winding roed hed beenblegedthroughthesdid | radkof theqaur.

[thedbeensometimesnoeHuUNphwesingdeL eMaseMadtnig butit hedbeenonhismindever snoe Al hisoesaiptionwesantenoed by pidures



sraghtoutdf hisdeed mind sothet Hany weserebledto'ss therauiehehed tskenfromhisroomtothevauittret - |hedbesnseouinginthebonesar the
paessif ehmsdfwee  |wakingit Heocoudaduely getthefied of theplaos tekeao-ardiretes

Rigtdoaninthebedrodk heevartuelly commantsd

No, Humph tald him. Degp, but nat right doan. Therewere ather levels bdow thet one | just sort of happened to sray down there ane
time | can't remarhe ifl log myway o if | wesjugt arious Prolally the latter - no, definitdly the latter. Anyway, | found a place with a

sted-barred door hooked up to a generator. Eledtrified! Oh, yeah! 1938, but Le Manse Madonie hed its onn juice That was something
in Sdly inthose days

'‘Maybe that was the old strong-room that yours was replacing? Hary ressoned.

Maybe but | don't think o, Humph's thoughts were vary dark now. There wes jugt something down there that they didn't want anyone to
see ... Not anyone. Anyway, a guard caught me, gave me hell, frog-marched me in front of Emilia Francezci, ny
employer. (Harry caught a'rdfledion of the menfrom Humphismind - and gave adart).

Oh?Humphsaid Something up?

Something was up, yes. This could easily be one of those photogrgohs that Darcy Qake hed shown im The family
resamblance wes that close! And like the photographs, this picture from the mind of a deed men wes somehow blurred,
indidind.

/ know what you mean, Humph said. These people were shady characters in more weys than one | nevir could remenbe
predsdy what they looked like Funny, én? Butin noway funny harha...

Yau sy thisEiliowas your evploye, sngua,’ Hary froavned, fdt alitle confusad. But youve dso ben tdking in the plurd: "they," and
"these people™”

Emilias brather, Humph exdained Hewesa big deesein LeManseMadonie, but didn't go out much. Never, that | saw. | saw
the pair together, though, frequently. Brothers but definitdy. Twins even if not identical.

Darcy hed said exadly the samething, but ebout the current onvners o Le Manse, the aurant generdion of Francezds And thistime it was
Humphwho saw thar piduresiin the Neorosoopes mind

Thatsthem hessida once

‘Cartt be' Hary shook his heed. "These are Francesoo and Tany, ar Anthony . . . today people. What you're seeing is from a
recent photograph.’ Hefdt Humph's astonishment. And:

You know something? the dead man said, very quietly. Emilia’'s brother wes called Franceso.....

W, why nat? Hary wanted to know. Names can cary on doan the generations aswall as family resamblance And ayway, Im nat o
much concarmed with the currant family aswith the higtaricd ... ! (But far thelifedf imhe couldnt say why, even to imedift)

7don't know anything about that, sad Humph, stubbormly.

'Maybe you do. Let's go the route again, from your room to the tunnd whae you were putting those vault doorsin' He hed
ramambaed ssang something and wanted to seeit again.

Humph took him beck dong the route, from hisfirgt floor rooms in the manse, down a winding marble staircase into a huge hall
or blroom And on thewls- gimpsad however dimly inthe eye o the Amaicanismamary - rich, gilt-framed partraits . . .

... Franceztid Humph hed surprised himedf. Hey, | remamber nond Why, therésawhadle darm farmily tree on thosewalld Baoga. .. I'm
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orry, Harry, but | can't remenber what asingleonedf 'emlooked like Try to look alittle closer,' the Necroscope begged him. And
Humph obliged. As he had said, these people were shady charactersin more ways than one; even their brooding
portraits seemed obscured, either by Humph's memory or the patina of age, or ... whatever. But the family likeness
was there in every one of them, certainly.
Harry leaned against the rocky wal of the cutting through the spur and closed his eyes the better to see through
Humph's. And he sasv— —A woman. Misty in Humph's memory, but ill beautiful. She was long-necked, had an
elegant or perhaps haughty tilt to her head, and was classicaly Sicilian. And under the picture, her name on a brass
plate, svimming up uncertainly in the eye of the dead American's mamy:.
Constanza. . . Constanzade. . .
Constanza de' Petralia . . .! And thistime Harry's start was violent indeed. Humph felt it, and moving on to the next
portrait asked: Areyou okay, Necrasoope? Areyou getting all of this? Hary noobied ke Humphwould seneeit, pesredyet moreintensdy
throughhisinoopored eyes AndnexttoCondarzaspartrait, thet of her son Angdoasayoung boy. But thevary ned framewesAngdoagan thistimeasa
yaurgmen Ardrow heheddrergedhisreme ToAngdoFerencn, of coure!
TreNezaspewithdien, aadhing ot of Humphsmind ssif dl the devils o hell wee dter im W, they werat, but eidance f temwesin thee far
sre Beastreyweaein- dill in-LeMaseMabi
Hary? Hinphauaied ssfranvay far aney. You day, Nerasaope? Hary knew whet hed sean and recognized], bt dresdy the infommetion wes sboauming
itsdlf into hisinner identity, into hisaboonsdious ind It weart far him, thisinformetion, but far ssmedther. Hewes arly the arewho getherad it. Hemudnt
diow it toregde. Thet pat d Hsmird-a Baie Jerispat -weslike her pasord conputer. Whet wesin there walld nat be adtiveted until $e pressed the
igtkeys
Heairg thewaring toot o a.ca’'s ham, Harry qpenedl his eyes Hed seppgred at irnto the micdle of the reed, and acar wes caming thraugh the autting,
Sowingtoaadhm, it puled toahdt adthedive leanad aut o iswincow andmecesomeinguiry in lidian Hary sumbingly godogized, dvugped, gt
auid thewey. Ardtheca rdled fawerd pidked up peed and s off againcbn e mourtainsce
Harry?}. Hinphey Jadson I cdled aggin afart ay framalang, longwey df asthe Nearasagpe ddibaadly tried to $uk him out entirdy. Hefdt ill ad
ddhit krowvwhy. Surdrke? Fossly. But



suddenly his entire being seemed to red like a drunkard. What in hdll hed happened - wes heppening - here? What wes
happening in hisheed?

He had fdt this before, when that lunatic telepath 'wolfman' had invaded his mind. But that had been in London and
this was Sicily. Was someone trying to get at him, or get through to him? Normdly Harry could guard his thoughts to
exclude whoever he wanted to. But something - some shock or other - must have thrown him out of kilter, off balance.
However temporarily, his mind was wide open.

And they came. . .

... Wrooo? Whoo? W Whoareyou? WHE? Yes who? Who aeyau??? Adaend them dl oeeldngat e

Whooarrrr? Agond.

Who? A small, timid, pleading voice.

\Whoooooooooo! ? Like some young girl's shriek of agony.

Who? Who-ho-ho? Ha-ha-ha-haaa! A burst of crazed laughter, fired into the Necroscope's mind like a stream of bullets from a
machine-gun.

And findly: WHO? ... WHAT? ... WHERE . . .? But unlike the previous voices - and despite that its source was the same -
this one was utterly dien and totally menacing. And Harry felt himself reding again from its sheer terror, from the touch of its mad
blind groping in the innermost whorls of his brain.

Run! (The lesser voices whispered as one dead vaice in his head). Oh, run, run, run!

NO! WAIT! Mad mental 'hands were reaching, clutching for him. He clapped his own hands to his ears and ran!

His knees hit the crash barrier; his body pivoted; he toppled forward, and fdt the ar whistling in his clothes,
plastering back his sweat-wet hair. Harry opened his eyes - saw the diff and the sky and the distant sea, dl revolving -
and saw the rocks and rubble waiting for him below. In a moment, sanity returned, and in the next he conjured a
Mobius door immediately beneath his faling body ... and fdl through it.

The continuum! Safety! His co-ordinates! Paterno—

—He stumbled from the Mobius Continuum into his room a the Adrano, aunped to his kness and wes & once 9k in the
midded thebeautifully carpeted floor . ..

Harry must have been down for a couple of hours. When he awoke he remembered being sick but not what had
caused it. Sunstroke, it could only be. Hed cleaned up the mess before collapsing on his bed; thank goodness he
didn't have to face that! The room's air-conditioning had dispersed the stale smell.

But turning his mind to Le Manse Madonie ... he remembered everything Humph had told him, including the dead
man's tale of a forhidden place with an dedrified door degp in the bedrodk, but nathing after that. No big dedl; he knew where the
strongroom was, the
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Francezci treasury, and that was why he was here.

Theonly reason? The only reeson, yes Sowhy washeshivering?

Itwesamomatay thing . . . itcareadit wat . . posshly, een paedy, it weswheiser hed macehim sdc. W, pracedly. He dhivered agpin which
triggered somahing dse aut o the pet. Nat whet hed mecehim sk it asre o bitterly add weetdands ad agiony faee caved an the sionier faed a
mountan

AsqLicdly asthet theNerosogpescamute mind - but acomyuter 'demeged o ‘diseesed], nat arly by Bamie Jerisvirusbut dso by Dr James Andarsaris -
hed mereged to switch divesard ttronnim dff whet could essly hevelberomeavay dargarassproganrea tran d thougt.

ArdHarywesaLick togebhdd df somdhing - anything sdlid - thet mright deedy iim yp ad gve imafocd pairt 1o revdve aound indeed o dl this
dzzy giminghrewesdang row. Ardrerameraad anidsathet hed fleghed agosshis mind an disooveing thet hehed Le Mansss ao-adirges without e
haingbenthaeintrefledr thetif it coddwak for thet pace majteit waldwak for those aher places too

Whynat? Alec Kylespone hed ben to lodk info the fuiure, but without e knowing judt exadty whet the things he saw meart. Ard somgthing of thet
pone redaomedoanto Hary intheaortoursd Kyleshran Hed 'seai LeMase Madrie s pat o his fulurg but hisaanwerd tdert hed aordemated
Alecs hismazphysicd mird hed indindively recardsd the co-ardineted

Ardtreewaedha paces Thedoefaoad - whe, tarpe?- intremountarswesared them Ard e ather:

WasarmightbewhareBracawed

High peseessand fangHlike mountain peeks and dars like dhips of ice glinting with a frozen blue sheen in an alien sky. And
down below, a barren plain of boulders reaching to a immering horizon under theweave o ghodly auroras. ..

Harry gave himsdlf a shake. Brenda and the baby could be there? Yes, they could be - ;/ it was a scene from his future and not
just the leftover of some fanciful dream.

Well, hed aready proved the theory by going to Le Manse Madonie, and so would fed safer using it to visit these other places,
too -wouldn't he? Only one way to find out.

First the temple or monastery, or whatever it was ... but not before he felt alittle better.

He took two Alka Seltzers, let them go down, and waited afew minutes until his stomach felt settled. Then he threw cold water
in his face over his wash basin, patted himsdf dry with afresh towel. And after lying on his back on his bed with his hands behind
his head for half an hour, just thinking it over, finaly he was ready.

Hepidured thedacein thefrazenwesidands thellacation franwhich hed viewad the tamdle, and tried 1o remens the co-adinetes No pradem they ware
waling right therein ismird. Thiswesit. Hegt ipfram hisbed arjuredaMddusdoar, adwert there



—Ardaggnitwaked

Alittle gftar tweveromin Paamo, Sdly - fivein thedtamnoon & the Drakesh Maresiay anthe Tibelan FRatesu

Ardthaethe dacewes exadly asHary hed semit in thet pravicus visitation. Indesd thiswesthet visitetion; itweshisfuiure caught ypwith imy ar imwith
aprecognitivedimpeeaut o theaorfiguraions d alrannat yet carfaming to his pettars

Treursssrd bizzad hed fellen off; freh sow didenad sofly in sunlight danding thrauch agrey doud Harke; ad ot thee an trewhitewede . . .
moaTet?Cf aourse atikefiguresa thisrangg meking their wey aooss the sows They were radtic in ther movamarts like some physically punisiing
military dill routire- |ft, right, e, right, left - ranid and Shuffling. Thethreesin frontwaredressadl in red hoookd raoes dso thethree binging upthe e But the
areintemiddewesdad inpurewhite Ard aamirg to theNeorosopeaorassaltelf-miledf gralelly mdting sow, thedhiming o tiny gddanbdls. .

Hary wesrtt dressed for this 'Sune” it wes enhare but thedevation morethen compensated ThreRodf of theWiald yes Ard dhiviaing agan - this time
frantreadd- hearjured adoar ad raumed to Paemo

Trehet drudk Hmandmest physcd How eshedgaped framroahareinto hisraom Ardamedweshbagng anthedoa, thered door, addng if e aoud
mekesit dadesnings

He let her in, showed her the stained carpet and said held spilled coffee, let her get on with her tut-tutting and frantic cleaning.
And sitting in a corner out of the way, watching her, he wondered what the stone-faced temple on the cold plateau was dl about,
and how it featured in his future. One thing seemed certain: Brenda wasn't there. There had been no 'sense’ of her presence, and
theré'd be no sense to it. Not in that place.

But mainly hewondered about thenext plaoe, and how thet festured.

—Agarden in a fertile valley between ruggedy-westhered gours where dudy beanrs o aunlight care danting through the high pesses
during thelong daylight hours and the dars dlittered like froged jends at night, or iceshards sugpended in the warp and weave o ghodly
aroras...

WesBrendathere?

Jugt thirking of the plaoe, weird co-ordinates aurfaoed on the screen of Harry's mind. Weird, yes, like nothing hedd ever seen

before. So strange that he was given to wonder: were they red, or were they sy the co-ordinates o fantesy, the gphamaadt
dreams? Was thet
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it, widhfu thinking?Hadhewighed o deamed too herd of an urettainede loction somenhareoser therarton?

W, theNeosxpe didnt reveany nby dippers but hedd havetreMddus Cartinum

Frdlly themedwes finished. With many nods amiles adamoutfu o unintdlighle pdginEdlish, ebeded ot o theroom adwesgore Hary
walted rolager but aorjured hisMdaus door, andin e prinndl dakinessd the Mdaus Cortinuum he pldured the estaic ymids theweird egpetion thet
wald sgpod hisdedirgtion, adwet. .. rontae

It hed ben efter dl adkeam, awish, afalom hope Ardthe coadineteshed falled becausethey, too, werean invartion of hiswidful imegingiion and meert
nathing,

Heweswrag, o aourss but hed bemn pafedly caret to thirk o the co-adineies as dien For inapardld dmansan beyard e aswekiow it, Hay's
Wwerd co-adreeswaddhavetekenim diredly to histarget Theewesnohingwiagwiththemat dl. .. ecqt thet they waedien

Brauchd eqaimataion dsovay ad dsgopanimat; right now, desatethet hehed rested, till Hary westired. Hewes endioragged, timelagped, e
Mdius o goecdimelagped But later tonight hewauld needd his wits doout him, nesd to ke physicdly ard mently fit far thejdo in herd Hebed @l the
irfametion heresdad dhout LeMase Madrie hisrew kroaleebe with regad 1o the inhehitants o thet place hed sk inio ad lodked itsdlf aney in
pog-hypratic veuitsd the Nerasaopes rind it wauld remeinthare beyard recll until simeathe - Barmie Jeen, o Redl Lyken- pressad theright buitons As
fa arsiasgpdesas teywaerdurd exuhconsdaing ismisson Sohetdd himef.

Hedgxt likeasrdl dhild, far aceundisurbad by thewhioaing of thedead inther gaves If they were taking, they weevay quie ot it. But thiswes
Sdly dter dl. ..

Wekirgabout six in the evarning, Hary fet amomants dsorientation befare his mird desredd. It wes il froad daylight, waud befar aather o to tree
hous

Sonaingiodekedt theled dfedsd dul dah, rermaceadasitary med in the hatd redaurant - a'somahing Garovese- ad & aerdurad o his
roam
Nowthe Nerosogpewes|just bt reedy and it wesanly amettier f time Now;, too, he redlizad how little hekraw dboout Le Marse Madrie its aoauparts

addgdf. .. Likehov may o them far indanoe ad whet ther dutieswere But inapdace like thet - afatress in its onn right - therewold kelitle ar o

repiramat for sty in
thefamof guards A night wetdh, possibly, but on the paimeter. BEventhen it seemed unlikely that there would be too many people
up and about intheweesrdl hours

Oh redlly? (Hary frowned to himedf, a the niggling litle vaicein the bedk of hismind).

Wi, if they were up and about, hisplan wias designed to teke care of that. They would be buzzing like wasps once hed set the
thing in motion, but on the outside. A distraction was what they required, something to divat tham fram their nonmel routine
And addradtion weswhet heintended to cdiver.

Asfar the vauit doors they weare combinatiorHodked. He waant an expat ssfetregker, but he was an expat a getting into places without
going through doors. Or rather, he was the only one with the combingtion to his doors In fat it worked vaey much in Harry's
favour, that Humphis ged vault doors- two o tham- took timeto open; hed be out of there before anyone d<e could get il Why, they might
not even try to get in; probably wouldn't, because Humph's doors were darmed. And Harry wasn't going to set off any
darms - not on the outdde anyway.



It wastime he checked out his digraction. He hung a'do-not-disurt’ sgn on his doorknab, double-checked thet the door wes lodked, gat out
his suitcase and opened it on hisbed. Four T-ahirts ablack tradk-quit, apair of soft black canvas shoes (a bit scuffed), a light-blue
ummer jadkd, ad. .. anex-Anmmy web bat, with canves pouch attachments, abax of Sx tear-ges caniders, and nine fragmentation grenades
pecked likedully dlinting, blued-sted eggsinathresty-three plywood nest of srav-duffed compartments Themae presance o the lest couple
d itamswould auffice to meke mogt people edramdy nervous, but the Necrasoope hed played around with fa more deedly thingsin histime

He put the stuff away again, went down to the bar, drank minera water and st dong, detamined to ramain mainly unnaticed.
Beyond petio windows asnimming pod's lights came on. A party of British tourigs ws out there hoating and golashing about. A pretty
blondegi came in with atowel wrapped round her, ordered drinks, smiled at Hary and sad, Engidh?

‘Nicht verstehen,' he told her, went back to his room and fidgeted. But on hisweay to hisroom he remarbaed to op dof & the
dft shopand buy a pencil-dim flashlight. .. he might well need it, in the treesure vauit under Le Manse Medonie

Hisroom hed asdl bdoony; he st out thare under illiant gars and counted satdlites tracking the sky, until jugt dfter one ddadk in the
moaming when his patience ren out. It wes ill eady, but it would have to do.

He put on the track-suit and black shoes, fitted the belt and attachments to his waist, stuffed the pouches with
canisters and
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grenades, then tested their weight and his own freedom of movement. Everything was just right, yet gill he felt... not
unlike he'd felt before he 'invaded' the Chateau Bronnitsy for the first time. But surely it wasn't as bad as that? Then:
Harry had been full of mayhem, bloodlust; he had been going up against Boris Dragosani, a vampire. This time it was
just’ a couple of Godfathers. .. Wasn't it?

Also, Dragosani had been expecting him, and these people weren't.

But in any case, Harry's course was set; too late to have second thoughts now; he had to fund his search for
Brenda and the baby - and fund it big - and the Francezcis were crooked as they come, and murderers to boot. That
last couldn't be proved in a court of law, no, but the Necroscope was satisfied to teke J. Humphrey Jackson J's word
for it. Hed rarely known a dead man to lie Some dead things lied, but not men

He conjured a Mabius door and ‘went' to Le Manse Madonie, to that spot under the walls of the place whose
co-ordinates he remembered from his second flash forwards. And without pause he jumped again -this time a haf-mile
away across rugged, barren terrain, to where uneven fang-like outcrops of rock jutted from the stony, desiccated
mountain soil like shattered teeth. That was far enough.

Using his flaghlight, he dimbed afew feet to a good vantage paint and looked back at the dark, squat silhouette of Le Manse.
There were just a handful of dim lights shining out from rooms built into the walls -servants quarters, Harry supposed.
But the arched-over entrance to the inner courtyard was lit up by a battery of spotlights. That was okay; he wasn't
going in through the main door. He had his own doors.

‘Humph," he said, under his breath, ‘are you out there?

Hey, I've bean expedting you, Necrasoope! The ather camebeck & once. Then the excitement ebbed as the American asked him;
What hgyoaed Hamy? | meen whenveweretalking? Youwarethareardyauwaregore You sort of fedksd at, esif youwere beng Hodked ot . . but by
whe?

The Necroscope frowned, shook his head. I'm . .. not sure. | don't remember. | get this fedling occasionaly that
someone is messing about with my mind, and when | find out who there's going to be hell to pay! But for the moment
... | think maybe I'd better keep atight rein on this conversation at least. So itll be just you and me this time, Humph.'

Howeanl hdpya?

'Show me the route to the vault again - not from your room but just the underground part, the tunnels in the
bedrock.'

Humhwespuzded Butwithyour teents why nat goright aninto thevault?

For the life of him, Harry couldn't think why not! He only knew he had to take a closer look at the subterranean
layout of the place. 'Maybe it's for later,' he shrugged.

Humph answered shrug for shrug, and said, It's your game, Harry. And without moreado his deed mindlit with &l the details of
the seking tunnel labyrinth through the bedrock under Le Manse Madonie. The Necroscope memorized dl the
co-ordinates he needed - including those of that forbidden nether tunnel in the very bowels of the place, where Hurph
hed eamed himsdf argarimand

Gatwhet youwart, Harry?

‘Let's hope so,' the Necroscope answered, and excused himsalf. He was gaing to be busy now.

Good luck then, Humphtald him, hisdeed vaicefedinginto nathing.

Harry got down from the rock. It was time for his distraction, a diversionary tactic. He took three fragmentation
grenades from his belt pouches, pulled their pins, lobbed them l€ft, right, and centre as far as he could throw. Then he
ducked down in a cluster of rocks and counted off the seconds.

In the silence of the warm Mediterranean night, with only the frying-fat sounds of a hundred cicadas, and the
toot-toot! of owls to disturb it, the abrupt triple blast of the grenades going off one, two, three, sounded like the
beginning of World War HI. Shrapnel whistled overhesd.

Harry waited until the echoes came ralling back from the mountains, then stood up. Sulphur and cordite stench came
drifting on orange and grey clouds, while across the false plateau the lights of Le Manse Madonie blinked on one by one



until the entire fagede wiaslit up like the esplanade of Edinburgh Castle during the annua tattoo. There was even a searchlight
beam in one of the corner towers, that began to sweep the ground immediately outside the wals. Whoever was awake
- probably dl of them by now - they'd heard the blasts but hadn't detected the source. And that wouldn't do.

Harry gave it a count of ten, then lobbed another grenade off to his left. This time, after the flash and the bang, the
searchlight beam came lancing right at him. He sat down in the rocks and let it pass overhead. Unless these people
were equipped with something extraordinary in the way of night-sight binoculars, they wouldn't see anything at this
range.

