Wamphyri!

by
Brian Lumley

Book 2 of the Necroscope Series

Many and multiform are the dim horrors of Earth, infesting her ways from the prime.
They dleep beneath the unturned stone; they rise with the tree fromitsroot; they move
beneath the sea and in subterranean places; they dwell in the inmost adyta; they emerge
betimes from the shutten sepulchre of haughty bronze and the low grave that is sealed with
clay. There be some that are long known to man, and others as yet unknown that abide the
terrible latter days of their revealing. Those which are the most dreadful and the loathliest of
all are haply still to be declared. But among those that have reveal ed themsel ves aforetime
and have made manifest their veritable presence, there is one which may not openly be
named for its exceeding foulness. It is that spawn which the hidden dweller in the vaults has
begotten upon mortality...

They say foul beings of Old Times till lurk In dark forgotten corners of the world, And Gates
dtill gapeto loose, on certain nights, Shapes pent in Hell...

Chapter One

Afternoon of the fourth Monday in January 1977; the Chateau Bronnitsy off the Serpukhov
road not far out of Moscow; 2.40 p.m. middle-European time, and atelephone in the temporary
Investigation Control Room ringing... ringing... ringing.

The Chéteau Bronnitsy stood central on open, peaty ground in the middle of adensely
wooded tract now white under drifted snow. A house or mansion of debased heritage and mixed
architectura antecedents, severa recent wings were of modern brick on old stone foundations,
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while others were chegp breeze blocks camouflaged in grey and green paint. A once-courtyard in
the'U" of polyglot wingswas now roofed over, itsroof painted to match the surrounding terrain.
Bedded at their basesin massive, steeply gabled end walls, twin minarets raised broken bulbous
domes high over the landscape, their boarded windows glooming like hooded eyes. In keeping with
the generdly run-down aspect of the rest of the place, the upper sections of these towerswere
derdlict, decayed asrotten fangs. From the air, the Chéteau would seem agaunt old ruin. But it was
hardly that, even though the towers were not the only thingsin a state of decay.

Outside the roofed courtyard stood a canopied ten-ton Army truck, the canvasflapsat itsrear
thrown back and its exhaust puffing acrid blue smokeinto the frosty air. A KGB man, conspicuous
in his'uniform' of felt hat and dark grey overcoat, stared in acrossthe truck'slowered tailgate at its
contents and shuddered. Hands thrust deep in his pockets, he turned to a second man dressed in
the white smock of atechnician and grimaced. 'Comrade Krakovitch," he grunted, ‘what the hell are
they? And what are they doing here?

Felix Krakovitch glanced at him, shook his head, said, Y ou wouldn't understand if | told you.
And if you understood, you wouldn't believe." Like his ex-boss, Gregor Borowitz, Krakovitch
considered al KGB low life-forms. He would keep information and ass stance to the barest
minimum - within certain limits of prudence and persona safety, of course. The KGB weren't much
for forgiving and forgetting.

The blocky Specia Policeman shrugged, lit astubby brown cigarette and drew deeply oniits
carboard tube. 'Try me anyway," he said. 'It's cold here but | am warm enough. See, when | go to
report to Comrade Andropov - and | am sure | need not remind you of his Politburo status - he will
want some answers, which iswhy | want answers from you. So wewill stand out here until -

'Zombies!' said Krakovitch abruptly. 'Mummies! Men dead for four hundred years. Y ou can
tell that from their wegpons, and - ' For thefirst time he heard the insistent ringing of the telephone,
turned towards the door in the corrugated iron facade of the covered courtyard.

"Where are you going? The KGB man came dive, took his hands out of his pockets. 'Do you
expect metotell Yuri Andropov that the - the mayhem - here was done by dead men? He amost
choked on the last two words, coughed long and loud, finaly spat on the snow.

'Stand there long enough,’ Krakovitch said over his shoulder, 'in those exhaust fumes, smoking
that shredded rope, and you might aswell climb in the truck with them!" He stepped through the
door, let it dam shut behind him.

'Zombies? The agent wrinkled his nose, looked again at the truckload of cadavers. He
couldn't know it but they were Crimean Tartars, butchered en masse in 1579 by Russan
reinforcements hastening to aravaged Moscow. They had died and gone down in blood and mire
and bog, to lie part-preserved in the peat of alow-lying field - and to come up again two nights ago
to wage war on the Chéteau! They had won that war, the Tartars and their young English leader,
Harry Keogh, for after the fighting only five of the Chéteau's defenders il lived. Krakovitch was



one of them. Five out of thirty-three, and the only enemy casudty Harry Keogh himsdlf. Amazing
odds, unless one counted the Tartars. But one could hardly count them, for they had been dead
beforeit started...

These were Krakovitch's thoughts as he entered what |ong ago had been a cobbled courtyard
- now alarge area of plagtic-tiled floor, partitioned into airy conservatories, small apartments and
laboratories - where E-Branch operatives had studied and practised their esoteric talentsin
comparative comfort, or whatever condition or environment best suited their work. Forty-eight
hours ago the place had been immaculate; now it was a shambles, where bullet-holes patterned the
partition walls and the effects of blast and fire could be seen on every hand. It was awonder the
place hadn't been burned to the ground, completely gutted.

Inamainly cleared area - the so-called Investigation Control Room - atable had been erected
and supported the ringing telephone. Krakovitch made hisway towardsit, pausing to drag asde a
large piece of utility wall which partly blocked his path. Underneath, lying haf-buried in crumbled
plaster, broken glass and the crushed remains of awooden chair, ahuman arm and hand lay like a
huge grey sdted dug. Itsflesh was shrivelled, the colour of leather, and the bone where it projected
inaknob at the shoulder was shiny white. It was dmost afossil. Theréd be many more fragments
such asthisyet to be discovered, scattered throughout the Chéteau, but apart from their repulsive
looks they'd be harmless - now. Not so on the night of the horror. Krakovitch had seen portions
like this one, without heads or brainsto guide them, crawling, fighting, killing!

He shuddered, moved the arm aside with his foot, went to the telephone. 'Hello, Krakovitch?

'Who? the unknown caller snapped back. 'Krakovitch? Are you in charge there? It wasa
femdevoice, very eficient.

'l suppose | am, yes," Krakovitch answered. 'What can | do for you?

'For me, nothing. For the Party Leader, only he can say. He's been trying to contact you for
thelast five minuted!'

Krakovitch wastired. He hadn't dept since the nightmare, doubted if he'd ever degp again. He
and the other four survivors, one of them araving madman, had only come out of the security vault
on Sunday morning, when the air wasfinished. Since then the others had made their statements,
been sent home. The Chéteau Bronnitsy was aHigh Security Establishment, so their stories
wouldn't befor generd consumption. In fact Krakovitch - being the only genuinely coherent
member of the survivors - had demanded that the case in toto be sent direct to Leonid Brezhnev.
That was Standing Orders anyway: Brezhnev was the top man, persondly and directly responsible
for E-Branch, despite the fact that he'd Ieft al of it to Gregor Borowitz. But the branch had been
important to the Party Leader, and held seen everything that came out of it (or at least anything of
any importance). Also, Borowitz must have told him quite a bit about the branch's paranorma work
- literally ESPionage - so that Brezhnev should be at least part-qualified to pass judgement on what
had happened here. Or so Krakovitch hoped. In any case, it had to be better than trying to explain



it to Yuri Andropov!

'Krakovitch? the phone barked at him. (Wasthisredly the Party Leader?)

'Er, yes, gr, Felix Krakovitch. | was on Comrade Borowitz's staff.

'Felix?Why tdl me your first name?Y ou expect meto call you by your first name? Thevoice
had ahard edge, but it also sounded like its owner was eating something mushy. Krakovitch had
heard severa of Brezhnev'sinfrequent speeches; this could only be him.

'l... no, of course not, Comrade Party Leader.' (How the hell did one address him?) ‘But | -*

‘Listen, are you in charge there? 'Y es, er, Comrade Party -

'Forget al that stuff,’ Brezhnev rasped. 'l don't need reminding who | am, just answers. Is
there no oneleft who is senior to you?

‘No.'

'Anyone who's your equal?

'Four of them, but one's amadman.'

'Eh?

'He went mad when... when it happened.’ There was a pause; then, the voice went on, alittle
lessharshly: 'Do you know Borowitz is dead?

'Y es. A neighbour found him in his dacha at Zhukovka. The neighbour was ex-K GB and got
in touch with Comrade Andropov, who sent aman here. He's here now.'

'l know another name,' Brezhnev'sthick, gurgling voice continued. ‘Boris Dragosani. What of
him?

'Dead,’ and before Krakovitch could check histongue, ‘thank God!'

'Eh? Y ou're glad one of your comradesis dead?



'l... yes, I'm glad. Krakovitch wastoo tired to answer in any way but truthfully, straight from
the heart.

'l think he was probably part of it; at least, | believe he brought it down on us. Hisbody is il
here. Also the bodies of our other dead - and that of Harry Keogh, a British agent, we think. And
aso-'

"The Tartars? Brezhnev was quiet now.

Krakovitch sighed. The man wasn't adave to convention after al. 'Y es, but no longer...
animate,' he answered.

Another pause. 'Krakovitch - er, Felix, did you say? - I've read the statements of the other
three. Arethey true? No chance of an error, mass hypnotism or delusion or something? Wasiit
redly asbad asthat?

They aretrue - no chance of an error - it was as bad asthat.'

'Feix, listen. Take over there. | mean you, take over. | don't want E-Branch shut down. It has
been more than beneficia to our security. And Borowitz was more valuable to me personaly than
many of my generdswould ever believe. So | want the branch rebuilt. And it lookslike you've got
thejob.'

Krakovitch felt like a swatted fly: knocked off hisfeet, lost for words. 'I... Comrade... | mean

'‘Canyou doit?

Krakovitch wasn't crazy. It was the chance of alifetime. "It will take years - but yes, I'll try to
doit.

'Good! But if you takeit on, you'll have to do more than just try, Felix. Let me know what you
need and I'll seeyou get it. Thefirg thing | want is answers. But I'm the only one who getsthose
answers, you understand? This one has to be screwed down. It mustn't leak. And that reminds me -
did you say there was someone from the KGB with you right now?

'He'soutsde, in the grounds.’

'Get him," Brezhnev's voice was harsh again. 'Bring him to the phone. Let me speak to him at
once!'



Krakovitch started back acrossthe floor, but at that moment the door opened to admit the
man in question. He squared his shoulders, looked at Krakovitch inasurly, narrow-eyed manner,
said, 'We haven't finished, Comrade.’

'I'm afraid we have,' Krakovitch felt shored up, buoyant as a cork. It must be hisfatigue
beginning to work on him. There's someone on the phone for you.'

'Eh? For me? The other pushed by him. 'Who isit, someone from the office?

'Not sure,' Krakovitch lied. 'Head office, | think.'

The KGB man frowned at him, scowled, snatched up the phone from the table. 'Y anov here.
What isit? I'm busy down here, and - '

Hisface immediately underwent rapid changes of expression and colour. He jerked visbly and
amost staggered. Only the phone seemed to be holding him up. 'Yessr! Oh, yes, Sr. Yes, Sr! Yes,
yessr! No, sir. 1 will, Sir. Yes, . But | - no, Sir. Yessir!" Helooked sick, held out the phone for
Krakovitch, glad to berid of it.

As Krakovitch took the instrument from him, the agent hissed vicioudy: 'Fool! That'sthe Party
Leader!"

Krakovitch let hiseyes go big and round, made an 'O' with his mouth. Then he said casudly
into the mouth-piece, 'Krakovitch here," and at once held the phone towards the KGB man, let him
hear Brezhnev's voice:

'Felix? Has that prick gone yet?

It was the Specia Policeman'sturnto makean'O'.

'He's going now,' Krakovitch answered. He nodded sharply towards the door. 'Out! And do
try to remember what the Party Leader told you. For your own good.'

The KGB operative shook his head dazedly, licked hislips, headed for the door. He was il
white-faced. At the door he turned, thrust hischin out. 'l - * he began.

'‘Goodbye, comrade,’ Krakovitch dismissed him. 'Now he'sgone," he findly confirmed, after
the door had dammed shut.

'Good! | don't want them interfering. They didn't fool about with Gregor, and | don't want



them fooling with you. Any problems from them and you get straight back to me!’

'Yes, ar.

'‘Now, hereswhat | want... But first, tell me - have the branch records survived?

'Almost everything'sintact, except for our agents. There's damage, alot. But records,
ingtalations, the Chéteau itself - in decent order, | think. Manpower's adifferent story. I'll tell you
what we have left. Therés mysalf and three other survivors, six more on holiday in various parts,
three fairly good telepaths on permanent duty in connection with the British, American and French
embassies, and another four or five field agents out in the world. With twenty-eight dead, we've lost
amost two-thirds of our staff. Most of the best men are gone.!’

'Yes, yes,' Brezhnev was impatient. ‘Manpower isimportant, that's why | asked about
records. Recruitment! That'syour first task. It will take along time, | know, but get onit. Old
Gregor once told me that you have specia sorts who can spot others with the talent, right?

'I've till got one good spotter, yes,' Krakovitch answered, giving an unconscious nod. 'I'll start
using him at once. And I'll commence studying Comrade Borowitz's records, of course.”

'‘Good! Now then, see how quickly you can get that place cleaned up. Those Tartar corpses:
burn 'em! And don't et anyone see them. | don't care how that's done, but do it. Then putina
comprehensive works chit for repairs on the Chéteau. I'll haveit actioned at once. Infact, I'll havea
man here, on this number or another number helll give you, who you can contact at any timefor
anything. That's from right now. Y ou'll kegp him informed and helll keep me informed. Hell be your
only boss, except helll deny you nothing. See how highly | prize you, Felix? Right, that should get
things started. Asfor the rest: Felix Krakovitch, | want to know how this happened! Arethey that
far aheed, the British, the Americans, the Chinese? | mean, how could one man, this Harry Keogh,
do so much damage?

‘Comrade,’ Krakovitch answered, 'you mentioned Boris Dragosani. | once watched him work.
He was anecromancer. He sniffed out the secrets of dead men. I've seem him do thingsto corpses
that gave me nightmares for months! Y ou ask how Harry Keogh could do so much damage? From
what little I've so far been able to discover, it seems he was capable of amost anything. Telepathy,
tel eportation, even Dragosani's own necromancy. Hewastheir best. But | think Keogh was many
steps ahead of Dragosani. It's one thing to torture dead men and drain their secrets from their blood
and brains and guts, but it's quite another to cal them up out of their graves and make them fight for
you!'

Teleportation? For amoment the Party Leader was thoughtful, then came on impatient: "Y ou
know, the more | hear thelessI'minclined to believe. | wouldn't believe, except | saw Borowitz's
results. And how elseam | to explain acouple of hundred Tartar corpses, eh? But right now... I've
spent enough time with you on this. | have other thingsto do. In five more minutesI'll have your



go-between on thisline. Think about it and tell him what you want done, anything you need. If he
can come up with something he will. HE's had thiskind of assignment before. Wdll, not exactly this
kind! Onelast thing

'Y es? Krakovitch's heed was whirling.

'Let me makeit quite clear: | want the answers. As soon as possible. But there hasto bea
limit, and that limit'sayear. By then the branch will be working at 100 percent efficiency, and you
and | will know everything. And well understand everything. Y ou see, when we have dl the
answers, Felix, then welll be as smart as the people who did this. Right?

That seemslogical, Party Leader.’

Itis, so get toit. Good luck..." The phone emitted a continuous buzzing tone.

Krakovitch replaced it carefully inits cradle, stared at it for amoment, then started for the
door. In his head he made lists - in loose order of precedence - of thingsto be done. In the western
world such amassive tragedy could never be covered up, but herein the USSR it wouldn't be
nearly so difficult. Krakovitch wasn't sure whether that was a good thing or not.

1. The dead men had families. They would now have to be told some sort of story - maybe
there had been a'castastrophic accident'. That must be his go-between's responsihility.

2. All E-Branch personnel must be recdled at once, including the three who knew what had
happened here. They werein their homes right now, but they knew enough to say nothing.

3. The bodies of twenty-eight E-Branch colleagues would have to be gathered up, coffined,
prepared as best as possible for burid. And that would have to be done here, by the survivors and
those returning from leave of absence.

4. Recruitment must be started at once.

5. A Second in Command must be appointed, so that Krakovitch could begin a proper,
complete investigation from scratch. That was something he must do himsdlf, just as Brezhnev had
ordered it.

And, 6... hewould think of 6 when thefirst 5 were working! But before any of that -

Outsde he found the driver of the Army truck, ayoung Sergeant in uniform. "What's your
name? he asked, listlesdy. He must get some deep soon.



‘Sergeant Gulharov, sir? he dammed to attention.

'FHrst name?

'Sergel, Sr.r

'Sergei, cal meFdix. Tell me, did you ever hear of Fdix the Cat?

The other shook his head.

'I have afriend who collects old films, cartoons,” Krakovitch told him, shrugging. ‘He has
connections. Anyway, theré's afunny American cartoon character called Felix the Cat. HEsavery
wary fellow, thisFelix. Catsusudly are, you know? In the British Army, they call bomb disposal
officers Felix, too - they haveto tread so very warily. Ah! Maybe my mother should have caled me
Sergel, en?

The Sergeant scratched his head. 'Sir?

s>'Never mind,' said Krakovitch. Tell me: do you carry spare fuel?

'Only what'sin the tank, sir. About fifty litres!

Krakovitch nodded. ‘Right, let'sget in the cab and I'll tell you whereto drive. He directed him
around the Chéteau to a bunker near the helicopter landing area, where they kept the Avgas. It was
very close, but better to take the truck to the Avgas than bring the Avgasto the truck. On their
way, bumping over the rough ground, the sergeant asked, 'Sir, what happened here?

For the firgt time Krakovitch noticed that his eyes had a glazed look. He had helped load his
truck's awful cargo. Never ask that sort of question,’ Krakovitch told him. 'In fact aslong asyou're
here - which will probably be along, long time - don't ask any questions. Just do asyou'retold.’

They loaded the cans of Avgasjust insde the truck's tailgate and drove to awooded corner of
the Chéteau's the Chéteau itsdlf that the tank did go, and by then the truck was a blazing shell
anyway. Hearing the thunderous roar and feding something of its concussion, they looked back.
Cab and chass s and supersiructure had al flown gpart; bits of blazing debriswerefaling inthe
snow; amushroom of smoke shot with flame was uncurling itself high over thetrees. It was done...

Krakovitch spoke for some time on the telephone to his go-between, an anonymous voice
which seemed hardly interested in what he was saying, yet precise and cutting as arazor when its
owner required more information. He finished off by saying: 'Oh, and I've anew assstant here, a
Sergeant Sergel Gulharov, from the supply and transport barracksin Serpukhov. I'm kegping him



on. Can you get him permanently posted to the Chéteau, as of now? He's young and strong and 1l
have plenty of work for him.'

'Yes, I'll do that, came the coal, clear answer. 'HEl be your odd-job man, you say?

'‘And my bodyguard,’ said Krakovitch, ‘eventualy. I'm not much physicdly.’

'Very well. I'll check out the chances of getting him on amilitary close protection course.
Wesapons, too, if he's not up to scratch. Of course, we could take a shortcut and get you a
professond...’

'No," Krakovitch was firm. 'No professonas. Thisonewill do. Hesfairly innocent and | like
that. It'srefreshing.’

'Krakovitch,' said the voice on the other end, 'l need to know this. Are you a homosexua?

'Of course not! Oh! | see. No, | need him genuinely - and he looks about as gay as a shipyard
welder! I'll tel you why | want him right now - because I'm adone here. And if you were here you'd
know what | mean.'

'Yes, I'mtold you've had to weather quite alot. Very well, leave it with me!’

Thank you,' said Krakovitch. He broke the connection.

Gulharov was impressed. 'Just likethat,' he said. 'Y ou have alot of power, Sir.’

‘It seemsthat way, doesn't it? Krakovitch smiled tiredly. ‘Listen, I'm dead on my feet. But
there's one more thing to do before | can degp. And let metdl you, if you think what you've seen
so far is unpleasant, what you're about to seeisfar worse! Come with me!'

He led the way through the chaos of shattered rooms and piled rubble, from the covered-in
courtyard areaiinto the main, origina building, then up two flights of time-hollowed stone stairsinto
one of thetwin towers. Thiswaswhere Gregor Borowitz had had his office, which Dragosani had
turned into his control room on the night of the horror.

The stairwdl | was scarred and blackened, with tiny fragments of shrapnel, flattened lead bullets
and copper caseslying everywhere. The stink of cordite was still heavy intheair. That would be
from blast grenades, tossed down here from above when the tower came under attack. But none of
this had stopped Harry Keogh and his Tartars. On the second floor landing the door to atiny
anteroom stood open. The room had served as an office for Borowitz's secretary, Y ul Galenski.
Krakovitch had known him persondly: agenerdly timid man, aclerk with no extrasensory talent.