A minute passed, and another; the beam flashed to and fro; a motor coughed into life and avehide - probebly aLandrover,
fouwhed dive engaged - roared into view from under the arch of the entrance. It came bumping across the rough
terrain, headlights blazing. Then another motor snarled into life, and with a risng whine and the unmistakable whup,
whup, whup o ratars ahdioopter hovered into view fram behind LeMansgs walls

Harry wasn't about to let these vehicles get to him, only to where he had been. By now every occupant of Le Manse
Madonie would be looking - and thinking - out. It was the Necroscope's time to go in. He conjured a Mobius door,
and jumped . ..
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... To the location, the co-ordinates, that had come over the clearest (and the darkest) from J. Humphrey Jackson's
memory: a junction of rock-hewn tunnels deep under Le Manse Madonie. Darkest, because this was a place that
Humph hadn't much cared for. The Necroscope had fdt it as the dead American had guided him aong the route: his
reluctance - even in death, and after dl thistime - to have to vist this spot again, however briefly. It was easy to see
why.

The place was claustrophobic, soulless, empty . . . there was nothing here, except the junction of tunnels itsdlf. Yet
it was as if something listened. So that Harry found himsdf listening back, to nothing. Maybe it was just the
knowledge of the weight of rock overhead - claustrophobia, yes, - and the sudden notion that if Le Manse were a
beast, these tunnels were its jaws; and the waiting for them to close. It was an oppressive place, evocative of morbid
thoughts . . . but no more so than any deep, dark, deserted mine shaft. So Harry thought, as he ddibarady shook the
feding off.

The gouged, arched ceiling was low, ho more than Sx and a haf to seven feet. Every fifteen paces or so, dm naked
light bulbs were strung to the walls, bending away horizontally with the curvature of the tunnel. The illumination they
offered was eerie a best: more a haze than true lighting This was ameding paint for five tunnds Sione Seps going up, to the
basement of Le Manse, Harry knew. And others descending, to forbidden regions, apparently. It was down there that
Humph had got himsdf in trouble. Just for being there, without having seen anything. But Harry must see -
eventually.

(What? But his reason for being here was money, surely? It was to fund his search. The two halves of Harry's
mentdity - conscious and subconscious, or post-hypnotic - met in momentary conflict, confusion, then cancelled the
problem out, solving it with a soft solution: the Necroscope's need to explore this place was just his natural curiosity,
that was dl.) But right now his need was to be into the Francezci treasure vaullt.

Yet il he pausad, if only for a ssoond, to fix this co-ordinete inddlibly in his metaphysical mind. These steps coming down from
above, and others descending steeply into the echoing bowels of the place . . . And three other tunnels joining
horizontally . . . The place was a labyrinth, just as Humph had said . . . They and theirs had been hollowing it out for
canturies

Harry gave his head an angry shake, blinking his eyes rapidly, worriedly in the poor light. But the information had sunk in,
buried itself in his secret memory. And now he could get on with the job in hand.

Seconds had passed, that was dl. Up above, thered be alot of activity by now. But down here al was slence, or near-silence:
the soft susurration of ventilation systems, a sighing of ar through the tunnels, the muted throb of unseen machines. And the
pressured tonnage of the
solid rock overhead, of course - with dl the additional weight of Le Manse Madonie on top of that - which fdt like a sound in its
own right: the mute but ever present groaning of stressed strata. . .

Two of the three horizontal tunnels were unknown quantities; Humph had never explored them. Harry 'knew' the route that lead
upwards into Le Manse, also something of the route leading down ... to whatever. The third horizontal tunnel led straight to the
strong-room, to the massive steel doors installed by the dead American some forty-odd years ago. But Harry needn't waste time
following the tunnel. He could 'go’ directly to the outermost door.

He thought to contact Humph again, to check the co-ordinates, then changed his mind. Not in this place. He wouldn't want to
disturb the psychic aether in this place. And so the Necroscope was on his own here; it was as simple as that. He went via the
Mobius route to the vault's outer door - and discovered it exactly as Humph had described and pictured it: a hinged, circular,
six-foot ‘plug’ of shining stainless steel, set in awall of rough-surfaced blued steel whose four unseen edges were sunk deep and
concreted into walls, floor and celling. The great airlock of a plug was fitted with a combination lock and a massive whed to dide
the hidden bolts. You could only go through that door if you had the lock's combination, or athermal lance with an unlimited power
source, or quite afew well-placed high velocity tank shells. That was it. There was no other way—

—Except one. Harry's way.

To anyone watching it would seem he simply disappeared . . . and reappeared, in the utter darkness on the other side of the



door. He breathed deed air, used his flashlight, took two paces to the inner door, then a third pace into another quite invisible door
which he conjured over the impervious metal. . . and so into the treasure vault of the Francezcis, the fabulous loot of centuries, the
greedy black 'heart' of Le Manse Madonie.

And in the first thin beam from his flashlight, as he swept the room, or rather the cave - the treasure cave, yes - behind Humph's
less than impenetrable doors. . .

... The Necroscope had known something of what to expect, but that something was nothing compared to the reality. Wedth?
Monies? The illicit proceeds of ten, twenty, or thirty years of Mob graft and greed, vice and crime, overseen or advised by the
Francezcis? Wdll, in that case they had ahdl of alot of crime on their hands! But deep inside - in a forbidden place within himsdlf,
which was as much a sealed vault as this place - Harry knew better, knew it was more than that. Much maore

That some of this unthinkable, some might say ohbscene spoil was garnered recently was obvious. For one thing, there must be
millions, if not billions, in high denomination notes of dmost every modern
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currency: certainly the wages of crime - for what did the Francezcis do, that they coud possbly have eemed dl o this
legtimetdy? And if it wes |egitimate, then why was it here? - but that was only the actuad money, and by no means the
treasure. As for that:

Some of it was literally centuried. There had been pirates on the Mediterranean since the early tenth century, when
Genoa and Pisa raided the Saracen shipping routes. Later, the Crusaders themselves had been attacked as their ships
lolled westward loaded down with the loot of fine cities; and some of that loot was here. Statuettes in rare marbles and
gold, crude ingots of that same precious meta, treasures from every era of Mediterranean history. But there was more
recent treasure, too. Harry's flashlight illumined chests clearly marked with the swastika - some of which were as yet
unopened! But of those that hed bean opened:

Harry knew of awartime legend that Rommd's forces, pinned down in Tunisia in May 1943, had moved an immense
hoard to Corsicain the hope of using it to galvanize the German war effort. The treasure was in the form of gold, ivory,
works of art, jewdlery; dl of which had been ‘accumulated’ in Tunisia, Libya, and northern Egypt. But none of it had
ever fudled the war, if indeed it ever reached Corsica. The Necroscope knew now that it never had - for it was herel

But his flashlight wasn't enough, couldn't show him enough. Harry's mouth was dry; his hands trembled and he felt
the sweat of fever on his brow; even the Necroscope wasn't immune to this. For it was greed -like the insatiable,
incredible lust of the Wamphyri themselves -treasure fever!

To be here, aone, surrounded by ... by a world's ransom! For a moment he could actualy fed it: the way They
must fed in dl their power, their strength, their gluttony. And it was seductive.

Then, sweeping the meta shelves, chests, naked wals with his slender beam, Harry saw what he needed: eectrica
conduits looping down from the ceiling, with wires leading to light switches on a panel mortared to the wall between
racks of shelving. It pulled him together, let him get a grip on his emotions, his greed-stricken senses. It separated his
two parts, his two purposes. So that while he knew about the Francezcis in their modern role, he also knew about the

Ferenczysin dl their ancient horror:

Knew that the historical treasures gathered here had been amassed by the brothers' father - who or whatever he
was - and before him by his forebears dl the way back to Angelo Ferenczini, bloodson of Wademar Ferrenzig and
Constanza de' Petrdia. As to how many forebears . . . that was beyond even Harry's mathematical powers to calculate,
a matter for conjecture. But certainly this mad, magpi€'s nest was not the work of one man but generations.
Generations of vampires!

The knowledge was there - clear as crystal in the Necroscope's
mird- bt anly foraglit seood Thenit sck cownlino trelimbo of B.J'sbegilemart adwesgore Ard frovring to himesf, Hany hit thelight switch

Inthedeed thelrigt lights far thefird imehesw thefull edat it ... adinhisumwessen

Inatower seounity room aguad Sered framalef-openwinctbw anossthe datesu f the Madtrieardwetdched the hdlioopter svegang thefar jurbe o rodss
ad blaging doucksd duet over thedesr imdf thecanyon Then sseing thedared’ aviensarean brightening to unecausome life an the sscunity corsde he
Hinked tired e/esard tumed to sewretweshgpening Whethesavfraehimngid if arly faramomat

Itwesthedrongroam itslighing sysem aoud anly beadiveted framwithin it hedben adiveted, dsethesrenwalldbein dakness But thet wes dkay;
it Mg keaed te brahas ma tkeaed tem bease o aedsewasdlona in the ragroom es. Bxagtt . e brahesweedown & tre aded
atrananey, wating far rgpatsantreeqdosod

Adeow-amdefigure dak-sited - flitted aoosstheviensaremn, pausad & anedf theradks pdked yp asmel bulgp sak and salled samed its aortats
Cddbumad siver intremonochameviensren ssaainsrdled thiswey ad thet. Theinnuder wes danly adonished, e pidked up hendfus o heawy aaing
darding 9ok ill olet them tiddethraugh hisfingas

Urexountdedlass. . . bah o theFranoedsin dainview aut theeinthenight. . . srangroom. .. intruder!

It dl aretogethe inthe dsbdieving wetdmers rind. Hisjaw hed fdlen gpant hesgpad it $hut to bite off alhelf-hissad, 'Shit!” - then gimned ssared
flading light onthecorsde tald him thet the vault's camaas hed bemn adtiveted dang with the lights Whoasr it wesdonn therg rewes having his pidure
tekel Crewey a treather, hewesdresdy adsed men Ard diding thewircow goendl thewey, theguard $houted connto the Franoerds Innder! Inthevewit!
Inruder!

Atfirg they faled to heer, a patepsthey didnt undasiand, aoogat Buwhowadd? Trenit sk in Wet? Arthony Franoerd cled up, asheard Franoeso
daad froamningy & exch aher ard begenwelking, then running, tonardsLeMansssimein doars Whetsthet yousay?Inthevaut? WHet vauit?

Hesonsren!' Theguardsvaicewashoarsewith exatamat. Hesin the drongroom!'



Trelrahaskrevwhg it meart Of coursethey dd Itwesared thers coud anly beared theirs Trebamb blagts hed ben adsoy. Treechay! But it wes
uhead df, unthinkeble Toamen thesspacdewaedl in thrall. Inany cesg hov codd anyareamn think to gat aney wihit?
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Wegnord' Francesoo cdled aut, hisvaice booming into thenight. Hesetched hisdaik glasses fram hisfacg ad s eysswae scald Brayareipad
thedat Manthewdls Ary sranger yausee tekehimdive- ar if you cant, thenshoat imdesd! Inar out of thehouse! Ard painting & the seaunity guad intre
toner window: 'Y au-whet about thecamares?

They/readivetad, yes Theguard $outedbedk.

Butby tentre Franoedswareinto LeMaseard goreframview....

TreNeaosae hedht naticed thecamaasin the aalling. Snce switching an the lights hed ndticed nathing, exagt the edart o the hoard Ard esen then his
mird coudrt Ekeit in, aly thefadt thet itwesmessvead ill-gatten

Fromdads (literdly dadkg o 'logt' OdMadas- aea o d whidh in rich gilt frames wee adudly herging an the neleed rock wells - to the coins o
forgatten reelms, fram the bocksardlillumineted menusdipis o antiqity, tothejendled aramentsd Byzantium fram pirete gdd to modan peper nargy in
bundesindnesthick, Hary'se/eswaedannthiswey adtret ssthenessd it srkin

[twesfar maethen Dacy Cakehed hinted, because Dary hedhit knon But the Nerasogpedid know, andkrewwhet bermugt co,

Trepazehad vartilation; hecoud heer afant whining ad fed agentleaumarnt o dby ar being dradlated, Ardwhen helodked dossr, areeauch theewee
dussbdhind trerads Daudlessthes/gamwasanedanson  LeMarse Madaries ar-condiioning. Hary gimed (far whet et like the first imeinavay
log time), adthougt Well, and why not add insult to injury? This is for Humph. Something of what he's owed, anyway.
He took two tear-gas canisters from his belt attachments, positioning them on shelving close to the ventilation ducts .

... But first he had his own needs.

Heurzippad the top helf of histrack-ait and quffed it to bulging with wads of deutschmarks, sterling, dollars; filling the jacket
until it bloated obscenely on him and threatened to split a the seams. Then he took up two s, ridcuoudy heavy budgp
sacks and hung themfram hooks onhiis belt. It was as much as he could manage; it would have to do.

He yanked the ring-pulls on the gas canisters, backed off across the concrete floor and turned his face awvay. There
came the threatening hiss of hot gases expanding under pressure.

Harry conjured a door and held it steady. He took two grenades from his belt, armed them, tossed them among the
shelving. Wanton destruction of priceless treasures, but so what? No way the Francezcis were ever going to release
any of this stuff or let anyone else seeit, or
even admit that it was herel It was here because it was theirs; ownership was everything.

He stepped through his door, exiting the Continuum between Humph's doors, in the airlock section. Quickly, he fiddled with the
combination, until ared light began flashing . . . the darm system, obviously. Then he heard the crump! crump! of his grenades
from within the vault, and felt the bedrock give a shudder under his feet.

Another jump took him into the outer passage on the other side of the first door, where again he fiddled with the combination

. and once more the red flashing light—

—Which was when he heard the shouting, and saw powerful torch beams turning the dim light almost to daylight where they lit
up the bend in the tunnel. As to why hed bothered to mess with the combination locks: held definitely developed a 'thing' about
protecting his talents. This way he was making it 'obvious' that somebody had physically broken into the strong-room. And thus it
would be far less obvious that the someone in question was purely and not-so-simply amagician!

But in order to protect his talents yet again it was now time for him to move on, before the people with those powerful hand
torches came into view around the bend. And anyway, there was somewhere else he wanted to see.

He didn't quite know why, but—

—There was definitely somewhere else he wanted to see . ..
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THEPIT-THING— THE CLIMB — THE EXAMPLE

Hary wes bedk in hishatd room. He dumped his srel but heavy burdap sacks and unzipped his jacket into a wardrobe, deflating
himsdf like a marquee with a snapped kingpost. Then, moving at a frenzied pace, he wasout egan



At Le Manse Madonie: only nine or ten seconds had passed; the Francezci brothers were at the outer vault door,
where Tony expertly spun the combination lock in a sequence that disarmed the darms. But aready Francesco was
asking: 'Why did he lock the fucking place up again? And how did he - how could he - get past us on his way out? Or
... ishe ill here, one of us? He glared dl about, a the smal party of thralls gathered in the tunnel.

They stared back at his writhing features, the unequivocal guarantee of murder written clear in his scarlet eyes and
flaring, convoluted nodrils

Tony had the outer door open; he made to step through into the airlock section . . . paused, lifted his head, and
sniffed at the air. And, nostrils gaping, he inhaled frantically, disbelievingly - then choked and grabbed his brother's
elbow.

They all smelled it at the sametime: gas!

Tear-gas, in the ventilation system!

The lieutenants and thralls reacted instantly: they stumbled about in the tunnel, coughing and choking, blinded by
their own tears, as the atmosphere became tinged with a trace of yelow from the tunnel's ducts. But a trace was
enough.

Not enough for the Francezcis, however. Not yet. Wamphyri, they had more control over their bodies. The gas
couldn't hurt if they didn't breathe it in. Their eyes wouldn't sting if they shuttered them with transparent membranes.
The membranes would sting, but sight would remain unimpaired for awhile at least.

Francesco put the second combination to rights as his men began to
leave the tunnel, staggering away through the reek of the place, colliding with each other, their torches probing the
misty-yellow, gradually thickening atmosphere. He spun the did this way and that, and finaly swung the door open -
on an infernol

Hot metd had set fire to paper money and burlap; shelving sprawled in twisted disarray; art treasures lay blackened,
broken in the roil of dense smoke and fumes. Electrica conduits burned, sparked, sputtered. Flames licked up the rear
wadl and gouted on the ceiling, emitting the greasy black smoke and gut-wrenching stench of destruction, as fabulous
il paintings submitted to the heat. A wall of heat came scorching out of the strong-room!

There were fire extinguishers, but many of them were damaged, blasted loose from their seatings on the wals. It
took quite some time for the Francezcis to find two that were sill working, and alot longer to bring the wreckage of the
treasure vault under a semblance of control. And of course they must do it themselves in the stinging ydlow fog,
through dl the tears and blood and rage of their hellish vampire eyes -for as yet their thralls were only human after dl

Harry emerged from the Continuum at Humph's co-ordinates deep underground - where the American's unauthorized
explorations had been challenged more than forty years ago, and from which held been marched under escort before
his employers - in that wide, spirdling stairwell that led upwards to the junction of five tunnels and downwards ... to
what? A secret place that no one was alowed to see. Which was why the Necroscope must see it.

It was very confusing. He told himsdf it was to satisfy his 'natura curiosity,’ but in fact it was to satisfy B.J's
post-hypnotic command that he seek out the Wamphyri. Oh, she'd yet to turn him loose officially, but he knew her
purpose, and it had become his. It would have been his purpose anyway, whatever the circumstances; but at the same
time held been ordered to store away whatever information he discovered -to ‘forget it,’ place it in limbo - until B.J. or
Radu brought about its resurgence.

The result of which was that he was now here, investigating a monstrous survival, a powerful and esoteric branch
of the mogt dreadful 'dynasty' to ever infest mankind with its evil - the Ferenczys. And on this level he worked without
conscious thought with regard to any outcome, but certainly with regard to his own safety. He was in thral, but he
was il Harry Keogh . . .

Down here, there was as yet no tainted air. In these nethermost extremes of Le Manse Madonie, the performance of
the ar conditioning system was at its dowest, the circulation languid at best. But up above . . . Harry could hear the
hoarse shouting, the crying of men scrambling for fresh air. And they wouldn't find it until they were out of
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the building proper, out in the night. That was good, for they wouldn't be coming down hae

On the other hand Harry knew his own limitations, too. He was sure that the tear-gas would soon find its way
through the system and back to him. Wherefore time was of the essence.

He went down the spiralling steps through severa complete revolutions, until he arrived a a door formed of parald
bars of stedl set in vertical stanchions. A warning sign - an openly displayed red lightning flash - warned that the bars
were electrified. Beyond the door the floor was farly level but uneven, and showed the natural stratification of rock;
the place was a cave a the termind point, the very lowest level, of LeManse Madonies excavations

Wl back from the bars on Harry's side of the door, there were twin, rubber-handled switches set in a panel bolted
to the wal. One of these was marked with a lightning flash; the other was likewise pictoria, showing a series of
horizontal bars. It couldn't be Smpler. Harry threw both switches waited until amedheniam hummed and the bars did fram left to
right through the housing stanchion. The door stood deactivated, and opa.

Of course the Necroscope could have smply taken the Maobius route into the natura cavern beyond the door, but



he'd been interested in the operation of the mechanism; plainly the technology here antedated Humph's vault doors.
Also, this door was never intended to keep people out - which gave Harry pause as he stepped across the threshold
into thedmiyHit cave beyond.

There was a nest of supplementary light switches mortared to the wadl; when he switched them on, a battery of
spotlights high in the walls lit the cave with a killiance thet wes dezding, It took afewv momatts far Harry's eyes to adjust. Then he
saw that the main focus of the spotlights was the mouth of a grest circular well whose wal was of messve blodks d dd
haan mesony.

The Necroscope took it dl in a a glance: the well, its dectrified wire-mesh cover, the hoist with its metad platform,
throwing a galow's shadow across the mouth of the wel... or the pit? And the deeper shadows, sharp-etched,
marching away into the cavern's unseen corners. But the walled pit was definitely the place's centre of focus. And
perhaps ‘well' was a better description after al; Harry could make out a thin migt issuing from its throat, vaporizing on
contact with the cover.

That this place was a facility, that it was used, however infrequently, was obvious. The door, spotlights, hoigt,
eectrification ... dl of these things spoke volumes however inarticulately. But what was it used for?

In the very instant of his inwards-directed question, the Necroscope was warned not to ask it. Too late; Harry's
'natural curiosity' had let him down; his mental guard was down, and his every thought was like a spoken word to the
dead. Of which Le Manse Madonie - and the 'pit' in
particular - had more than its fair share. They might have remained silent, but his query; "What was this place used for? gavanized
or even shocked them into grotesque activity. It had been akin to showing the long-healed victims of some hideous torture the
implements of their suffering. Except it was much worse, for these victims were not yet healed.

The use of this place, of the pit? But they had been part of its use - as they were even now part of the creature in the pit! And
while he, it, was not quite insane, they were - driven mad, because they remembered what they had been, and knew what they'd
become.

The Necroscope gaped; his jaw fell open in that same split second; the short hairs stood up stiff at the back of his neck, because
he sensed the coming ondaught. But this time - however strangely, inexplicably -he was ready for it. He somehow knew these
people ... he had heard their dead voices before, but had forgotten them because they were part of something that he had been
ordered to forget. Now, however, he was once more performing in that earlier ‘'mode,’ so that for the time being his subconscious
memory was intact again. And:

Him! (The one with the small, timid voice).

He was here befoooore! (The one who growled).

He's back! back! back! (A voice that seemed to echo).

He didn't listen, didn't run! (The agonized girl, her pain till fresh in her incorporeal mind).

He must be as mad as we are - har, har, haaarrrrgh! (The utterly crazed one, whose 'laughter' had sounded like bullets, and
now sounded like a soul tearing).

But dl of them besting on Harry's metaphysical mind simultaneously, so that he had difficulty sorting them out; beating almost
physicaly, great hammerblows of passion, rage, or terror. And not only for themselves but for him.

'Dead!" the Necroscope heard himself gasp out loud. 'But where? How? Again that question. And in answer:

Here! (All of them in unison, explaining the where of it). In the pit! And another voice - like the breath of hell, like the croak of
some gigantic, obscene toad - that cowed them dl to silence in a moment, explaining the how of it:

INME. . !

Contact with the group had been through Harry's talent: he was the Necroscope and conversed with the dead. But
this other contact was different. It was telepathy, which Harry recognized in a moment. But how could it be, when its
source was the same? They had the answer to that, too:

But we're part of Him, the terrified girl, perhaps not so terrified after dl - or smply stronger, more determined than
the rest - told him. The Francezcis.. ..
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BE QUIET!

... Theyfeditstohim Srefinishadinawhigoa.

He HmM Somahing in the pit. Somahing thet breethed &, aredling the missTaliding fram the throet o thet row tarible hde But . . somdthing dive?
hiiagy - yetwhenHary hed gockento themin hisuriquefadiion, it hedansvered im bedk.

THEYREDEAD! Trething tdd ima ae itsmessve mantdity gongingin Hary'siind BUT THERMINDSLIVECNINME. ...

Ardbeasetdepety adtelaguepd thedsd frequenty aonvey moetrenisaduely sad, rovHary hedtrewhdepdure o thought redict

TreFancerd brahars- Wamphi, lagt anvivarsd thedresd Ferazy dyredy - hed groan something in thiss pit, esen es' Y Uian Badesou hed goan thet
Ote thingintrecdlasd Haldey Housein Devaon BEgard, Butwhee Bodesauisbeet hed benamindess morgirosity soroued o hisonnvanare fleh a
thng d litlearroaigird intdligancg, this aoretrud of the Ferazyswes huody intlligant! It gethered knondecbe fram the minds o those it consumed It
wesponafuly tdepathic; it wesin Hary'smindeen now, lesching hisknomedoe Heocould fed it - itsesgaty grgaing fingars - and dammad the doars o his
mirdanit, ot it aut befaeit leemed too mudh Its hdd wes brakeary Neaosoqee ard it-thing stood ff, face to facg! as it ware weighing esch aher L,
Hary felt itsanesomevanarepaoesfuriding & the auter reschesdf hisidintity.

Butwhiletdepethy isaething aomnunicaionwith thedsed issomathing dse whilethe thing inthe pit coud hea Hary and its ‘ot dosaroed vetigid
multi-minds goeeking - adwhileit might cocasarelly cowvthosecorsimed idantities ar $hout them conn - it wes meinly incgpede of anything but threets



Foryaucatay lange hut thedsed Ardtre g, thearewhoseagorny wes il o freshy ssaed firdlly to have recogized thet fadt and wes telking to Hany,
begnghmto:

Run! Oh, run! You're warm and alive. . . you don't want to be like us, cold and dead! So run!

'But | have to know," Harry told her, as he sniffed the first faint reek of gas. 'What . . . what is he?

Heisthar s, thar soryer, thar arystd ball. Hes their machine they am direct himy and he gathers knowledge for them Bven fram
acosstheworld Heisthar orade And morethan that, he—

— WAS THEIR FATHER! The great voice was back, breaking through dl Harry's barriers. But now there was a
gasping sob in it, an all-consuming grieving, a sense of great 10ss, like the loss of being - or o the contrd of being. | WAS
ANGH.O FFRRENZIG, FERENCZINI, FRANCEZCI. AND | WAS THE MASTER OF METAMORPHISM -UNTIL
METAMORFHISV MASTERED ME

Again, more was conveyed than was spoken. Much more:

The Necroscope's skin crept as he saw the seething horror of a grotesque hbirth . . . twins, one of which was a
monster from first gasp and desroyed a once The other wes Angda, bloodson o Waldarer, and apparently normal. . . A
thousand years of vampire life, until his mgamorphiam ran ranmpart, became a dissase, reducad ar eqloded himto what he wes
now.

If Harry had wondered how many generations of Francezcis? - then he wondered no longer. The answer was one: the brothers
themselves, twins sons of Angelo Ferenczini, born toward the end of histime as ... asaman! For as his disease had taken hold
on him, he had determined to extend something of his loathsome existence into the future. Or ... perhaps he had hoped to do a lot
more than that, which was why he was now trapped down here and not free-roaming. For Harry had ample evidence of the
tenacity of the Wamphyri; he knew that if there'd been any way for this creature to continue as ‘a whole man,' then that he would
have found it - or would yet find it! - perhaps in one of his sons, if they'd not seen fit to trap him down here first.

So, how long had he been here? Two, three, four hundred years? And dl that time his sons inhabiting Le Manse Madonie,
sometimes as one person and at others as brothers. Little wonder there was along history of twins - for they were the same twins!
They would live here for awhile (until one of them had to 'die’ and for atime live elsawhere,) then reverse the process, 'rgjuvenate,
come together as sons and brothers again. And always there would be at least one 'keeper' here.

But their father was Faethor Ferenczy's brother, or half-brother, out of a different mother, Constanza de' Petralia. Had Angelo
not known -didn't he know? - of his sibling in a different time, a different land? And what of the long-dead Faethor? Did he not
know of Angelo? He had never mentioned him to Harry. But then, Faethor had usualy kept himsdf apart; his interests had been
limited, divided between war and his mountain territories, and bitter hatred of his egg-son, Thibor the Wallach. Or perhaps the two
had known of one another but simply stayed well apart. And anyway, what would it have profited Faethor to speak of this
Angelo, whom he never met? And if he had spoken of him, would it have been the truth? For of dl liars, there is none like a
vampire: fathers not only of monsters, but of lies!

Harry gave up on it; there were discrepancies enough in the history of the Wamphyri, as the Necroscope had long-since
discovered . . .

But though dl of this - these incredible revelations, and the presence of the thing in the pit - was mind-staggering, <till Harry had
to know the worst of it. And through the first faint wisps of a yellow mist, he stumbled to the rim of the pit, avoided the
wire-mesh, ignored his gtinging eyes and gazed down the throat of the awful shaft.

Down there, looking back up at him through its own miasma,
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mahingwithbumingaphureyesauiveredandurged. .

Gaaut o hae themuiti-mindsuged im, whilethe Nemosgpereded with theknoadecbe- the vison - o whet hed diiven them belf arwidlly med But

QUTOFHERE?Angdo Feazy wes gl row, his vaicee dripaing sarcesm QUT OFLEMANSEEMADCONIE?BUT CANT YOU SEE?HE CAME OF
HSOAMN FREEWILL - AND UNINVITED. THERESBUT ONEWAY OUT WHCHHEWILL AHND BARRED, | AM SURE AND BVENTUALLY . ..
AHITWILL BEA RLEASURE FEAKING TOHM AGAIN, BUT MCRE INTIMATELY NEXT TIME CHHAHA HAAAA!

Dizzness nessg, thet saremental confuisonwhichhed et Hary o hddess ontherced bdow LeMarseMattrie the previaus aftemoon, sruck agginl But
thistmehekrevwhet it wes Thrematd poner d thething intheresking it - of Argdo Ferazy, arwhetweshberomed im - wes anesame Tre Neaosae
adary thrk of hisomn ety ron. Ardhekrev thet the mul-minds o thoee thet the thing hed devoured weee quite right: hedhodd uny g2t aut f here
withal el

Hary seopared back framthe pit amict thidkaning doudsd ydlow and aonjurel aMdaius doar. It toock unecadomed dfart. . . the geswesin hiseesad
lungs the multi-minds wae shouting & him, tdling im to un, rurng ad the andert, hideously muizted Feanczy wes teating ascke the Neorasogpes mentel
beneslikesomuhtissepgs.

Paric st in Carfused, Hary saw helf-adozen co-adinetes digdayed anthestend hismind, paosshecoud exgeto. Suchashisdd flat in Hatlgood; o

better il the Hatlepod cametay, far the flat wes prabetdy coouged by row ... o (ot dovious) his hatd roomin Patano ... ar his study, gadn, o
bedtoom thehausein Bamyrig. . . BExagat he codd ro lager think o thet Tt without B. Midu dso arassing his mind. Bvaything wes o aorfused ad

Trepduresinthe Neorosqpesmindwereautameic indindive ladkinganeqdaretary rarrative they gaelitiear nahinganey. But thegid - the mird o
thedsad gl whohed ot yet fagatien theagoniesdf her dying - sazed yponared temarddung oiit.

And: Bomigean! sheaied. BJ. Mirlusantyou!

Ardbeasedewespat d Argdo Feenzy, hehead he, too. MIRLUPRADULYKANSTHRALL ?THISONEIS. .. ONEOFRADUS? Then hisaniul
mird regidered utter tarar! Hismantd prabeswereimmediately withdranr they rdessad thar grip an Hary's mentdity, wiithing bedk fram Him asif hewae



by whitthat Ardinawey Arcdowesright: Hary wesaed Redlis

Gal Thegirl aied Hurry! You canit hdp me No onecan. Sogonow,
if you still can. Andtell B.J. - tell her . ..

But Hary never found out whet he should tdll Borrie Jeen, far & thet moment Angelo exerted his telepathic power over dl the
shrieking muti-minds and dossd them down, and the psydhic agther was emply as desp Soace By which time—

The Necroscope was in even deeper space: that of the Mobius Continuum, where he twirled amlesdy far what ssamed along
time before a co-ordinate surfaced from the whirlpool deeps of his metaphyscd mind and hefled to its source:

Hisroom at the hotel in Paterno . . .

Harry woke up from an instantly forgotten nightmare, woke with a splitting headache, swesating and shivering and nauseous. But
he fought it down and lay till, and in the light of a bedside lamp took in his surroundings. The hotel, yes. His room at the Hotel
Adrano. In Paterno. Sicily.

Itdl camefloodingbedk - aritdidht, natdl of it

Le Manse Madonie, the treasure vault, the tear-gas - and the money!

Atthet hecaredf thebed o fed it st hismind, and hisbody, reding aggin Ardhisdathing dank of ges Gad- rowarde hefdt neussoid Hed ben hit by
hisonntear-ged Butthermongy ... wesit re? Nathinget reel. It dl fdit likesomebedy fragmarted dreem asif somathingwesmissng Sowhet dsewesren?
Hehedht fdt right fram thefirs momeant hegat o thisfuddng dace!

But &fter hed goened thewindbons o hisbdlaony, ad thenqoened thewaddee. ..

[twesrodieam, ad nathingwesmissing Na o hisloat, & leeet. A buigp beg dunped over anits Sk adahendul o gdd adinsdipped fram thefim ad
st df anthdr dverecourses wadding anossthe pdlished boards Ther milled innspured anvamished pine: they thumped heavily wharethey adllided with
trecape timardfel onther Sdkes

Ardin thewaddeewhee hed empied hisjadket - burdes o High denomingion nated A sitcese full. Rounds dausthmadks ddlas in fifties ad
hundrecs ArdtheKrugarands twin buigp ssdsweighing & leeet thirty pountseatil Sxty poundsd dlid gdd

Arddl o thismorey heein hisroom, inthenight, in Sdly. Hary brdeout inasvegt apain Heweant athief - but hewes o But 0 waethe Franoerds
Ardwhet thehdl, hed kronnwhet hewesdang Ardwhet it wesfar. BLE . .

... Hehedtogetitoutarherd

Hedd tothedd houeein Bamyrig Trenreumed to theHate Adano adlay tossng ard tuming &l thrauch thered o thenight, urebleto degp.
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Rising with the sun, Hary checked out of the hotel. He didn't dare smply disappear, for that would be to invite
investigation. But having checked out, then he disappeared—

—back to his home in Bonnyrig, where at last he would be able to set the whedls of ared search in motion.

In his house - which fdt unaccountably strange and empty now, as if hed been away for a week at least - Harry
secreted the money away and began to fed alittle easier. And then, to make up for the deficiencies of last night, he
slept. ..

... But only for an hour, until the sun rose again for the second timein just Sixty minutes.

It was the telephone that brought him awake; Bonnie Jean's husky vaceinguiring oh-so-knowingly, ‘Isthat mehweemat?

And oh, yes, it was him. And he was hers, beyond a doubt:

Theful moon, its galden light dreaming doan... BJ's srange eyes undergoing an even sranger metamorphas's . . . and awalfs head in
slhouette, dark againg the disk of the moon

Hary sed nathing, becauseher wards hehit besnaquedion but atrigger. Ontheaher ed o theline B undarsiood his slenog smiled & it and askad hinne
Wl, ddyou gt your firenoes sorted aut? Y aucanansver nonrelly, Hany!

'H,yes hesid I'mdl fixeduprow!

‘Ardresdy faraweskadsdimang?

Redy asl everwill be' hearsvared

Good'

Searage ameding far lundt 1200 noon, & allittle daoe ek ousde Fakirk, oot hetfwey to whae theyd ke dimting. Ard sefinished by
adng him, How will you et there?

Til bkeit, Hary asnvered Lodkslikearicedsy. | Saudejoy therice’ Itwesiolie hewaldbikeit - somed theway, anyrow.

Hesrsad BIsaumprise But thet's-1 dont krow - maykefifteen miles?

"1l beseting out about 930, Rty of time

Tilhevermy cr. | couldackyouu?

... thrklll enoy thefreshar!

Atlegt hesaeed her d1ug W, deay, juet sslag ssyausaesoved your enagy. B, far thedining, | e, ./

Oh Il haveaouchd enary.

Vaywdl then delaughed Til sseyouaound micky. Aflawads wienwededreweenawaysput your bkeantrerodradk ad |l diveyou hare. ..
mevesmen’

Whichlet Hary feding asif thewarld hed Hinked and faramomant hed fet the derkness But dl hecodd rementoer westhet hehedadeewith Bamie Jen,
adtret Sewesimooat, d couse

Butimooatofwhet...?



* * *

At Le Manse Madonie there was hell on. There had been hedl on dl night. And unheard by the brothers' lieutenants and common
thralls (their servants or 'soldiers,’) and ignored for now by the Francezcis themselves, because they were busy, the ancient thing in
the pit had wailed piteously, continuously to itself for hours now.

And one by one the interrogations went on: the ‘household staff were caled forward one after the other into Francesco's private
rooms, he and Anthony talked to them, threatened them, required them to admit responsibility for last night's damage and robbery.
Or if they weren't directly responsible, to admit that they'd been seduced by some outside agency, and were part and parcel of the
break-in. To no avail; but the brothers had known that from the start; it was simply something that had to be done.

Findly it was done. Le Manse's staff, sufficiently cowed but dl perfectly ‘innocent' - or as innocent as vampires can be - were
back at their duties; the Francezcis could now begin to consider, or a least attempt to consider, the mechanics of this thing. Which
had to be the most frustrating, infuriating part, for it was patently impossible.

Francesco paced, while Tony sprawled in an easy chair. The latter looked entirely exhausted, but his looks were deceptive.
Wamphyri, he was simply exhausted of idess. But in fact he was the most 'sensitive’ or 'passive’ one, while Francesco had dl the
aggression.

'We should have Guy Cavee in again!' Francesco burst out. He strode to the hugely heavy curtains, looked for a moment as if he
might draw them, tear them aside. But out there, dl was brilliant sunlight. And throughout Le Manse Madonie dl of the curtains
would stay closed until sundown. The Francezcis had a woman whose sole responsibility it was to open and close curtains. No
one e'se touched them, not even the brothers.

The night watch? To what end? Tony lolled in his chair. 'He gave warning, while till the intruder was in the vault.'

'We don't know that!" Francesco rounded on him. 'If Caveeis lying, the thief could have been in there - and out of there - before
he cdled out. If there was a plot, he is the obvious one to have been in on it.'

‘But if heis lying,’ Tony waved a slender, languid hand, ‘then he's aso planning his escape from this place. Indeed, he would be
fled by now, or dead by his own hand. For he must know that when, if, we discover the truth . . .|

'In any case," Francesco stopped pacing. 'We have to make an example of someone. And again, he is the most obvious one.’

'You're saying that whoever did this, he can't be seen to get away with it entirely? Someone must pay?

‘Exactly.’

'‘But it will make no difference. We till won't know who did it, or how
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he got into the strong-room without tripping an darm, and out again -and out of Le Manse - without anyone so much as seeing,
hearing, or even smelling him!" Even Tony was beginning to show his agitation now.

'Oh, | smelled him well enough!" Francesco shouted. ‘Tear-gas! In the ventilation! And grenades, in the vault!
Uncounted - literally uncounted - hillions in marks, lira, francs, dollars, and treasures, destroyed or stolen. From under
our noses. At least a quarter of everything we held down there. And as if that weren't enough, he actually locked up
before leaving! The impertinence of this bastard! Unbdievebld’

‘Impertinent, yes," his brother agreed, scowling. '‘And we sit here impotent.’

Francesco ground his teeth, and repeated: "We should have Cavee in egan’

Tony's shrug. 'He knows nothing. One look at his face says it dl: why, he thinks he should be rewarded; he was
that quick off the mark!'

'‘Rewarded!" Francesco snarled.

'‘And the cameras, ruined,’ Tony sumped more yet. ‘It was hot in there.'

'Not necessarily ruined,” Francesco answered. ‘They think they can save one of them - or rather, its contents. We
can & least hope that we havethisdog onfilm!’

'We do have Cavee's description.'

'‘Hah!" Francesco snorted. 'What, a true description? If he was in on it? And if he wesit, what wes thet for a desription
anyway? A faceand figure, seen distorted, in monochrome and at an angle from above?

Tony stirred himsdf, stood up. "You know, of course, that He has bean aying out dl thistime? Thare wes ges down therg, too.
And heis after dl, our greatest "treasure." For without him, where would we be?

'I've heard him, yes," Francesco rumbled. 'But then, who could avoid hearing him? Raving, babbling about bloody
Radu, at atime like this!' But he knew that it must have been worse for his brother, for Anthony and his father were
closer. Then, in amoment, Francesco's expression changed. And turning to face the other, his eyes narrowed more yet
and became reduming ditsin hisdak face

'Oh? sd Tany, wonderingly.

'We have to make an example of someone,' Francesco growled. "We can't be seen to be ... impotent, as you put it.
Our dear father is ever hungry. Andif Guy Cavee hes knonmledge d thisthing. . . "

'He's alieutenant,’ Tony pointed out. 'Junior, but—'

'No, he is our example!" Francesco cut him off, grinning darkly. 'Our important example. We can aways promote
another junior lieutenant, but we shall never be able to make a better example - of anyone.'

Again Tony's shrug. 'Well, at least it's a course of action,’ he said. 'Certainly we need to do something. But | can't see that it will
produce anything of a solution. However, and since you seem determined . . ." Grudgingly, he nodded his head. 'So beit. . .’



By 11:30 the Necroscope was cycling through wild and gorgeous country somewhere west of Edinburgh. He wore his track-suit; a
pack on his shoulders contained a pair of decent climbing shoes and some spare items of clothing; he supposed B.J. would see to
anything dse. Himsdlf: Harry had aready seen to something and got himsdf some expert tuition; or hed arranged access to it, at
least.

Not wanting to make a total fool of himsdf in the hills, this morning hed spoken to the dead in a Bonnyrig cemetery and got
some leads. The man he had been looking for was in a graveyard in Dalkeith. Harry had gone there dong the Mobius way and
introduced himsdlf in his fashion; when the excitement had died down, hed explained his reason for being there. Now he felt a lot
happier that he could look after himsdlf on a dliff face.

The deed men hed spoken to hed been adimber of thedd schod. Not a mountaineer as such, no, but someone who had made
himsdf something of a locd legend in his lifetime, as a rock-climbing man without pes. No mylon ropes in they days
Necrysoope, hed tdd Hary. And | wouldn'ae be caught dead - ye'll excuse mah language - with hammer and piton in mah
hand! Lord, no! All that cock wiz fer the so-called 'professionals.’ Ah wiz no professional - but man, ah could nonkey
uadhex dabd arock likeaweelizard! Lookin' back now; al eighty years and more- ah carit say, ah don't know - ah think it wiz the view
pure and dnple Toelook doon on theworld frae on high, fraea new place, ye ken, and ken that only the eadles hed e perched there afare
aman? Ah, that wizsomgthing!

'Will be again,’ Harry had told him from his seat on the old lad's sarcophagus in the shade of a tree, breathing in the cool, caming
quiet of the cemetery. 'You can see it dl again, through my eyes; though | can't promise you the climb is going to excite you. I'm
only abeginner. | don't suppose my guide will be letting me tackle anything too adventurous.’

Abagme, isit? WA, yerein good hends besure | waldnae daelet anything hggpentoye! Tredssd menhed assured im Vet eh ravelled tee co nreh
dinting, Hary, B:Naiis theResk Didrict, North Wees Dalydire the Dartroor Tars the Gamishand Penfrdetiresa diffs. ... yourerreitt Bt awee
dimbwill kebdter renroreat dl! gt g' meacdl, ad ahll ketherefer ye Ard dont fret nore. . . ahill no belletting ye donn, Nemysope Nowi' alunp

'‘Good!" Harry told him. 'See, this lady Il be climbing with is good at it. | don't want to be made to look, you know,
stupid, that's dl.'
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BEn? Awneelassg isit? Aye wel therewereafew good onesin meh day, too. Ahmind ane who . . . oh its a long time ago. But e wiz the
only onewho e beat meup acarag, ahll tdl yethat. .
And shortly it had been time to go.

It was only after the Necroscope had |eft that his new friend recalled the nemed thegi fran histime dghty years ago, who hed
bestentimupa crag.’ Then, held thought to cal out after the Necroscope, but Harry's Mahed gat tohimfirs:

Don't, she told him. My son . . . isin trouble. But we have it under contrd. Wethink so, anyway. Thething is if hewere to hear
thet gr'snare. .. weredlly don't know whet it would doto hismind. S let it befor now. Tharewill betirelater, if it comestoit. ..

The old dimber had asked no questions. Like most of the Great Mgjority, hed heard of Mary Keogh and knew her
reputation; that whatever she did on Harry's behaf would be for the best. But he redly couldn't understand her
concern. Why, that young lassie hed remembered, that Bonnie Jean Mirlu, would be a long time down in the ground
herself by now! What, after dl these long years? Of course she would.

But because Mary Keogh had spoken, these were thoughts he would keep to himsdf, aways. . .

The Necroscope had long since mastered the technique of vacating the Continuum astride his machine: it was just a
matter of balance, of going from metaphysical to physical, weightlessness to gravity, darkness to light - 'smple
things, to Harry. But he ill had his other thing - about someone seeing him in the moment he emerged into this
space-time. He had become that concerned with keeping his esoteric talents secret.

On this occasion, though (and oddly enough, because he was riding a bike), he didn't worry. For it's one thing for a
man to suddenly appear out of nowhere, but quite another for a man on a bicycle to spring into existence. For a
bicycle is such a mundane thing that if a man on a bike comes from nowhere, then it'satrick of the light, or the eye, or
the mind. But it certainly can't be weird or supernatural.

Thus in only ten minutes Harry was able to cover the distance from his house on the outskirts of Bonnyrig to his
rendezvous with Bonnie Jean at a pub on the approaches to Fakirk, by jumping' stretches of the roed aheed for digances
d anything framahundred yards to helf amile If he could see the way was clear ahead - see with his own eyes the place where
he would like to emerge - it was as good as a co-ordinate, and he could smply 'go' there.

Findly the picturesque little pub was in view; he spied the place from the crest of a low hill, jumped to a paved
service track at the rear, and emerged as from an avenue of tal, fully-clad chestnut trees that made
for a perfectly concealed 'landing.” A moment more and he had cycled round to the front of the place, parked his
machine and entered.

Bonnie Jean was seated at a table in an alcove at one end of the bar. A shame, because it was gloomy; she could
have chosen awindow seat; but in any case the day was overcast. Maybe she wouldn't want to dimb after dl. But no
such luck.

He did into his seat beside her, said, 'Helo," and: ‘It doesn't look any too hot out.'

It's idedl.' She gave him a kiss on the cheek. 'We won't have the sun in our eyes.' He couldn't know that she had



been keeping abreast of the weather forecasts and so had been fully aware that there'd be little or no sunfram noon today.

They talked, about nothing much in particular, ate a light lunch, and Harry paid the bill. ‘A man of means,’ B.J
commented.

'Er, you could say that, he answered. 'I'm solvent again, anyway.'

Sepledawy face 1wish| could say thesame That placed minescarcely pays for itsdlf. In fact, I'min debt.' Then she hit her
lip, for she hadn't meant to tell him that.

'How much? he asked her.

Too much,' she told him. Three and a haf thousand too much!" And she sighed and shrugged. ‘It might mean
becoming a pub instead of a club after dl.’

Harry fet sorry for her, said, 'Oh, you never know. Something could turn up.' In a way he fdt guilty; for she'd been
spending quite alot of her time, her nights, with him. Well, he certainly had the means to put that right. . .