Just steff.

Between the open door and the stairwel's safety rail, face down on the landing, lay acorpsein
the Chéteau's duty uniform: grey coveralswith asingle diagona yellow stripe across the heart. Not
Gdenski (he had been a'civvies only' man) but the Duty Officer. The corpsesfacelay quiteflat on
thefloor in apool of blood. Flatter than it should. That was because there was very little of actual
faceleft, just araw flat mess.

Krakovitch and Gulharov stepped carefully over the body, entered the little office. Behind a
desk, crumpled in one corner, Galenski sat clutching arusty curved sword where it stuck out of his
chest. It had been driven home with such force that he was pinned to thewall. His eyes were il
open, but no longer terrified. From some people, death steds al emation.

'Mother in heaven!" Gulharov whispered. Hed never seen anything like this. He wasn't even a
combat soldier, not yet.

They went through a second door into what had been Borowitz's office. It was spacious, with
great bullet-proof bay windows looking out and down from the tower's curving stone wall toward
distant woodland. The carpet was burned and stained here and there. A massive block of adesk in
solid oak stood in one corner, receiving light from the windows and protection from the sone wall
at itsback. Asfor the rest of the room: it was a shambles - and anightmare!

A shattered radio spilled its guts onto the floor; walls were pockmarked and the door
splintered from the impact of sorayed bullets; the body of ayoung man in Western styled clothes lay
whereit had fdlen, ripped by machine gun fire, dmost in two pieces behind the door. It was glued
to the floor with its own blood. Thiswas Harry Keogh's body: nothing much to look at, but there
was no fear or pain on hiswhite, unmarked face.

Asfor the nightmare: that lay propped againgt the wall on the other side of the room.

'Boris Dragosani,’ said Krakovitch, pointing. The thing pinned to his chest iswhat controlled
him, I think." He stepped carefully across the room to stand gazing down on what was | eft of
Dragosani and his parasite creature; Gulharov wasright behind him, not wanting to get too close.

Both of Dragosani's legs were broken and lay at weird angles. His arms hung dack down the
wall to the skirting, elbowsjust off the floor, forearms at ninety degrees and hands projecting well
beyond the cuffs of hisjacket. They were handslike claws, big, powerful and grasping, frozenin
Dragosani's final spasm. Hisface was arictus of agony, made worse by the fact that it was hardly a
human face a al, and worse il by the gash that split his skull ear to ear.

But his face!



Dragosani's jaws were long as some greet hound's, gaping open to display curving needle
teeth. His skull was misshapen, and his ears were pointed where they curved forward and lay flat
againg histemples. His eyes were ruptured red pits above a nose long and wrinkled and flattened
to show gaping nodtrils, like the convoluted snout of some great bat. That was how he looked: part
man, part wolf, part bat. And the thing pinned to his chest was worse.

'What... what is that? Gulharov gasped out the question.

'God help me, Krakovitch shook his head, 'l don't know! But it lived in him. | mean, inside
him. It only came out at the end.’

The trunk of the thing had the form of a great |eech some eighteen incheslong, but tapering to
atall. There were no limbs; it ssemed to cling to Dragosani's chest by suction, and was held there
by a sharp stake formed of the splintered hardwood stock of a heavy-duty machine gun; its skin
was grey-green, corrugated. Gulharov saw that its head, flat and cobra-like - but eydess, blind - lay
on the carpet alittle apart.

Like... like some gigantic tapeworm? Gulharov's horror was plain on hisface.

‘Something like that, Krakovitch nodded grimly. ‘But intelligent, evil, and deadly.’

'Why have we come up here? Gulharov's Adam's apple bobbed. "There are fifty million better
placesto be.’

Krakovitch's face was white, pinched. He could fully appreciate Gulharov'sfedings. 'Weve
come up here because we have to burn this, that'swhy.' His talent again, warning him that both
Dragosani and his symbiont must be destroyed, utterly. He looked around, saw atall sted filing
cabinet anding againgt the wall to one sde of the door. He and Gulharov tore out the shelving,
turning the cabinet into ametal coffin. They lowered it onto its back and dragged it acrossthe floor
to Dragosani.

'Y ou take his shoulders, I'll take histhighs,' said Krakovitch. ‘Once we've got him in herewe
can close the door and dide the cabinet down the steps. Frankly, | don't fancy touching him. I'll
touch him aslittle as possible. Thisway hasto be best.'

They gingerly lifted the corpse, strained to get it over the rim of the cabinet, lowered it insde.
Gulharov went to close the door and the projecting stake got in the way. He grasped the splintered
stock in both hands - and the mental warning hit Krakovitch like afist in his heart!

'‘Don't touch that!" he yelled, but too late.



As Gulharov wrenched the stake free, so the leech-thing - headless asit was - came dive. Its
hideous dug-like body began to lash in afrenzy, so that it dmost g ected itself from the cabinet. At
the sametimeitsleathery skin broke open in adozen places, putting out protoplasmic tentacles that
writhed and vibrated in asort of mindless agony. These pseudopods whipped out, struck the sides
of the cabinet and recoiled, settled on Dragosani's body. They passed through clothing and dead
flesh and burrowed into him. More of them sprouted from the main body; they formed barbs,
hooked themsdlves into Dragosani's flesh. One of the tentacles found his chest cavity; it thickened
rapidly to the diameter of aman'swrigt; the rest dissolved their barbs, released their holds,
withdrew and followed the main branch into him. With afina sucking plop the entire organism
drew itsdf down into Dragosani's body. Histrunk began to heave and throb whereit lay inthe
cabinet.

While all of this occurred, so Gulharov had danced away and clambered up onto the desk. He
was mouthing half-inarticul ate obscenities, shrieking like awoman. And he was pointing at
something. Krakovitch, amost numb with shock and horror, saw the leech-cresturesflat cobra
head vibrating on the floor, flipping and flopping like astranded flatfish. He gave acry of loathing,
began to panic, then gripped himsdf tight and drove the panic out. Findly he dammed the cabinet
door shut and shot the bolt.

He grabbed ametal drawer from the cabinet's scattered guts, yelled: 'Well, help me!'

Gulharov got down off the desk. He till had the stake, was hanging on to it like grim death.
Prodding the flopping head, and cursing al the time under his breath, findly he juggled thething into
Krakovitch's drawer. Krakovitch dammed a section of shelving down on top of it, and Gulharov
brought apair of heavy ledgersto put on top of that. Both cabinet and drawer shuddered and
shook for afew seconds more, then were ill.

Likeapair of ghosts Krakovitch and Gulharov faced each other, both of them panting, white
as sheets and round-eyed. Then Krakovitch snarled, reached out and dapped the other's face.
'‘Bodyguard? he shouted. 'Bloody bodyguard? He dapped him again, hard. 'Bloody hdll!'

'l... 'msorry. | didn't know what to..." Gulharov was trembling like aleaf, |ooked like he was
goingtofant.

Krakovitch camed down. He could hardly blame him. ‘It'sal right,' he said. 'It'sall right. Now
listen: well burn the head up here. WEI do that firdt, right now. Go quickly, fetch Avgas!’

Staggering alittle, Gulharov went.

He was back in record time, carrying ajerrycan. They did the shelving over the drawer open a
crack, poured Avgas. There was no movement from inside the drawer. 'Enough!” said Krakovitch.
'‘Any more and ther€lll be one hdll of an exploson. Now then, help me drag the cabinet through into
the other room." In amoment they were back, and Krakovitch tipped out the drawers of Borowitz's



desk. Hefound what he waslooking for: asmall ball of string. He sngpped off aten foot length,
soaked it in Avgas, carefully dangled one end through the crack into the drawer. Then helaid the
string out on the floor in astraight line towards the door and took out Gulharov's matches. They
shielded their eyes as helit thefuse.

Bluefire raced across the floor, legped into the drawer. There wasadull thump and shelving,
ledgersand dl hit the ceiling, then fell back to the floor. The metal drawer was an inferno, in which
the flat snake-head danced and skittered - but not for long. Asthe drawer began to buckle under
the heat and the carpet about it blackened and burst into flames, so the thing in the drawer puffed
up, and split open and quickly became liquescent. And then it, too, burned. But Krakovitch and
Gulharov waited afull minute more before they put out thefire.

Krakovitch gave acurt nod. 'Well, at least we know the thing burns!" he said. ‘It was probably
dead anyway, but by my bookswhen athing'sdead it lies ill!*

They bumped the cabinet downgtairs, two flights to the ground floor, then out through the
battle-torn building into the grounds. Krakovitch stood guard on it while Gulharov went back for the
Avgas. When he returned, Krakovitch said, Thiswill be thetricky bit. First we pour some of this
stuff around the cabinet. That way, when we openit, if what'sinsdeis - active - wejust jump back
out of range and tossamatch. Until it'squiet. And so on.'

Gulharov seemed uncertain, but hewas far more aert now.

They poured Avgas on to and around the cabinet, and then Gulharov got well back out of it.
Krakovitch did back the bolt, threw the door clangingly open. Insde, Dragosani Stared into the sky.
Hischest dirred alittle, but that was al. AsKrakovitch began to pour Avgas carefully into the
cabinet near Dragosani's feet, Gulharov came forward. ‘Don't use too much,’ it was the Sergeant's
turn to caution. 'Or it will go off like abomb!" When the fud swirled dmaost an inch deep around
Dragosani's prone form, evaporating furioudy, the dead man's chest gave another sudden lurch.
Krakovitch stopped pouring, stared, backed off alittle. Outside the circle of danger, Gulharov
stood with amatch ready to strike. A dickly shining, grey-green tendril sprouted upwards from
Dragosani's chest. Itstip formed aknob asbig asafist, which in turn formed an eye. Just seeing
that orb, Krakovitch knew there was no thought behind it, no sentience. It was vacant, aring,
made no connections and carried no emotions. Krakovitch doubted if it even saw. Certainly there
was no longer any brainfor it to relay its message to. The eye melted back into protoflesh, was
replaced by small jaws which clashed mindlesdy. Then it sank down again out of sSight.

'Felix, get out of therel" Gulharov was nervous.

Krakovitch backed out of the circle; Gulharov struck amatch, tossed it; in amoment the
cabinet was an inferno. Like the oblong mouth of ajet engine on tet, the cabinet hurled apae blue
sheet of fireroaring into the cold air, ashimmering column of intense heat. And then Dragosani sat

up!



Gulharov clutched Krakovitch, clung to him. ‘Oh God! Oh, mother - he'salive!" he croaked.

'No,' Krakovitch denied, tearing himsdlf free. Thething in himisdive, but mindless. It'sdl
ingtinct with no brain to governit. It would flee but doesn't know how to, or even what it'sfleeing
from. If you spear a sea-cucumber it reacts, spills out its guts. No mind, just reaction. Look, look!
Itsmeting!

And indeed it seemed that Dragosani was melting. Smoke curled upward from his blackened
shell; layers of skin peded away, burgting into flame; the fats of hisbody ran like candle wax, and
were consumed by thefire. The thing inside him felt the hest, reacted. Dragosani's trunk shuddered,
vibrated, convulsed. Hisarms shot out straight, then fell to dangle over the Sdes of the blazing
cabinet, where dl the while they jerked and twitched. His clothing was completely burned away by
now, and as Krakovitch and Gulharov watched and shuddered, so his crisped flesh burst open here
and there, putting out frantic, whipping tendrils that melted and dopped down into the furnace.

Inavery littlewhile he fell back and was till, and the two men stood in the snow and watched
thefire until it burned itself out. It took al of twenty minutes, but they stood there anyway...

3.00 p.m., 27 August 1977.

The big London hotel, within easy walking distance of Whitehdl, contained rather more than
itsexterior might suggest. In fact the entire top floor was given over to acompany of ‘internationd
financid entrepreneurs, which wasthe sum totd of the hotel manager's knowledge about it. The
company had its own elevator a the rear of the building, private Sairs, even its own fire escape.
Indeed the company owned the top floor, which was therefore entirely outside the hotel's sphere of
control and operation.

In short, the top floor was the headquarters of the most secret of al British secret services:
namely INTESP, the British equivalent of that Russan organisation housed just outside Moscow at
the Chéteau Bronnitsy. But the hotel was only the headquarters, there were aso two ‘factories, one
in Dorset and the other in Norfolk, direct-linked to each other and to the HQ by telephone,
radiotel ephone and computer. Such links, though top-security screened, were open to sophisticated
abuse, of course; aclever hacker might get in one day. Hopefully before that happened the branch
would have devel oped its telepaths to such an extent that al of thistechnologica junk would be
unnecessary. Radio wavestravel at amere 186,000 miles per second, but human thought is
ingtantaneous and carries afar more vivid and finished picture.

Such were Alec Kyl€e's own thoughts as he sat at his desk and formulated Security Standing
Ordersfor the six Specia Branch officers whose sole task in life was the personal security of an
infant boy just one month old, achild caled Harry Keogh. Harry Jnr - the future head of INTESP.

'Harry,' said Kyle out loud, to no onein particular, 'you can have the job right now, if you still



want it.'

No, camethe answer a once, startlingly clear in Kyleés mind. Not now, maybe not ever!

Kyles mouth fell open and he started upright in hisswivel chair. He knew what thiswas, had
known something very much similar a atime some eight months ago.

It was telepathy, yes, but it was more than telepathy. It wasthe 'infant’ held just been thinking
about, the child whose mind housed al that was |€eft of the greastest ESP tdent in the world: Harry

Keogh.

'Chrigt!" Kyle whispered. And now he knew what it had been about, it' being the dream or
nightmare he'd had last night - when he'd been covered with leeches as big as kittens, whose
mouths had fastened on him to drain his blood, while he had legped and gibbered in aglade of
dtirlesstrees, until he'd been too wesk to fight any longer. Then held fallen on the earth amidst the
pine needles, and the leeches had clung to him, and he'd known that he was becoming aleech!

And that, mercifully, had scared him wide avake. Asfor the dream's meaning: Kyle had long
since given up trying to read meanings into such precognitive glimpses. That was the trouble with
them: they were usudly cryptic, rarely sdf-ducidating. But certainly hed known that the dream was
oneof those dreams, and now he guessed that this had something to do with it, too.

'Harry? he breathed the query into the suddenly frigid atmosphere of the room. His breath
actudly plumed in the air; in the space of mere seconds the temperature had taken a plunge. Just
likelast time.

Something was forming in the middle of the room, in front of Kyle's desk. The smoke of his
cigarette trembled there and the air seemed to waver. He got up, crossed quickly to the window
and adjusted the blinds. The room grew dim, and thefigurein front of his desk took on more form.

Kylesintercom buzzed urgently and he jJumped six inches. He leaped to hisdesk, hit the
receive button, and a breathless voice said, 'Alec, there's something herel” It was Carl Quint, a
top-rank psychic sengitive, a'spotter’.

Kyle pressed the send button, held it down. 'l know. It's with me now. But it's OK, I've been
half-expecting it." Now he pressed the command button, spoke to the entire HQ. 'Kyle here. | don't
want to talk to anybody for - for aslong asit takes. No messages, no incoming calls, and no
questions. Ligten inif you like, but don't try to interfere. I'll get back to you.' He pressed the secure
button on his desk computer keyboard, and door and window locks audibly snapped shut. And
now he and Harry Keogh were completely aone.

Kyleforced himself to relax, stared at the - ghost? - of Keogh where it confronted him across



his desk. And he thought an old thought, one which had never been far away, not since thefirst day
he'd come here to work for INTESP:

Funny bloody ouitfit. Robots and romantics. Super science and the supernatural.
Telemetry and tel epathy. Computerised probability patterns and precognition. Gadgets... and
ghosts!

No ghost, Alec, Keogh answered with awan, immaterial smile. | thought we went into all of
that last time?

Kyle thought about pinching himsdlf but didn't bother. HEd gone through dl of that last time,
too. 'Last time? he spoke out loud, because that was easier for him. ‘But that was eight months ago,
Harry. | had started to think we'd never hear from you again.’

'‘Maybe you wouldn't have,’ said the other, hislipsmoving not a dl, ‘for believe me I've
plenty to keep me... occupied. But... something's come up.'

Kyle's awe was ebbing, his pulse gradudly dowing to itsnorm. He leaned forward in his chair,
looked the other up and down. Oh, it was Keogh, al right. But not exactly the same asthe last time.
Last time Kylesfirst thought had been that the - apparition - was supernaturd. Not merely
paranorma or ESP-engendered but actualy supernatura, extramundane, not of thisworld. Just
like now, the office scanners had failed to detect it; it had come and told Kyle afantastic true sory,
and gone without leaving atrace. No, not quite, for held written down all that had been said. Even
thinking about that, hiswrist ached. But you couldn't photograph the thing, couldn't record its
voice, couldn't harm or interfere with it in any way. The entire HQ was now listening in on Kyle's
conversation with this, this... with Harry Keogh - and yet they'd hear only Kyle'svoice. But Keogh
was here: at least the central heating's thermostat knew it. The heating had just come on, turning
itsdlf up several notches to compensate for the sudden drop in temperature. Y es, and Carl Quint
knew it, too.

The figure seemed etched in pae blue light: insubstantial as amoonbeam, lessthan a puff of
smoke. Incorporedl, yet there was apower init. An unbelievable power.

Taking into account the fact that his neon-limned feet weren't quite touching the floor, Keogh
must be about five-ten in height. If hisflesh werered ingtead of luminous filament, he would weigh
maybe nine and a haf to ten stone. Everything about him was now vaguely fluorescent, asif shining
with somefaint inner light, so Kyle couldn't be sure about colouring. Hishair, an untidy mop, might
be sandy, hisface dightly freckled. He would be twenty-one, twenty-two years old.

Hiseyeswereinteresting. They looked at Kyle and yet seemed to look right through him, asif
he were the apparition and not the other way about. They were blue, those eyes - a startling, amost
colourless blue neon - but more than this, there was that in those eyes which said they knew more
than any twenty-two year old had any right to know. The wisdom of ages seemed locked in them,



the knowledge of centurieslying just benesth the shimmer of blue haze which covered them.

Apart from that: hisfeatureswould be fine, like blue porcdain and seemingly equaly fragile; his
hands dim, tapering; his shoulders drooped alittle; hisskinin generd, apart from the freckles, pale
and unblemished. But for those eyes, you probably wouldn't [ook twice a him on the street. He was
just... ayoung man. Or had been.

And now? Now he was something more. Harry Keogh's body had no red, physical existence
now, but his mind went on. And his mind was housed in anew - quite literdly new - body. Kyle
found himsdlf Sarting to examine that part of the gpparition, quickly checked himsalf. What was
there to examine? In any case it could wait, wasn't important. All that mattered was that Keogh was
here, and that he had something important to say.

'‘Something's come up? Kyle repeated the Keogh projection’s statement, made it a question.
'What sort of something, Harry?

Something monstrous! Right now | can give you only the barest outline - | simply don't
know enough about it, not yet. But do you remember what | told you about the Russian
E-Branch? And about Dragosani? | know there was no way you could check it all out, but
have you looked into it at all? Do you believe what | told you about Dragosani ?

While Keogh spoke to him, so Kyle had stared fascinated at that facet of him which was
different, that - addition to him since the last time held seen or sensed him. For now, superimposed
over the gpparition's abdomen - suspended in midair and dowly spinning on its own axis, turning in
the space that Keogh's body occupied - there floated a naked male baby, or the ghost of one, just
asinsubgtantia as Keogh himsdlf. The child was curled like afoetusfloating in someinvisible,
churning fluid, like some strange biological exhibit, like ahologram. But it was ared baby, and dive;
and Kyle knew that it, too, was Harry Keogh.

'About Dragosani? Kyle came back to earth. 'Yes, | believe you. | haveto believe you. |
checked out as much as | could and it was dl exactly asyou said. And asfor Borowitz's branch -
whatever you did there, it was devastating! They contacted us aweek later, the Russans, and
asked usif wewanted you... | mean -’

‘My body?'

'~ if wewanted it back, yes. They contacted us, you understand. Direct. It didn't come
through diplomatic channels. They weren't ready to admit that they existed, and didn't expect usto
admit that we existed. Therefore you didn't exist, but they asked usif we wanted you back anyway.
With Borowitz gone they have anew boss, Felix Krakovitch. He said we could have you, if we'd
tell them how. How you did what you did to them. What, exactly, you'd done to them. I'm sorry,
Harry, but we had to deny you, tell them we didn't know you. Actudly, we didn't know you! Only |
knew you, and Sir Keenan before me. But if we'd admitted you were one of ours, what you'd done



might be construed aswarfare.’

‘Actually, it was mayhem! " said Keogh. 'Listen, Alec, this can't be like the last time we
talked. I may not have the time. On the metaphysical plane | have compar ative freedom. In
the Mobius continuum I'm a free agent. But here in the physical now I'ma virtual prisoner in
little Harry. Right now he's asleep and | can use his subconscious mind as my own. But when
he's awake his mind's his own, and like a magnet I'm drawn back to it. The stronger he gets -
the more his mind learns - the less freedom for me. Eventually I'll be forced to leave him
entirely for an existence along the Mobius way. If | get the chance I'll explain all of that later,
but for now we don't know how long he'll sleep and so we have to use our time wisely. And
what | have to say can't wait.'

'And it somehow concerns Dragosani? Kyle frowned. 'But Dragosani's dead. Y ou told me
that yoursdf.

Keogh'sface - the face of his apparition - was grave now. 'Do you remember what he was,
this Dragosani?”

'He was a necromancer,’ said Kyle at once, no shadow of doubt in hismind. 'Much like you.'
He saw hismistake immediately and could have bitten histongue.

‘Unlike me!" Keogh corrected him. 'l was, | am, a necroscope, not a necromancer .
Dragosani stole the secrets of the dead like... like an insane dentist yanking healthy teeth -
without an anaesthetic. Me: | talk to the dead and respect them. And they respect me. But
very well, | know that was a dlip of the tongue. | know you didn't mean that. So yes, he was a
necromancer. But because of what the old Thing in the ground did to him, he was more than
that. He was wor se than that.

Of course. Now Kyle remembered. 'Y ou mean he was also avampire.'

Keogh's shimmering image nodded. 'That's exactly what | mean. And that's why I'm here
now. You see, you're the only one in the world who can do anything about it. You and your
branch, and maybe your Russian counter parts. And when you know what 1'm talking about,
then you'll have to do something about it.’

Such was Keogh'sintensity, such the warning in his mental voice, that gooseflesh crept on
Kylé's spine. 'Do something about what, Harry?

'About the rest of them," the gpparition answered. "You see, Alec, Dragosani and Thibor
Ferenczy weren't the only ones. And God only knows how many more there are!'

'Vampires? Kylethrilled with horror. He remembered only too well that story Keogh had told



him some eight months ago. 'Y ou're sure?

'Oh yes. In the Mobius continuum - looking out through the doors of time past and time
to come - I've seen their scarlet threads. | wouldn't have known them, might never have
come across them, but they cross young Harry's blue life thread. Yes, and they cross yours,
too!"

Hearing that, it was asiif the cold blade of a psychic knifelanced into Kyle's heart. 'Harry," he
said ssumblingly, 'you'd... you'd better tell me al you know, and then what | must do.'

'I'll tell you asmuch as| can, and then we'll try to decide what's to be done. Asto how |
know what I'm about to tell you..." The gpparition shrugged. 'I'm a necroscope, remember? |'ve
talked to Thibor Ferenczy himself, as| once promised him | would, and I've talked to one
other. A recent victim. More of himlater. But mainly the story is Thibor's...!

Chapter Two

The old Thing in the ground trembled however minutely, shuddered dightly, stroveto returnto
hisimmemorid dreaming. Something was intruding, threstening to rouse him up from hisdark
dumbers, but deep had become a habit which satisfied his every need... dmost. He clung to his
loathsome dreams - of madness and mayhem, the hell of living and the horror of dying, and the
pleasures of blood, blood, blood - and felt the cold embrace of the clotted earth closing him in,
weighing him down, holding him herein hisdarkling grave. And yet the earth was familiar and no
longer held any terrorsfor him; the darknesswas like that of ashuttered room or deep vault, an
impenetrable gloom entirely in kegping; the forbidding nature and location of his mausoleum not only
set him apart but kept him protected. He was safe here. Damned forever, certainly - doomed for al
time, yes, barring some mgor miracle of intervention - but safe, too, and there was much to be said
for safety.

Safe from the men - mere men, most of them - who had put him here. For in his dreaming the
wizened Thing had forgotten that those men werelong dead. And their sons, dead. And theirs, and
thers...

The old Thing in the ground had lived for five hundred years, and aslong again had lain undead
in hisunhallowed grave. Above him, in the gloom of a glade beneath stirless, snow-laden trees, the
tumbled stones and dabs of histomb told something of his story, but only the Thing himself knew al
of it. His name had been... but no, the Wamphyri have no names as such. His host's name, then, had
been Thibor Ferenczy, and in the beginning Thibor had been aman. But that had been dmost a
thousand years ago.



The Thibor part of the Thing in the ground existed till, but changed, mutated, mingled and
metamorphosed dong with its vampire 'guest’. The two were one now, inseparably fused; but in
dreamsthat spanned amillennium, gtill Thibor could return to hisroots, go back to theimmensdy
crud past...

In the very beginning he had not been a Ferenczy but an Ungar, though that was of no account
now. Hisforefathers were farmers who came from a Hungarian princedom across the Carpathians
to settle on the banks of the Dniester where it flowed down to the Black Sea. But 'settling’ was
hardly the word for it. They had had to fight Vikings (the dreadful Varyagi) on theriver, wherethey
came exploring from the Black Sea, the Khazars and vassa Magyars from the steppes, findly the
fierce Pechenegi tribesin their congtant expansion west and north-wards. Thibor had been ayoung
man then, when at |ast the Pechenegi wiped out the rude settlement he called home and he done
survived. After that held fled north to Kiev.

Never much of afarmer, indeed, far more suited for war with his massve size - which in those
days, when most men were small, made Thibor the Wallach something of agiant - in Kiev he sold
himsdlf into the service of Vladimir |. The Vlad made him asmall Voevod or warrior chief and gave
him ahundred men. 'Go join my Boyarsin the south, he commanded. 'Fend off and kill the
Pechenegi, keep 'em from crossing the Ros, and by our new Christian God I'll give you title and
banner both, Thibor of Wallachial' Thibor had gone to him when he was desperate, that much was
Clear.

In his dream, the Thing in the ground remembered how he'd answered: 'Title and banner, keep
them, my Lord - but only give me one hundred men moreand | shdl kill you athousand Pechenegi
before returning to Kiev. Aye, and I'll bring you their thumbsto proveit!”

He got his hundred men; also, like it or not, his banner: a golden dragon, one forepaw raised in
warning. The dragon of the true Christ, brought to us by the Greeks,' Vlad told him. 'Now the
dragon watches over Chrigtian Kiev - Russiaitsdlf - and it roars from your banner with the voice of
the Lord! What mark of your own will you put on it? On that same morning he had asked this
question of haf-a-dozen other fledgling defenders, five Boyars with their own followers and one
band of mercenaries. All of them had taken asymbal to fly with the dragon. But not Thibor.

'I'm no Boyar, dre,' the Wallach had told him with ashrug. 'That's not to say my father's house
was not honourable, for it was, and built by adecent man - but in no way roya. No lord's or
prince's blood flowsin my veins. When I've earned myself amark, then I'll set it over your dragon.’

'I'm not sure| like you especidly, Wallach.! The Viad had frowned then, uneasy with this
great, grim man before him. Y our voice sounds out perhaps atrifle loud from a heart asyet untried.
But - ' and he, too, had given ashrug, ' - very well, choose adevice for yoursaf when you returnin
triumph. And Thibor - bring me those thumbs or I'll likely string you up by yours!' And that day at
noon seven polyglot companies of men had set out from Kiev, reinforcementsfor the ensieged
defendve positions on the Ros. One year and one month later Thibor returned with nearly al of his
men, plus another eighty recruited from peasants hiding in the foothills and valeys of the southern
Khorvaty. He made no pleafor audience but strode into the Vlad's own church where he was at



worship. He left hisweary men outside and took in with him only one smal sack that rattled, and
gpproached Prince Vladimir Svyatodavich at his prayers and waited for him to finish. Behind him
Kiev'scivilian nobleswere degthly slent, waiting for their princeto seehim.

Findly the Vlad and his Greek monksturned to Thibor. The sight they saw was fearsome.
Thibor had soil on him from the fields and forests; dirt wasingrained in him; he bore afreshly hedled
scar high on hisright cheek to the middle of hisjaw, which made apae stripe of scar tissue that cut
amogt to the bone. Also, he had gone away as a peasant and returned something el se entirely.
Haughty as a hawk, with his nose dightly hooked under bushy eyebrowsthat very nearly came
together in the middle, he gazed out of yellow, unblinking eyes. He wore moustaches and a scraggy,
twisting black beard; aso the armour of some Pechenegi chief, chased in gold and slver, and an
earring set with agemstone in the lobe of hisleft ear. He had shaved his head with the exception of
black forelocksthat hung one to each side, in the manner of certain nobles; and in al hismien, there
was no sgn that he knew he stood in aholy place or even consdered his whereabouts.

'l know you now,' the Vlad hissed, "Thibor the Wallach. Don't you fear the true God? Don't
you tremble before the cross of Christ? | was praying for our deliverance, and you-'

'And | have brought it to you.' Thibor's voice was deep, doleful. He tipped out his sack onto
the flags. The princes retinue and the nobles of Kiev where they stood back from him who ruled
over them gasped and gaped. Bones clattered white in ahegp at the Vlad's feet.

'What? he choked. "What?

"Thumbs," said Thibor. ‘I had the flesh boiled off them, lest their stink offend. The Pechenegi
are driven back, trapped between the Dniester, the Bug and the sea. Y our Boyar army hemsthem
in. Hopefully they can dedl with them without me and mine. For | have heard that the Polovtsy are
risng likethewind inthe east. Also, in Turkeyland, armieswax for war!'

'Y ou have heard? You have heard? And are you some mighty Voevod, then? Do you set
yourself up asthe ears of Vladimir? And what do you mean, "you and yours'? The two hundred
men you marched with are mine!'

At that Thibor took a deep breath. He paced forward - then paused. Then he bowed low, if
inelegantly, and said, 'Of course they are yours, Prince. Also the four-score refugees |'ve gathered
together and turned into warriors. All are yours. Asfor being your ears: if | have heard fasdy, then
strike me deaf. But my work isfinished in the south and | thought you had more need of me here.
Soldiersarefew in Kiev thisday, and her borders are wide...'

The Vlad's eyes remained velled. The Pechenegi are at bay, you say - and do you give
yourself credit for this?

'Indl modesty. Thisand more!'



'And you've brought my men back with you, without casualty?

‘A handful arefalen.' Thibor shrugged. '‘But | found eighty to replace them.’

'Show me.'

They went to the great doors, out onto the wide steps of the church. Therein the square,
Thibor's men waited in sllence, some upon horses but most afoot, al armed to the teeth and looking
very fierce. They were the same sorry bunch the Wallach had taken away with him, but no longer
sorry. Hisstandard flew from three tdl flagstaffs: the golden dragon, and upon its back a black bat
with of carndian.

The Vlad nodded. Y our mark," he commented, perhaps sourly. ‘A bat.'

"The black bat of the Wallachs, aye,' said Thibor. One of the monks spoke up, '‘But atop the
dragon?

Thibor grinned a him wolfishly. "'Would you have the dragon pissing on my bat? The monks
took the prince aside while Thibor stood waiting. He could not hear what was said, but he'd
imagined it often enough intimessince:

‘These men are utterly loyal to him! See how proud they stand beneath his banner?' the
senior monk would have whispered in that Iy Greek way. ‘It could be a nuisance.’

AndVlad: 'Doesit trouble you? | have five times their number right here in the city.’

The Greek: 'But these men have been tried in battle; they arewarriorsall!’

Vlad: 'What are you saying? | should fear him? I've Varyagi blood in me and fear no
man!'

Greek: 'Of course you don't. But... he sets himself above his station, this one. Can we not
find him a task - him and a handful of his men - and keep the rest of them back here to
bolster the city's defences? Thisway, in his absence, their loyalty will surely swing more
rightly to you.'

And Vladimir Svyatodavich's eyes narrowing more yet. Then - hisnod of approvd: ‘I have
the very thing. Yes, and | believe you'reright - best to berid of him. These Wallachsare a
tricky lot. Far too insular..." And out loud to the VVoevod: Thibor, I'm honouring you tonight at the
palace. Y ou and five of your best. Then you can tell meall about your victories. But therell be
ladiesthere, so see you're washed and leave your armour in your lodgings and tents.’



With a tiff little bow Thibor backed off, went down the steps to his mount, led his men away.
At hiscommand, asthey |eft the square, they rattled their wegpons and gave asingle, sharp, ringing
shout: 'Prince VIadimir!" Then they were goneinto the autumn morning, goneinto Kiev, called the
City at the Edge of the Woods...

Despite the disturbance, the unknown intrusion, the Thing in the ground continued to dream.
Night would soon fal, and Thibor was sensitive to night as aroogter isto the dawn, but for now he
dreamed.

That night at the palace - ahuge place with stone chimneysin every room, and wood fires
blazing, sorinkled with aromatic resins - Thibor had worn clean but common clothes under arich
red robe taken from some high-ranking Pechenegi. His flesh was washed and perfumed, tanned like
leather, and hisforelocks freshly greased. He was an imposing sight. His officers, too, were spruce.
Though they obvioudy stood in awe of him, ill he spoke to them with some familiarity; but he was
courteousto the ladies, attentive to the Vlad.

It was possible (so Thibor had later reckoned) that the prince found himself in two minds: the
Wallach would seem to have proved himself awarrior, aVoevod indeed. By rights he should be
made aBoyar, given lands of hisown. A man will fight even harder if he fightsto protect that which
ishis. But there was that sombre something about Thibor which the Vlad found disquieting. So
perhaps his Greek advisors wereright.

‘Now tell me how you dedlt with the Pechenegi, Thibor of Wallachia," VIadimir findly
commanded, when dl were feasting. Their disheswere severd: Greek sausageswrapped invine
leaves, joints roasted in the Viking fashion; goulashes steaming in huge pots. Meads and wines came
by the galon. All at table stabbed and speared with their knives at smoking mests, short bursts of
conversation would erupt now and then amidst the generd clatter of eating. Thibor's voice, though
he hardly raised it at all, had carried over al of that. And gradually the great table had grown
quieter.

"The Pechenegi comein parties or tribes. They are not like amighty army; thereislittle of
unity; they have their own chiefswho vie with each other. The earthworks and fortifications on the
Ros at the edge of the wooded steppe have stopped them because they are not united. If they
came asan a'my they could crossriver and battlements both in aday, carrying al away before
them. But they merely probe around our defences, contenting themsel ves with whatever they can
pillage in short, sharp foraysto east and west. Thisis how they sacked Kolomyya on the west flank.
They crossed the Prut by day, crept forward in the forests, rested overnight and attacked at first
light. It istheir way. And so they gradualy encroach.

‘Thisishow | saw the Situation: because the defences are there, our soldiers use them: we hide
behind them. The earthworks act as a border. We have been content to say, " South of these works
liesthe territory of the Pechenegi, and we must keep him out.” Wherefore the Pechenegi, barbarian
that heis, infact holds usin sege! | have sat on the wals of our forts and seen our enemies make
camp, unafraid. Smoke from hisfires goes up, al untroubled, because we don't molest him on "his’
ground.



'When | left Kiev, Prince Vladimir, you said: "Fend off the Pechenegi, keep him from crossing
theRos" But | said, "Pursuethefiend and kill him!" Oneday | saw a camp of some two hundred;
they had their women, even their children with them! They were camped acrosstheriver, tothe
west, quite gpart from the other encampments. | split my two hundred in haf. Half went with me
acrosstheriver in the dusk. We stole up on the Pechenegi fires. They had guards out but most of
them were deeping - and we cut their throatsin the night without them ever knowing who killed
them! Then we set about the camp - but al in silence. | had daubed my men in mud. Any man not
daubed was Pechenegi. In the darkness we dew them, flitting from tent to tent. We werelike grest
batsin the night, and it was very bloody.

"When the camp was awakened haf were already dead. The rest gave chase. We led them
back to the Ros; and them hounding us, eager to catch us at theriver, dl of them shouting and
screaming their warcries! But we shouted and screamed not at dl. At the river, on the Pechenegi
side, my second hundred lay in waiting. They were daubed in mud. They struck not &t their silent,
muddy brothers but trapped the howling pursuers. Then we rose up, turned in upon the Pechenegi,
dew them to aman. And we cut off their thumbs..." He paused.

‘Bravo!' sad Vladimir the prince, faintly.

'Another time," Thibor continued, ‘we went to Kamenets which was under sege. Again | had
half my men with me. The Pechenegi about the town saw us, gave chase. Weled theminto a
steep-sided gulley where, after we had scrambled through, my other half rained down an avalanche
upon them. | lost many thumbs that time, buried under the boulders - e'se | would have brought you
back another sackful!’

Now there was amost total silence about the table. It was not so much the reporting of these
deeds that impressed but the stony ddivery, which lacked al emotion. When the Pechenegi had
raided, raped and razed this man's Ungar settlement, they had turned him into an utterly pitiless
killer.

'I've had reports, of course,’ Svyatodavich broke the silence, 'if somewhat vague until now and
few and far between. But thisis something to chew on. And so my Boyars have driven the
Pechenegi back, you say? A recent turn of events? Perhaps they |earned something from you, eh?

‘They learned that standing guard behind high walls achieves nothing!" said Thibor. 'l spoketo
them and said: "Summer isat an end. The Pechenegi far to the south are grown fat and idle from the
little work they've had to do; they do not think well come againgt them. They are building
permanent settlements, winter homes for themsalves. Like the Khazars before them, they are putting
asdethe sword in favour of the plough. If we strike now they'll fal like grass beneath the scythel™
Then, dl the Boyars banded together, crossed theriver, struck deep into the southern steppes. We
killed the Pechenegi wherever we found them.

‘But by then | had heard rumours of agreater peril in the making: to the east the Polovtsy are
risng up! They spill over from the great steppes and deserts, expand westward - soon they'll be at



our doors. When the Khazarsfell they left the way open for the Pechenegi. And after the
Pechenegi? Which iswhy | thought - why | dared to think - that perhapsthe Vlad would give me an
army and send me east, to put down our enemies before they wax too strong...'

For long moments Prince Vladimir smply sat and stared at him from eyes half-lidded. Then he
quietly said, "Y ou've come along way in ayear and amonth, Walach..." And out loud, to his guests:
'Eat, drink, talk! Honour this man. We owe him that much.’ But as the feasting continued he got up,
indicating that Thibor should walk with him. They went out into the grounds, into the cool autumn
evening. The wood smoke was fragrant under the trees.

A little way from the palace, the prince paused. Thibor, well have to see about thisidea of
yours - this eastward invasion, for that'swhat it would be - for I'm not sure we're ready for that. It's
been tried before, you know.' He nodded bitterly. "'The Grand Prince himsdlf tried it. First he
tackled the Khazars - Svyatodav ground them down and the Byzantines swept up their pieces- and
then he had ago at Bulgariaand Macedonia And while hewas & it the nomadslaid sSegeto Kiev
itself! And did he pay for his zeal? Aye, however many sagas are written about him. Nomads sank
him in the river rapids and made his skull into adrinking cup! He was hasty, you see? Oh, he got rid
of theKhazars, al right, but only to let in the damned Pechenegi! And shdl | be hasty too?

The Wdlach stood silent for amoment in the dusk. 'Y ou'll send me back to the southern
steppe, then?

I might, and I might not. I might stand you down from the fighting entirely, make you aBoyar,
giveyou land and men to look after it for you. Therésalot of good land here, Thibor.'

Thibor shook hishead. Then I'd prefer to return to Wallachia. I'm no farmer, Prince. | tried
that and the Pechenegi came and made awarrior of me. Since then - al my dreams have been red
ones. Dreams of blood. The blood of my enemies, the enemies of thisland.'

'And what of my enemies?

"They are the same. Only show them to me.'

'Very well,' said the Viad, I'll show you one of them, Do you know the mountains to the we<t,
which divide usfrom the Hungarians?

'My fatherswere Ungars,’ said Thibor. 'Asfor the mountains: | was born under them. Not in
thewest but in the south, in the land of the Wallachs, beyond the bend in the mountains'’

The prince nodded. 'So you have some experience of mountains and their treachery. Good.
But on my side of those peaks, beyond Galich, in that area called the Khorvaty after acertain
people, there livesaBoyar whoiis... not my friend. | claim him as one who owes allegiance to me,



but when | cdled in dl my little princelings and Boyars he came not. When | invite him to Kiev he

answers not. When | express adesire to meet with him heignores me. If heisnot my friend then he
can only be my enemy. Heisadog that comes not to hedl. A wild dog, and hishomeisamountain
fastness. Until now I've had neither the time, the inclination, nor the power to winkle him out, but - *

'What? Thibor was astonished, his gasp cutting the Vlad short. 'I'm sorry, my Prince, but you
- no power?