The dimb B.J. had chosen was further than she had thought; it was some time since she'd been out this way, and
never by car. Something like sixty years since the last time she'd practised her dlimbing here .. . . but the scenery hadn't
changed that much. The place, in the sprawling foothills of Ben Vorlich, was dramaticaly beautiful: Loch Lubnaig
gleamed silver-grey under the low, unseasonal cloud ceiling, and Ben Ledi across the loch was a hazy blue silhouette
like a squat mushroom - the bulk of the mountain holding aoft a massive grey cap formed of dirty sky.

'Shoes,' B.J. commented, eyeing Harry's feet as they made their way diagonally across diding scree to the foot of a
jagged rock outcrop that rose dmost sheer for a hundred feet, to a saddle between awesomely carved spurs. 'Boots
were better - climbing boots - but as you can see, | don't wear them either. Anyway, it's the soles that count. Good,
gritty rubber to grip the rock. Boots do protect the ankles, though. Youll remember, if you get a sprain.'

Thanks," Harry told her. Til try not to." But, as they arrived below the crag: 'Are we climbing this?"
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B.J. grinned a him. 'For starters,’ she said. '‘But don't worry - this time next year, this will be like a Sunday afternoon
sroll! And anyway, I'll have you on arope - this time. So for now, why don't you just sit there and watch while | get
the gear ready? I'll be a minute or two, that's dl.’

She shrugged out of her pack, turned her back on him, and went down on oneknee

Harry wandered off around the base of a chimney that rose half-way to the summit. Out of sight of B.J, he spoke to
his friend in the camatay in Daketh How about it?

The other looked out through his eyes, answered: Damn me, but ahive dintbed herebdford Ben Vorlich, aml right?

Absolutely.

WA, areyereedy?

Harry peeped around the base of the stack. B.J. was till busy with her pack, her back ill turned to him. Yes, why
not?

Off wegothen. Apieced cake Jugt you leaveit toeme, Necrysoope

And the Necroscope left it to him - but not entirely. He felt what the dead dimber fdt, every nuance of the climb.
And of course he learned as they went; for it was his arms and muscles taking the strain, easing him up, ever up
within the cleft of the chimney; his eyes scanning the way ahead, taking in each and every detail of the route; his
brain, recording it dl for later. And the old-timer's narrative to guide him al the way;

That crack there-a good wee hand hdld, threefingers at leadt. And that it opposite: ye can getyere toein there- but mind ye dinnae twist
yerefoot! and that wee ledge, Necryscope: aye, park ye're arse right there a moment. . . but on'y a moment! And alwiz
keep moving - on and up! And bregthe, laddie, breathel Far it's the air that powers ye Bregthe easy, Harry, in and oot. Ahl And
see there: a piton! But dinnae ye touch it! That's cheatin'!

They were through the chimney and onto the outer face, and Harry fdt like he was actualy haring for the high
horizon of the topmost rim. Then he scuffed loose a pebble that went clattering dl the way down the sheer face, until it
hit the scree and bounced up between B.J's legs, where she'd just that instant straightened up from her pack. Laden
with arope, hanmer, pitons, she frowned, turned, saw atrickle of dust from above And shelooked up.

Then . . . she would have cdled out - in astonishment if for no other reason - but was afraid to do so in case she
distracted him. The idiot!

But 'the idiot' was hauling himsdlf up onto the rim, to sit there with his legs dangling, waving down at her! And B.J
too sat down, with abump, on the scree, stared up a Harry and for the first time in as long as she could remember felt
dizzy - from the angle of her neck, and from the thought of Harry's 'solo’ dimb: the speed of it!

Then anger replaced her astonishment. The clever bastard! Letting her think he was new to dl this!

Quickly, she shed her gear, grabbed her pack, set off back the way they had come. Thus she failed to see Harry
reeing on the rim, and amost faling before he could regain his balance. Except it wasn't him but his guide: the fact
that the old climber's mind had seemed suddenly to go blank, so that the Necroscope had been Ieft aone, as it were,
on aknife-edge of vertiginous rock.

Following which . ..

... The way down took aded longer, and Harry could fed something of atremble in his guide's suddenly uncertain
mind. At the bottom he asked him: 'What was dl that about?



A sick spell, the other lied. That's what stopped me frae climbing, Nearysoope dzzy Sdness B, vertigo? Aye and it got nein
the end, are enough. Ah gat dizzy oncetoo dften...

"You fell? Harry's jaw fell open. He couldn't believeit.

Sahdd Buitshovahlived ehcamreecordanitshovehded, m

And Harry sighed deeply, closed his eyes and thought: Now he tells me! But he kept the thought to himself.

Likenisehisguide He too, kept his thoughts to imedf. Thefadt thet he now knew something of whet Harry's Miahed been talking about. For
in faat his ‘atack’ hed come when Hay hed looked down & Bomie Jen The old dimber had seen her, too - through the
Necroscope's eyes - that |ass who dghty years ago hed bestenhimup aaeg!

Weéll, and finally he'd got his own back . . .

By the time Harry reached the car, B.J. had dmost, not quite, forgiven him. Her tone was severe as she told him: 'lI've a
mind to make you cydehome'

"You've got it dl wrong,' he lied, but in away told the precise truth. 'I've never done it before. It just seemed - | don't
know - so natural, that's dl. Sort of instinctive?

And by the time she'd got him home she was half-convinced.

They made love through the evening, but as night came on she had to go. 'I've missed too many Saturday nights,'
she explained. 'My regulars expect to see me behind the bar.'

But as she kissed him and got into the car, Harry pressed a velvet gift sacklet into her hand. 'Oh? B.J. looked at him
curioudly, surprised at the weight of his present.

It's very practical,' he told her. ‘A little something | fed sure you can use!'

And it was. In her room above B.J.'s, she untied the ribbon and turned out the contents onto her bedspread: twenty
golden Kruger-rands. B.J. knew their value! Her mysterious Mr Keogh certainly
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seemed" to have got his finances sorted out - not to mention hers. . .

At Le Manse Madonie, the 'cleansing' of Guy Cavee's person had taken dl day. Hed been kept fully conscious most
of the time - a torture in itself; the Spanish Inquisition could scarcely have been more crue - and like the Inquisition, at
each stage of the process held been given the opportunity to confess. If he had been able to tel the Francezcis
anything, certainly he would have done so. And in the end he did: let them so much as make a suggestion - he agreed
with it. So that even then they couldn't be sure he was entirely innocent.

But they knew how to make sure. In the moment of his absorption into Angelo, the truth would be known. After that
... hismind, or what was left of amind, would be mainly his own again. But his body -well, there would be no body.
Angelo's digestive system was that of the Wamphyri carried by his rampant metamorphism to its absolute limits.
Literdly absorption: he would not so much 'digest' the ex-lieutenant as render him liquid, suck him up like a sponge,
add his mass to the bulk of the unthinkable abnormality that was Angelo Francezci, Ferenczini, Ferenczy. A process of
simultaneous internal and externa homogeniza-tion: to make Cavee as one with the active body, the substance, of the
pit-thing. The utter and utterly destructive rape and reduction of a person to protoplasm of... of a different nature.
But the mind, thoughts, memories, would be there, not aive but incorporated into Angelo's mentality, giving him
something of access, as to a piece of unfeeling computer software. Incorporeal, and therefore unfeeling, yes, but not
without emotion and not without memories. Guy Cavee, like dl the others before him, would know exactly what was
become of him.

As for the thing in the pit: Angelo had been 'silent’ for hours; even Tony Francezci had heard or sensed nothing of
his father since midday. It was possible that the intruder's tear-gas had entered the Thing's system, rendering him ill or
even unconscious. But his metamorphism -which was dl he was now, a metamorphism - would have no trouble
dealing with that; and his migt, his miasma, rose up from the pit as befare

Tony had tried 'speaking' to him, told him what had happened and what he and his brother were doing about it;
hoping to bring him round, he had even asked for his advice in the matter - dl to no avail. But as the brothers had had
the now unconscious Cavee placed on the crane's platform and swung out over the open pit, Tony had felt a psychic
tingle of expectancy and had sensed an incredible hunger; so that he'd known his father was slent for his own
reasons.

Thadare, before bringing Cavee avekewith an anpue and loveing him into the shaft, Tony had tried one last time:

'Father, we need to know if this man isatraitor. We need to know who coerced him, turned him against us, against
you. | know you are
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hurgy, butif reisad peweresd histhoughts Weresd theramesin hisheed!

Nahing- ally tremiasmathickening - ssthebrahas adthar lieuterentsand sariar thrals edbed beck framthenmouth o the pit. Ard then Franceso, e
impetient, dgoped fawad ard brdkeananpueunds Cavessnoss committingimto hell.

Trepafom dessenoket themissrarceethidker ye; Caveebegpn Sreaing ashecameandeto hisward nightmere Hewestied doary his sreas danids
aorfesiars ptiful desding, coudnt hdp him -nathing coud. Thenthe dnoking, coughing, gurdling, ard thesogny alitting sourd. . likemegtweendnedframa
borg arwet legther teating; ad inalitlewhilethemist rising framtremauh o the pit tuming @ik Thent

ANINNOCENT, ther father'sdoamHraught vdicerang in the brathers minds MOREINNOCENT THAN THEMWHO LEFT MEDOAN HERE TOCRY



QUT,NOTKNOMNG THEWHY SCRWHERFFCRESCF T THESAMIEONESWHONOWBEG MEFOR MYHALR . .. HAH BUT YU MERELY
FEKANSMERSWHLEI ALREADY HAVETHEM... |

Taywated antlg thensaidt Fathe, whet threstiens usthrestans you VWeneed to know, dsewecancb nathing!

AH  ANTHONY, MY ANTHONY! AND FRANCESQQ | SEE THAT YOU ARE HERE, TGO BUT O D YAJ NOT
HEAR ME GALLING QJT TOYAR | CALED FOR LONG AND LONG AND DD YQU NOT HEAR THE NAME THAT | GALLEDR

The brothers glanced at each other, and Francesco finally grunted and said, That again: Radu, Radu, Radu! But he's long gone to
earth and won't be up for awhile, if ever. What has he to do with anything?

OH YOU FOOL! said that awful Voice from the pit, quietly but scornfully. WHY, UPON A TIME YOU BROUGHT ME
ONE OF HIS-A GIRL - TO QUESTION HER. | LEARNED A LITTLE; NOT MUCH, BECAUSE UNLIKE MY THRALLS,
RADU'S THRALLS ARE STRONG. SHE WAS BEGUILED; HER MIND WAS CLOSED; SHE COULDN'T SPEAK. BUT
SHE WAS ONE OF HIS ... AND YOU TOOK HER!

'‘Because you pressured us into believing that when he was up again held come looking for us!' Francesco snarled, displaying his
objection to being called a thrall. '‘Because you fear this dog-Lord bastard, and transferred your fear to us!’

And after a moment's silence FEAR HIM? WHY, | FEAR EVERYTHING! TRAPPED DOWN HERE AS | AM, | AM
VULNERABLE! EVEN MY OWN SONS HAVE POWER OVER ME. BUT NOW THERE'S ONE WHO MAY WELL HAVE
POWER OVER ALL OF US

'His name? Tony was eager now.
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AYEISAWTHATINHSMIND.ITWAS. .. ITWASHARRY!

‘Ardisheinvistle ths"Hary?"' Francesoo sorted hissacaam

AFRARENTLY -CRNOT AFPARENTLY! Tre Thing heditssersedt hunaur.

‘Ardhismete, thepaodehewaksfa? (FomTary)

HOVGON YQJ BE W SON§ A\D O, DMB AD BIND Tap

Again the brothers glanced at each other. And: 'Are you saying—' Tony began, only to be cut off a once by a howl
of rage, frustration:

HE STRIKES BACK, EVEN FROM HISLONG S_EEP! YOUR INTRUDERWASNOGOMMCN MAN -WHAT, BUT HE SFEAKS
TOTHEDEAD! -ANDHEWCRKS FORNOGOMMON MASTER YOU TOCK CNECF HIS AND THSWASHISREVENCE ... CRPART CFIT.
Arowesmidekan, inpat & leest, but hislogcwespafedly soud

Rad.? Ardnovtharewesatremarin Tany'svaae

THESAME hisfaha aswvared HE ALEXESWASTED MUSOLES AND TESTSOURMETAL IN ADVANCE OF HIS RETURN. AND HE HAS
FOUNDITWEAK!

Tay gadad Francesodsam 1 think hesright. | kowtret hebdievesit!”

I red prodf!' theather s eded Oh | konvweeanmoveanaur fathe’'swad bing oot matemin Bgand ar whaese, pahgs track this Reclito hislair
ad detroy imthere- and pathgosequoseaursdves tod Na o ay dd varpire Lad, but to the autharitied Whet, canturies of serery weeied? Ah ad how
may d aur good friends anosthewaldwaud “flodk' to aur essdance then, doyou s ppose?Na befael ndeaathe nosg | nesd prodf!

1,1, 1. ltwesaways T with Franceso ard nesar We' Tary reroned hiseyes But bfaehecoud arsne, therecareadhaut fram the stanwel:

Fanoesmo, Arthany! S, ard st Ameninawhitesmodk waved something exatedly. Photogygohd Treinudat Webaehiman film!*

At 'Proof? Tay sad, hisradeyeslighting likelanmps Well, pahgsrovwetaeit!!

Ardbdhirdtremasthey Ieft thedaos theandert thing inthe pit thought: IT BEGINS - then rdgpesed into ghbaing ard dekaness. .

PART S X:

HARRY KEOCHCATALYST
THe CALM BEFCRE THE STCRM

In the privacy of Francesco's rooms, the brothers studied the photographs at greater length; but even at first glance in
the cavern of the pit that housed their terrible father, Francesco had gasped, 'What in the—?' before showing the
badly mottled pictures to his brother. Tony's reaction had been more or less the same not shock but dismay, that it
appeared the pit-thing, old Angelo Ferenczy, was right. For he had to agree with Francesco that for dl the distortion of
the grainy prints he, too, was certain they'd seen images of this man before.

Some months earlier their deeper in the British Idles - a trusted, senior lieutenant - had sent them a series of snaps
taken outside 'the woman's place’ in Edinburgh. Just like these current pictures they too had been badly lit,
monochrome, spur-of-the-moment efforts; scarcely studio quality. But then, they weren't required to be. They had



been obtained ‘for information only," items destined for the brothers' file on one Bonnie Jean Mirlu, whom they had
long suspected of being in thrall to Redu Lykan

Now the contents of that file lay sprawled across a massive desk; one picture uppermost, where Francesco had
thrown it in arage. For it was clear to both men - or monsters - that the man in the Edinburgh photograph, and the
intruder pictured inside their treasure vault, was indeed one and the same man.

‘A dead man!" Francesco snarled for the third time. 'Him, the woman, Redutoo! All of them!'

'You agree that our father was right, then? Tony made no attempt to hide his smugness; he took pride if not
pleasure in the fact that he'd been wise to take Angelo's side in this matter.

'Eh? Francesco rounded on him. '‘And what difference does it makeif that . . . that disgusting Thing was right? Yes,
yes, of course he was right - but isn't he always? It's his function to be fucking right! And yours to bolster his bloody
€go, or so it seems to me!’
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Tony smiled thinly and said, 'We were right, then." And before his brother could rage again: 'Which seems to mean
that we now have a feud on our hands. You and I, and the people we control - dl of us, under the, er, Thing's
guidance, of course - against this elusive character in the photographs, his mistress Bonnie Jean Mirlu and her people,
and the sleeping but by no means silent Radu Lykan.'

'‘Because of that girl we took? Francesco was trying hard to control himsdf.

That's what Angelo said,' Tony nodded.

This Radu: he goes to war over athrdl, while he himsdlf is dill in hibernation or whatever?

'So it would seem.’

Then he must be pretty damn sure of himsdlf!' Again Francesco's outburst. And again his brother's nod:

'Pretty damn sure of his thrals, anyway. What are we up against, brother? Oh, we now know what our intruder
looks like - but how did he do it? Where did he come from, and where did he go? And how? Angelo says he taks to
dead people!’

'Angdo bebbled'

'Frequently, yes. But at other times he's perfectly lucid. Today . . . he seemed lucid enough to me'

Ludd and devious' Francesoo snarled. Hetook Gy Caveeknowing that he waas innocent. This intruder had no inside help, and
our bloody father knew it!"

'He was hungry,' Tony shrugged. 'As dways. And anyway, it was your idea. Cavee was your example. . .

Pacing to and fro, Francesco scowled and nodded grudgingly 'Yesss,' he hissed, 'he wasl But anyway, it did
produce results of sorts. We appeased the old bastard and he did speak to us - if only to talk rubbish.'

‘Some of it, maybe. But we do know the intruder's name, at least. What, Harry? British, isn't it?

'Probably.' Francesco picked up the vault photographs from a corner of his desk. 'He looks British, anyway.'

Tony took the initiative. ‘Let's take a look at what we've got and try putting it dl together. We've been watching
Bonnie Jean Mirlu for years, but from a distance. Recently, because of Angelo's warnings, we've been taking a lot
more interest in her. We could have had her taken out along time ago, but that would have aerted Radu's other thrals
and it «ill wouldn't tell us the location of his lar. So, we waited. More warnings from our father in his pit; we saw an
opportunity to grab one of Mirlu's people, the girl. We got very little out of her - yet in away we did. At least she
showed us how strong Radu's power is over his people. Even our father failed to get into her . . . wdl, in one way at
least. Or perhaps she didn't know a lot? But in any case she was only athrall. Oh? But she was one of his, Radu's.
And apparently he cares for
his own, even from his secret lair. How we were traced, tracked down, and discovered after dl this time. . . who can
say? But we were. And last night the dog-Lord struck back, hit us where it hurts most. So, what use is money to such
as him? But as you and | know wel enough, in this modern world money is al-important! Especialy to someone
attempting to re-establish himsdlf, who will doubtless build his own power base, his own army. And what a wonderful
irony - to fund it with the proceeds of a strike against his greatest, his oldest enemies!’

‘But we were not his enemies!" Francesco burst out. 'After two thousand years? Radu's enemies were dl dead long
before we were bom!'

'Perhaps you should have paid more attention to our father when . . . when you could have,' Tony told him. 'For to
the Wamphyri, the blood is the life. And a blood-feud is a blood-feud, unending until. . . until it ends. This Radu will
seek to avenge himsdlf. Yes, even for aleged crimes committed against him in another world, another time, by an earlier
generation.'

'‘Ancther world, another timel' Francesco mimicked. 'Myths and legends - and lies, of course. And tel me, how would
our dear father know about that, anyway! What? Why, he never knew his father, Waldemar Ferrenzig! So what are his
sources to dl this Wamphyri history? What makes him such an authority?

Anthony smiled wiyly & whet he could only assume wias his brather’s naivete, his stupidity, his petty, argumentative nature.
‘Now | know that you are playing word games,' he said. 'Or you are being stupid and arguing for argument's sake. Our
"dear father," as you have it, had centuries in which to research his forebears. Il tel you something you don't know,
for you were away at the time in the USA, Rome, Berlin. That was amost difficult period, as you'll perhaps recdl?

'Whet, the Ssoond World Wa?



‘Exactly. Y ou remember the American invasion?

'Of course | remember. Wasn't | your go-between, "Emilio" Francez-ci's spokesman in America? Didn't | bargain for
Luciano's freedom, in return for a "soft landing” for the American invasion force? And also to ensure that no shells fel
in the vicinity of Le Manse Madonie?

Tony smiled. That wasn't dl you bargained for, or with. Our dear father had told me about a plan he'd been working
on: a saturation air-raid on Nazi-held territory north of Ploiesti in Romania. It called for pinpaint bombing'

I remember,’ Francesco answered. There was to be a top-brass meeting of German strategists, to re-direct the course
of the war they were losing. This was a valuable piece of information that Angelo wanted passed on to the Americans.
The meeting place would be the target for the bombers, who would then head south and raid the ail installations at
Ploiesti. What of it?
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"There were no Garman strategists north of Ploiesti on the night of the 1t August 1943 Tony told him. ‘Just a
village, or a huddle of rich homes and fine gardens. And in one of those houses ... a Ferenczy!

'What? Francesco frowned. 'What are you saying?

'Our father's brother, a bloodson of Wademar, but out of a different mother - which isto say our uncle, Francesco! -
lived there. As he had lived there for hundreds of years! His name was Faethor, and he was or might possibly become
athreat. Such was our father's research, brother, that he was aware of Faethor without that Faethor ever knew of him!
And such was - such is - his wicked intelligence, that he had Faethor removed without that he, or we, could ever be
shown to have been involved. That way if Faethor had survived, he would never know that the bombs that night were
intended specificaly for him! But in any case, he didn't survive.'

'‘And | never knew about this? | was never informed? Francesco's brows were black as thunder.

Tony held up a hand placatingly. 'Y ou were the negotiator. Y ou were aur ligson with the Amaicans- anong athers If you hed
knoan, woudyour story have held the same conviction?

'| arranged for the death of my own uncle?

'‘Before he could discover you and arrange for yours, yes.'

'l don't know how | should teke this. . .’

Takeit asit was intended. Angelo - he and | - were protecting you, us, the Francezcis.'

‘Without my knowing? All theseyears. . .

'Y ou were away for years! It was one thing, one incident. Why, | wouldn't have remembered it mysdlf, if you hadn't
guestioned our father's authority in such matters. But it's as I've said: he is an authority, mainly as a result of research
in his youth. Such research as led him to the conclusion that this was the way forward: his way - and our way!

‘Ourweay?

'Strength in riches, in secrecy, in ritua silence, Francesco. Why are the Sicilians the way they are? Omertal Because
of the Mafia Why is the M&fia? Because of the Francezcis. Why were we - until last night -untouchable? Because we
are the heart of a secret empire of terror. And why dl or any of this? Because of Angelo Francezci's talents! Wha? But
heknaw something o evarything, even o thefuiure And heknew that the blood wars were not finished!"

'Huh! Francesco snorted. The sins of the fathers, indeed. But out of another world and time? Did we inherit that,
too?

'‘Apparently, along with everything dse. Haven't you enjoyed it, then? What? And isn't it worth fighting for? You
say we weren't the dog-Lord's enemies ... oh, redly? but the Ferenczys have been his enemies as long and longer
than you or | can possibly remember. When
wetok thet gin, toedarireha, werekinded anddfirg litandd fuse Yesadit's bumingconnesenrow, Faeesso ..."

Wehaetofirdhm Francessowespea trenesa.

H?

Treinrude. Frd him edract eey aunced knonleg and kill b’

But Tay shook hisheed Nowetaetofind them Ardl memadl o them TrelLykars the Drekuls ther aaies ther thrdlsto the lest men Ardwelaeto
it on Th-adaly then- awenneagars tem Ardenthenin dedth ad seoery!

‘AdooHeud theather mussd

But agpin hishraher dssgreed 1 woud cl it abloodwer, hesad 'Oh yes far thetshow hat it codd gt ol e anthe aufece dl mud gyoe cdm - the
wald cart ko Wermd useaur wits asArggo usad his It mug besomahing like thet bomang rdid oanthose"Gamen srategits™ !

tisddinitdy coming, the?