Vladimir Svyatodavich shook hishead. "Y ou don't understand,’ he said. 'Of course | have
power. Kiev has power. But al so extended asto be amost expended! Should | recall an army to
ded with one unruly princeling? And in so doing let the Pechenegi come up again? Should | form up
an amy from farmers and officials and peasants, dl unskilled in battle? And if | did, what then? An
army could not bring this Ferenczy out of hiscastleif hedid not wish to leaveit. Even an army
could not destroy him, his defences are so strong! What? They are the mountain passes themsalves,
the gorges, the avalanches! With ahandful of fierce, faithful retainers, he could hold back any army |
muster amost indefinitely. Oh, if | had two thousand men to spare, then | might possbly sarve him
with asiege, but at what expense? On the other hand, what an army cannot achieve might just be
possible - for one brave and clever and loya man...'

'Are you saying you want this Ferenczy taken from his castle and brought to you in Kiev?

"Too late for that, Thibor. He has shown how he "respects’ me. How then should | respect
him? No, | want him dead! Hislandsthen fall to me, his castle on the heights, his household and
sarfs. And his death will be an example to otherswho might think to stand apart.”

Then you don't want his thumbs but hishead!" Thibor's chuckle was throaty, without humour.

'l want his head, his heart, and his standard. And | want to burn al three on abonfire right
herein Kiev!"

'His standard? He has a symbol, then, this Ferenczy? Might | enquire the nature of this
blazon?

‘By dl means,' said the prince, his grey eyes suddenly thoughtful. He lowered hisvoice, cast
about in the dusk for amoment, asif to be doubly sure that no one heard. 'His mark is the horned
head of adevil, with aforked tongue that drips gouts of blood...'

'Blood!’

'Gouts of blood soaking into the black earth." The sun had touched the horizon and was
burning red there like... like agreat gout of blood. Soon the earth would swalow it up. The old
Thing in the ground trembled again; its husk of lesther and bone dowly cracked open likea



desiccated sponge to receive the earth's tribute, the blood that soaked through leaf-mould and roots
and black, centuried soil down to where the thousand-year-old Thibor-creature lay in his shalow
grave.

Subconscioudy Thibor sensed the seeping blood and knew, in the way al dreamers 'know’,
that it was only part of the dream. It would be a different matter when the sun had set and the
seepage actually touched him, but for now heignored it, returned to that time at the turn of the tenth
century when he'd been merely human and had gone up into the Khorvaty on amission of murder...

They had travelled astrappers, Thibor and his seven, as Wallachians who followed the
Carpathian curve on atrek designed to get them deep into the northern forests by the onset of
winter. In fact they had smply come from Kiev through Kolomyyaand so to the mountains, but
they'd taken all the parapherndiaof the trapper with them, to substantiate their story. It had taken
them three weeks of steady riding to reach the placein the very lee of the sheer mountains, (a
village,, consisting of ahandful of stone houses built into the hillsde, haf-a-dozen semi-permanent
cabins, and asmattering of gypsy tents of cured skinswith the fur inside) which the current
incumbents called Moupho Aide Ferenc Y aborov, amouthful they invariably shortened to Ferenc,
which they made to sound like 'Ferengi'. It meant 'Place of the Old Oné, or 'of the Old Ferengi’,
and the gypsies spoke of it in lowered tones and with aded of respect.

There were maybe a hundred men there, some thirty women and as many children. Half of the
men were trappers passing through, or prospective settlers uprooted by Pechenegi raids, on their
way to find homes further north. Many of thelatter group had their families with them. The
remainder were either peasant inhabitants of Ferengi Y aorov, or gypsies come here to winter it
out. They'd been coming sincetime immemorid, apparently, for ‘the old devil’ who was Boyar here
was good to them and turned none away. Indeed, in times of hardship held even been known to
supply hiswandering occasond tenantswith food from his own larder and wine from his cellars.

Thibor, asking about food and drink for himself and the others, was shown ahouse of timbers
setinastand of pines. It was an inn of sorts, with tiny rooms up in the rafters which could only be
reached by rope ladders; the ladders were drawn up when the boarder wished to deep. Down
bel ow there were wooden tables and stools, and at one end of the large room a bar stocked with
small kegs of plum brandy and buckets of sweet de. Onewall was built half of stone, where burned
afirein the base of ahuge chimney. On the firewas an iron pot of goulash giving out a heavy
paprikareek. Onions dangled in bunchesfrom nailsin thewall closeto thefire; likewise huge
coarse-skinned sausages; black bread stood in loaves on the tables, baked in a stone oven to one
gdeof thefire.

A man, hiswife and one scruffy son ran the place; gypsies, Thibor guessed, who'd chosen to
ettle here. They could have done better, he thought, fegling cold in the shadows of the looming
rocks, the mountains whose presence could befelt even indoors. It was agloomy placethis,
frowning and foreboding.

The Wallach had told his men to speak to no one, but asthey put away their gear, ate and
drank, spoke in muffled tones to each other, he himsdf shared ajug of brandy with his hogt. 'Who



areyou? that gnarled old man asked him.

'Do you ask what | have been and where | have been? Thibor answered. 'That's easier to tell
thanwho | am.’

Tell it then, if you fed liketalking.

Thibor smiled and sipped brandy. 'l was ayoung boy under the Carpatii. My father was an
Ungar who wandered into the borders of the southern steppe to farm - him and his brothers and kin
and their families. I'll be brief: came the Pechenegi, al was uprooted, our settlement destroyed.
Since then I've wandered, fought the barbarian for payment and what little | could find on his body,
donewhat | could where and whenever. Now I'll be atrapper. I've seen the mountains, the steppe,
theforests. Farming's ahard life and blood-letting makes aman bitter. But in the towns and cities
there's money to be had from furs. Y ou've roamed a bit yoursdlf, I'll vow?

'Here and there,’ the other shrugged, nodded. He was swarthy as smoke-grimed | eather,
wrinkled as awa nut from extremes of wesether, lean asawolf. Not young by any standards, still his
hair was shiny black, his eyestoo, and he seemed to have al of histeeth. But he moved hislimbs
carefully and his hands were very crooked. 'I'd be doing it till if my bones hadn't started to seize
up. We had a cart of two wheelswrapped in leather, which we'd break down and carry when the
way was rough. Upon the cart we took our house and goods along with us: abig tent with rooms,
and cooking pots, and tools. We were - we are - Szgany, gypses, and became Szgany Ferengi
when | built this place here." He craned his neck and looked up, wide-eyed, a oneinterior wall of
the house. It was alook haf respectful, hdf fearful. There was no window but the Wallach knew
that the old man stared up at the mountain pesks.

'Szgany Ferengi? Thibor repeated. 'Y ou dly yoursdlf to the Boyar Ferenczy in hiscastle,
then?

The old gypsy lowered his eyes from the unseen heights, drew back alittle, took on a
suspicious look. Thibor quickly poured him more of hisown brandy. The other remained silent and
the Wallach shrugged. 'No matter, it'sjust that I've heard good things of him," helied. '‘My father
knew him, once..."

'Indeed!" the old man's eyes widened.

Thibor nodded. ‘One cold winter, the Ferenczy gave him shelter in his castle. My father told
me, if ever | passed thisway, | should go up and remind the Boyar of that time, and thank him on
behdf of my father.'

The old man stared at Thibor for long moments. 'So, you've heard good things of our master,
have you? From your father, eh? And you were born under the mountains..."



'l's something strange? Thibor raised adark eyebrow.

The other looked him up and down. 'Y oure abig man," he said, grudgingly, ‘and strong, | can
tell. Also, you look fierce. A Wallach, eh, whose fathers were Ungars? Well, perhaps you are,

perhapsyou are.’

'Perhaps| am what?

It'ssaid,’ the gypsy whispered, drawing closer, ‘that the old Ferengi's true sons dways come
home to roost. In the end they come here, seek him out - seek out their father! Would you climb up
to seehim?

Thibor put on alook of indecision. He shrugged. 'l might, if | knew the way. But these cliffs
and passes are treacherous.’

'l know theway.'

'Y ou've been there? Thibor tried not to seem too eager.

The old man nodded. 'Oh, yes, and | could take you. But would you go done? The Ferengi's
not one for too many vigtors.'

Thibor appeared to give it somelittle thought. 'I'd want to take two of my friends, at least. In
case the way gets rough.’

"Huh! If these old bones can make it, surely yours can! Just two of them?

'For assstance in the steep places!’

Thibor's host pursed hislips. ‘It would cost you alittle something. My timeand..."

That's understood,’ the Wallach stopped him.

The gypsy scratched his ear. 'What do you know of the old Ferengi? What have you heard of
him?

Thibor saw a chance for knowledge. Getting information out of people such asthesewaslike
drawing the teeth of abear! 'I've heard he has agreat company of men garrisoned with him, and
that his castle is afastnessimpenetrable. Because of this he swears no fedlty, pays no taxeson his



lands, for none may collect it.’

'Hah!" The old gypsy laughed out loud, thumped the bar, poured more brandy. ‘A company of
men? Retainers? Serfs? He has none! A woman or two, perhaps, but no men. Only the wolves
guard those passes. Asfor hiscagtle: it hugsthe cliff. Oneway in - for mere men - and the same
way out. Unless some unwary fool leanstoo far from awindow...'

As he paused his eyes because suspicious again. ‘And did your father tell you that the Ferengi
had men?

Thibor's father had told him nothing, of course. Nor had the Vlad, for that matter. What little
he knew was superstitious twaddle hed had from afellow at court, afoolish man who didn't much
care for the prince and who in turn wasllittle cared for. Thibor had no time for ghosts. he knew how
many men held killed, and not aman of them had come back to haunt him.

He decided to take achance. Hed aready learned much of what he wanted to know. 'My
father said only that the way was steep, and that when he was there, many men were camped in and
about the cadtle!’

The old man stared at him, dowly nodded. ‘It could be, it could be. The Szgany have often
wintered with him.' He cameto adecison. 'Very well, | will take you up - if hewill seeyou.' He
laughed at Thibor'sraised eyebrows, led him out of the house into the quiet of the afternoon. On
their way the gypsy took ahuge bronze frying pan from its peg.

A wesk sun was poised, preparing itself for setting over the grey pesks. The mountains
brought an early twilight here, where dready the birds were singing their evening songs. 'Wearein
time," the old man nodded. 'And now we must hope that we are seen.’

He pointed steeply upwards at the looming mountains, to where ahigh, jagged black crest
etched itsdlf againgt the grey of the ultimate peaks. 'Y ou see there, where the darkness is degpest?

Thibor nodded.

"That's the castle. Now watch." He polished the bottom of the pan on his deeve, then turned it
towards the sun. Catching the weak rays, he threw them back into the mountains and traced aline
of gold up the crags. Fainter and fainter the disc of light flickered with distance, jumping from scree
to flat rock face, from fangsto fir clump, from trees back to crumbling shale asit climbed ever
higher. And findly it seemed to Thibor that the ray was answered; for when &t last the gypsy held
the pan siffly in his gnarled hands, suddenly that dark, angular outcrop he'd pointed out seemed to
burst into golden fire! Thelance of light was so sudden, so blinding, that the Wallach threw up his
hands before his eyes and peered through the bars of hisfingers.



'Isthat him? he gasped. 'Isit the Boyar himsdlf who answers?

"The old Ferengi? The gypsy laughed uproarioudy. Carefully he propped up the pan on aflat
rock, and gtill the beam of light glanced down from on high. ‘'No, not him. The sun's no friend of his.
Nor any mirror, for that matter!" He laughed again, and then explained. ‘It'samirror, burnished
bright, one of severd which gt above therear wall of the keep where it meetsthe cliff. Now, if our
sggnd isseen, someone will cover the mirror - which merely shoots back our beam - and the light
will be snuffed out. Not gradually, as by the sun's dow descent, but dl at once - like that!"

Like acandle snuffed, the beam blinked out, leaving Thibor almost staggering in what seemed
apreternatural gloom. He steadied himself. 'So, it would seem you've established contact,’ he said.
'Painly the Boyar has seen that you have something to convey, but how will he know what it is?

'He will know," said the gypsy. He grasped Thibor's arm, stared up into the high passes. A
glaze came suddenly over the old man's eyes and he swayed. Thibor held him up. And:

‘There, now he knows," the old man whispered. The film went from hiswide eyes.

'What? Thibor was puzzled; hefdt troubled. The Szgany were queer folk with
little-understood powers. 'What do you mean when you say -

'And now hewill answer "yes' - or "no",’ the gypsy cut him off. Even as he finished speaking
there came asingle, searing beam of light from the high castle, which in the next moment died away.

'Ah!" the old gypsy sighed. '‘And hisanswer is"yes', hewill seeyou.’

'When? Thibor accepted the strangeness of it, fought down the eagernessin hisvoice.

‘Now. We st off a once. The mountains are dangerous at night, but helll have it no other
way. Areyou sill game?

'I'll not disappoint him, now that he'sinvited me,' said Thibor.

'Very well. But wrap yourself well, Wallach. It gets cold up there. The old man fixed him with
abrief, bright, penetrating stare. 'Aye, cold as degth..."

Thibor chose apair of burly Wallachsto accompany him. Most of his men were out of hisold
homeand, but held persondly stood aongside these two in hiswar with the Pechenegi, and he
knew they were fierce fighters. He wanted real men at his back when he went up againgt this
Ferenczy. And it could well be that hed need them. Arvos, the old gypsy, had said the Boyar had
no retainers, who, then, had answered the mirror sgna? No, Thibor couldn't seearich manliving



up there dl aone with amere woman or two, fetching and carrying for himself. Old Arvoslied.

In the event that there was only a handful of men up in the mountainswith their magter... But it
was no good speculating, Thibor would have to wait and see what were the odds. If there were
many men, however, then he would say that he came as an envoy of Vladimir, to invite the Boyar to
the palace in Kiev. It would be in connection with the war against the Pechenegi. Either way, his
course was now set: he had amountain to climb, and at the top aman to kill, depending on
conditions.

In those days Thibor had been in away naive; it had not once crossed his mind that the Vlad
had sent him on a suicide mission, from which he was not expected to return to Kiev.

Asfor the climb: at first the going had been easy, and this despite the fact that the way was
unmarked. Thetrack (there was no redl track, merely aroute which the old gypsy knew by heart)
climbed a saddle between foothills to the base of an unscalable cliff, then followed arising gpron of
diding screeto awide crevice or chimney in the cliff, which elevated steeply through afissure on to
afalse plateau benesth a second line of even steeper hills. These hillswere wild and wooded, their
trees massive and ancient, but by now Thibor had seen that indeed there was a path of sorts. It was
asif some giant had taken a scythe and cut a straight line through the trees; their wood had
doubtless provided much of the village's timber, and perhaps some of it had been hauled up into the
mountainsfor usein the congtruction of the castle. That might possibly have been hundreds of years
ago, and yet no new trees had grown up to bar theway. Or if they had, then someone had
uprooted them to keep the path free.

Whichever, the climb adong the track through the rising woods was fairly easy going, and as
twilight grew towards night afull moon roseto lend theway its silvery light. Spying their breath for
the climbing, the three men and heir guide spoke not at al and Thibor was able to turn hismind to
what little hed heard of the Boyar Ferenczy from his foppish court contact.

"The Greeksfear him more than Vladimir does," that loose-tongue had informed. 'In
Greek-land they've long sought al such out and put them down. They call such asthe Ferenczy
"vrykolax", which isthe same as the Bulgarian "obour" or "mouphour" - or "wampir"!'

'I've heard of the wampir, Thibor had answered. 'They have the same myth, and the same
namefor it, in my old country. A peasant superdition. And I'll tell you something: the men I'vekilled
rot inthelr graves, if indeed they have graves. They certainly don't bloat there! Or if they doit'sfrom
rotten gasses, not the blood of the living!'

‘Nevertheless this Ferenczy issaid to be just such a creature,’ Thibor's informant had insisted.
'I've heard the Greek prieststalking: saying how theré's no room in any Chrigtian land for such as
that. In Greek-land they put stakes through their hearts and cut off their heads. Or better il they
break them up entirely and burn dl the pieces. They believe that even asmal part of awampir can
grow whole again in the body of an unwary man. Thething islike aleech, but on theinside! Hence
the saying that awampir has two hearts and two souls - and that the creature may not die until both



facets are destroyed.’

Thibor had smiled, humourlesdy, scornfully. Hed thanked the man, saying, 'Wel, wizard or
witch or whatever, he's lived long enough. Vladimir the Prince wants this Ferenczy dead, and I've
been giventhejob.’

‘Lived long enough!" the other had repeated, throwing up his hands. 'Aye, and you don't know
how truethat is. Why, there's been a Ferenczy up in those mountains aslong as men remember.
And the legends have it that it'sthe same Ferenczy! Now you tell me, Walach, what sort of manis
it who watches years pass like hours, eh?

Thibor had laughed at that, too; but now, thinking back on it - severa things connected, it
seemed.

The'Moupho' in the name of the village, for instance - which sounded alot like 'mouphour’, or
wampir. 'Village of the Old Ferenczy Vampire? And what was it Arvosthe Szgany had said? The
sun'sno friend of his. Nor any mirror, for that matter!" Weren't vampiresthings of the night; afraid of
mirrors because they showed no reflection, or perhaps areflection more nearly the reality? Then the
Wallach gave asnort of derision at hisown imaginings. It wasthisold place, that wasdl, working
on hisimagination. These centuried woods and agel ess mountains...

At which point his party came out of the trees and on to the crest of domed hills where the soil
was thin asawhisper and only the lichens grew; beyond which, in ashalow depresson, ajumbled
plain of stony rubble and brittle scree reached perhaps half a mileto the inky shadows of dark cliffs.
To the north it reached up high, that black boundary, forming horns; and to these hornsin the light
of the moon, old Arvos now pointed a crooked finger.

"There!' He chuckled as at somejoke. "There broods the house of the old Ferengi.’

Thibor looked - and sure enough he saw distant windowslit like eyesin the darkness under
the horns. And it wasfor al theworld asif some monstrous bat squatted there in the heights, or
maybethelord of al great wolves.

'Likeeyesin aface of stone," growled one of Thibor's Walachs, aman dl chest and arms,
with short sumpy legs.

'And not the only eyeswatching us!' whispered the other, athin, hunched man who aways
went with his head aggressively forward.

'What's that you say? Thibor was at once alert, casting about in the darkness. Then he saw
theferd, triangular eyes, like blobs of gold, seeming to hang suspended in the darkness at the edge
of thewoods. Five pairs of eyes. wolves eyes, surely?



'Ho!" Thibor shouted. He unsheathed his sword, stepped forward. 'Away, dogs of the woods!
Weve nothing for you.'

The eyes blinked sporadically in pairs, drew back, scattered. Four lean, grey shapes loped off,
flowing under the moon likeliquid, logt in the jumble of boulders on the plain of scree. But thefifth
pair of eyesremained, seemed to gain height, floated forward out of the darkness without hesitation.

A man stepped from the shadows, astal as, if not taller than, Thibor himsdlf.

Arvosthe gypsy staggered, seemed about to faint. The moon showed hisface aghastly,
slvery-grey. The stranger reached out ahand and gripped his shoulder, stared deep into his eyes.
And dowly the old man straightened up and the trembling went out of him.

In the manner of thewarrior born, Thibor had placed himsdlf in striking distance. His sword
was gtill in his hand, but the stranger was only one man. Thibor's men - astounded at first, perhaps
even alittle afraid - were on the point of drawing their own wegpons but he stopped them with a
word, sheathed his sword. If anything, thiswas asmple show of defiance, agesturewhichin one
move showed his strength and possibly his contempt. Certainly it showed his fearlessness. 'Who are
you? hesaid. 'Y ou comelike awolf in the night."

The newcomer was dender, dmost fragile-seeming. Hewas dressed al in black, with a heavy
black cape draped about his shoulders and faling to below his knees. There could be weapons
concedled under the cape, but he kept hishandsin view, resting them on histhighs. He now ignored
old Arvos, looked at the three Wl lachs. His dark eyes merdly fell upon Thibor's henchmen and
moved on, but they rested on Thibor himself for long moments before he answered: 'l am from the
house of the Ferenczy. My magter sent me out to see what manner of men would vidit himthis
night." He smiled athin smile. His voice had a soothing effect on the Voevod; strangdly, his
unblinking eyes dso, which now reflected moonlight. Thibor found himself wishing there was more
naturd light. There was that about the features of this one which repulsed him. He felt that he gazed
upon amisshapen skull, and wondered that this didn't disturb him more. But he was held as by
some mysterious atraction, like amoth to the devouring flame. Y es, attracted and repulsed a one
and thesametime.