It hescome Ardrouseto gedinmooancear ignorance far jugt likeledt time weFeraysaeteaeswho datad it

Damit to hal!" Faneso dammedadended fig coanano thedesk top, cattering pepars

Tohdl, yes' Tay ayesl Or mateto dayWehaetheadvatzgg brahe. Recu it bedk yet, but weredresdy haed Nat anly cowehae tre intdligance
df acatan-whg, "dgyusting thing?' - but dso o theMidia theK @B, ademn ar ssad aonadsinte GA

Asfar thisHary pason whoaer heis hdll keaut of Saly by row. Buwekrovwhaeto find him with RecUslady lieutenart, Bamie senMidul Ardwe
ogtarly krowvwheeto find her- ad through her Recl himsdf!

‘All vay intereding, Francesoo tdd him But havent you fargatten something - like aur vdingrahlity? WWieve bean hit ance Sowhet'sto gop them daing it
apr?| men this"Hary' fellow hestobeaghod! Indeiwetaveaur fathe'swadfar it thet he"telks to deed peopled” Hah!'

'We were vulnerable, yes,' Tony answered. 'But no more. From now on therell be day and night patrols, guards



outside the vault, men on the wals and a every access or egress; Le Manse Madonie has to become a fortress. And
after that, if we so much as smdl a stranger within amile of the place . . . He l&ft the threat unspoken.

Finaly Francesco was convinced. 'Everything you've said makes sense,' he said. 'Especidly what you said about
intelligence. So why not put our contacts to use? In the past weve been in the business of sdlling them information,
so why don't we buy alittle back? Let's not stick our own necks out - or, at least, not too far - but have the KGB and
CIA do
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it for us QOur father tdls us thisHary isno commonmen.... Hui Asif wedidnit have proof enough dreedy! But doesnit thet meen he should be
on record somenhere?

'‘Good!" Tony was enthusiastic. 'Send out copies of these photogrgohs If hesknown, then well know Him too. And meenahile
I1'lock to the sscunity of this place We have anework, brather, 0 lef's ueit. But dowly, oh-so-slowly. And let me emphasize it
again: the world must never suspect, must never know of our secret war. For if it did know, be sure the wad would go to
War, to0- againg us dl o ud Our father say's two to three years befare Redu Lyken is up agan Thet is when hewill be & his weekest, in the
hour of his resurgence WL, two to three years should be time enough to find im So | repeet: domy, domy doesit. And lef's be sure thet
whetever itisthet's going down, we're not going with it. .

Harry Keogh, Necroscope, woke up in his house on the outskirts of Bannyrig one moming and disoovered that two years hed
gore hy. Hehed knoan they ware gaing, of course, bt ill it surprised him Fram autumn to autumn to autumn, asifinasingle night. It wes the
cdour of the leaves that told him; some of them were turning again - just as they'd been when he and B hed fird sarted
dimhing together.

But two years? Aslong sstha? Maybeit wesonly onel

And feding dsoriented - but even o, knowing whet hewould find -he checked his cdlendar. Two years yes

And again hewondered about ismamay. Alzeme’s? God, no Hewas too young for that! Echoes of Alec Kyle: his talent,
and dl his prodems? Was Hary compenstting far those dimpses o the fuiure by losing fragments of his past? But Kyle's
‘problems - in particular his drinking - had disappeared, merging with or being subsumed into Hary's sronger identity; and
his dubious taet hadnt recured. Nat sofa, ayway.

But two yeard And ashegat dressad, Hany tried tofill themin Hehad done allittle searching, for his wife and baby of course.
Except now ... he sometimes forgot what Brenda had looked like; and this fmeit waant any kind of defet in his memary. Nat
long-tem, anywey.

He remembered her as agirl, in Harden on the coast; and school holidays ... on the beach ... the woods . . . long
walks. . . ther fird furbing atempis a meking love Thenablark. It wes gridf, but Hary didnt know thet. It wes asif Brenda hed died, and
hismird hed found ways to forget. Forget whet sheld felt likein hisarms whet he hed felt likein her. The adlit patt, the meeningful patt, hed bemn
dosad doawn. Hehed found ways to doseit doan, to forget - if anly to get to degp a nights- when hewas onhisoan,

Asfar the bety: nothing. Harry just didhit know, couldnit remembar a single feature of the baby. But except to a mother, aren't dl
babies
likethet? A beby isabeby. And whet the hdl, Hary I waan't abeby any longer (and hed he ever bean one?) He wes an infart, dmest four
years old now: lost years, from his father's point of view. And Harry wonderedt would he even recognizeHany I o his mother if
hewaeto passthem on the Sret?

But in any case, he had done some searching - personally, that is, and keging it quite separae fram the anry o private
investigators who were now warking on his case Thewest coegt of Engand Marypart to Blackpool . . . the Derwent at Workington . .
. 'grockles’ in kiss-me-quidk hets on fifty dfferet promenedes Bladqod and the illuminetions and the tower like some garish beeoon, its
lights liqudy mdale on arany nigt. And o courss the eat coast agint Whitley Bay, Seston Carew, and Redcar; Marske and
Saltburn-by-the-Sea; Whitby and Robin Hood's Bay. But dl stereotypes - images, unreal somehow -scenes that
drifted on the surface of his memory, unable to anchor themsdves asif he had never been thare a dl! Exagt he must have, far they
wee dl places hed sruck fram his itingray. Yet if he tried to focus on ay gpedfic place o momat nathing. And time and aggin he
remembered catching himsdlf thinking: someone is messing with my rmind

In the end held given it up: his search, the persona side of it. He would let the professionds do it. Exagat they seamed to be
having aslitlelud ashe himsdf. And df course he hed to fund themdl the way. Or someone mudt fund them, if nat the Neoroscope

And a good many someones had; including the most powerful of Japan's Yakuza ‘families’ whose illicit earnings
were such that they operated their own bank, and several ail-rich, potentially dangerous potentates, and a Czechodovekian
amsmanufedurer natarious far his dedings with tararists So far it hed cogt twerty million pounds, or the equivalent, and the end was
nowhere in sight. Another two or three months Hary waud have to top-up his fund yet agan. But Snce there wes o ladk o rich
villaing thet shouldnit betoo herd...

But the idea of 'villainy' - the word itsdlf, the thought of it - was auffident to bring on ather endtions FHre among them (egain),
Hany fdt himedf vidimized, by whom ar whet he couldn't say. Worse, he too, fet like something of awillan It waent hisseries of grand laroenies
(his fundrdsing ediivities' as heliked to think of tham), becausein thet regard he felt more like some modern Robin Hood; no, it was
his adutay. It weshisquilt

And no metter how mery times he reminded himedlf thet his wife Brendg, hed desarted him, ill he feit like the villain of the plece like some
kinddf animdl, yes The Neorasoope hed never conddered, hed never thought of people as animels before mediing B.J, but hedid now. For his
sexud appetite when he was with her was certainly animd. Likewise hersl Love? Perhaps he was in love with her, and



she with
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him Butwild?No'patheps abat thet! Tapahe, they werewdld! Hary tdd himedf thet far him it wesa <ot of frawed meldng up far logt time - the teking
beck d somdthing ddenframhim if arly by draunndanaes- bt & thesametimeheadhitted to afasdinetion hed never knoan befare No doukt ebact it, B
wesfeirding

Ardfa re?Whaiwesinit for her? et Iug?Makeinthe beginning, but Hary felt it wesdegoer then thet row. How much degoe, ther? Whet if reware to
fird Brachrov Wt if edoud dergehe mind dedceto aaebadk, ard a.cdarly gopser?Whaewauld B fit inthesthamed things ther? Ard walld
heamwart Brachlad?

Thushisguilt compex- if thet weswHet it wes- ran in drdes Ard theidead” himedf assome sort o lustful anirdl who cad anly for hisonn seael
fufilmentwesrarfarcad It patgpseqddned hisdears. ..

Hany'sdeans- goadficaly hisnighimeres- hed dwayshesn aondex things but rever moeso trenmow. Whilehe aoud rnever reman the sidance of
oatan pats thearinmd matif wesawaysiresant; thewdf feish (ingpired ro douiat by thoseevertsin Landon dmogt threeyearsagp) feetured srangly.

Hewalddesmd B., uadly whenrewesdare adtherigimarewauld dat whensewesin hisams gazing into hiseyes The moars im woud rise
aovetrewindoall, ining into her ees Ardtheywodddae. ..

..Fromdightly danted hezd ovels to ferd ydlow triangles then framthe colour of gold to that of blood. And findlly . . . findlly they would
d1pb|ood| Thenaswirl of srange notion, and dark againg the disk of the moon, a slhouette ... always the sae slhoutte . . . a walfs head,
thrown badk in a full-blooded howl!

Thirking abaut thisfregmart (for thetwesdl theewestoit) wesaifident to bring it bedk into foous and auffident to dhill theNerose to e bore e
thouch tremamingweswamad . Brilliant aunlight sresmead in through hisbedtoomwindow, podling antrepdlidhed boerds o the floar, while Hary
stadivee, adlidgened toan uuart, fading oM aonjured franadeam. ..

Hecprehimedf adeke did hisfet into dhoes tried physical asopposed to menta ediivity. Hekrnaw whet hewaud like to db todky: talk to hisMa (Gad
smahing dsetofed guilty eboutt) Howlong hed it bear?Fer toolang hewess.re Sewauld befeding negedtidd But how coud etk to he? Theewee
questions rewes bourd to ak thet he aoudnt possbly amswer. Ardif he guardsd his thoughts S wodd krow it & anee wauld think hewes hiding
something Arddf aourehewaldbe hedkehiding B

BarieJen Trewamenwesawaysan hishrind Eqpeddly & thistimed themonth Tarigtwesafull moan rewolidnt besssing B
After tnoyeashekraw . ... thet rehed her onnmoods- dd her aanthing, wheiaser it wes- & thefull of thermoon Sewesawoman itwesdl pat o her ode
Hany tdd himedif. Ardevay threemaonthwithout fall, hecoud gueanieeshed bedf to her bedoved Highlandsfar threear faur days an her aan Qlinbing, ad
hunting, no mette the sessn Heramamberad her promise totekehimwith her ared” these diys Ard in fad, they hed dresdy st the detes just amanth fram
todky. W, & leeet it walld besomathing to do, ather then deck the el for endless negtive reparts an the whareebouis of Brataiand thebeby. Ard o te
lodked fawad toit—

—Ardyd, & thesametimeard without kroaingwhy - hedidnt. ..

...ArdratherddB.J

But thetwoyesr paiad o praetionwesup. Sewessatidfied thet Hary hed no utariar mative thet hewesundar o ather'sinfluance Hewes fully trained in
her dimting tedriquies nat thet $ebdieved hed red edarsvetraning, but & leet it hed benaneaseto ke im fraim themost dargaus dimb o .
.until row. For Reduhed firelly dsdidkd it westimehermet is ManWith TwoFaces thischsoMydaias Qg inthe flesh, Bien knowing thet thiswes nat
thesdfet of imes ill thedogad hed indgied thet B.J bing Hary to the Camgonmrs lair, and Sekraw thet hed adaed it in qaite of the danog, becae e
rovfet ddiged toadvancethehour o Hisresurgae

Dagaastimes yes- far Red adfar Bamie Jen ad nat leest far Hany.

Far Radly becaused hisvunardility. For B, because de siffared agories of indeddon, the frudration o her aan burgaoning vanpire which condartly
droveto ddy ad udaminetreautharity of he Mader. Ardfar Hary becasehewesthe catdy st savard kindsd catelyst.

Far aething, Hary waked an Bamie Jen Sewesusad to him now, waried him far hersdif; dewesunwilling to evissgeafulurewithout imin thral to
her - ad haf padly in thrdl to hin? W, possbly. Ard far anaher hewaked on Redu For the dogLad ssw Hary as his fuiure asan dterdtive to the
posshility of aaipded, dsessed] incepediteted body. Ard firelly hebedwarked ardweswarking ill, onthe Fanoezdss. .

Hany'sWetche' hed bean sen aggin indesd ananumber of accasarsover thelagt o years Bamie snhedeenssnimfor herdlf; Sehed saed imae
night thrauh thegauy aurteinsd her garet bertoom - anaminousdecow lurking in the dak doowey anosstredred, kegang His furive vigll. Ard her ginls
hedbenfdloved toadfram their vaiauslodgings otret dl of ther camings
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adgangs thetradssandtralsdf B. d'ssmal peck wereknoan

Cusardly aear andhe of thegilswaould rgoart ssangacatan figireadfaceanacondd dred inthegoom of anam eaning, It wesfedive ting
adthetouigswaehaein thar thousands the CatleantheRodkweslit likeaChrigmestree Namrdlly, it woudbeagood ime far B ad the pack This
athet loesranger coud 0 esily dsgper inthetronging night. Bamie Jaris gilswaregoocHodkersdl. But row they waeway as e befae It wes
thet faoe thet figure, thet weiche-whomithey feeredt for B.1 ke im Shed ssnhimbefare- ah ten, iwenty, thinty yeersbefae

Bright bird e/esinarraumy wirkled dd faoe eyestret areseood lodked gy ad thered doredul shve, likeananimd'set nigt. BJ undaood thet
wdl enouch For they waefed e/es- thrdl eyed Treheauily veined nose flanged ¢ its tip, ard thetoowidelcoselipped mauthand apgressve jans Ard the
gey, apd et o thefae garadly. But jut like hasdf hereer drarged ar gt ay dd, ad uniil mow hed bemn cautious nat to $ow himsef too



frequirtly.

Setad pesd on ddalsd thisa.ddenty inoressed Suvellanceto Redu, of aourss which hed patgps ddamined him to aocdede his risng Ardrow he
waddearineHany, find aut if ewesafit vessd far hisresrganog ad dso to dsoove whaher infat hecoud besat at into thewald asan egart and put
togoduepriarto. .. ohispinary ue Ardeanthough B weswaried dhout theposshleloss o her lover in vaious ways the doglad weatt. Far if
incked thisHary Keaphwesthekey to RecLisfulLre. . .why, then it wesdreedy daddad

INrewestreaefaesn thenardy hemg kethae @ Redlis rigng. Bewwen times no ham aould possibly befdl Him. . . Nat benean times Ch the

doglLadkrew anly too wel thet the furewesadevious thing, but whet wes fareseen wes fareseay asfixed asthe momin its arait. Ard nothing aould
daetd ..

Tresewae fadts which Recuimressed upm B.I'srind, just asshehed inpressad her oan fadts upon Hany's It hed besomenecessaty, far the doglad hed

smnthrewey thingswaegang with hislangHived - patgastoo longHived - lady lieuterent. Asthe seesarspessad ad thehour of Redls true anekarning dew

ea do=, Dwitheschaoesvequataly vist depead Hm, thedogl adhed fdt B.J'srdudanos, her reddanceto hisbeguilmat . . . thewey desamad
oletumingangyframhm

Hehed ko far mary yeas o cours, thet Sewes Warphwi. But while hewes fixed in the resn - hddess wunerade - it wes somathing hed bem
ddigad to kegpfram her. Nat thet hedauied his onn poners but thet hewes unede to assess the gowing patentid o has For B westret raity arog

Get Vamres deredatied

her asoason nather by trandfusion of an egg, migration o alesch ar the breething o goores nor by a hite d convarsian (nesrtaid loss of Hood adl its
redacamat by apiousamnounsd meamaphicvanpareessas the neturd resuit df whichwaddbeundeethand true vanairism); nor esn ashe hirthright.
(Fardl thet Bamie Janisparanished been 'of theldood, moondhilden, theyd dso e thrdlsand far thegrester patt humen Muthlike Aud on)

Na nored thesethingshed braught ébout Bamie Jearsassarson. Far dehed smly willed it. Oh theedbennmoeto it then thet - thefadt thet her Hood
wes'tainted by moetrenfour catuiesd ancedrd thrdldonm he regular aorntact over twomoecaiLieswithasoureed puret vargirisnand lycarthropy, in
tredgoeadfomd Radls the inddinite edenson o he oan eddane & theeqaree d ahas - but in esace it westhe truih. Bamie Jen hed willed it
Whdwespatgpsames red thevarreLady deaoud becare if her Magarwareto dlow it WhHdhdf aourehewald nat .

Inthe pet -for the pedt two hundred years- B hed been Raduis lifling, without which he codd nat edst. By row, but far her ministrations rewald bea
shiveled, truly deed thing, Insomemillions o yearswhen hismouniain danhed adllgpsad and isremainswereexcavaied, menwoud wardr & this bary rdic
autd ime dwhchtheewesro dher fossil reood, thisdogr arwalfHikermen-Haoolupus? - preseved inamos:. But thet imewodd reser carg farwhich ke
doudbegadu ohe.

Ontredhe hard Sehed autived her oen by ahundred years at leest, adwes still young, 0 edaudbegatsu to him W, adsehedben ad loyd
oafaut .. untl recartly. For ¢t legt Sehed sated tofed theinflueced her oanaesie

Raclihed e it in her, hehed tedid it inher Hloodt Fowv Sewestom woweays bewwesn doedace to im and doedace o her ‘indinds' her burgening
pearadte Butmoethen this hehed sansed her unoartanty, her feer. Her unoatainty with reppd to thefuiLre B kraw thet the Feeaysad & leesgt ae Drdad
weeat therewating wadd selecgeded herdingthemwithout Redl?. .. Ardherfeer o im Oh hehed pramised her the moon bt thet weswhende
wesathrdl. Novdewasalady Ardwhet ebout her Hary? Howv wauld he faewhan Rediwes up agar?Weshe to be Rad? Ard if 0, inwhoee desig?
Waldreharehsmershody adaged. . . arthedogads?

Barie Janwesal aly, ae but he thoughisard umutuous emdiorswareas et awamers st o reging by her perasite But avanre isavarre ada
Get VargreisWarphyil Alresdy dehed douits. . . adinahurdred years? Tretimewaodd comewren Reclimug ded with he, releaw it. Sowhy matin
trehour o hisresurgaee whien hisresd waolld begregtet?
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The idea was nothing new; he had considered it before. But now it was more than merdly a notion, it was a
necessity. What? But she loved aman! A mere man! Radu had only told her to give her body, not her soul! That was
his; or if not his it belonged to whoever it was who gathered them, when they werefled . . .

Now that it was decided, definitely decided, the dog-Lord looked forward to it: that marvellous feast to come! Oh,
he had sipped of Bonnie Jean's nectar before, but to take it dl - to take her, as he had so often dreamed o doing - to fill her
onthe one hand whiledraining her onthe other . .. The thought was delicious! But he would save the most prized delicacy,
the gobbet of true delight, until the last: B.J's immature parasite itself, to bresk afast of centuries. ..

So he lay in the ydlow glue of his sarcophagus, and surrendered himsdlf to his leech's lust. For, of course, these
were not the dog-Lord's plans alone but mainly those of his vampire, from which creature sprang everything that he
was. Through his leech's talent, or its vampire influence on his, Radu knew how the future would be; something of it
a least. For he had been given to seeit:

The Mydterious Org (this Hary Keogh?) hiseyesfull of award and wonderful passion: his new knowledge - his new bang, perhaps - in
the wake of Radu's metenpsychosis? And the thrall, Bornie Jean: a pallid husk, dll drained anay to nathing ... And Radu Lykan, rismfram
the resn, burning bright asthe moon in hisgary! And the world of men trembling, tunbling, thundering to its knees in the face df auch a
plague asto meke the Black Death ssamthe not trifling thing, ..

Butnatamend themwouddefromReduisdague o natforlong For theywou dl bevwvoeed Natarmenwoudde no—

—Butasfar thoseewhoweeaready undkedt the Feanzys ad Drakuls Reolis andat eamies ot o timg ar thar desoaclrts. . . well, df courethey
waold de mog catanly. Tretuedsh e ledt, forthem

Farasaution hed chwredlon Rarl esnafindl sdution toaprddemasdd asdden SunddeSarsde Thet inavampire wald, which this wardd walld be
treany sfecoursefaral addf vanpareswestokethearly ae Lt tharebevanpiresgdare aye lut aly aelLad Lad Reou Lykat Wandhwi. . |

TreFaazysadtelas Dk hed thar onnprddens aned whicdhweasaommmnito bath: Hary Keegh- exagat they didnit know him urdr thet reme O
rather theFaazysdd thraugh thar father in hiscaven pit, but Ango Franoead ssared tohaegiventemitte



wragremd TwoyearsagptheFranoeadsmeny contadshedresoonokdtoa
rare reversal, when the brothers had sent out pictures of their intruder, the thief in thar treeary, requesting informetiont And
ove thened fav months the answers had commenced to come in:

From long-established 'Families in Italy and America, and aso from more recent branches in Europe: nothing. To the
Cosa Nostra, the man in the photographs was an unknown quantity; he wasn't on file. From the brothers' contact in
the CIA; nothing. Indeed, 'their man' in the CIA reumed thar subdantid ‘gift in aigp ddlar bills with the recommancition that the
Francezcis 'suspend their inquiries concerning this man -which only served to make them more curious yet. And from
their longdime contact and seniar lieutenant in Edinburgh: avary disgppainting nothing. He had seen this man only once, since
when Bonnie Jean Mirlu had tightened her security. It was now more difficult than ever to keep track of her and the
members of her pack. And as for the man in the pictures - he left no tracks at dl! The Francezcis had answered by tdling
Hmto try herder, which acoounted far hisincreesed aurveillance and so far only sheer misfortune had kept him from tracking B.J.
from her wine bar to the Necroscope's house near Bonnyrig. Misfortune, and the fact that she was now doubly
vigilant.

But from the KGB, some eleven months after the Francezcis dispatched their initid request for information, at last a
positive but baffling response. Yes, their high-ranking go-between with the KGB knaw thermenin the photographs, to prove it,
he endosed amadilm of his own. The pictures had been taken two years earllier in the Chateau Bronnitsy, the Soviet
ESPionage centre, on the night of the Chateau's destruction by some unknown agency. As for the man in these
pictures:

He was Alec Kyle, Head of E-Branch, the British equivalent of the Russian organization whose HQ had been the
Chateau Bronnitsy! As a result of 'extreme methods of interrogation,” Kyle had been brain-dead (which, with no
life-support system, meant as good as physically dead) when the pictures were taken. But he had been most certainly
dead later that same night, when the Chateau was reduced to so much rubble, and a great many of its staff with it!
There was no way he could have avoided that holocaust! As for the cause of the destruction: it remained to be
ascertained, but sabotage seemed probable.

And a connection, however tenuous: the name 'Harry' rang a bell. One Harry Keogh had been an agent of this same
E-Branch, but he too was dead. And as circumstances would have it, he too had died at the Chateau Bromnitsy, do during
atimed aidgsand ssbatageinwhich hehad definitely been instrumental. But that had been prior to the actua destruction of
the place. The two incidents were probably connected, but if so the connection was 'restricted beyond this agent's
need to know." In short, he didn't have access to the relevant files. . .

The brothers had pressed for further information on British E-Branch. Three months later, a list of names (Branch
operatives and
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aonany) hed anived & LeMase Matrie- ad dso awaring this aganizaion westhe mod ssoet o the British saoet savices ad oatainly the nog
dfedive Intrefidd d edrasasay a pergosdolagicd indligence gathaing, rocampardde gpposition edded nat snce the dedrudion o the Bramnitsy
ardex-whdh pahgssdalat initsf. Butinay s these papdedoud beaorsdared unioudedles

Whichegaetrelrahaspause Uil o they hed thought thet ther argenization - thairweky with thair dissesad father & its aartre - westhe anly aredf its
st Andsoitwes inthefidd o ainind edeavaur. Indeed thergpart inits entirdly gavethem peuse Far inless the men pidured anamartLay trdlley & the
Cheteau Bramitsy hedanidantical twin, hewesaite ddfinitdy theintrudkr in ther s.taraneen vault; ad hewesthe menin the street autside Bamie Jan
Mirusgdaein Eudi

But if trergpatweswragad Alee Kylewesdill dive-ad patgsdivein hiscapedty asHesd of EBrad?- then whet weshe dairng with B Midu?
Wesit posshlethet thedoglad Reol Lyken hed darted requiting in avance o his reum, ard tret hewes reaiting ach ss thee toplevd British eoas?
Wetif the Bramitsy effar hedbensomekind of deborte s bafugeto et gapeer thet Kylewesdsed? Ard an the algjedt o dieeth, whet hed been ther
dseesd fatha'smeningwhanhesad thet this Hany' sodketo deed pape?

Qrefutha repuedt o thar Masoow aortadt - with regadd to the Harry Kieoch martioned in the fiirst repart - procuced ayet mare thoughirovoking resit.
Tharinfamat wes abaressed thet heme pessansch dubaus infommetian; bt then in his edimetion, thewhdewaldd o EHaegewesavay gey
add.bosasa Thebrahas coud reedly undasand his rdudance Asahardhoailed KEGB doudeapat, avay much down to eath seaet pdicaen, his
nmurdaeperagion o s.ch metterswesbourd tobeararov ane But totram. . . hisinfametionweswanying incesdl

Far thisdsed Hary Keogh anedmambe o EBranch weshbdiieved to havebesnareramanos; amen gifted ar cursed tocammurewith thedsed in adl to
krowvthesaresd thetarid Theadnddencseswaetoo mary; adanywey, the brathers Francerd werero firm bdieversin adinddance Whelase wes gaing
anheeit invaved them B Miru, thedog]ad RaclLykanin his ssaret lair, and operently catain mamas- dssd ar dive- of Britain's ssourity
IS

Bouh It hed bentimeto s whedstuming Bighissn montrshed goreby sneetheinddart inther tressre vauit, ard their progress tonvadsa sdution
ad refribuion seemed dow indesdl They hed to ko noreabaut this EBrarch, ebout Alec Kyle and ebaut Hany Kesgh
Buthow might they investigete E-Branth anarganization o trained espars without dating themmoe suidantidly to their pressceard ther interest? Ther
father could praoetly help . . . theOld Faaczy inhispitweselter dl their s, saver, aade Buthewesever maedifficuit, gventoramiing, lessincortrd o
himsdf. Ardif Argokraw anything & dl, why hedhit hedreedy tdd the? They mugt seif they aould find some spead  tickiit far him, somathing 1o goed
hmtogese dfat

Al therewestrelis of EBrath goaaivesad aontads adan et lig theremed amerwhowesiat anegpe ass.ch butwhowesvay sklledin e at
d hypdism Siffidenty o thet EBrath used imframtimeto time: Srdy hewaud krow somathing ebaut the agenizaio? Ardif hedd ... tenthe



Fancerdsaoud ot tokrowvabat it
HisramewesDodor BmesAncaam...

Andmesnnhile ontheRodf of theWarld

DeramDrekesh, thelet Draka, hedacartain advariage over theFerenczys He hed knoan of the warlds ESHanege arganizatians fram the datt. Inoked, he
wescetanshly ‘eoyed by areaudt the Reodes Ammy's Pargosydhdagy Uit in Chungldng, undlr tre cammard o Cdordl T$-Harg, Thaugh TS-Hag,
hehed ben aed thefirg ausdas o lean d the desrudion o the Cretesu Bramiitsy. Also, he hed besn ket upddied nwiet little wes kroan o the
adiviiesd British EBradh Thislagt wesvay impartant to him, for Recl Lykan lay degaing simenharein the British Ides While sssking aut his dny
Drdehmg tekecaenat to aostradkswith EBranch, For just likethe Faranczys hekrewwhetwaud resit if men scdirly beareanae d the morgars
inthar micd! Until row Draeeshhed besn themos aonymousad ssaured them dl; hewauld liketokep it thet wey.

But simetwoyearsayp- by samewerd processdf ndraniaity, & ebout thesaretime the Francezd shed besn Sudying grainy protogrgarsd their intruckr
- Drakesh hed likenisereaved asst o pidures asaiesd sgdats frammentasd his'sst in Bgand Ard hehed & ace reoogrizd seved faces Day
Jake aurat Hed o EBranch Trevar Jadkn, aBrath tdlepeth, ad—

—AecKyle?. .. Buttretwesinposshle

Compaisrswith pratoyaarsinaed Draketisnumaausfileshed deddad themetter. Deateaded o evidae to the aortraty, Alec Kyle wesrt desed
Ardtrelagt Drdad hedjumped toanundasancele but incamect condusian: thet far ressns ko anly to EBrach, Kylewesrow waking undacose. In
dl likdihood hed ben killed off tofreeim framnurdare duiesard dosaure thefadt f Hisinvavemart with moreimpartart mettars- ar patgs
But sooner rether then later
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hehed'ded inader toprated imeef ?But fromwiet?

It edbenamyday thet nat even TS-Hag could saive but thenagging British EBranch wesamydterious agenizaion. And since Drkeh wesin rowney
invaved, thepiduresard the repart thet aooomparnied them - ebout apaodiar evert in Landoris Oxfad Sredt -hed benfiled for furerdiaance. .

...Until recartly.

But row, s ddanty, EBrandhwes hat aggin The Feazys ware kronn to be buying infammetion an Alee Kylead aher mambas of EBranch fram their
artadswaldwick they hedemsat wo o ther lieutenantsinio Engand to srengthen thar presacethare

Drekeshheddatedtoputtwoandiwotogaher:

Qe tredogadsrisngwesdaseron, hecoddfed it inhisvanarebones Twa theFaaaysmig likenise beanae d this Three far simetimerow
treBritish EBrathhedinvaved itsdf inagregt many huhvhush difrs- not lesdt the Brammitsy thing Now they/d atfredied the attention of the Ferays in
whet conetion Drekesh couahtt sy, Ardin condusion, four: snoeframrowv anit might waell provetoo dargarausto kegpaneyean E-Brandh, Drakesh dhouid
weththeFeays papdein Brgad ingesd

Drekedsamissaies eqat indsovaing venres hed fourd litle difficuty intrading the edra thralls sart inio Brgland by the Fereys Thraugh them
they hed do faund theFeanzy degpay, ad through him Bamie Jen Milu Maeowe, they hed s oosstrwharethe desper hed falled - far through Bamie Jen
they heddofaurd Alec Kyl

Bah Rerlis kegoe, ard the sypposed 'ed-Head of EBrath togaha! Now firdlly it dl mecesome kind f sarss, ard Drakesh believed e hed thewhde
pidure

EBathweeinsdanaed temenaeintemice of humenty! - somahing o it, anywey - anaed Redl ad possihily the Feacays too. But EBrath
ddnat yet know RedUswheredhouts dsethey wadd havepu imdonnad dl abtefugedrewith AleeKylewesthar udacover apart, who hed sameov
faurd hiswey ino treferdethrdl's axfidae O, Kylered benremited by he . . . adif o, hovmany ahers o thesedenmad epashed Reol gt &? Asfar
treFeays pehgsthey waedill sfe adwaesmay kegingavnay eeantrewhdething to sewhidhwey it wart.

W, Dream Drakesh krewvwhidhwey it waould go Itwolld gpear thet hewes the anly unkinoan fedir in this entire egLetion, ard helintaokd 1o Sy thet
wey. But for sometimerow hed ssadhed far aney to day therded agart provacater, ardlfirdlly the ggpartunity hed fdlen right into hishends

Hehedatrianged fateshere dl in deedy gpposition, JLSV\/aurgk)tEuieamjaeahdm’sihoas TredogladRali
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September . .. Harry and Bonnie Jean were driving north through the Grampians, en route for the Cairngorms. In the
boot of her hired car: surprisingly little by way of climbing gear; Harry had turned out to be 'a natural,’ and B.J. was
mainly scornful of such equipment. And in any case she was planning to use the easy route to Radu's lar, on the
Badenoch flank of the Cairngorms. That way she could save time by mekingakill, food far Redisweking wanicr, on theway Lp.

Harry was in 'conscious’ mode; he was for the moment himsdlf, and not under any mental constraints other than the
deep-seated post-hypnotic commands of James Anderson, and those of Bonnie Jean hersdlf, of course. In short, he
continued to hide his talents as best he could, and B.J. continued to be an 'innocent’ but strong- or wrong-headed
young woman. She was aso his lover, and Harry was loyd to afault, or things might not be so easy for her ... or so
hard. Radu had been partly right: there were other ways to enthrall aman - but some swords are two-edged.

Physically, the Necroscope was fit and well. But mentally or subconsciously ...

He was constantly uneasy. His worries, mainly unspecified - which seemed something of a contradiction in itself! -
were many. And despite that he hid it from B.J. as far as possible, he often felt . . . paranoid? That was the only way to
describe it: the omnipresent feding that he was the victim of some mdicious plot. His memory, however, was much
improved - especialy since giving up his search for Brenda on a personal level. On the other hand, his deep continued
to be plagued by grotesgue nightmares he could never remember in his waking hours but which he knew had grown
worse than ever.

All he ever recaled of them was that they involved the Great Mgjority, the teeming dead, who were desperately

trying to convey some message which he wasn't dlowed to receive; and a picture of his
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beloved Ma, her face filled with concern, and her arms thrown wide open asif to protect im fram the tumult of ther thoughts.
And lingaing over as he struggled to bring himsdf awake, always there would be that farilia moon natf, with a hoMing
walfsheed in slhouette

Oddly, these dreams didn't come when he dept with Bonnie Jean; she seemed to act as a buffer against them.
And something of a paradox, too, that in the conscious, waking world he found the dead less indined to his company,
while sendng inthem anar o expedtancy hardto define. . .

'Penny for them? said Bonnie Jean, luring the Necroscope from his inward-probing thoughts. She spoke mainly to
fill the unaccustomed vacuum between them, an emptiness which - in her case, a least - fet likean achein har bones
gowing therefram the moment Redu hed tdld her to bring Harry to him.

‘A tatd Hark,' helied, not wanting to wany her.. 1 wasjust lying bedk enjoying it

‘The ride? You can driveif you like' (On the other hand, it would be better if he didn't. They were travelling north
and it was past noon. If she let him drive, she would be uncomfortable in the warm sunlight coming through hiswindow).

He shook his head, elevated his seat a little, sat up and glanced out of the window. Almost unnoticed, summer
had dipped quietly awvay and made room for autumn. The trees were beginning to shed their leaves: red, gold, and
umber, slipping by outside the car, and the occasional glossy blur of an evergreen. 'Where are we?

I chose a different route . .. er, from my usual one,' she began to explain, then redized there was no need; Harry
hadn't been out this way before. Anywhere north of the Firth of Forth would be new to him. 'l just thought - | don't
know - a change of scenery? She fiddied with her sunglasses, adjusting them on the bridge of her nose. The red
reason she was taking a different route was to bresk the routine and confuse anyone, such as the watcher, who
might try to follow her. Also, since she had rarely if ever sensed an intrusion during daylight hours, it had seemed a
good idea to meke the trip in daylight.

‘A change of scenery? he said. 'Wdll, that's why we're here. But | asked where!'

‘We're through Blairgowrie, heading for Pitlochry,” she told him. 'Does that help?

'Shouldn't have asked,' he shrugged. And, showing arare flash of humour: ‘It's dl Irish to me!'

'Scottish!" she admonished. But the smile as quickly fel from her face, too. And she wondered what he was redlly
thinking, the man inside this man. For the man inside knew why they were here, where they ware gaing, and who he wauld
be meding. But themeninddewasa prisoner in his own mind-cdll, and he couldn't be set free - couldn't
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think hisred thoughts- exagatby Joadd commend
ToBarieJ.... addaly Hary seradmuthlesstrenawhdemen Hefdt likesmekind of zonie sitting heebescdehe - ar apuppet wating to jek
ino lifetrermomant depuled hssrings- ad efdt gulty; Seddit likeit. But thefadt of thermeter weshewald arly becomeazomiie arapup, if



adwmndeammada it. Thenhewaddkron, wodd ramane, esayting dehed tdd im. ... ad nat beddeto do adanmed thing ot it Hewes o
muhuds he aonird thet $efdt sy farim

Buathesaretime. .. makesomething of undasanding hed sufaced & thet. Theamogdharebaweanthem feit unusuel, unessy, umelurd. Ardrowvad
then if delodked & imaddenly aut of thecame f herge—

—\Westhat an aoousing lock on Hany'sfaoe?if rewaeafaithleswife it might bejust exedly thesort of aurious vagLdy doubting laok shewald eqoedt
framahigendwho hef-a goaderd Orwesdejust
imegningit?

‘Oh?Hany reisedaneyetron. Hedcaughther gvinghimjust auch
alokssdedimegned

At wodking' desad Ardbdaehe aodd ask whet ‘After Rlodry, within the hour, wehoud bebedk anny uadl roue ad into the Forest o
Athdl. Renty d facesdag thewey to dopad panic if yaulike?Qrmavealitiie cein the woods for tee? It dl sourdkd owek © ... tredaas?
Bentoheowneas yes Orepddly

SO,

Whatever you sy, he sad - which for some resson imitated her out of her mind Bad enough thet it wes "whatever de sad” when he wes
tatdly under her influence But haehewsslike. .. like alanb on his way to the daughter! And maybe nat now, nat this timg but soon, too
soon, heredly would be!

Do you put thet much bloody fathinme then? she blurted, daing & im "Whetever | fudding say?

Hewastaken by sumprise 'Why, yes Why nat?

Oh mehweemen! Bl aiedaut. . . to hersdf, yet il maneging to surprise harsdf. If only it were possible to breek the dhains on his mind
and H it free- 58t im free- tofly, fly likeagél frightened bird! It would bewarth ... dmog anything! She thought it, and & onoe denied
thethought:

Whet, and betray a cause hed worked for for two hundred years? And ddy her meder, Radu? And throw away her own chance o
immortality? And prove once and for all and beyond any reasonable doubt that e could never be a Lady, Wamphy'ri, but must
always be a snivelling. . . women?Ridiculoud

It was her immeture lesch fighting badk; fighting for itslife againgt apower as strong as anything it ever met before, which it didht, coulahnit

paosshly, undardand Bamie Jarisediaons baled ove; Sedanced a Hary; hehed tuned hisfareaney to lodk aut o iswincow. Danm hewas Sy
ignaring her ouourg! Asif Sewaeadhild Rraebly becausehe s boonsdaldy underdood anly toowell whetwesgaing an

Ardtraeadten- inbraed dyligt, ena thewhed of theca -B.J fdt thedrargeaaming ad coudnt sop it. It wesas though e dood ouisice hasf,
wetdhingin hamar, fraenby her onnhyproic tdent! Seanlidemfed theegyetash - her dogiesth- aunving up thraugh pinkesheething guns autting the fledh!
Seaudtatetredoodnhe gurs He bood asye. .

Hary danoedaheed, jaked ypright, aiedt ‘Chig-therced. . '

Ardtrelady inherweshended, adB.1 badkindrage Farmow et leset

Fedarmalmtre brekes haded on thewhed, dnodt physicdly degped the ca rourd adhap lefthend bend. Hary wes throan ageiret ber, ad asthey
adlided B.J @aredcsetolodng her sngassss Sekrew her eyeswaudbe aimen, bt hed to put ey efat into binging e ca to ahelt. Treright-hand
whedshunped yp arto the grass vage thehecbirov meckas e srgaing ageinet her window; her driving mimar wesharnt bedk Ardthecar sioped. .

TreNexrasxpe adlgosed his Mdaus door wharehe hed indlindtively aorjured it aross the denboadd It hed benadese thing If they hed aaged, ben
thoawnfawad . .. by row they waud kein the Mddus Corinuum! Nathing he aoud heve s6id o dore wauld have foded Barie Jan this fime No
‘dhuginduosd helludnetion waddhevrecoveed it.

He wiped the sweat from his brow and said, 'Did | say something?

B.J. thumped the steering wheel with both hands, glared a him - and burst out laughing! Then, in the mirror, she saw the blood
on her lower lip and sucked it inside her mouth.

'Hurt? he said, at once solicitous.

'l bit my lip,' shelied. 'You?

Heshook hisheed. What heppened?

I wasn't paying attention to my driving,' she answered. 'l suppose I'm just a bad driver, that's dl." A bad-tempered driver,
anyway.

‘Let's get on to the Forest of Atholl, then,' he said. 'l could use a cup of tea now - not to mention a leak!" Which set her off
laughing again.

Afav minueslae, aetingtrened waed foathlls B sw therim o aful mom o pele it wesdmod trangperart, risng over ahezy, Huepestaled
haizon Rategpsit eqdaned something Sehgued o, awey ...

They found atea shop, sat outside under the trees, relaxed a little. And as they sat there, Bonnie Jean sighed and surrendered her
problems to fate. What would be, would be. And anyway, who could second-guess

Necrosoope: TheLogt Years-\Val. |

459

458

BrianLumley

the future? But this man, this Harry - oh, his attraction, his power over her was strong. She knew it could be argued
that hers over him was stronger, but hers was artificia. Some of it. How much was red, she wondered?

She lay back in her chair, eyes closed behind the lenses of her sunglasses, and said, 'Harry, you know you haven't
mentioned her in along time'

When he failed to answer, she opened her eyes a crack to squint a him. He was frowning, staring a a long low
station-wagon where it had just pulled into the car park opposite the tea shop. She followed his gaze. 'Something?



Harry didn't answer, just sat there staring. But as the occupants of the vehicle got out and headed up the path
under the trees to the tea house, he averted his eyes, turning them on Bonnie Jean instead. And when the shuffling
single-file of red-robed Asiatics had passed, he said: 'l saw this bunch, or one like it, in London once. Other places,
too.'

'Hai Krishna types,' she said, shrugging. 'Pretty harmless, redly. Do they bother you?

The tinkling of tiny golden bells faded and died away as the group went into the cafe. Harry came back to life,
amiled and said: '‘Bother me? Not much. They don't tak to you or look at you. There's no eye-contact. They just do
their own thing.'

But after that he couldn't seem to relax, and by the time the red-robes had come out of the tea shop and found
themselves a table he was ready to move on. And B.J. noticed as they drove away how the frown was back on his
face . .. how he kept staring into his rearview mirror long after the tea shop sign had disappeared into the distance
behind them. ..

The roads were good and traffic light to nonexistent, but after their near-accident B.J. was taking it easy. If there was
even the suspicion of a scenic 'short-cut' she would take it. And the closer she got to her destination the dower she
went, stopping off a the dightest excuse -for the view, or a chance to dabble her feet in cool water over rounded
pebbles - whatever. They even pulled off the road and slept for an hour, cuddlied up on a patch of heather in the lee of
tal rocks, where Harry had to fix a blanket over a couple of dead branches for shade. Hed done so protesting that
there was hardly enough heat in the sun to bother with it, but B.J. was 'afraid of sunburn.'

Findly, as they covered the last few miles to Inverdruie, the light began to fade, the migt crept up from the streams
and writhed in the copses, and the wooded slopes took on a cloaked, mystical look out of legend. The lights of
cottages clustering at junctions and crossroads twinkled like df-fires, while the backdrop of the mountains, black
against an indigo V of starstrewn sky seen through the pass, might easily be the fac,ade of a gigantic set on some
cosmic stage.

The gloaming,’ B.J. commented, as she pulled off the road and turned tightly behind Auld John's cottage, parking
the hire car in the shadowsdf birch and roven

'In which," the Necroscope whisperingly answered, ‘dl the Jocks go arcaming’

The wee lads and lassies, aye!' Laughing lightly, she got out of the car. (Ah, but if only her heart were as light as her
laughter.)

And what about his. ..?

Harry didn't quite know what to make of Auld John, but then he didn't quite know what to make of anything right now.
His heart seemed to spend mogt of its time in his mouth (which was why he made jokes whenever he could), and his
nerves were stretched to bresking. He supposed it was some kind of parancia, the latest attack of this ridcuous
persscution complex.

But Auld John was. . . something else. B.J. had told Harry that the old gillie used to work for her uncle - the one with
the hunting lodge -and that while he was very respectful and trustworthy he was also very proper. And maybe just a
bit peculiar? Understatements on dl counts, Hary thought.

The old man didn't grovel but he came close. And not just to Bonnie Jean but also to the Necroscope. Bowing and
scraping, he was very nealy obsaquious - dmod like a ainging dog who wants o bedy to be petted but thinks he might be
kicked. But as for proper: no doubt about it

When Bonnie Jean went up to her tiny garret bedroom, the old man stayed downstairs with Harry; in B.J.'s absence
he referred to her as 'the wee mistress: a verah special lady!" Wdl, and so she might have been once upon a time,
Harry supposed - when she'd used to stay at her uncle's lodge. . .

After awhile B.J. caled Auld John upstairs and for ten minutes or so Harry could hear them taking but couldn't
make out what was said. Then Auld John came down again and offered him a nightcap - 'A wee dram shid put ye away
nicely, aye! A guid nicht's legp cannae hurt a man. Maybe not, but the Necroscope refused anyway. If he was
climbing tomorrow, he would need a clear head.

And when Aud John tock Hary updairs he medeapant of showing him the toilet, directly opposite the Necroscope's tiny
room. 'Just so's ye cannae be mistaken ... ye ken? Yes, he kenned wel enough. And the wee mistress's room was at
the other end of the corridor, with dl those cresking floorboards in between. Wherever Auld John was in the house,
he'd be sure to hear those boards.

But in fact they didn't creak once. B.J. was far lighter on her feet than
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Harry. And the way she was able to manoeuvre her way around a dark house was quite remarkable.

So thought the Necroscope . . . while deep inside he didn't find it remarkable at dl. But he was glad she came anyway, on this
night of dl nights. It seemed to have meaning other than sex. Indeed it must have, since they didn't make love but were content
enough simply to liein each other'sarms. . .

The morning was grey, overcast, and B.J. seemed pleased and in fairly good spirits. Pleased with the weather, anyway. The
Necroscope couldn't say how he felt: ‘odd' might best describe it. They breakfasted, took Auld John's car - B.J. didn't say why -



and headed south-west dong aroad that paraleled the Spey on their right and the Cairngorms on their left. It was early and the
roads through the valley were empty.

'How far? Harry asked as they turned onto the main road. His voice and mood were very subdued.

‘Just three or four miles,' she told him . . . and then because she had been doing a lot of thinking and dreaming during the night,
she abruptly changed the subject. 'Harry, would you mind telling me your thoughts about life?

‘Life? Hewaslooking in his rearview mirror again.

‘Birth, life, death: the whole thing. | mean, how do you view it? You're ill young - we are young - but we get old, we die, and
it'sdl over.'