Asthat idea dawned - that he was faling under some strange maaise or enticement - he drew
himsalf more upright, forced himself to speak. 'Y ou may tell your master I'm aWallach. Alsothat |
cometo speak of important things, of summonses and responsibilities!

The man in the cape drew closer and the moon shone fully in hisface. It was aman's face after
al and not askull, but there was that which was wolfish about it, an dmost freakish longness of
jaws and ears.'My master supposed it might be so," he said, a certain hard edge creeping into his
voice. 'But no matter - what will bewill be, and you are but a messenger. Before you passthis
point, however, which isaboundary, my master must be sure that you come of your own free will.'



Thibor had regained his self-control. 'No one dragged me up here," he snorted.

‘But you were sent...?

‘A strong man may only be "sent" where he wishesto go,’ the Wallach answered.

'And your men?

'We're with Thibor, said the hunched one. 'Where he ventures, we venture - willingly!"

'Even to see one who sends out wolvesto do his bidding,” Thibor's second companion, the
apish one, added.

'Wolves? The stranger frowned and cocked his head on one side quizzically. He glanced
sharply dl about, then smiled his amusement. '"My master's dogs, you mean?

'Dogs? Thibor was certain hed seen wolves. Now, however, the idea seemed ridiculous.

'Aye, dogs. They came out to walk with me, for it'safine night. But they're not used to
strangers. See, they've run off home!'

Thibor nodded, and eventudly he said: 'So, you've come to meet us half-way, then. To wak
with us and show ustheway.'

'Not I," the other shook his head. 'Arvos can do that well enough. | came only to greet you
and to count your numbers - also to ensure that your presence here was not forced. Which isto
say, that you came of your own free mind and will.'

'l say again,' Thibor growled, 'who could force me?

"There are pressures and there are pressures,’ the other shrugged. 'But | see you are your own

man.

'Y ou mentioned our numbers!

The man in the cape raised his eyebrows. They peaked like gables. 'For your
accommodation,” he answered. 'What else? And before Thibor could reply: ‘Now | must go on
ahead - to make preparation.'



'I'd hate to crowd your master's house,' said Thibor quickly. 'Bad enough to be an unexpected
guest, but worsefar if others are obliged to vacate their rightful positionsto make room for me!'

'Oh, there's room enough,’ the other answered. 'And you were not entirely unexpected. Asfor
putting others out: my master's house is acastle, but it shelters fewer human souls than you have
here.' It was asif held read Thibor's mind and answered the question he'd found there.

Now heinclined his head towards the old Szgany. 'Be warned, however, that the path dong
the cliff isloose and the way alittle perilous. Be on your guard for rock fallsl' And once moreto
Thibor he said, 'Until later, then.'

They watched him turn and make off after his master's ‘dogs across the narrow, jumbled,
boulder-strewn plain.

When held gone into the shadows, Thibor grabbed Arvos by the neck. 'No retainers? he
hissed into the old gypsy's face. 'No servants? What, and are you asmpleliar or avery grest liar?
The Ferenczy could harbour an army up there!”

Arvostried to snatch himself back and found the Wallach's grip likeiron on histhroat. 'A... a
manservant or two," he choked. 'How was... was | to know? It's been many ayear...' Thibor
released him, thrust him away.

'Old man," he warned, 'if you'd see another day, just be sure you guide us carefully aong this
perilous cliff path." And so they had crossed the stony depression to the cliff, and started up the
narrow way carved in its sheer face...

Chapter Three

The path clung to the black rock of the cliffslike asilver snake under the moon. Its surface
was wide enough to take asmall cart, no more; but in placesthe rim had falen away, and then the
track narrowed to little more than the width of aman. And it wasin just such narrow spotsthat the
night breeze off the forests picked up to abluster, seeming to tug at and threaten the men who toiled
up like insects towards that unknown aerie which was their destination.

'How long isthis damned path, anyway? Thibor snarled a the Gypsy, after maybe haf amile
of dow, careful dimbing.



"The same distance again,’ Arvos at once replied, 'but steeper from now on. Once they
brought carts up here, I'm told, but that was a hundred years or more ago and the way has not been
well kept.'

'Huh!" Thibor's apish aide snorted. 'Carts? | wouldn't bring goats up here!”

At that the other Wallach, the hunched one, gave a start and pressed more closely to the cliff.
'l wouldn't know about goats, he whispered hoarsely, 'but if I'm not mistaken we have company of
sorts: the Ferenczy's "dogs'!'

Thibor looked ahead to where the path vanished round the curve of the cliff. Silhouetted
againg the starry void of space, hump-shouldered wolf-shapes stood with muzzles lifted, ears
pointed and eyesferdly agleam. But there were only two of them. Gasping his shock, then aharsh
curse, Thibor looked back into the deepest shadows - and saw the other two; or rather, he saw
their triangular moon-slvered eyes. 'Arvos!' he growled, gathering hiswits, reaching for theold

aypsy. 'Arvos!'

The sudden rumbling might well have been thunder, except the air was crisp and dry and what
few clouds there were scudded rather than boiled; and thunder seldom makes the ground shudder
beneath aman'sfest.

Thibor's thin, hunched friend was hindmost, bringing up the rear at a point where the path was
the merest ledge. It required but a step to bring him to safety. 'Rock fal!" he cried hoarsaly, making
to leap forward. But as he sprang, so the boulders rained down and swept him away. It was as
quick asthat: he wasthere - arms straining forward, face gaping white in the light of the moon - and
he was gone. He did not cry out: clubbed by boulders, doubtless he'd been unconscious or dead
evenashefdl.

When the last pebble and plume of dust had fallen and the rumbling was an echo, Thibor
stepped to the rim and looked down. There was nothing to see, just darkness and the glint of the
maoon on distant rocks. Up and down thetrail, of wolves there was no sign.

Thibor turned to where the old gypsy shivered and clung to the face of the cliff.

‘A rock fdl!' The old man saw the look on hisface. 'Y ou can't blame mefor arock fdl. If hed
jumped ingteed of shouting hiswarning...’

Thibor nodded. 'No," he agreed, brows black as the night itsalf, 'l can't blame you for arock
fal. But from now on blame doesn't comeinto it. From now on if thereésany problem at dl - from
whatever cause or quarter - I'll just toss you off the cliff. That way, if I'mto die, I'll know that you
died first. For let's have something clearly understood, old man. | don't trust the Ferenczy, | don't
trust his"dogs', and | trust you least of al. Therell be no further warnings.' He jerked histhumb up
the path. 'Lead on, Arvos of the Szgany - and nimble about it!"



Thibor did not think that hiswarning would carry much weight; evenif it weighed on the gypsy,
it certainly wouldn't weigh on his master in the mountain. But neither was the Wallach aman to issue
idle threats. Arvosthe Szgany belonged to the Ferenczy, no doubt of that. And so, if more trouble
was on the way from that quarter (Thibor was sure that the avalanche had been arranged) then he
would seethat it cameto Arvosfirst. And trouble was coming: it waited in the defile where the cliff
was split by adeep chasm, at the back of which sat the castle of the Ferenczy.

Thiswasthe sSght they saw, Thibor and hissmian Wallach friend, and the now sinister gypsy
Arvos, when they reached the cleft. Back in the dim mists of time the mountains had convulsed, split
gpart. Passes had been formed through the ranges, of which this might have been one. Except that
in this case the opening had not gone dl the way through. The cliff whose face they'd traversed had
led findly to ahigh crest which reared now ahaf mile away. The crest was plit into twin peaks-
likethe ears of abat or awolf. And there, straddling the defile where it narrowed to afissure -
clinging to both opposing faces and meeting centraly in amassive arch of masonry - there sat the
manse of the Ferenczy. As before, two windows were lighted, like eyes under the sharp black ears,
and the fissure below seemed to form a gaping mouth.

'No wonder he runswolves, thisone!’ Thibor's squat companion grunted. His words acted
likean invocation.

They came down the dliff-hugging track from the castle, and not just four off them. A flood of
them, awall of grey fur studded with yellow jewel eyes. And they came at the lope, full of purpose.

‘A pack!" cried Thibor'sfriend.

"Too many to fight off," the Voevod shouted back. Out of the corner of his eye he saw Arvos
gtart forward, towards the oncoming wolves. He reached out aleg, tripped the old gypsy.

'Grab him!" Thibor commanded, drawing his sword.

The squat Wallach lifted Arvos as easily as he would lift the deed, dry branch of atree, swung
him out over the abyss and held him there. Arvos howled histerror. The wolves, scant paces away,
cameto an uneasy hdt. Ther leadersthrew up pointed muzzles, howled mournfully. It wasfor dl
theworld asif they waited upon some command. But from whom?

Arvos stopped hisydlling, turned his head and gazed wide-eyed at the distant castle. His gullet
bobbed spastically with hisgulping.

The man who held him glanced from the wolvesto Thibor. "What now? Do | drop him?

The huge Wdlach shook hishead. 'Only if they attack,’ he answered.



"Y ou think the Ferenczy controls them, then? Bit... isit possible?

It seems our quarry has powers,' said Thibor. 'Look at the gypsy'sface.’

Arvos gaze had become fixed. Thibor had seen that look before, when the old man used the
frying-pan mirror down in the village: asif afilm of milk had been painted on each eyebdll.

Then the Gypsy spoke: 'Master? Arvos mouth scarce moved. Hiswords were the merest
breath, vying with the mountain breeze at first but rapidly growing louder. 'Master? But Madter, |
have dways been your faithful - * He paused suddenly, asif cut short, and hisfilmed eyes bulged.
'No, master, no.' Hisvoice was now a shriek; he clawed at the hands and brawny armsthat alone
sustained him againgt gravity, shifted his once more clear gaze to the ledge and the wolves where
they gathered themselves.

Thibor had dmost felt the surge of power emanating from the distant castle, had amost tasted
the rejection which had surely doomed the Szgany to his death. The Ferenczy wasfinished with him,
sowhy dday it?

Theleading pair of wolves, massive beasts, crept forward in unison, muscles bunching.

'Drop him!" Thibor rasped. Utterly pitiless, he urged, 'Let him die - and then fight for your own
life! Theledgeisnarrow - Sde by sdewe've achance.’

His companion tried to shake the old man |oose but couldn't. The gypsy clung like thornsto his
arms, fought desperately to swing hislegs back onto the ledge. But already it wastoo late for both
men. Heedless of their own lives, the pair of grest grey wolves sprang as one cregture, asif
triggered. Not at Thibor - not even looking at him - but directly at his squat comrade where hetried
to break Arvos grip. They struck together, dead weight against alurching double-silhouette, and
bore the apish Walach, Arvos, and themselves out over the rim and down into darkness.

It was beyond Thibor. He gave it only amoment's thought. The pack leaders had sacrificed
themsalvesin answer to acal he had not heard - or had he? But in any case, they'd died willingly
for acause he could not possibly comprehend. He il lived, however, and hewouldn't sell hislife

cheaply.

‘All of you, then!" he howled at the pack, amost in its own tongue. ‘Come on, who'll befirst to
taste my stedd? And for long moments not a beast of them moved.

Then -

Thenthey did move, but not forward. Instead they turned, dunk away, paused and |ooked



back over lean shoulders.

'‘Cowards!’ Thibor raged. He took a pace towards them; they dunk further away, looked
back. And the Wallach's jaw dropped. He knew - suddenly knew - that they weren't hereto harm
him, only to ensure that he came on aone!

For the firgt time he began to understand something of the true power of the mysterious Boyar,
knew why the Vlad wanted him dead. And now, too, he wished he hadn't scoffed so much at the
warnings of his court informant. Of course, he could aways go back to the village and bring up the
rest of hismen - couldn't he? Behind him, pale tongues|olling, acrush of furry bodies crowded the
track cut from the face of the cliff.

Thibor took a pace their way; they didn't move an inch, but their dog grins at once turned to
snarls. A pacein the other direction, and they crept after. He had an escort.

'My own freewill, eh? he muttered, and looked at the sword in his hand. The sword of some
warrior Varyagi - agood Viking sword - but usalessif the pack should decide to attack in abody.
Or if that were decided for them. Thibor knew it, and he suspected that they knew it, too.

He sheathed the weapon, found nerve to command: 'Lead on, then, my lads - but not too
closeor I'll have your pawsfor lucky charms!' And so they took him to the castlein the riven
rock...

In hisshdlow grave, the old Thing in the ground shivered again, thistime from fear. However
monstrous aman may becomein thisworld, when he dresms of hisyouth the thingswhich
frightened him then frighten him anew. So it was with the Thibor-creature, and now his dream was
carrying him to the edge of terror itsdlf.

The sun was down, itsrim forming the meret red blister on the hills; but il itsrayslanced
across the earth and gleamed fitfully on land where shadows visibly lengthened, quickly blotting out
the sun's golden stains. But even when the sun wasfully down, burning on other lands, still Thibor
might not ‘waken' in the sense that men waken; for he was one who might dream for many ayear
between bouts of that black hatred called waking. It is not pleasant to be a Thing in the ground
awake, done, immobile, undead.

But the rich blood which soaked the earth would waken him, certainly, in that instant when it
touched him. Even now the nearness of that warm, precious liquid roused passonsin him. His
nostrils gaped for its scent; his desiccated heart urged his own ancient blood fagter in hisveins, his
vampire core moaned soundlesdy in the deep it shared with him.

Thibor's dream, however, was stronger. It was amagnet of the mind, luring himto a
conclusion he knew and dreaded of old but which he must dways experience again. And downin
the cold earth in the glade of stirlesstrees, where the sones of his mausoleum lay broken and



matted with lichens, the nightmare Thing dreamed on...

The way widened, grew into an avenue of tall dark pines atop abroad levelled rim of
ages-impacted scree. On Thibor's left hand, beyond the straight boles of the pines, smooth black
rocksrose vertical through hundreds of feet to an indigo sky strewn with stars; on hisright the trees
massed, marched down the no longer sheer V of the gorge and steeply up the other sde. At the
bottom water gushed and gurgled, invisible beneath anight-black canopy. The Vlad had been right:
given ahandful of men - or wolves - the Ferenczy could easily defend his castle againgt an army.
Insdethe cadtleitsdf, however, things might be different. Especidly if the Boyar wereindeed aman
aoneor nearly so.

Findly the ancient pileitsaf loomed. Its stconework was massive, but pitted, rotten. On both
sdes of the defile huge towers rose up eighty feet and more; square and very nearly featureless at
their broad bases, higher up there were arched, fortified windows, ledges and ba conies with deep
embrasures, and gaping stone spouts projecting from the mouths of carved gargoyle or kraken
heads. At the top of each tower, more embrasures fronted tiled pyramid spires; but with gaping
holes showing through, where repairs were badly needed; and over everything a heavy miasma of
decay, adank and clinging patina, asif the very stoneissued acold and clammy swest.

Half-way up, the inward-facing walls sprouted flying buttresses dmost as massive asthe
towers themsalves, which met across the gorge in asingle span - like astone bridge some eighty or
ninety feet from tower to tower. Supported by the buttresses, along single-storey hall with small
sguare windows was constructed of timbers. It had a peaked roof of heavy dates; hal and roof
both were in the same generally poor condition as the towers. But for the fact that two of the
windows were lit with aflickering illumination, the entire pile might seem deserted, derdlict. It was
not how Thibor imagined the residence of agreat Boyar should look; on the other hand, if he were
asuperdtitious man, certainly he might believe that demons lived there.

The ranks of wolves began to thin out asthey drew closer to the castlés wals. Moving
forward, it was not until the Wallach stood in the very shadow of those wallsthat he saw the castle's
smple defences: atrench fifteen feet wide and fifteen deep, excavated right down to solid rock, the
bottom furnished with long pointed stakes set so close to each other that any man falling in must
surely be speared. Then, too, he saw the door: a heavy, oak-boarded, iron-banded affair extended
at itstop to form adrawbridge. And even as he looked, so the door was creakingly lowered, heavy
chainsrattling as the trench was bridged.

In the opening thus reveded stood a cloaked figure holding before him aflaring torch. Behind
the glare of that brand, little could be seen of features but ablur; al that Thibor could make of them
wasther paeness, and avague awareness of grotesgque proportions. He had his suspicions,
however, and more than suspicions - which were fully borne out on the instant that the figure spoke:
'And so you have come - of your own free will

Thibor had often been accused of being a cold man with acold, emotionless voice. It was
something he had never denied. But if hisvoice was cold, this voice might have issued from the
graveitsdlf. And where Thibor had found the voice soothing in the first instance, now it grated on his



nerves like the ache of arotten tooth, or cold steel on aliving bone. It was old - hoary asthe
mountains, and possibly entrusted with as many secrets - but it was certainly not infirm. It held the
authority of dl dark knowledge.

'My own free will? Thibor dared to ook away from the figure, saw that he was quite aone.
The wolves had mdted into the night, into the mountains. Perhgps asingle pair of yellow eyes
gleamed for amoment under the trees, but that was al. He turned back to face hishogt. 'Y es, of my
own freewill...

"Then you are welcome.' The Boyar fixed historch in abracket just inside the doorway,
bowed alittle from the wai s, stood to one side. And Thibor crossed the drawbridge, made to enter
the house of the Ferenczy. But in the moment before he entered, he glanced up, saw the legend
burned into the age-blackened oak of the arched lintel. He couldn't read or write, but the cloaked
man saw his glance and trandated for him:

'It saysthat thisisthe house of Waldemar Ferrenzig. Thereisaso asign which datesiit,
showing that the castle is nearly two hundred years old. Waldemar was... he was my father. | am

Faethor Ferrenzig, whom my people cal "the Ferenczy™'.

Therewas afierce pride now in that dark voice, and for thefirst time Thibor felt himsalf
unsure. He knew nothing of the castle; there might easily be many men lying in wait; the open door
gaped like the maw of some unknown beast.

'l have made preparations,’ said Thibor's host. 'Food and drink, and afire to warm your
bones.' He ddliberately turned his back, took a second torch from adark nicheinthewall and lit it
from thefirst. Asflames caught hold, so the shadows fled. The Ferenczy glanced once at his guest,
unsmiling, then led theway ingde. And the Wallach followed.

They passed quickly through dark corridors of stone, anterooms, narrow doorways, into the
heart of the tower; then up aspiradling stone stairway to aheavy trapdoor in afloor of stone flags
supported by great black timbers.

The trapdoor stood open and the Ferenczy gathered up his cloak before climbing through into
awdl| lighted room. Thibor followed close behind, allowing the other no time to be on hisown. As
he emerged into the room he shivered. It would have been so very easy for someone to spear him
or lop off hishead as he came up through the trapdoor. But apart from the pile€'s master, the room
was empty of men. Thibor glanced at his host, looked al around. The room was long, broad, high.
overhead, aceling of timbers was badly gapped; flickering firdight showed a date roof above the
ceiling; missing tiles permitted aglimpse of stars swvimming in smoke from thefire. The placewas
somewhat open to the wesether. In winter it would be bitterly cold. Even now it would not be warm
if not for thefire.

Thefirewas of pinelogs, roaring in ahuge open fireplace with achimney built a an angleto



pass through an exterior wal. The logs burned on a cradle of warped iron bars, twisted with the
heat of many such fires. At thefire'sfront, six spitted woodcocks were roasting over red ashes.
Sprinkled with herbs, the smdll of their flesh was mouth-wetering.

Closeto the fireplace stood a heavy table and two chairs of oak. On the table were wooden
platters, eating knives, a stone pitcher of wine or water. In the centre of the table the roasted joint of
some beast till smoked. Therewas abowl of dried fruits, too, and another containing dlices of
coarse dark bread. It was not intended that Thibor should starve!

He glanced again at thewall with the fireplace; its base was of stone, but higher up it was of
timber. There was aso a square window, open to the night. He crossed to the window, looked out
and down on adizzy scene: theravine, dark with close-packed firs, and away in the east the vast
black forests. And now the VVoevod knew that he wasin aroom of the castle's central span where it
crossed the narrow gorge between the towers.

'Are you nervous, Wallach? Faethor Ferenczy's soft voice (soft now, aye) startled him.

‘Nervous? Thibor dowly shook his head. '‘Bemused, that's al. Surprised. Y ou are aone herel’

'Oh? And did you expect something else? Didn't Arvosthe gypsy tell you | was done?

Thibor narrowed his eyes. 'He told me several things - and now he's dead.’

The other showed not the dightest flicker of surprise, nor of remorse. ‘Death comesto all
men,' hesaid.

'My two friends, they're also dead.' Thibor hardened histone of voice.

The Ferenczy merely shrugged. Theway up ishard. It's cost many lives over the years. But
friends, did you say? Then you are fortunate. | have no friends.'

Thibor's hand strayed close to the hilt of his sword. 'l had fancied an entire pack of your
"friends’ showed metheway here...'

Hishost at once stepped close to him, less a step than a flowing motion. The man moved like
liquid. A long hand, dender but strong, rested on the hilt of Thibor's sword under his own hand.
Touching it waslike touching living - snakeskin. Thibor's flesh crawled and he jerked his hand
away. In the same moment the Boyar unshesthed his sword, again with that flowing, liquid motion.
The Wallach stood disarmed, astonished.

'Y ou can't eat with this great thing clanging about your legs,' the Ferenczy told him. He



weighed the sword like atoy in his hands, smiled athin smile. '"Ah! A warrior's weapon. And are
you awarrior, Thibor of Wallachia? A Voevod, en?I've heard how Viadimir Svyatodavich recruits
many warlords - even from peasants.’

Again Thibor was caught off guard; he hadn't told the Ferenczy his name, hadn't mentioned the
Kievan Vlad. But before he could find words for an answer:

'‘Come,’ said hishogt, 'you'll let your food grow cold. Sit, eat, and well talk.' He tossed
Thibor's sword down on a bench covered with soft pelts.

Across his broad back, Thibor carried a crossbow. He shrugged its strap from his shoulder,
handed it to the Ferenczy. In any case, the weagpon would take too long to load. Usdless at close
quarters, against aman who moved like this one. 'Do you want my knife, too?

Faethor Ferenczy'slong jaws gaped and he laughed. 'l desire only to seat you comfortably at
my table. Keep your knife. See, there are more knives within reach - to stab the mesat.' He tossed
the crossbow down with the sword.

Thibor stared at him, finaly nodded. He shrugged out of his heavy jacket, let it fall in ahegp to
thefloor. He took aseat at one end of the table, watched the Ferenczy arrange al the food within
easy reach. Then his host poured two deep iron goblets of wine from the pitcher before seating
himsdlf opposite.

'Y ou won't eat with me? Thibor was suddenly hungry, but he would not take thefirst bite. In
the pdace in Kiev, they alwayswaited for the Vlad to lead the way.

Faethor Ferenczy reached aong the top of the table, showing an enormous length of arm, and
deftly diced off acorner of meat. 'I'll take awoodcock when they're cooked,' he said. 'But don't
wait for me - you est whatever you want.' He toyed with hisfood while Thibor fell to with some
zed. The Ferenczy watched him for alittle while, then said, ‘It ssemsonly right that abig man
should have abig appetite. I, too, have... appetites, which this place restricts. That iswhy you
interest me, Thibor. We could be brothers, do you see? | might even be your father. Aye, big men
both of us- and you awarrior, and quite fearless. | suspect there are not many such asyou in the
world..." And after ashort pause, and in complete contrast: 'What did the Vlad tell you about me,
before he sent you to bring meto his court?

Thibor had determined not to be taken by surprise athird time. He swallowed what wasin his
mouth, and returned gaze for gaze across the table. Now, in the light from the fire and flickering
flambeaux in jutting brackets, he allowed himsdaf amore detailed ingpection of the castle's master.

It would be pointless, Thibor decided, to make any sort of guess at the age of thisman. He
seemed to exude age like some ancient monolith, and yet moved with the incredible speed of a
driking serpent and the lithe suppleness of ayoung girl. His voice could sound harsh asthe



elements, or soft asamother'skiss, and yet it too seemed hoary beyond measure. Asfor the
Ferenczy's eyes. they were deegp-seated in triangular sockets, heavy-lidded, and their true colour
was likewise impossible to fathom. From a certain angle they were black, shiny aswet pebbles,
while from another they were ydlow, with gold in their pupils. They were educated eyes and full of
wisdom, yet ferd too and brimming with sin.

Then there was the nose. Faethor Ferenczy's nose, dong with his pointed, fleshy ears, formed
the least acceptable part of hisface. It was more a muzzle than anose proper, yet itslength stayed
closeto the face, flattening down towards the upper lip, and pushed back from it with large nogtrils
danting upwards. Directly underneath it - too close, in fact - the man's ridgy mouth was wide and
red againgt his otherwise pale, coarse flesh. When he spoke, hislips parted just alittle. But histeeth,
what the Wallach had seen of them when the Ferenczy laughed, were big and square and yellow.
Also glimpsed: incisors oddly curved and sharp astiny scythes, but Thibor couldn't be sure. If it was
0, then the man would seem even more wolf-like.

And s0 he was an ugly man, this Faethor Ferenczy. But... Thibor had known ugly men aplenty.
And he had killed plenty of them, too.

"The VIad? Thibor carved more meat, took aswig of red wine. It was vinegary stuff, but no
worse than he was used to. Then helooked again at the Ferenczy and shrugged. 'He told me that
you live under his protection but swear him no alegiance. That you occupy land but concede no
taxes. That you could muster many men but choose to Sit here brooding while other Boyarsfight off
the Pechenegi to keep your hide whole.'

For amoment the Ferenczy's eyes went wide, seemed flecked in their corners with blood, and
his nogtrils gaped in an audible grunt. Histop lip wrinkled and curled back alittle, and his jagged
peaked eyebrows crushed together on his pale, high forehead. Then... he sat back, seemed to relax,
grinned and nodded.

Thibor had stopped eating, but as the Ferenczy brought himsalf under control, so he carried
on. Between mouthfuls he said, 'Did you think 1'd flatter you, Faethor Ferenczy? Perhaps you dso
thought your trickery would scare me off?

The castle's master frowned, wrinkled his noseinto ridges. ‘My... trickery?

Thibor nodded. 'The Prince's advisors - Christian monks out of Greek-land - think you're
some sort of demon, a"vampire". | believe he thinks so too. But me, I'm just acommon man - a
peasant, aye - and | say you're only aclever trickster. Y ou speak to your Szgany serfs with mirror
sgnds, and you've atrained wolf or two to do your bidding, like dogs. Hah! Mangy wolves! Why,
inKiev there'saman leads great bears around on aleash - and he dances with them! And what else
do you have, en? Nothing! Oh, you make shrewd guesses - and then pretend that your eyes have
powers, that they see over woods and mountains. Y ou cloak yoursdlf in mystery and superstition up
herein these dark hills, but that only works with the superdtitious. And who are most supergtitious?
Educated men, monks and princes, that's who! They know so much - their brains are so bursting



with knowledge - thet they'll believe anything! But acommon man, awarrior, he only believesin
blood and iron. Thefirgt to give him strength to wield the second, the second to spill thefirstina
scarlet flood.

A little surprised at himsdlf, Thibor paused, wiped his mouth. The wine had loosened his
tongue.

The Ferenczy had sat there asiif turned to stone; now he rocked back in his chair, dapped the
table with along, flat hand, roared his mirth. And Thibor saw that indeed his eye-teeth were like
those of agreat dog. "What? Wisdom from awarrior? the Boyar shouted. He pointed asender
finger. '‘But you are o right, Thibor! Right to be outspoken, and | like you for it. And I'm glad you
came, whatever your misson. Wasn't | right to say you could be my son? Indeed, | was right. A
man after my own heart - in perhaps more ways than one, en?

Hiseyeswerered again (only an effect of the fire's glow, surely?) but Thibor made surethat a
knifelay close a hand. Perhaps the Ferenczy was mad. Certainly he looked mad, when he laughed
likethat.

Thefireflared up asalog turned onitsside. A smdll of burning wafted to Thibor's nogtrils. The
woodcocks! Both he and his host had forgotten them. He decided to be charitable, to let the hermit
eat before killing him. 'Y our birds," he said, or tried to say, as he made to get to hisfeet. But the
words tangled themsalves up on histongue, came out durred and aien sounding. Worse, he
couldn't force himself upright; his hands seemed glued to the table top, and his feet were heavy as
lumps of lead!

Thibor looked down at his straining, twitching hands, his nearly paralysed body, and even his
horrified glance was dow, filled with an unnatura languor. It was asif he were drunk, but drunker
than held ever been. It would require only the dightest shove, he was sure, to send him sprawling.

Then hiseyesfdl upon his goblet, the red wine from the pitcher. Vinegary, yes. That and
worse. He was poisoned!

The Ferenczy was watching him closely. Suddenly he sighed and stood up. He seemed even
taller now, younger, stronger. He stepped lithe to the fire, toppled the spit and steaming birdsinto
the flames. They hissed, smoked, caught fire in amoment. Then he turned to where Thibor sat
watching him. Not amuscle of Thibor's body would answer his mind's desperate commands. It was
asif hewere turned to stone. Droplets of cold sweat started out upon his brow. The Ferenczy came
closer, stood over him. Thibor looked at him, at hislong jaws, his misshapen skull and ears, his
crushed snout of anose. An ugly man, yes, and perhaps more than aman. 'P-p-poisoned!” The
Walach findly spat it out. 'Eh? the Ferenczy cocked his head, looked down on him. 'Poisoned?
No, no," he denied, 'merely drugged. Isn't it obviousthat if | wanted you dead, then you'd be dead -
along with Arvos and your friends? But such bravery! | showed you what | could do, and yet you
came on. Or are you Smply stubborn? Stupid, maybe? I'll give you the benefit of the doubt and say
that you're brave, for I've no time to waste on fools!’



With agreat effort of will, Thibor forced hisright hand spagticaly towards aknife whereit lay
on thetable. His host smiled, took up the knife, handed it to him. Thibor sat and trembled with the
grain of hiseffort, but he could no more take that knife than stand up. The entire room was
beginning to swim, to melt, to flow together in adark, irresstible whirlpoal.

The last thing he saw was the Ferenczy's face, more terrible than ever, as he leaned over him.
That bestia, animal face - jaws open in agaping laugh - and the crimson forked tongue that
vibrated like a crippled snake in the cavern of his throat!

Theold Thing in the ground sprang awake... ! His nightmare had awakened him, and
something ese.

For amoment the Thibor-creature thrilled with the horror of his dream, before remembering
where, who and what he was. And then he thrilled again, the second time with ecstasy.

Blood!

The black soil of his grave was drenched, gorged with blood! Blood touched him, seeped like
oil through leaf-mould, rootlets and earth and touched him. Drawn by the instant capillary action of
hismyriad thirgting fibres, it soaked into him, filled his desiccated pores and veins, his spongy
organs and yawning, aching alveol ate bones.

Blood - life! - filled the vampire, set centuries-numbed nerves legping, brought incredible,
inhuman sensesingantly dert.

His eyes cracked open - closed at once. Soil. Darkness. He was buried till. Helay in his
grave, as dways. He opened the sinuses of his gaping nodtrils, and immediately closed them - but
not entirely. He smelled the soil, yes, but he also smelled blood. And now, fully awake, he carefully,
far more minutely, began to examine his surroundings.

He weighed the earth above him, probed it with ingtinct. Shalow, very shalow. Eighteen
inches, no more. And above that, another twelve inches of compact leaf-mould. Oh, he'd been
buried degp enough that time, but in the centuries between held wormed hisway closer to the
surface. That had been when he had the strength to do so.

He exerted himself, extended pseudopods up into the soil like crimson worms - and snatched
them back. Oh, yes, the earth was heavily saturated with blood, and human blood at that, but...
how could that be? Could thisbe - could it possibly be - the work of Dragosani?

The Thing reached out its mind, called softly: 'Drago-saaaniiii? Isit you, my son? Have you



His thoughts touched upon minds - but clean minds, innocent minds. Human mindswhich had
never known histaint. But people? Herein the cruciform hills? What was their purpose here? Why
had they come to his grave and baited the earth with - Baited the earth!

The Thibor-creature whipped back his thoughts, his protoplasmic extrusions, his psychic
extensons and cringed down into himsdlf. Terror and hatred filled his every nerve. Wasthat the
answer? Had they remembered him after al these years and cometo put paid to him at last? Had
they let him lie here undead for haf amillennium smply to come and destroy him now? Had
Dragosani perhaps spoken of him to someone, and that someone recognised the peril in what was
buried here?

Sensesthrilling, the Thing lay there, his scarcdy human body trembling with tenson, ligening,
feding, smdling, tasting, usng dl of his heightened vampire senses except that of sight. Aye, and he
could usethat, too, if he dared. But for al hisfear, the one thing he did not sense was danger. And
he would know the smdll of danger as surdly as he knew the smdll of blood. What hour would it be?

Histrembling stilled as he gave the problem of the hour amoment's thought. Hour? Hah! What
month would it be, what season, year, decade? How long since the boy Dragosani - that child of
Thibor's every hope and evil aspiration - how long since heéd visited him here? But more
importantly, wasit day now... or wasit night?

It was night. The vampire could fed it. Darkness seeped down through the soil like therich,
dark blood it accompanied. It was night, his time, and the blood had given him astrength, an
eladticity, amotivation and amobility dmaost forgotten through al the centuries hed lain here.

He put out his thoughts again to touch upon the minds of the peoplein the glade of stirless
trees directly above him where helay. He did not think at them, made no effort to communicate,
merely touched their thoughts with his own. A man and awoman. Only the two of them. Were they
lovers?|sthat what they were doing here? But in winter? Y es, it was winter, and the ground cold
and hard. And what of the blood? Perhaps it was... murder? The woman's mind was... full of
nightmares! She dept, or lay unconscious, but panic was fresh in her mind and her heart best fitfully,
inafever of fear. What had frightened her?

Asfor the man: hewas dying. It was hisblood the old Thing had absorbed, which fuelled his
vampire system even now. But what had happened to these two? Had he lured her here, attacked
her, and had shein turn cut him open before he could use her?

Thibor tried to explore the dying man's mind alittle degper. There was pain - too much pain. It
had closed the man's mind down, so that now al was growing numb, succumbing to an aching void.
It wasthe ultimate void, called Degth, which would swallow itsvictim utterly.

But pain, yes - indeed agony. The Thing in the ground put out extrusionslike flexible, fleshy
antennae to trace the man's seeping life fluid; red worms of inhuman flesh extended from his



ages-wrinkled face, hollow chest, shrivelled limbs, burrowing upward like tube-worms or the
sphons of some loathsome mollusc; they followed the scarlet trace, converging upon its source.

The man'sright leg was broken above the knee. Sharply fractured bone had diced open
arterieslike aknife, arteries which even now pumped thin splashes of seaming scarlet onto the
cold, dead earth. But that was athought which wastoo much; it stirred the true beast in the
Thibor-creature; he was ravening in amoment. His great dog's jaws cracked open in the hard earth,
crusted lips quivered and salivated, flaring nostrils gaped like black funnéls.

From its neck the Thing sent up athick snake of surging protoplasm, which pushed aside
rootlets and pebbles and dirt until it emerged, nodding like some vile, animated mushroom, in the
glade of Thibor's mausoleum. He formed arudimentary eyeinitstip, expanded its pupil the better
to seein the darkness.

He saw the dying man: alarge, handsome man, which might explain the good strong blood, its
qudity and quantity. Anintelligent man, high browed. And yet crumpled here on the hard earth, with
hislifeleaking out of him down to the last few droplets.

Thibor couldn't save him, wouldn't if he could. But neither would he let him go to waste. A
cursory glance of his obscene eye, to ensure that the woman was not coming out of her faint, and
then he sent up a score of tiny red snouts from his gagping face: hollow tubeslike little pouting
mouths, to dide into the raw wound and draw on the last of the hot juices which flooded there.
Then -

All of Thibor's hdllish being surrendered itsdlf to the sheer ecstasy - the black joy, the unholy
rapture - of feeding, of drawing red sustenance direct from avictim'svens. It was... it was
indescribable!

It wasaman's first woman. Not hisfirst fumbling, hurried, uncontrolled eruption on to some
girl'sbelly or into her pubic hair, but thefirst pumping of salving semen into the hot core of a
groaning, sated woman. It was aman'sfirg kill in battle, when his enemy’'s head legpsfree or his
sword strikeshomein heart or throat. It was the sharp, stinging agony of adouse in some mountain
pool; the Sight of a battlefield, where the piled bodies of an army reek and steam; the adoration of
warriors hoisting high aman's coloursin recognition of hisvictory. It was as sweet asal of these
things - but das, it was over al too quickly.

The man's heart no longer pumped. His blood, what little remained, was till. The great
blotches of crimson were hardening and turning leaf-mould to clotted crusts. Almost beforeit had
begun, the marvellous feast was... over?

Perhaps not...

The Thibor-thing's Sght extenson turned its eye upon the woman. She was pale, atractive,



fine-boned. Shelooked like the fine toy lady of some rich Boyar, full of thin aristocratic blood.
Feverish highlights of colour gave her cheeks afresh gppearance, but the rest of her skin waspae
as deeth. Cold and growing colder, exposure would kill her if the old Thing in the ground did not.

The eye-stalk extended, €l ongated out of the earth. Its colour was grey-green, mottled, but
blood-red veins pulsed in it now, just benegath the surface of its protoplasmic skin. It swayed closer
to the woman where she lay, poised itsalf before her face. Her bresth, shalow, amost gasping,
filmed the eye over and caused it to draw back. In her neck, a pulse fluttered like an exhausted
bird. Her breast rose and fell, rose and fell.

The phallic eye swayed closeto her throat, lidiesdy observed the soft pulse of the jugular.
Sowly the eye dissolved away and the red veinsin the leprous nodding mushroom shuddered
beneath its skin and turned a deeper scarlet. A reptilian mouth and jaws formed, taking the place of
the eye, so that the tentacle might well seem ablind, smooth, mottled snake. The jaws yawned open
and aforked tongue flickered between many rows of needle-sharp fangs. Sdivatrickled from the
distended jaws, dopped on the scummy earth. The 'head' of the awful member drew back, formed
adeadly 'S like a cobra about to strike, and -

- And the Thibor-cresture gave himself agreat menta shake and froze dl hisphysicad partsto
instant rigidity. In the last possible moment he had realised what he was about to do, had recognised
the extreme danger of hisown naked lust.

These were not the old times but the new. The Twentieth Century! Except in ancient,
crumbling records, histomb here under the trees was forgotten. But if he took thiswoman'slife,
what then? Ah! He knew what then!

Search parties would come out looking for them both. They would be found sooner or |ater,
herein the stirless glade, by the crumbling mausoleum. Someone would remember. Some old fool
would whisper: 'But - that placeisforbidden!" and another would say, 'Aye, for they buried
something there long, long ago. My grandfather's grandfather used to tell tales about the thing buried
on those cruciform hills, to put fear in his children when they were bad!’

Then they'd read the old records and remember the old ways, and in broad, streaming daylight
they'd come, cut down the trees, uproot the ancient dabs, dig in therotting soil until they found him.
They'd stake him down again, but thistime... thistime... this time they'd take his head and burn
it!

They'dburndl of him...

Thibor fought afearsome battle with himself. The vampire in him, which had formed the mgjor
part of him for nine hundred years, was amost beyond reason. But Thibor himself could till think
like aman, and his reasoning was sound. The vampire-Thibor was greedy for the moment, but the
man-Thibor could seefar beyond that. And he had aready laid his plans. Plans which hinged on the



boy Dragosani.

Dragosani was a school in Bucharest now, amerelad in histeens, but the old Thing inthe
ground had dready corrupted him. Held taught him the art of necromancy, shown him how to divine
the secrets only dead things know. And Dragosani would aways return, would always come back
herein his search for new knowledge, because the ancient Thing in the putrid earth was the very
font of dl dark mystery.

Meanwhile, avampire seed or egg - the Thibor-creature'sfilthy, leech-like clone - was
growing in him where helay, asingle drop of dien fluid which carried the complex code of the new
vampire. But that was adow, dow process. One day Dragosani, grown to a man, would come up
here into these hills and the egg would be ready. A man would come up here full of monstrous
talent, seeking the ultimate secrets of the Wamphyri... but when he went away, hewould carry a
fledgling vampirewith him, ingde him.

After that he would come again - would have to come again - by which time Thibor would be
ready for thefina phase of his plan. Dragosani would come, Dragosani and Thibor would leave -
together. At last the cycle would be complete, the whed turned full circle, when again the
immemoria vampirewould walk the earth - thistime to conquer it!

That was how the old Thing in the ground had planned it, and that was how it would be. He
would rise up from here and go out again into the world. The world would be his! But not if he
killed thiswoman here and now. No, for that would be total madness, the very end of him and dl
hisdreams...

The vampirein him succumbed to common sense, reluctantly alowed the twisted but human
mind of Thibor to take ascendancy. Blood-lust receded, was replaced by curiosity, whichin turn
gave way to dormant, ages-repressed urges. New fedlings, entirdly human fedlings, awakened in the
old Thing in the ground. He was neither mae nor female, now, Thibor - he was of the Wamphyri -
but he had once been aman. A lustful man.

He had known women, many women, in the five hundred years that his scourge had terrified
Wallachia, Bulgaria, Moldavia, Russaand the Ottoman. Some had been hiswillingly, but most had
not. There was no way awoman could be had which was unknown to him, no pleasure or pain a
woman could offer that he had not been offered, or taken by force, times without number.