Harry knew dl about that - knew how wrong she was, that death wasn't the end, and it wasn't ‘dl over' - but that was
something he couldn't talk about. Right now, though, he could lie; because without consciously thinking about it, he was in control
of himself. But maybe he didn't have to lie. That's a bit morbid, isn't it? he said. 'What's brought this on?

'Oh, | don't know," she answered, trying to find a way to explan. 'It's just that as we get older, we seem to leave so much
behind. Family, friends, even lovers - especialy lovers. One partner is older, or gets old faster, and dies faster, and leaves the other
to go on. It seems unfair, makes having someone to love seem pointless. Doesn't it?

'Isthis us you're talking about? Are you worrying about the future?

She sighed and said, 'l ask a question, and you answer it with a question!" She could switch him on, of course, and find out how
he felt that way. But in their situation that would be . .. unfair? And what if she didn't like the way he felt? Buit:

Very wdll, if it's important to you,' he said. The way | see it, life is some kind of learning process. We are bom, and we don't
know anything except we're hungry. We grow older, and we start to learn things. Eventually we're "educated”; we figure we know
everything! Except life isn't like that. The older we get the more there is to
understand, and less time to understand it. So that by the time we die—' (which was something he knew dl about) ‘—we're only
just coming to the conclusion that we don't know any fucking thing!" And then we really wise up - except it's too damn late! For by
then we can't tdl anyone how clever we are. . .

‘But what if we didn't get old? B.J. said. 'l mean, what if we didn't have to, if there was a way to avoid it? She knew she was
treading on thin ice. She must be careful not to bridge the gap between Harry's conscious and unconscious knowledge. 1t wouldn't
do to have the two start lesking into each other.

She needn't have worried, for Harry wasn't listening. Suddenly his knuckles were white where his fingers gripped his arm rest,
and his gaze was riveted to his rearview wing mirror.

B.J. glanced in the central rearview mirror . . . and gave a start! 'What the. . .?'

The station-wagon from yesterday, with a least two occupants from the red-robe troupe, was bearing down on them like a
hawk stooping to its prey. And the way it was coming, it seemed aimed at their car, a them! So that a thought flashed unbidden
through Harry's mind:

Isthisit? | swthar moneday. Thet wesKylestdat, warningmeabout nyfuure Arethesepardeteed dnyfure? Abumh of kamkee morks trying
oforeewsdf therced? Isit assnessthet? Ardis thet whet'sbemn batharing me smehowknoning thet thiswes aregang upane?

The car behind pulled out, looked like it would overtake. And B.J. gasped, 'Is that what they are - dl they are - roadhogs? What
idiot issued a driving licence to this maniac!" She gave way and applied her brakes . . . which probably saved their lives.

As the station-wagon rocketed forward and overtook them, it swerved violently to the left, cutting in on their vehicle The
collison between the rear end of the station-wagon and the front of Auld John's car threw the latter to the left. The road ran
pardld to agrass- and weed-grown ditch on that side, but right at this point there was a rickety wooden bridge that went angling
off over the ditch to awoodlands track. Just how B.J. managed to control the steering and turn onto the bridge, Harry couldn't say;
it seemed more likely that the shock of the collison was responsible, that it had physically shifted the front of their car to the left.
In another moment the bridge's boards were rattling and shuddering under BJ.'s wheedls, and then they were into the woods and
dowing doan

‘Bad driving? she gasped. That wasn't bad driving. That was fucking ddiberate’

Harry was looking ahead. The track curves right, probably back onto the road. Don't stop but follow it through the trees. If it
was deliberate they may be waiting for us.'
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‘Sowret goodwill thetdo?

Hegitted histeshad sad, ‘At leest well krowit wescdibarate Well know to pratect aursdves-ad mayketo hit bedk!

Hit bedk? Sedarpsd nthebrekes siopped adtire gomn her doar. How?Hary, weteinthe micded rovhae ad urarmed W, with ae exagion’
Intheboat o thedd ca: her arostoow. Sregat it, carebadk to her diving set, pessed thewegonto Hany.

Helooked & it, ard dmoet hed to shaut, WHe? Bea sethe andernt enginehed deided to datt reding,

Y aull wart to hit beds, wort you? Seyeled (For it hed 2k in thet they reelly might reveto. Shed ben equeding something like thisfar eslog ssde
audramens; hedkroanit mus comeeveniuelly. But likethis?)

BamieJm whet trehdl'sgaing a?hesad, gaing threwads ot (Did it haveto dowith im- Al Kylestdat - arwithhe?Ard if with he, why?Se
wesaninnooat, weat 2Bt agan, innooant of Whe)

'Oh loedthefuddngthing' hesgoped

Ardashemecetodos

Honk! Hoooonk!



They lacked beck Ardithereit wes thelang, Hadk, loadung, row snide-looking geicriwegmn Itwesimeybeten to fifteen pecesbanind them, heif-hiddn
indangling fdliage itsfrant doarsgoen Ardlesning anthedoars thediiver ad hisfront-sest pessage. BenasHary ad B dared), the dhiver resdred indde
theca ard harked aggin, then codead hisheed naresdeard smiled

Hary locked & thar faces- eyeaoniadt - adkrew fram thet namart thet wheteser thiswesit wes lifeendangaing saias In the ddiing o thetress ther
geswaefad, full o ydlow, shifting light. Ardthar ginswaedmod vaouas likethe ginsd aoaodlesar hyares. . filled with melice!

Almogt unaticed, B hed tekentheaasgow framhim Hesaw thegrins dip framthefaces of theredhrdies assthey fell into aaudnesbdriind their doas saw
thar danted eyesrarow, heard the vibrating, dedric trummmd theaosows gring. Ardin thenedt slit-second B.I'sbalt dammed hareinto the pard o
thediva’'sdo, buying itsef dep

Trediverwesirgdethec now; sraghtaning upbaind thewhed, hecdled aut to his pessagg. Thet aehed readed indde the ca, aoreback aut with
... amadinepigd? Alnod o itsonnaxoad the NeorosaopesMdaus meh aommenead exaving anthe stend hismetgphysicdl mind But bdfioreheanud
arjueachr—

—BJhaedtheca ingag, fidhtalling estherear whedstire ypasren o dirt. Than they weeround aband, bunaing thraugh birch ad ronen ad ao a
hricoeinwasereper tentefird and Ard
findly back onto the road. Then as B.J. put her foot down, without saying aword Hany took up har crosshow and rloeded it
But ashedomy, cardfully put it down again, he saick

I thought they might have something against me, but now I'm not e You weae sud You mud have ben, because
"innocant” people dont go shoating a peoplefar baing bed driverd So whet's going on, B.J? What do these men have agand you?

She didn't answer but looked in her driving mirror - and saw at a dancethet it westimeto switchimon. Deiintdy, because the
bladk station-wagon wes coming a tham again, and B knew she couldnit handl e this on her own. 'Harry, mah wee man!' she yelled
as the rear window shattered, showering diced glass inwards and something hat buzzed and spanged inside the car. 'Are you
listening? Do you understand? Y ou can tak nomrelly:!

Ligening, yes' he mumbded dezedy s the moon blinked out, the wolf quit howling and the inner man surfaced. 'Understand,
no.' His vaicewaslikeacdhlds unoatan, dreid

| told you the time might come when | would send you out after them, the Ferenczys and the—

—Drekus'heaut her off.

Wil, now theyvecomefor ud'

"Vampires' Harry said. And as suddenly as that, his voice had changed. This wes the men shed fird seen inadakk garagein
London-the one in the aley, after he had got her out of trouble - the one who hed faced up to BigJnmy in B 'swire bar. Then
for thefirg imeinalong time she remembered just who he was supposed to be Radu's Mysterious One! Maybe he was,
at that! So it should come as no suprise that thisHary wesavay had, vary cdd one

Up ahead, the road narrowed to a single lane on the left. The right-hand lane was coned off for some forty or fifty
feet where the surface was badly potholed; but it was a Sunday and no one was working. Also on the right, a wooden
fence guarded the road from a steep descent to the river. If a car went over, it would keep right on gaing uril it hit the
wed.

Just as B.J. entered the defile, Harry reached his foot over and stamped on the brake. The car behind was amost on
top of them. It skidded right, then sharp lft; its nearside tyres skipped over the ditch, whichweas shdllow harg and it ran nosefird inoadunp
o gringy ssplings thet bent over with itsweight and firdly Sopped it. It would tekealitiewhileto untangle

But: 'Shit!" Harry said, as he released the brake and B.J. shot Auld John'sca foward again.

‘Whet? Shewesjubilant. But westoppad them!'

'Only for alittle while,' he said.

Then they were round a dlight left-hand bend and the road ran
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dragt dedfar mpeamiea noe Atteedd tremile thercedwesaut ino the hillsde anthe left & anather left-hend bad, while an tre right the digp
wessar to dersewoodads Dropnrehae Hary ssid

Whet? Selockedathimautof thecomer o hereye

Dropmehard’ hergoeetad hardly.

Secpeasat Whe, addyauthirk yauretrelarehighwaymen a somghing?

'Orsomething; henodoed

'Y aull jumpout and auprisethem, will you?

Droprrerow, befarethey carerourd thet band beck thereard e us' hesaid

Seawtrethewsssaious Theyl kill you

No they wority Hary ook hishesd Thisiswret | do, ramarbe? Sodedgpadhim

But asthe Neorospehestid for thetress @ the Soedf therced hecalled aut, Now gplike hell! Thet ca f theirsismoeponvefu; if theyre nat bedk anyour
tal inacoyded milesyoull krow | gt them Thenyoueanaamebeck far me Ardif they ae. . | Heledt it & thet, andweidedfrancove ssBd doeansy . ..

Hany fixed the contoursof thefareted hillsdedhesd in hismindseyeard regiderad the co-adinetes Hewaud heveliked to dodednedk them bt didhit have
tretime Then aorjuingaMddusdoar, Femeckeajunp o theattic of ishousein Bamyrig, It took anly amamat a 0 to adledt whet heresd ad mekea
reLmjunphekinotretressa thesded therced

Speing southwest, Aud Johriscar hed dnnedt redred tredacewhae e reedwes at into thehillSde: But in the opposite diredion ugt aairng into view
ard rackeing cown therroed - thelack stationwegon! At the speedl they weregaing, they'd caich ber in oot two minutes



Hary sgpad beck undr treledly cover f thetressardamonert later felt the st of presured ar asthe Hadk ca svet by, Hehed faty ssoondks. . . bt
resdad arly ninear ten Ore tock imtoalocaion analdd Huf highover therced nridivey benean thetwo cars Twa tack imdoawnagain towheretherced
bart uder arocky, waodad, dmost ovehenging granite fomretion. Ard three o ten v him dimiing just afew fedt to alecte whae daisies sorautad in the
qadswheehewesddeto aauchdoanaut o sght bt yet keppangeantrerced

Inthet position, by resching ot ahend hewaudeadeto touchapessing ca. But Sndly to toudh the satioriwegon wesrtt his pupose Hehed judt less
then thirty seconds B wesahdf-milefather coantherced, adhe pusaswaeantharwey. Hary pesked ot aaurd

theimd therodk and clallatedimeand ddance

Twerty sk, . fiftem. ... ten TreNeoosogpes cdaulatiorswaredmod pafed. Hetook acombiretion of deedly itemsfram hispockeisard anned them,
then hdd thamalitie ankwady bah in arehend Ardhistimewesup, ronaetrentwo ar trree ssooncs et when heleened aut ad smurg hisam towards
treqencarwindow, rdessing theganecband CScanider into thedured intariar.

Intrelagt moment the.coupentsd the setionwegon hed sen b, the pessangs - theredradoewith the mednineasd -wesan Harry's Sde Heled jaked
thetop helf of hishody beck into thecar ssthe Nearcsagpeswing & hiswirndow - but hehed ssnwhet hedfloan ins de! After thet:

Treadivity inthesatioiwegon becarefrantic, akdur o ndion, dl toroaval. Injut amamat the cr begen to svave left and right asits intrior filled
withyelow ges ard therechdoewith thegun resdhed aut and grabboed hd d f therrodfradk, trying to drag himeef aut through his wircw! Tre—

—Trewindbastev ot ad the rodf Hew df, tsking the are with the mechineqastd with it! Thevehide hed travdlled mavkeahurdred ad fifty feet
bead Hary's postion; but hethrawv ypanam to sidd himedf anywey, asthe bt lided ot ad thunder hodk thear, ad the edoes dated to aare
boundrg connframtrevelley wells Ardwhentelodked ...

Treca'stoplodked like it hed been peded ar aut looseby agiant canvgang. ltwesfloeting inthe ar over the ca, tuming laaly like alef, and the rechdoe
hedlet godf hisgunadweshanging anto therodadk, dingng o it far hislife But bath thecar and radf waredlill ravelling & naethen sxty milesan haur,
adthouchthebardintercedwesdight it catanly weatadreight line

Tresaiorrwegonwart through thewooon sttty fanceasif it were belsawood, then seamed to vay gradldly nosediveinto the cangpy o trees ad the
rodf with itshenga-anwert fluttering efter. TheNeoosxpehetf-equeded aseoord Hlagt bt it didhit come jut the sourd of brandhes shetiising, fdllowved by
thesoued o wiadhed twisting meid, saverd dul thuds adslece. .

Hary faurdaway coanto thewratkege Heaoud haveusad the Gantinuum but weant in too much o ahuny. Degate the N, thet resrdoewho hed ben
dingng totherad asif itwaealiferdat hed il lodked farly egile A varpirg itwespossble hed anvived thefdl. Hewaud haeacamedomn an top o the
&, honea, whchwoudnt heavermacefar ahgyyy landing
Tretreeswaedarseard thewey dak banesth them Birds meinty wood pigeors werestarting to settfein their brandes ad despard
BrianLumley
466
Necrosoope Thelogt Years-\Val. |
467

coo again after the initia shock. Maybe that was a good sign. Looking back, Harry could just meke out the broken
fence through the foliage canopy; and looking ahead through the undergrowth down the steep, leaf-mould slope
under the trees, aflash of bright water caught in a stray sunbeam.

When he stepped over the freshly falen branch of atree, its bark ripped back, he knew he must be close. The slope
was very steep here; lots of leafy debris had come down from above; the Necroscope began skidding on his heels,
deliberately amed himsdlf a the bole of a huge tree - an oak, he thought, well over three feet in girth - to dow himsdf
down. Above him the canopy was dense, with patches of daylight showing through . . . and one unmistakable large
patch of dangling, broken branches.

Using the great gnarly roots of the oak as hand and footholds, Harry scrambled around the bole of the tree ... and
was there. Directly overhead, trapped in a tangle of branches, the twisted, dented wreckage of the station-wagon's
roof lay horizontal on a platform of crushed foliage, like a metd blanket flung carelessly into the tree. And down
bdov—

—The vehicle was standing on its nose, which had dug in, then crumpled as the soil compacted. Its rear end was
trapped, compressed in afork of mighty branches, else the impact might easily have caused the petrol tank to explode.

Maybe better if it had, the Necroscope thought.

Better for the driver, anyway.

Far the diiver wes il inthe car, pinned likeafly on the cdunn o hisstripped steering wheel, where the blast of the grenade had
thrown him. His face had come forward so that his chin was resting on the frame of the shattered windscreen, and
crimson trails were seeping from his ears, nose, and mouth down the vertical, crumpled bonnet and dripping into the
dark soil. But his yellow, Asiatic face was mohile, drooling, grimacing, and even as Harry watched his eyes opened.
Inverted but on aleve with his own eyes, they looked straight a him, and he saw how red they were in their cores. ..

Then the mouth blew red bubbles and made a noise, and a bloodied, broken hand twitched up onto the window sl
of the sprung door. It jerked and trembled there, making feeble beckoning motions. And those awful eyes pleaded.
The red-robe was asking for help.

'Oh, sure!" the Necroscope said, and stepped back a pace. But even if this one had been human - or especialy if he
were human - there'd be no helping him. Severa pulsating loops of lacerated intestine were dangling out from under
the driver's door, dripping blood.

Somewhere overhead, back through the tunnel of trees, the drone of a car's engine coughed into silence, and in the
next moment a shout came echoing on the suddenly ill ar. 'Harry! Where are you?

B.J. - she must have seen the broken fence and guessed something of what had happened.



'Down here!' Harry caled back - which startled the wood pigeons again, set them fluttering, and broke the awe-stricken mood of
the place. 'Be careful how you go. It's steep . . . And the thought struck him: just like we were out rambling! Except they weren't
out rambling, and there was monstrous danger here. What about the other red-robe?

Then, smdling a new but no less letha danger, he stepped back another two paces and began cirdling the suspended vehicle.
Along with the blood seeping into the soil there was a shimmering pool of vaporizing fud in the area of the buried fender. A trail
of petrol led back to the fractured tank . . .

He became aware of B.J.'s sounds as she descended towards him through the trees. But suddenly everything felt wrong. What
about the vampire who had been dinging to the roof? Where was he? And just who was it who was coming down the slope under
the trees anyway?

Thinking of the one who had been on the roof of the station-wagon had caused the Necroscope to glance up into the tree agan.
At which precise moment there was movement; the twisted blanket of metal tilted a little ... and a tattered, blackened deeve,
once red, came into view. But the hand projecting from the deeve continued to hang on to the roof!

The roof tilted more yet and the red-robe came fully into view. He was conscious, furious! He saw Harry directly beneath him,
and snarled; his eye-teeth were fangs Then he let go his hold, did from the roof face-down, and fell directly towards the
Necroscope!

Harry hurled himsalf backwards, missed his footing, tried to conjure a door. The vampire was on dl fours, muscles bunching to
spring. His robe was in tatters, limbs and body a mass of cuts and scratches. And his face was a mask out of hdl!

B.J. stepped over Harry, amed her crossbow almost point-blank, squeezed the trigger. The bolt sprang free, buried itself to the
flights in the red-robe's heart. He had seen her at the last moment and had started to come erect; her bolt seemed to knock him
backwards, limbs flaling as he callided with the door of the station-wagon and did to a sitting position. Then his mouth spat a
stream of bloodied froth, his eyes closed and his head slumped onto his chest.

And B.J. panted, 'Harry, your lighter . . ." She was shaken, yes, but there was a snarl in her voice, too.

Harry collapsed the invisible door he had conjured alittle way down the slope, into which held been about to hurl himsdf. He
fumbled out a cheap cigarette lighter, flipped its top and struck fire. He knew what B.J. would do; as they scrambled away from
the car and its occupants, he did it for her:

He tossed the lighter in alazy arc into the pool of vaporizing fuel. It
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hadn't even hit the ground before blue flames licked up, enveloped the car, making a whoosh! and a roar that threw
out awdl of heat. B.J. and Harry kept going; they were into the trees, covered by the mossy boles of a clump of birch
trees when the tank blew. And when they looked out the car was an inferno. The explosion hadn't shaken it loose, but
already the foliage around was on fire, burning furiously. Nothing was going to get out of that hell dive, but ill they
kept watching.

'Look and learn,’ B.J. said, hoarsely. 'One of them must be a lieutenant. A job like this could never have been trusted
entirely to mere thralls." Harry knew she was right, and knew which one was the lieutenant.

The driver,' he said, remembering how his eyes were crimson in their cores.

She glanced a him, frowned and said, 'Oh? She might have been about to say something else, but a sudden
commoetion in the blazing car stopped her. It was the driver. For while his passenger was content to sit there and mdlt,
and drip, he wasn't.

Through the envelope of blue-shimmering heat, the lieutenant's redabed, Hlaaing figure wes plarly visble Twitching and
jeking, withdl hislimbs spedicaly threshing, helifted his heed from the window sl and seemed to look out through the wall of fire.
But his eyes were peeled white things with no sight in them.

'Dead,’ B.J. grated, 'but his metamorphic flesh won't accept it. It wants to go on, wants more.

Even as she spoke, the chest and guts of the thing in the burning vehicle erupted, putting out corpse-white
tentacles or feders to lash in the super-heated confines of the car. Bunching together, they blossomed outwards
through the stripped roof and upward into the fiery dipstream, and floated there in the furnace updraft like the arms of
eaipded aamone

Other tentacles uncoiled out of the door, opened at their tips, and pissed an orange fluid dl around that steamed
where it fdl to earth. Then the thing gave in, withdrew its meting appendages, crumpled down into itself and began to
slop out of the door around the shoulders o the blazing thrall. Body fatswere onfirenow and the tink of roediing flesh wes sidkening.
It mesked whet wes left of the CSsmdl, which B had taken to be part of the natural stench of the accident.

That one had been a vampire ... oh, for quite some time' she said. 'If he wasn't Wamphyri, it was close. Now we
have to go. It's over, and we don't want to be found here’

And Harry, who could ill converse normdly, said, This was just two of them. There are four more that we know
of!

1 know," she said, taking the lead and heading back up the slope under the trees. 'Our trip is off. | have to tak to
Auld John - but by tdephone! They might have tracked usfram hisplace! If they'd held bedk
just aminute or two, they might even have followed usto. . .'

‘... ToRaduin hislair? Harry said.

She heard the confusion in his voice, looked back and saw it in his face. And she bdlieved that she understood. Right now he was
‘switched on' to the reality of things; he knew that she was in thrall to Radu Lykan, Wamphyri! He knew that he was working for



Radu's agent, Bonnie Jean, against those of other vampire Lords. The 'myth' of their mutua affection - the bond he and B.J. had
established - might have been compromised; Harry might have begun to suspect that he was being used.

Therefore . . . perhaps she would be wise to erase this entire episode from his mind. But not here. Indeed the sooner they got
away from this place the better. And so:

It's okay,' she told him over her shoulder. Til explain things in the car. Then anything you don't understand will seem ... oh,
very much simpler.'

And there might be one or two things she would like him to explain to her, too . . .

... Like: 'How? How did you do it? They were heading south for Dawhimie

Despite that Harry was till under her spell, he couldn't answer her. Anderson's directive came first: that he must protect his
talents at dl cost. Wherefore he must lie. Beginning to sweat, he said, 'l played the highwayman, as you suggested, left it to the last
second and jumped out on them. If the driver had had a moment to think ... he might have recognized me, run me down. But he
didn't. He tried to avoid me, swerved, and never regained control.’

‘But. .. areyou crazy? She gasped. 'Y ou could as easily have died!"

If they'd kept coming, | was ready to jump back into the bushes. It was them or me- or you.'

You did it for .. . 7 But there she paused. For she redly didn't want to know this: that Harry had done it for her. She
preferred to believe held done it because of her hypnotic programming - didn't she? But in any case, his answer had
thrown her completely off track. So that she didn't think to ask how he had covered the mile from the place where she'd
dropped him to the spot where the station-wagon had gone over the edge.

And she didnit even wonder why hed been o quick off thermak with his cigarette lighter. But the Necroscope knew why:

He hadn't wanted to give her time to notice the condition of the wrecked car's interior, the fact that he had bombed
it. That would only have led to more questions, and he wasn't sure he'd have any satisfactory answers.

But in any case there were no more questions, never could bein
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amadinwith thiseasooke Far lag befaethey gat to Dawhimie B.1 hed dresdy wiped it from the Neorosogpes ming, tdd him it hed benanigimere to
magewith dl theahas adtret hedoud Sy ot it. . .