In the mid-fifteenth century, asamercenary Voevod of Vlad Tepesthe so-called impaler’, he
had crossed the Danube with his forces and taken an emissary of the Sultan Murad. The sultan's
representative, his escort of two hundred soldiers, and his harem of twelve beauties were taken in
the night in the town of 1sperikh. Thibor had shown leniency of asort towards the Bulgarian
townspeople: they were alowed to flee while his troops sacked the town and burned it, looting and
raping when the inhabitants were dow off the mark.



But asfor the sultan'semissary: Thibor had had him impaled, him and his entire two hundred,
ontdl, thin stakes. 'In their own fashion," held gleefully commanded his executioners. The Turkish
way. They like buggering littlelads, thislot, so let 'em die happy, the way they've lived!" But the
women of the harem: hedd had dl twelve the same night, going from one to the next undintingly, and
carrying on dl through the following day. Ah! Hed been asatyr in those days.

And now... now hewasjust an old Thing in the ground. For the moment. For afew more
years. But he could till dream, couldn't he? He could still remember how it had been. Indeed,
perhaps he could do more than just remember...

The mucus matter of his probe underwent another metamorphosis. The snake jaws, fangs and
tongue melted back into the body of the tentacle, whose tip flattened and spread out, becoming
bluntly spatulate. The flat paddie split into five stubby grey-green worms - arudimentary thumb and
four fingers - and the centrd digit grew asmal eye of its own which fixed itsdlf in moist fascination
upon therise and fal of the unconscious woman's breast. Thibor flexed his'hand', made it sengitive,
thickened and elongated the stalk which wasits ‘arm'’.

With thetiny glistening eyeto guideit, the trembling gelatinous hand found itsway insgdethe
woman's jacket, under layers of clothing to her flesh. Shewas still warm but the sensitive hand
could fed the heat gradually leaking out of her. Her breasts were soft, large-nippled, more than
amply proportioned. When Thibor had been aive as opposed to undead, they had been the sort of
breasts he enjoyed. His hand fondled then, growing rough in its teesing. She moaned alittle and
dirred the merest fraction of aninch.

Beneath the old Thing's hand, her heart was beating more strongly now, perhaps stimulated by
histouch. A strong beet, yes, but desperate, panicked. She knew she should not belying here,
doing nothing, and strove to rise up from her faint. But her body was not answering her needs, her
limbs were cooling; when her blood &l so began to cool, then shock would kill her.

Now the Thibor-creature also panicked alittle. She must not be allowed to die here! In his
mind he saw again the searchers finding the bodies of the man and woman, saw them peering
narrow-eyed a his crumbling tomb, their knowing glances. Then he saw them digging, saw their
pointed hardwood stakes, their chains of slver, their bright axes. He saw the very hillside blazing up
inabonfire of feled trees, and for asngle agonising indant fet hisdien flesh mdting, liquefying into
fat and foul ichor whereit boiled in the putrid earth.

No, she must not be dlowed to die here. He must bring her back to consciousness. Buit firgt...

His hand left her breasts, began to crawl lustfully down across her belly - and froze!

Lying here through all the centuries, the Thibor-creature's senses, his awvareness, had not been
dulled but had amplified many times over. Deprived of dl ese, he had devel oped a super-sengitivity.
In the many spring-times he had felt the green shoots rising, listened to birds mating in distant trees.



He had smelled the warmth of al the summers, had crouched down deep, snarling his hatred of
sray beams of sunlight where they penetrated the glade to fal glancingly upon histomb. Autumns,
and the brown, sere leavesfalling againgt the earth had sometimes sounded like thunder; and when
the rain came, streamletsroared like mighty rivers. And now -

Now thetiny, indgstent, almost mechanical best he 'heard' through his hand where it rested on
thewoman's belly told a story, tapped out a code, one that other creatures could not possibly
detect. It told of new life, of abeing unborn, as yet the merest foetus.

Thewoman was pregnant!

‘Ahhhh!" said Thibor, if only to himself. He stiffened his pseudohand and pressed it harder
againg the woman'sflesh. A child-to-be - pureinnocence - asingle ingtant of intense pleasure
solidified into a seed, growing herein its dark, warm womb.

Evil inginct took over - part vampire, part human, but al evil. Night-dark logic replaced lust.
The tentacle e ongated more yet and its hand lost substance; it grew smadler and dimmer asit
proceeded with renewed purpose, indeed with an entirely new purpose. Its destination had been
the woman's most secret place, the core of her femaleidentity. Not to harm but smply to know,
and to remember. But now there was anew destination.

Down in the ground, under powdery leaf-mould and hard, cold earth, the vampire's jaws
cracked open in ablind, monstrous smile. He must lie here forever, or until atime when Dragosani
should cometo free him; but here at last might be an opportunity, a chanceto send at least
something of himsdf out into the world.

He entered the woman - carefully, delicately, so that even awake she might not have
suspected he was there - and wrapped curling, frond-like fingers about the new life in her womb.
Hisvery touch was ataint asfor an ingant of time he weighed the tiny thing, that minute blob of
amogt featurelessflesh, and fdt the thud of itsfoetal heart. And:

'Rememberrrr!” said the old Thing in the ground. ‘Know what you are, what | am. More
than that, know where | am. And when you are ready, then seek me out. Remember meeee!’

The woman moved, and moaned again, louder thistime. Thibor withdrew from her, made his
hand heavier, more solid. He struck her, aringing dap across her paleface. She cried out, shook
hersdlf, opened her eyes. But too late to see the leprous appendage of the vampire asit was sucked
down swiftly into the earth.

She cried out again, cast about with frightened eyesin the gloom, saw the ill, crumpled shape
of her husband. Galvanised, she drew bregth, cried, 'Oh God!" as she flew to him. It took only a
moment more to accept the unacceptabl e truth.



'‘No!' shecried. 'Oh, God, no!"

Horror gave her strength. She would not faint again; indeed she loathed hersdlf that sheld
fainted the first time. Now she must act, must do... something! There was nothing she could do, not
for him, though for the moment that fact hadn't registered.

She got her arms hooked under his, dragged him afew stumbling paces under the trees, down
the dope. Then shetripped on aroot, flew backwards, and her husband's corpse came tumbling
after her. She was brought up short when she collided with the bole of atree, but not him. He went
diding, lalling and flopping past her, aloose bundle of arms and legs. He hit a patch of snow crusted
over with ice, and went tobogganing away out of sight, down the hill, shooting into steep shadows.

The crashing of undergrowth came back to her where she got to her feet and gaspingly drew
breath. And it was dll useless, her effortsdl totally worthless.

Asthat fact dawned shefilled her lungs- filled them to burgting - and sumbling blindly after
him down the hill, under thetrees, let it dl out in along, piercing scream of menta agony and
self-reproach.

The cruciform hills echoed her scream, bouncing it to and fro until it fell to earth and was
absorbed. And down below the old Thing heard it and sighed, and waited for whatever the future
would bring...

In an officein London, on the top floor of ahotel which was rather more than ahotd, Alec
Kyle glanced at hiswatch. It was 4.05, and the Keogh apparition wasn't finished yet. The Sory it
told was fascinating, however morbid, and Kyle guessed it would aso be accurate - but how much
more of it would there be? Time must surely be running out. Now, while the spectrd thing which
was Keogh paused, and while yet theimage of his child host turned on itsaxisin and through his
mid-section, Kyle said, 'But of course we know what happened to Thibor: Dragosani put an end to
him, finally beheaded and destroyed him there under the motionlesstrees on the cruciform hills!

Keogh had noticed him looking at hiswatch. "You'reright,” he said, with a spectra nod.
"Thibor Ferenczy is dead. That's how | was able to speak to him, there on those selfsame hills.
| went there along the Mobius route. But you're also right that time is running down. So while
we have time we must useit. And I've moreto tell you.'

Kyle sat back, said nothing, waited.

'| said there were other vampires,” Keogh continued. 'And there may be. But there are
catanly creatureswhich | call half-vampires. That is something I'll try to explain later. | also
mentioned a victim: a man who has been taken, used, destroyed by one of these
half-vampires. He was dead when | spoke to him. Dead and utterly terrified. But not of being
dead. And now he is undead.



Kyle shook his head, tried hard to understand. 'Y ou'd better get on. Tell it your way. Let it
unfold. That way I'll understand it better. Just tell me one thing: when did you... spek... to this dead
man?

‘Just a few days ago, as you measure time,” Keogh answered without hesitation. 'l was on
my way back from the past, travelling in the Mdbius continuum, when | saw a blue life-line
crossed, and terminated, by a line more red than blue. | knew a life had been taken, and so |
stopped and spoke to the victim. Incidentally, my discovery wasn't an accident: | had been
looking for just such an occurrence. In away | even needed thiskilling, horrible as that may
seem. But it's how | gain knowledge. You seg, it's much easier for me to talk to the dead than
to theliving. And in any case, | couldn't have saved him. But through him | might be able to
save others.'

'‘And you say held been taken by avampire, thisman? Still groping in the dark, Kyle was
horrified. '‘Recently? But where? How?

‘That'sthe worst of it, Alec,’ said Keogh. 'He was taken here - here in England! As for
how he was taken - let me tell you...'

Chapter Four

Y ulian had been alate baby, late by dmost a month, though in the circumstances his mother
consdered hersdlf fortunate that he hadn't been born early. Or very early and dead! Now, on the
spacious back seat of her cousn Anne's Mercedes, on their way to Y ulian's christening at atiny
church in Harrow, Georgina Bodescu steadied the infant in his portable cot and thought back on
those circumstances: on that time almost ayear before when she and her husband had holidayed in
Satina, only eighty kilometres from the wild and ominoudly rearing bastions of the Carpatii
Meridiondi, the Transylvanian Alps.

A year isalong time and she could do it now - look back - without any longer fedling that she
too must die, without submitting to dow, hot tears and an agony of salf-reproach bordering on guilt.
That's how she had felt for long, long months: guilty. Guilty that she lived when Ilyawas deed, and
that but for her weakness he, too, might sill be alive. Guilty that she had fainted at the sight of his
blood, when she should have run like the wind to fetch help. And poor Ilyalying there, made
unconscious by hispain, hislifeésblood leaking out of him into the dark earth, while shelay
crumpled in aswoon like... like sometypicaly English shrinking violet.

Oh, yes, she could look back now - indeed she had to - for they had been llyaslast days,
which she had been part of. She had loved him very, very much and did not want to lose grasp of



her memory of him. If only inlooking back she could conjure al the good things without invoking
the nightmare, then she would be happy. But of course she couldnt...

[lya Bodescu, a Romanian, had been teaching Savonic languagesin London when Georgina
first met him. A linguist, he moved between Bucharest, where he taught French and English, and the
European Indtitute in Regent Street where she had studied Bulgarian (her grandfather on her
mother's Sde, adeder in wines, had come from Sofia). Ilyahad only occasiondly been her tutor —
when standing in for ahuge-breasted, moustachioed, matron from Pleven - at which times hisdry
wit and dark, sparkling eyes had transformed what were otherwise laborious hours of learning into
all too short periods of pure pleasure. Love at first sight? Not in the light of twelve years hindsight -
but argpid enough process by any estimation. They had married insde ayear, llyasusud termwith
the Ingtitute. When the year was up, she'd gone back to Bucharest with him. That had beenin
November of '47.

Things had not been entirely easy. Georgina Drew's parents were fairly well-to-do; her father
in the diplomatic service had had severa prestigious postings abroad, and her mother too was from
amoneyed background. An ex-deb turned auxiliary nurse during the First World War, she had met
John Drew in afield hospital in France where she nursed his bad leg wound. This kept him out of
the rest of the fighting until she could return home with him. They married in the summer of 1917.

When Georginahad introduced Ilyato her parents, his reception had been more than alittle
giff. For years her father, severely British, had been 'living down'’ the fact ‘that hiswife was of
Bulgarian stock, and now here was his daughter bringing home adamned gypsy!" It hadn't been
that open, but Georgina had known what her father had thought of it al right. Her mother hadn't
been quite so bad, but was too fond of remembering how 'Papa never much trusted the "Wallachs'
acrossthe border', adistrust which she put forward as one of the reasons he'd emigrated to
England in thefirst place. In short, Ilya had not been madeto fed at home.

Sadly, within the space of eight more years - plit evenly for Georginaand 1lya between
Bucharest and London - time had caught up with both of her parents. All squabbleswerelong
forgotten by then and Georginahad been left fairly well off - which was aswell. Inthose early years
[lya certainly wasn't earning enough from histeaching to keep her in her accustomed style.

But it was then that 1lya had been offered alucrative position as an interpreter-trandator with
the Foreign Officein London; for whilein life Georgina's father had once been something of apain,
in death hislegacy included an excellent introduction to diplomeatic circles. There was one condition:
to secure the pogition llyamust first become a British citizen. Thiswas no hardship - held intended it
anyway, eventualy, when the right opportunity presented itsdlf - but he did have afind term's
contract at the Ingtitute, and one more year to complete in Bucharest, before he could take up the

position.

That last year in Romania had been a sad one - because of the knowledge that it was the last -
but towardsthe end of histerm Ilyahad been glad. The war was eleven yearsin the past and the air
of thereviving cities had not been good for him. London had been smog and Bucharest fog, both
were laden with exhaust fumes and, for Ilya, the taint of mouldering booksin librariesand



classroomstoo. His hedth had suffered alittle.

They could have come back to England as soon as held fulfilled his duties, but adoctor in
Bucharest advised againgt it. 'Stay through the winter," he'd counsdlled, 'but not in the city. Get out
into the countryside. Long walksin the clean, fresh air - that's what you need. Evenings by aroaring
log fire, just taking it easy. Knowing that the snow lies deep without, and that you're dl warm
within! Therésaded of satisfaction in that. It makesyou glad youre dive.

It had seemed sound advice.

Ilyawasn't dueto start working at the Foreign Office until the end of May; they spent
Chrigmasin Bucharest with friends; then, early in the new year, they took thetrain for Slatina under
the Alps. In fact the town was on the dopes gentling up to the foothills, but the locas dways spoke
of it asbeing 'under the Alps. There they hired an old barn of a place set back from the highway to
Pitesti, settling in just before the coming of thefirst real snows of the year.

By the end of January the snowploughs were out, clearing the roads, their blue exhaust smoke
acrid in the sharp, smarting air; the townspeople went about their businesswith a great stamping of
feet; they were muffled to their ears, more like great bundles of clothing than people. Ilyaand
Georginaroasted chestnuts on their blazing, open hearth fire and made plansfor the future. Until
now they'd held back from afamily, for their lives had seemed too unsettied. But now... now it felt
right to dart.

In fact they'd started almost two months earlier, but Georgina couldn't be sure yet. She had
her suspicions, though.

Dayswould find them in town - when the snow would alow - and nightsthey were herein
their rambling hiring, reading or making languid love before thefire. Usudly the latter. Withina
month of leaving Bucharest Ilyasirritating cough had disappeared and much of hisformer strength
had returned. With typical Romanian zed, he revelled in expending much of it on Georgina. It had
been like a second honeymaoon.

Mid-February and the impossible happened: three consecutive days of clear skiesand bright
sunshine, and dl of the snow steaming away, so that on the morning of the fourth day it looked
amogt like an early spring. "Another two or three days of fair weather,’ the locals nodded
knowingly, ‘and then you'll see snow like you've never seenit! So enjoy what we've got while you
can.' Ilyaand Georgina had determined to do just that.

Over the years and under Ilyastuition, Georgina had become quite handy on apair of skis. It
might be avery long time before they got the chance again. Down here on the so-called steppe, all
that remained of the snow were dark grey piles heaped at the roadsides; afew kilometres up
country towards the Alps, however, there was il plenty to be found.



[lyahired acar for acouple of days - abeat-up old Volkswagen beetle - and skis, and by
1.30 p.m. on that fateful fourth day they had motored up into the foothills. For lunch they stopped at
atiny inn on the northern extreme of l1onesti, ordering goulash which they washed down with thick
coffee, followed by asingle shot each of sharp divovitz to clean their mouths.

Then on higher into the hills, to aregion where the snow 4till lay thick on thefiddsand
hedgerows. And there it wasthat Ilya spied the hump of low grey hillsamile or so to the west, and
turned off the road on to atrack to try to get alittle closer.

Finally the track had become rutted under the drifted snow, and the snow itself deeper, until at
last Ilya had grunted his annoyance. Not wanting to get bogged down, revving thelittle car's engine,
he'd bumpily turned it about in its own tracks, the better to make an easy getaway when they were
through with their sport.

‘Landlaufen!” he'd declared, getting down their skis from the roof rack.

Georginahad groaned. 'Cross-country? All the way to those hills?

"They're white!l" he declared. 'Glittery with dust over the hard, firm crust. Perfect! Maybe haf a
mile there, adow climb to the top and a controlled, enjoyable daom through the trees, then back
herejust asthe twilight's coming down on us.’

‘But it's after three now!" she'd protested. "'Then we'd better get amove on. Comeon, it'll be
good for us...'

'Good for usl" Georgina sadly repeated now, hispicture still clear in her mind ayeer later, tal
and darkly handsome as he lifted the skis from the beetl€'s roof and tossed them down in the snow.

'What's that? Anne Drew, her younger cousin, glanced back at her over her shoulder. 'Did
you say something?

'No," Georgina smiled wanly, shaking her head. Shewas glad for theintrusion of another into
her memories, but a the sametime sorry. llyasface, fading, hung in the air, superimposed over her
cousin's. 'Daydreaming, that'sdl.’

Anne frowned, turned back to her driving. '‘Daydreaming,’ she thought. Y es, and Georgina
had done alot of that over the last twelve months. Theréd seemed to be something in her,
something other than little Y ulian, that is, which hadn't come out of her when he had. Grief, yes, of
course, but more than that. It was asif she'd teetered for twelve months on the very edge of a
nervous break-down, and that only Ilyas continuation in Y ulian had kept her from toppling. Asfor
daydreams. sometimes she'd seemed so very far away, so detached from the rea world, that it had
been difficult to call her back. But now, with the baby... now she had something to cling to, an



anchor, something to livefor.

'‘Good for us,' Georginasaid again, but thistime to hersdlf, bitterly.

It hadn't been ‘good' for them, that last fata frolic in the snow on the cruciform hills. Anything
but. It had been terrible, tragic. A nightmare sheld lived through a thousand times in the year gone
by, with ten thousand more to come, shewas sure. Lulled by the car's warmth and the purr of its
motor, she dipped back into her memories...

They'd found an old firebreak in the sde of the hill and set out to climb it to the top, pausing
now and then with their breath pluming, shielding their eyes against the white blaze. But by thetime
they'd pantingly reached the crest the sun had been low and the light starting to fade.

'From now onit'sal downhill," Ilyahad pointed out. 'A brisk daom through the saplings
grown up in thefirebreak, then adow glide back to the car. Ready? Then here we go!'

And therest of it had been... disaster!

The saplings hed mentioned were in fact haf-grown trees. The snow, drifted into the
firebreak, was far degper than he might have guessed, so that only the tops of the pines - looking
like saplings - stood proud of the powdery white surface. Half-way down he'd skied too closeto
one such; abranch, just under the surface, showing as the merest tuft of green, had tangled his
right-hand ski. He'd upended, bounced and skittered and jarred another twenty-fiveyardsin a
whirling bundle of white anorak, sticks and skis, flailing arms and legs before grabbing another
'sgpling’ and bringing his careening descent to ahdlt.

Georgina, well to hisrear and skiing alittle moretimidly, saw it dl. Her heart seemed to fly into
her mouth and she cried out, then formed a snow-plough of her skisand drew up adongside her
husband where he sprawled. She'd stepped out of her clamps at once, dug her skisin so that she
couldn't lose them, gone down on her knees beside him. Ilyaheld his sides as he laughed and
laughed, the tears of laughter rolling down his cheeks and freezing there.

'Clown!" She'd thumped his chest then. 'Oh, you clown! Y ou very nearly frightened the life out
of me!'

He had laughed dl the louder, grabbing her wrists, holding her still. Then held looked at his
skis and stopped laughing. Theright ski was broken, hanging by a splinter where it had cracked
acrossitswidth some sx inchesin front of the clamp. 'Ah!" he had exclaimed then, frowning. And
held sat up in the snow and looked al about, Georgina had known, then, that it was serious. She
could seeit in his eyes, the way they narrowed.

"Y ou go back to the car, heéld told her. 'But carefully, mind you - don't be like me and go



banging your skisup! Start the car and get the heater going. It's not much more than amile, so by
thetime| get back you'll have that old beetle good and warm for me. No point both of usfreezing.'