Unnoicad by thepeir asthey hed puiled aney from the'scddarnt Ste anather cr patked onthe grass verge three hundreds yards bedk from the band hed aneto
life, pulled aut oo theroed rdlled slently faward ard sopped whaetheferewes S ettared ad Hadk svdeedimbed inacdurmfram the ey o riversice
tresstotrebuegey $y.

Tredive -adight mendressad inalighweght Hadk rainacet buitoned to thenedk ahugewhitehet with aflogpy brim, and sdeshiddad sunglassss- gt aut
adrmaehiswey quiddly conninto thewoods Fdlowing B.1 ‘sand the Neorosaopestracks and hisnose hewessoon & thesored figy devedtation

Trefirewestburing uphill through thetinderike undagroath, tonvardstrerced whichwoud famareturd firdoreek. Thustrebladng vehide, deady vishle
astresouced thefirg wesgorcad elie Likenise vishieweaethetwo dadkening aorpses aresunmpad behind thewhed ard the dther seeted upright besce the
ug oo

Kegargwel bk fran trefirg, the dight men st the sseewith eyes thet were birdHaright, yellow in the decke d his het A dlidening badk, geaming
djet raughly thedzead dged acoumbe issd admateaadding ndssssomeddaeframtreinfero. It Sucded ad lay ill e asthe dight men
tock ypadssd hrachto prad it. Bewen thisdijedt aditreca, atrall of dicky dimes.ggedad thet it hedmeckitsoanwey towheeit hed died

Itwesdkad yes hut it coudnt beldt lying there Or so0er o laer smerewalld kes reto e@nireit. Ardthet wouldnt db & &ll. S usng hisbrah the
nanin theranocet twitched thelesch beck inoo theirfemo, ino thefurecehet o theredtdoning ca. Treedodd doit

Trenwithout futher adb thelitle menmecehiswey beck to hisonnvehide ad dovequiddy aney framthesare Itwestimehenrecergoat to his Megars
ingdly...

InDawhirmie, B.J phoned Aud Jdmand tdd imwiet hed hggpened], tdld Him to bing her ca, whee o leave it, and where hewould find Hisoan cat. Ard
whnhed gt thet draight Sesad, Andowitsuptoyou, dn Areyoup o it?

Trewethe'squid’ heasvared, berdy mereging to contain hisdiation, ‘and ahll teketheessy wey yp Dimeefre, menBamielass . . . Aud Jhrill bejut
fird Why, éhbdievedimesmn|ockin fawad zeit - tteseeHm agan!'

Bu thefeading, dd fried, the fesding. You must promissmeyaull be careful?

'No need tee bother yere mind,' he told her. 'Ah ken well enough. It's neer Histime and Hdl be hungry. But &l be on men
ouard!

'‘Good. And make sure - make absolutely sure - that you're not fdlomed They may be onto you aswel, John!'
B.J coud pidure hiswdfish grin as he ansivered, 'Aye, but &im no o an essy target. And meh dd shotgun's loeded Wi' siver shat, aswall ye
ken'

'Good luck, then. Andtalk to mewhenitsdone’

Beareahwill.

'Sobeit, said Bonnie Jean, and put the'phonedown. ..

EPILOGUE

It wesdill the ey hoursd the maming in Dawhinnie in Soatland; but some two hours earlier in the Drakesh Monastery, on the



Tingri Fatea, it hed dready been miccky . ..

The white-robed initiate whom Harry Keogh had seen tramping the white wade to thefacein the rock wes & legt reedy. Reedy to
face (ashe saw it) his find challenge, the last rite of "purification,” and long-aweaited acogptance into the Drekesh Sat.

He had been cleansed of dl earthly sins, dl vices of the flesh, the mind and the soul. He had endured dl the rigours
of life in the monegtay - its adaity, adibecy, ssoreny; its ladk of communication, which wes forbidden - dl of the sdf-denid o the
brotherhood without being a part of that brotherhood, without its acceptance. In short, for the two long years that he hed lived
here... hedlived alie

Far unknown toim and two athers jugt like him, they were the only ones who had suffered the austerity, celibacy and silence.
As for the ret o the brathers they hed survived thar initiations long ago. Now they had their Master, Daham Drakesh, to give
them succour; now they bethed in the blood which is the life the tainted blood of thar oamn; now they had each other. Moreover,
they had the women of the Drakesh Township: the produce o thar fam and fidds the warmth of their cringing bodies (while yet
they remained warm) in the dark of night; their blood, in however amdl a measure, to provide et least a tage o the feeds
toaome

Ah, for their Master provided for them in this monotonous white wildamess no less then he wauld provide far them in the
outddewarld, when at last it was his ... when it was theirsl And except that they mug natimpregnete thewaomen - a drain them
to deeth ar undeeth, ar wesken tham beyond therr cgpeaity to wark - nothing wes farhidden to the brathers: But the anly, the uitimetg, the
unforgiveble sSnwould be
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the denia of the vampire Lord Daham Drakesh himsdlf. And its punishmet ...

... But there were diverse ways in which snnars, ar even innocant men - such as initiates - might serve in the monastery of
Daham Drakesh

This initiate - that figure in white whom the Necroscope had seen mardhing with three priegts in front and three behind - wes
reedy for hisfina orded. In the preceding two years he had fasted for weeks at atime; at other times he had survived on
yak's milk, coarse bread, and peehoney. For amonth now hisdet hed been such that hed ot ten pounds in weight and now weighed a
litle over one hundred and fivepounds. And this was a young, previously healthy man of eighteen years

His ordeals had been fasting, freezing, loneliness, celibacy (which scarcely counted, since hed never known a
womean in his life), self-denial, hard work - and fear. The last because there were . . . soundsinthe monedery, adanaura. ..

Wark hed bem thefirg, when far months he mugt tal to dig his own cavelet from the solid rock, because he was forbidden to
have a bed until he had a place to put the bed. The rest had been likewise obligatory: he could only eat what the
brothers gave him, speak if or when spoken to, masturbate at his own peril. The sensitivity of the brothers, and
especialy of Daham Drakesh, was frightening. They could smdl sex; they seemed to have the power to smdl the very
thought of it

But he hed been deansad of outside influences; his body reduced and refined, hismind numbed. And Dehem Drakesh -who wes killed in the
ats d sssing without baing sean, of knowing without being knoan, and of hearing without being heard - found him pleasing.
Drakesh took plessurein purity and innocence, perheps because he hed never hed any of hisoan. But heknew whereto gt it

The High Riegt took histime ariving & the room o the rite First hevisited the cavern of the creatures: hybrid vampire things
waxing in thar vats They would bewanriars eventuely, the fird of meny. Then, asit hed bean in unsde/Sarsde, o it wauld be here And
evay high pace an aaie each deadly day atimed aufew, and the nights. ... ah, the nightswould bdong to Datem Drekesh! In fiveg, ten, fiftemn
years? A long time aye, but whet istimeto the Wamphyri?

The cavern of the creatures: no one was alowed down here but Dehem Drakesh himedf and ahendful of his lieutenants If any
common thral should enter this place, he would be fortunate indeed to leave. Drakesh looked down into a vat, its
gelatinous surface surging with long, dow ripples. They waxed, his beasts; they could be brought on quickly, if need
be. Or they could lie here another hundred years, wating to be bom.

Then he looked at the trough-like conduits that serviced the vats, rust cdoured runnds carved in the rock, umhilical duices to
fead the foetd abnomrdlities being bred here Thet fod in Chungking, Cdlond Ts-Hong, would have Drekesh bresd humen wariors W, and
0 hewould - so he was, as witness the brotherhood - but Tsi-Hong knew nathing of such asthese

AstheLadd vampires ingpected his vats, 0 there hed commeanced afamiliar combingtion of whistling, aracking sounds fram somewhare
overhead; the acoustical quality of the monastery's chambers was ramakade And now it carg atidde & firg but graduelly
sndling the red tide Thelifetlood of the brathers, given of their oan freewill, gurgling doan the duices to the vas Then, in the heatt of evay
liquid wamb, aduggish dirring as vegudy outlined occupeants sensed theflow o rich red food.,

Déham Drekesh amiledin his fashion and moved on; hehed ssendl o thisbefore

Heldt the foad vat-things to thar gluttony, dimbed stone gars to the chamber o the trough, the long-accusomed soene o dlatt, ritud
flegdlation, and from there took long, loping, farwardHeaning drides to the room of the legt rite of initigtion. He wes eeger now; the Sght of the
aimson flow in the cavem o the cregtures, and the bloodHinged migt over the trough of silent agony, had set vampire juices
working. Drakesh hed his omn neads no less then the waxing aregtures in his vats o metamarphic aregtion. Exagt his needs were mare
Hetive

The initiate was waiting; clad in white, knegling between a pair of redrobed acdlytes (Drakedhs lieutenents), he devaied his
gyes &s the Master entered - and a once lowered them. The room was small, square, high-ceilinged. At one end, a
near-vertical, flue-like ot had been hewn into the solid rock wall. Sx feet high from the floor, this chimney wasssded by a



messve blodk of gone, gepped on oneddelikeadas A pulley-sygaminthe odling dangled long ropes of chains fitted with dandike grapples
Tooresde acat was pled with blodks of ice that were doMy wdding themsdves together. A stanwel in the oppodite well wart down into
daknes

With the Snuous ease o the Wamphyri, Drakesh moved toapositionin front of the initiate, placed a lender hand on his bowed
head, and said "My son, ae you sure? Are you prepered? His vaioe wes dmoet gatle dmost compessonate. Do you desire to exchange
your white rabefar the red robe o abrather?

Indesd, Madter!' Theinitiates voice was no mare then a squesk. His fear was such that he might dmogt have sdd no ... but he would nat
dvein now, expaddly nat inthe presance of Drakesh, Inhissght, hewould never dareto admit defedt.

'‘Look at me,' the Master of the Monastery commanded.

The face of the initiate was drawn; his eyes were hollow, hisyellow
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sin pae as saffron parchment, with fine blue veins showing through. He smdled of youth, innocence, and
everything that Drakesh was not. And thevanpiresiled—

—And began to explain the test. The chimney will house you standing upright with your head bowed to your chest
- as if you bore the weight of the world! But nothing so grest, be assured. These brothers will place blocks of ice
above you, two or three depending on your . . . fortitude? This room is not especialy cold and the ice will mdt soon
enough. But the process will be greatly accelerated by the generation of heat from your own body. This, then, is your
ordeal, my son: the weight of the ice; its dow cold drip; the confines of the chimney. All these things against your
determination, your force for life. Finaly, when the lag few shards of ice dip down around your feet and you dimb out, it will be
over and you . . . will be abrother!" he clapped his hands. 'No more explaining. Into the chimney!"

The red-robed acolytes climbed the dais with the initiate and helped him down into the chimney. Drakesh stood
watching as they operated the pulleys, began loading blocks of ice onto the shoulders of the youth. But. . .

'‘Master!" that one cdled out, the sound of his voice muffled now. There are tiny holes in the floor. A great many

'Certainly, Drakesh called back. 'So that the water from the ice can flow out and the air can flow in. What, and should
| let you drown, or suffocae?

More blocks of ice went into the shaft. Stacked on top of each other, they fitted well; and because the chimney
inclined back into the wall alittle, they could not topple forward. All of their mass was focused on the youth, who now
cried out:

'‘Master, the weight!" His voice was strained, his words a series of panting grunts

'‘An ordeal is an ordeal,’ Drakesh's answer was cold as the ice itsdlf. 'Less than that, and it becomes a mockery.’ But
his very tone of voice was a mockery, while his feral-eyed acolytes grinned and plied the puleys

The column of ice reached up eight feet above the hole in the wal now; its weight was that of five men. As another
block was released from the grapples and did into place, so the column settled an inch or two in its slot. And feding
the sudden, rapid compression of his body, the initiate panted so much faster and louder, his voice becoming a
screech of protest:

1... cannot!. .. Master, I'm being crushed! ... my knees are against thewdl. .. my back is breaking!'

'Cry out, my son," Drakesh called back. ‘It will ease your pain. Pant and groan, even as your mother groaned when
her body opened to spit you into the world. She gave you life - as you now give it to me'

And as the acolytes worked at the rattling pulleys, Daham Drakesh descended the stairwell into the room beneath this room of
torture. It was cold, and as he disrobed he shuddered a very little ... but not from the cold. It was an almost sexud shudder of
anticipation.

Against one wall of this lower chamber, the floor had been scooped out into a shallow basin. As Drakesh stepped naked into the
basin, he looked up. In the celing directly overhead, contained in an area of some eighteen by eighteen inches, a hundred smal holes
had been drilled through to the base of the torture chimney. Through these holes -through the very rock - he could hear the frantic
screams of his victim. And coming to him from the stairwell, the relentless rattling of chains.

Finally there was one last recognizable word: a throbbing 'M-m-mother!" Followed by a shriek to end dl shrieks that echoed
quickly into silence, and a splintering sound that went on and on. And dl that remained was a dow crunching and squelching: the
compression of flesh and bone into jelly. Then, as the rattling of the chains continued unabated, the warm red rain of Drakesh's
shower commenced to smoke down upon him.

But aworse horror was yet to come. For as Drakesh opened his jaws in a yawvning gape, turned up his face and threw wide his
spindly arms to the crimson spattering deluge, so his parasite leech took over. And dl semblance of control, of anything remotely
human, was surrendered now as the thing inside Drakesh revelled in this its life-source, its being, its cursed continuation - revelled
in the blood of an innocent!

Drakesh's olive-marble skin took on a mottled life of its own; his metamorphic flesh rippled over the bones of his face, chest,
body and limbs; the pores of his skin opened like smdl pouting mouths - like the tiny flowers of some hybrid cactus in a rare
desert rainstorm - lapping with their own tongues at the juice of a man where it followed the contours of Drakesh's writhing,
tormented form.

It went on for alongtime. . .



After the pulley chains had stopped rattling and the acolytes were gone in haste from the upper chamber (for they would venture
nowhere near their Master now, not in his passion); then, as Drakesh recovered from his awful ecstasy and staggered from the
basin, and the tiny mouths closed and his skin flowed back into a corpse-like but unblemished whde—

—~Pain! Such aburning agony!

Drakesh hissed his terror, fdl back against the wal and gazed crimson-eyed on his burning flesh. What was this?
Weas it possible hed made a terrible mistake? Had the initiate been a leper, some kind of plague-bearer? But no, this
wasn't his parasite complaining. The pain wasn't his - it was in his mind!

Mentalism. Telepathy. A sending from far, far away. But it was so
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red - 0 immediae, 0 psychicdly in tune with him - thet it could have only one possible source. Flesh of Drakesh's flesh: his
bloodson and dief lieutenent, four and ahdf thousand milesaway in Soatland!

Drakesh opened himsdf to it, accepted part of the pain in order to eter the mind behind it And he was right, it wes his
bloodson, sent out into afareign land. And sent thereto die, apparently:

Theflames mdting anay his body, hisvantaireflesh, cutting into the very heart of him to the cresture indde. And his injuries S0 greet asto
beamod irrepairable; utterly irrepairable, in combination with thefire

Hoping to discover the cause of his son's funeral pyre - its perpetrators- Drekesh atempted degper penetration f the tormented
mind But even vampireflesh can bewek in the fece of the uimetetruth, the true death. It would not be easy to communicate with
the tarified mantdity behind the dying. But lill Dralkesh tried.

Who? he sart. And how? If you would be avenged, you mud try to tdl meny sm Trelhow o it area ae far it westharg, freh in the buming
mirct

The senses-numbing blast of heat and light inside a speeding vehide. .. the crash through a fragile fanoe and headlong
plunge into high branches . . . the jarring cessation of an illusory slow-motion falling, as the wredked car danmed down
nosefird into earth. And a lagt it westimefar the pain, for the knowledge of a devadtated body to Sink in and its agony to wash outwards

But before it could wash all the way to Drakesh, he sent:

Adronwho?

Trerren trewaren treaswver areback framamindeenrow baling in itsgeaming skl

Sowmre

And Deham Drakesh looked aut through asimmaingwal of biuefire at the faces and forms of his son's destroyers. The man
in the London phatographs, o course- this Alec Kyle?- and Radu Lykanis female thrall. Protectors of an ancient enemy . . . and
one who must now beavare thet Hisenamiesweare ebroed in theworld!

Thefaoes theidentiieswarethere and they weare gone, liquefying along with the mind that sent them. Last faint echoes of pain
receding ... the flames dying out. .. the sending ending, along with the snder.

Shocked, scaradly redlizing thefull gravity of the thing as yet, Debem Drekesh dressed himedlf. And hisfingers trambled and he saw agin the
aigmtic face f the men in his bloodson's sending, and in the Oxfad Street photographs: that oh-so-human face masking its
oh-so-weird intelligence. And again the Master of the monastery shuddered; not fram antidpation this time but from the add
And no ardinary adld, but thet of the dien vaid benind the meris eyes

However briefly then, it was asif the vampire sensed thefall of a
grapead threganing night, whosetdoned Seconswaereeding far imeenrow ...

Twodayslae, but aggneaty in the maming, the Nearosrpe Hary Keoch areandee o the ringing of his tidgahone Hehed dgt late ad dreamed Srange
dears- o theGret Mganty, talking ebout imlot nat tohim - ad ashefoa s Hiseesan histravdling dodk, o thetimedidked o/ fram 94410945, Tre
tEghhoneedason bescke hished aontirued o ring, and Hany resded aut and pidked it yp Hehed lang snceloet his adil tarar o the thing, desate thet it
still aorjured flegting, disturhing matifs Now, ashisdrearrsfadad aney ad hisweking mind $eqpened, hegurted, Uh?

Did | wakeyou? Faramamat Hary didht identify thegrasly vdceantredher ed o theling but thenit rejgered ardhe sl

Ba1?Ban Trad? Ardrethought EBrand? Nowvwhet'sya? Butwhet aouidbeup exogt thet theyd mayie heard somahing Ard aper row, giving) it
dl o hisattertion, hesid Ban isit about Brade?

'Sy, Hany, Trask ansnvered & ance But g it it ébout Brach Wite dill anit, of course bt .. nahing ofa. Itsjue thet itskben quiteawhilerovand
wethought it westimenegooe’

We?

Daéladiferesd 5. .. tofind authovthewards treeting yau, youknoa? It aarehad far Tradk to lie A liedeiedior in hisonnright, itwat againg the
gan

Hary nootld desaite thet theather coulahit ssshim. 'T'm dkay, meinty. Andyou peode?

Routing' (Hary srsad Tragdssug). Nat thet anything ever is rautinearound hae Ard gparerntly theressomeweird shit inyour neck of thewoods too .

S thiswessomdhing aher thenapurdy sodd cdl. ThreNeraspeneckro attenyt to dgise hissoumessssheinouiret 'Sowretisit, Ba? Canwe gt
tothe pant? ArdwharesDary? Shaudht helemeking thiscall? Or areyou trying to gt at the 'truth’ of things eh? And what would | have to lie
about .

'‘An accident - wel, an incident - up there in Jock territory,” Trask answered. 'Didn't you read about it? But he made
no comment on Darcy akeswheregbouts

1 only get Sunday pepas' Hany tdd him 'Sowhat are we taking about here? The Necrosoope wias curious now, and cautious Whetever it
was Why was E-Branch taking to him about it? Something he might have bean invalved inf? He hedin't rolabed any benksin Soatland, hed he?



'‘An incident,’ Trask repeated. 'On the Spey, north of the Forest of Athall, just a couple of days ago.'
‘Ontheriva?What kind of inddent’? Curiouser and curiousar! Harry
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and Bonnie Jean had been up that way, until she'd cried off their dimb. She hadn't felt up to it. . . or perhaps she'd
thought he wasn't up to it.

'Near the river,’ Trask said. 'A car went off the road and burned out. Its occupants, too. Horrific! But the police found
aweapon, evidence of afire fight. There were two bodies, members of a Tibetan sect. The Home Office seems to think
there's some kind of sectarian war going on. There were already a dozen of these types in England and another six on
their way in. They work - carrying 'the word,' or whatever - in teams of six. The ones on their way in have been turned
back, sx more in London have been told to leave the country. Which leaves four of these people ill unaccounted for

'‘And? the Necroscope said, when it seemed Trask was done. 'What has dl of this to do with me?

A dight pause, and: 'It's for information only, Harry. | mean, since you happen to be up that way ... 7?7

I'm not your eyes and earsin Scotland, Ben. | thought it was understood? Now I'm out of the Branch, I'm gone for
good.'

Trask's voice was cooler as he answered: "We're not asking anything, Harry. Just passing something on, that's dl.'

'Well, thanks,' the Necroscope told him, just as tersely. 'And is that it?

That'sit.'

Tekecared yourddf, ssid Hary, and without wating for an ansver put the "‘phone down.

At the London end, Trask looked at Darcy Clarke standing beside him and growled, 'I didn't much like that.'

I could see and hear,' the other nodded. 'I understand and totally agree. Now forget it and tell me what you think.'

Trask shook his head. 'It's afunny one,' he said. 'l got the impression he thinks he's telling the truth.'

Thinks?

'From his point of view,' Trask tried to explain, 'he was telling the truth - he wasn't involved in whatever it was that
happened up there. And yet. .. | can't swear. I've only rarely come across this complication before.'

‘A complication?

‘Where | trust someone's word implicitly, and so must consider my own talent suspect! Sill, | agree with you: the
whole thing up there, whatever it is, has Necroscope stamped dl over it. And by the way: the same goes for you.'

'‘What's that? Darcy didn't understand.

That complication | mentioned? Trask stared hard at him. 'When it comes to Harry, | get much the same feding
about you. | mean, / trust you dl the way, Darcy. But somehow | get this fedling that you . .. don't!’

After Trask Ieft his office, Darcy sat a his desk and thought about it, and sighed. For he knew that Trask's talent
wasn't in question. The esper had been right: Darcy didn't trust himsdlf. Or at least, he didn't trust the decision he had
made that time more than three years ago. His loyalties continued to be divided between Branch security and the
well-being of afriend. And Harry was till under those post-hypnotic strictures imposed by Dr James Anderson.

Just how they were affecting his life ... who could say? But on the whole, Darcy liked to believe that his decision
had been the right one. This thing with these red-robed priests out of Tibet was a case in point. Okay, so Harry wasn't
involved - but supposing he had been? What if these rdigious fanatics had known about his talents and had been
hunting him down for their own purposes? Surdly it was better for dl concerned that Harry had been neutralized in that
respect? Of course it wes—

—Yet ill Darcy fdt guilty. Well, it was something he would just have to learn to live with.

In his house outside Bonnyrig, the Necroscope absent-mindedly heaped pillows and sat back against them, frowned
at the telephone, and wondered what dl of that had been about. Red-robed Tibetan monks? Of course he knew
something about them . . . that in some way or other they or their monastery were tied up with his future. But that was
dl. Maybe in the not so distant future he would try to find out more. But as for the recent past:

A couple of corpses in a burned-out car, and evidence of a sectarian war? Was there a connection? If so, it wasn't
even beginning to make itself apparent! For the moment at least, he must let it go at that.

It was dl he could do, for the fact was that the conscious, weking Harry Keogh redlly didn't know a thing about it. It
had been excerpted from his life like a page lost from a manuscript, and there was only one person who could rewrite it.

Since she wasn't likely to, or wasn't ready to, for now it had become a part of the lost years. ..