'No!" She'd refused point-blank. 'We go back together. 1-'

'Georgina.' Hed spoken quietly, which meant that he was getting angry. 'L ook, if we go back
together, it meanswell both get back wet, tired, and very, very cold. Now that's OK for me, and |
deserveit, but you don't. My way you'll soon be warm, and I'll be warm alot sooner! Also, night is
coming on. Y ou get back to the car now, in the twilight, and you'll be ableto put onthelightsasa
marker. Y ou can beep the horn now and then to let me know you're safe and warm, and to give me
an incentive. Y ou see?

She had seen, but his arguments hadn't swayed her. 'If we stick together, at least well be
together! What if | did fall down and get stuck, en? Y ou'd get back to the car and | wouldn't be
there. What then? llya, 1'd be frightened on my own. For myself and for you!"

For a second his eyes had narrowed more yet. But then he'd nodded. Y ou'reright, of course.’
And again held looked all about. Then, taking off hisskis: "'Very wdll, thisiswhat well do. Look
down there.'

Thefirebresk had continued for maybe another haf kilometre, running steeply downhill. To
both sides full-grown trees, some of them hoary with age, stood thick and dark, with the snow
drifted in banks under them where they bordered the firebreak. They stood so close that overhead
their branches often interlocked. They hadn't been cut for five hundred years, those trees. Benesth
them the snow was mostly patchy, kept from the earth by the thick fir canopy, which it covered like
amantle

The car'sover there,' said llya, pointing eas, ‘around the curve of the hill and behind the trees.
Well cut through the trees downhill to the track, then follow our own ski-tracks back to the car.
Cutting off the corner will save us maybe haf akilometre, and it will bealot easer than wakingin
deep snow. Easier for me, anyway. Once we're back on the track you can go on skis, agentle
glide; and when the car'sin sight, then you can go on ahead and get her going. But welll haveto get
amove on. It will be gloomy now under those trees, and in another haf-hour the sun will be down.
Wewon't want to be in the wood too long after that.'

Then heéd hoisted Georginas skisto his shoulder and they'd Ieft the firebreak for the shelter
and the silence of the trees.

At firgt they'd made good headway, so good in fact that she had dmost stopped worrying. But
there was that about the hillside which oppressed - a quiet too intense, a sense of ages passing or
passed like afew ticks of some vast clock, and of something waiting, watching - so that she only
desired to get down off the hill and back out into the open. She supposed that Ilyafdt it, too, this
drange geniusloci, for he had said very little and even his bresthing was quiet as they made their



way diagonaly down through the trees, moving from bole to black bole, avoiding the more
precipitous places as much as possible.

Then they had reached a place where leaning sumps of stone, the bedrock itself, stuck up
through the soil and leaf-mould; following which they had to negotiate an amost sheer face of
crumbling rock down to alevelled area. And as he helped her down, so they had noticed the
handiwork of man there under the dark trees.

They stood upon lichen-clad stone flagsin front of ...amausoleum? That's what the tumbled
ruins had looked like, anyway. But here? Georginahad nervoudy clutched Ilya'sarm. This could
hardly be considered a holy place or halowed ground, not by any stretch of the imagination. It
seemed that unseen presences moved here, lending their motion to the musty air without disturbing
the festoons of cobwebs and dangling fingers of dead twigs that hung down from higher areas of
gloom. It was a cold place - but lacking the normd, invigorating cold of winter - where the sun had
only rarely broken through in... how many centuries?

Hewn from the raw stone of the hillsdeitsdf, the tomb had long since caved in; most of its
roof of massive dabslay in atangle of broken masonry, where the flags of the floor were cracked
and arched upwards from the achingly dow groping of great roots. A broken stonejoist, leaning
now againg the thickly matted ruin of aside wall, had once formed the lintel above thetomb'swide
entrance; it bore avague motif or coat of arms, hard to make out in the gloom.

Ilya, who had always had afascination for antiquities of all sorts, had gone to kned beside the
great doping dab and gouge dirt from its carved legend. "Well, now!" his voice had sounded hushed.
'‘And what are we to make of this, eh?

Georginahad shuddered. 'l don't want to make anything of it! Thisisan entirely horrid place.
Come away, let'sgoon.'

'But ook - there are heraldic markings here. At least | suppose that's what they are. Thisone,
at the bottom is... adragon? Y es, with one forepaw raised, see? And aboveit - | can't quite make it
out.

‘Because the sunis setting!’ sheld cried. 'It's getting gloomier by the moment.' But she had
goneto peer over his shoulder anyway. The dragon had been quite clearly worked, a
proud-looking creature chipped from the stone.

'And that's a bat!" Georginahad said at once. ‘A bat in flight, over the dragon's back.’

Ilyahad hurriedly cleaned away more dirt and lichen from the old chisdlled grooves, and a
third carved symbol had cometo light. But the great lintel, which had seemed firmly enough bedded,
had suddenly shifted, started to topple asthe rotting wall gave way.



Pushing Georginaback, Ilyahad thrown himsdf off baance. Trying to scramble backwards
himsdf, heéd somehow got hisleg sticking straight out in front of him, directly under the toppling
lintel. Still sorawling there asthe dab fell, hiscry of agony and the nerve-grating crunch ashisleg
broke and jagged bone sheared through his flesh came simultaneous with Georginas scream.

Then, perhaps mercifully, he had lost consciousness. She had legped to free him from the lintd,
only to discover that whileit had broken hisleg, it had not trapped him. The lower part of hisleg
flopped usdesdy and fell a an odd angle when she touched it, but miraculoudy it was not pinned.
Then Georgina had seen and felt the break, the splintered bone projecting through red flesh and
cloth, and the repetitive spurt of blood against her hands and jacket.

And that, until the moment of her awakening, had been the last that Georgina saw, felt or
heard. Or rather, she had seen one other thing, and then forgotten it at once as she dumped to the
ground. The thing she saw had remained forgotten, or more properly suppressed: it wasthe third
symbol, carved above the dragon and the bat, which had seemed to leer at her even asthe
blacknessclosed in...

'Georgy? We're therel" Anne's voice broke the spell.

Georgina, reclining in the back of the car, eyesamost closed in her suddenly paleface, gavea
gtart and sat upright. She had been on the verge of remembering something about the place where
Ilyadied, something she hadn't wanted to remember. Now she gulped air gratefully, forced asmile.
"There dready? She managed to get thewordsout. 'l... | must have been miles away!'

Anne pulled the big car into the car park behind the church, braking to agentle halt. Then she
turned to look at her passenger. 'Areyou sure youredl right?

Georginanodded. 'Yes, I'm fine. Maybe alittletired, that's al. Come on, help me with the
carry-cot.'

The church was of old stone, al stained glass and Gothic arches, with a cemetery to one side
where the headstones were leaning and crusted with grey-green lichens. Georgina couldn't bear
lichens, especidly when they covered old legends gouged in leaning dabs. Shelooked the other
way as she hurried by the graveyard and turned |eft around the buttressed corner of the church
towardsits entrance. Anne, dmost dragged aong on the other handle of the carry-cot, had to bresk
into atrot to keep up.

'‘Goodness!’ she protested. 'Y ou'd think we were late or something!" And in fact they were,
amog.

Waiting on the stepsin front of the church, there stood Anne's fiancé, George Lake. They had
lived together for three years and only just set adate; and they wereto be Y ulian's godparents.
There had been severd christenings this morning; the most recent party of beaming parents,



godparents and relatives was just leaving, the mother radiant as she held her child inits
christening-gown. George skipped by them, came hurrying down the steps, took the carry-cot and
sad, 'l sat through the entire service, four christenings, dl that mumbling and muttering and splashing
- and screaming! But | thought it was only right that one of us be here from start to finish. But the
old vicar - Lord, he'saboring old fart! God forgive me!’

George and Anne might well have been brother and sister, even twins. "Toss opposites
attracting out the window," thought Georgina. They were both five-ninish, abit plump if not
actudly fat; both blondes, grey eyed, soft-spoken. A few weeks separated their birth-dates: George
was a Sagittarius and Anne a Capricorn. Typicaly, he would sometimes put hisfoot in it; she had
aufficient of her sgn's stability to pull him out of it. That was Anné'sinterpretation of their
relationship, she being alifelong advocate of asirology.

Leaving Georginas hands freeto tidy hersdf up alittle, they now took the carry-cot between
them and made to enter the church. The twin doors were of oak under a Gothic arch, one standing
half open outwards on to the landing at the head of the steps. A wind came up from nowhere, blew
yesterday's confetti up in mad swirls and dammed the door resoundingly in their faces. Earlier there
had been the odd ray of sunshine filtering through wispy grey clouds, but now the clouds seemed to
meass, the sun was switched off like alight and it grew noticeably darker.

‘Not cold enough for snow,' said George, turning his eyes apprenensively up to the sky. 'My
guessisit'sgoing to chuck it down!’

'Chuck it or bucket? Annewas till regling from the door's damming, her expression puzzled.

'Fuck it!" said George, irreverently. 'Let'sget in!'

A moment more and the door was shoved open from inside by the vicar. He was lean, getting
on abit in years, closeto bad. His one advantage was of great height, so that he could look down
on them all. He had little eyes made huge by thick-lensed spectacles, and aveined beak of anose
that seemed to turn his head asif it were aweathercock. His thinness gave the impression of a
mantis, but at the same time he managed to look owlish.

‘A bird of pray!" thought George, and grinned to himsdlf. But at the same time he noted that
the old vicar's handshake was warm and full of comfort, however trembly, and that hissmilewasa
beam of pure goodness. Nor was he lacking in his own brand of dry wit.

'So glad you could makeit,’ he smiled, and nodded over Y ulian in his carry-cot. The baby was
awake, hisround eyes moving to and fro. The vicar chucked him under his chubby chin, said,
'Y oung man, it's dways agood ideato be early for one's christening, punctua for one's wedding,
and aslate as one can get for one'sfuneral!" Then he peered frowningly at the door.

Thefreak gust of wind had disappeared, taking its confetti with it. What happened here? the



old man lifted his eyebrows. 'That's odd! | had thought the bolt was home. But in any case, it takes
awind of some power to dam shut adoor heavy asthis one. Perhaps we'rein for astorm.' At the
foot of the door abolt dragged squedingly aong the groove it had worn in old stone flags, and
thudded down into its bolthole as the vicar gave the door afina push. There!l" He wiped his hands,
nodded his satisfaction.

'Not such a boring old fart after all," dl three thought the identica thought as heled them
ingde and up to thefont.

In histime, the old clergyman had baptised Georgina; hed married her, too, and was aware
that she was now awidow. Thiswas the church her parents had attended for most of their declining
years, the church her father had attended as aboy and young man. There was no need for long
preiminaries, and so he began at once. As George and Anne put the cot down, and as Georgina
took up Y ulian in her arms, he began to intone: 'Hath this child been aready baptised, or no?

'No," Georgina shook her head.

'Dearly beloved,’ the vicar began in earnest, foreasmuch as all men are conceived and bornin
sn-'

'an," thought Georgina, the old man's words flowing over her. "Yulian wasn't conceived in
sn.' Thishad ever been apart of the service that got her back up. 'Sin, indeed! Conceived in joy
and love and sweetest sweet pleasure, yes - unless pleasure were to be construed as sin...'

Shelooked down &t Y ulian in her arms; he was dert, staring at the vicar as he mumbled over
his book. It was afunny expression on the baby's face: not quite vacant, not exactly adrool.
Somehow intense. They had dl kinds of looks, babies.

"... that thou wilt mercifully look upon this child; wash him, sanctify him with the Holy Ghogt;
that he, being - '

The Holy Ghost. Ghosts had stirred under those stirless trees on the cruciform hills, but
in no way holy ones. Unholy ones!

Thunder rumbled distantly and the high stained glass windows brightened momentarily from a
far flash of lightning before falling into degper gloom. A light burned over the font, however,
aufficient for the vicar's eyes behind their thick lenses. He shivered visibly as heread hislines, for
suddenly the temperature had seemed to fal dramaticaly.

The old man paused for amoment, looked up and blinked. His eyes went from the faces of
the three adults to the baby, paused there for amoment, blinked rapidly. He looked at the light over
the font, then at the high windows. For dl his shivering, sweat gleamed on his brow and upper lip.



'‘Areyou al right? George was concerned. He took the vicar'sarm.

‘A cold,' the old man tried to smile, only succeeding in looking sick. Hislips seemed to stick to
his teeth, which were false and rather loose, and he wasimmediately apologetic. ‘I'm sorry, but this
isnot redly surprising. A draughty place, you know? But don't worry, | won't let you down. Well
get thisfinished. It just came on so quickly, that'sdl.' The sick smile twitched from hisface.

‘After this,' said Anne, 'you should spend what's | eft of the weekend in bed!"

'l bedieve | will, my dear." Fumblingly, the vicar went back to histext.

Georgina said nothing. Shefelt the strangeness. Something was unred, out of focus. Did
churchesfrown? This one was frowning. It had been hogtile from the moment they'd arrived. That's
what waswrong with the vicar: he could fed it too, but he didn't know what it was.

'‘But how do | know what it is?" Georginawondered. ‘Have | felt it before?'

"... They brought young children to Chrigt, that he should touch them; and his disciples rebuked
those that brought them...'

Georginafdt the church groaning around her, trying to expel her. No, trying to expd... Yulian?
She looked at the baby and he looked back: hisface broke into that unsmile which small babies
smile. But his eyes werefixed, steady, unblinking. Even as she stared at him, she saw those darling
eyesswive inthelr socketsto gaze full upon the old vicar. Nothing wrong with that - it was just that
it had looked so ddliberate.

‘Yulianisordinary!" Georginadenied what she wasthinking. She'd had thisfedling before and
denied it, and now shemust do it again. 'Heisordinary!" It was her, not the baby. She was blaming
him for llya. It wasthe only explanation.

She glanced at George and Anne, and they smiled back reassuringly. Didn't they fed the cold,
the strangeness? They obvioudy thought she was concerned about the vicar, the service. Other than
that, they felt nothing. Oh, maybe they felt how draughty the place was, but that wasdll.

Georginafdt more than the cold. And so did the vicar. He was skipping lines now, hurrying
through the service amost mechanically, about as human as some gaunt robot penguin. He avoided
looking at them, especidly Y ulian. Maybe he could fed the infant's eyes on him, unwaveringly.

'Dearly beloved, the old man was chanting at Anne and George now, the godparents, 'ye have



brought this child here to be baptised...'

'l have to stop it." Georginds thoughts were growing wilder. She started to panic. 'Have to,
beforeit - but before what? - happens!’

"...to rdlease him of hissns, to sanctify him with...

Outside, much closer now, thunder rumbled, accompanied by lightning that lit up the
west-facing windows and sent kaleldoscopic beams of bright colours lancing through the interior.
The group about the font wasfirgt gold, then green, findly crimson. Y ulian was blood in Georginas
arms, his eyes were blood where they stared at the vicar.

At the back of the church, under the pulpit, dmost unnoticed dl of thistime, afunereal man
had been sweeping up, his broom scraping on the stone flags. Now, for no apparent reason, he
threw the broom down, tore off his apron and rolled it up, almost ran from the church. He could be
heard grumbling to himsdf, angry about something. Another flash of lightning turned him blue, green,
finaly white as an undevel oped photograph as he reached the door and plunged out of sight.

'Eccentric!’ The vicar, seeming alittle morein control of himsdlf, frowned after him, blinked a
his abrupt disappearance. 'He cleans the church because he has a"fed" for it! So hetellsme!

'Er, can we get on? George had apparently had enough of interruptions.

'Of course, of course,’ the old man peered again at his book, skipped several morelines. 'Er...
promisethat you are his sureties, that he will renounce the devil and al hisworks, and constantly
believe...

Y ulian had dso had enough. He began to kick, gathered air for ahowling session. Hisface
puffed up and started to turn alittle blue, which would normaly mean that frustration and anger
were coming to the bail just benesth the surface. Georgina couldn't keep back agreat sigh of relief
at that. What was Y ulian but a hel pless baby after al?

... the carnal desires of the flesh... was crucified, dead, and buried; that he went down into
hell, and aso did rise again the third day; thet he..."

‘Just a baby," thought Georgina, 'with llya's blood, and mine, and... and?'

"... the quick and the dead?

The church was thunder dark, the ssorm amost directly overhead.



"... resurrection of the flesh; and everlasting life after desth?

Georginagave agart as Anne and George answered in unison: 'All thiswe steadfastly believe!

'Wilt he then be baptised in thisfaith?

George and Anne again: ‘That ishisdesire!

But Yulian denied it! He gave ahowl to raise the rafters, jerked and kicked with an astonishing
strength where his mother cradled him. The old clergyman sensed trouble brewing - not the real
trouble but trouble anyway - and decided not to prolong things. He took the baby from Georginas
ams. Y ulian'swhite christening-gown was a haze of amost neon light, himsdf apink pulsationinits
folds.

Above the baby's howling, the old vicar said to George and Anne: 'Name this child.'

'Y ulian, they answered Smply.

'Y ulian," he nodded, 'l baptise thee in the name of - ' He paused, stared at the baby. Hisright
hand - practised, accustomed, of its own accord - had dipped into the font, lifted water, poised

dripping.

Y ulian continued to howl. Anne and George and Georginaheard his crying, only that. No
longer touching her child, Georginafelt suddenly free, unburdened, separate from what was coming.
It was not her doing; she was merely an observer; this priest must bear the brunt of hisown ritua.
She, too, heard only Y ulian's crying - but she felt the gpproach of something enormous.

Tothevicar theinfant's howling had taken on anew note. It was no longer the cry of achild
but a beast. Hisjaw dropped and he looked up, blinking rapidly as he peered from face to face:
George and Anne smiling, if alittle uncomfortably, and Georgina, looking small and wan. And then
he looked again a Y ulian. The baby wasissuing grunts, anima grunts of rage! Itscrying wasonly a
cover, like perfume masking the stink of ordure. Underneath was the bass croaking of utter Horror!

Autométicaly, hishand trembling like aleaf in agae, the old man splashed alittle water on the
infant's fevered brow, traced a cross there with hisfinger. The water might well have been acid!

NO! the thunderous croaking formed adenial. PUT NO CROSS ON ME, YOU
TREACHEROUS CHRISTIAN DOG!

'What - !' the vicar suspected he'd gone insane. His eyes bulged behind the thick lenses of his
Spectacles.



The others heard nothing except the baby's crying - which now ceased on theingtant. Old man
and infant Stared at each other in adeafening slence. 'What? the Vicar asked again, hisvoicea

whisper.

Before his eyesthe skin of the baby's brow puffed up in twin mounds, like huge boils
accd erated to instantaneous eruption. Thefine skin split and blunt goat horns came through, curving
asthey emerged. Y ulian's jaws elongated into adog's muzzle, which cracked open to reved ared
cave of white knives and aviper'sflickering tongue. The breeth of the thing was astench, an open
tomb; its eyes, pits of sulphur, burned on the vicar'sface likefire.

‘Jesus!’ said the old man. 'Oh, my God - what are you? And he dropped the child. Or would
have - but George had seen the glazing of his eyes, the dackening of his body, the blood's rapid
draining from hisface. Asthe old man crumpled, George stepped forward, took Y ulian from him.

Anne, dso quick off the mark, had caught the old man and managed to lower him alittleless
than gently to the floor. But Georginawas also redling. Like the other two, she had seen, smelled,
heard nothing - but she was Y ulian's mother. She had felt something coming, and she knew that it
had been here. As she, too, fainted, so there came a thunderbolt that struck the steeple, and a
cannonade of thunder that rolled on and on.

Then therewas only slence. And light gradudly returning, and dust shaken down in rivulets
from rafters high overhead.

And George and Anne, white as ghodgts, gaping at each other in the church'slightening gloom.

And Y ulian, angdlic in hisgodfather'sarms...

Georginawas ayear making her recovery. Y ulian spent the time with his godparents, at the
end of which they had their own child to fuss over and care for. His mother spent it in asomewhat
select sanatorium. No one was much surprised; her breakdown, so long delayed, had finally arrived
with avengeance. George and Anne, and others of Georginasfriends, visited her regularly, but no
one mentioned the abortive christening or the death of thevicar.

That had been a stroke or some such. The old man's health had been waning. He'd lasted only
afew hours after his collapse in the church. George had gone with him in an ambulance to the
hospita, had been with him when he died. The old man had cometo in the final moments before he
passed forever from thisworld.

His eyes had focussed on George's face, widened, filled with memory, dishdief. 'It'sal right,’
George had comforted him, patting the hand which grasped hisforearm with afeverish strength.
‘Takeit easy. You'rein good hands.’



'‘Good hands? Good hands! My God!" The old man had been quite lucid. ‘I dreamed... |
dreamed... there was a christening. Y ou were there.' It was dmost an accusation.

George smiled. There was supposed to be a christening,” he'd answered. 'But don't worry,
you can finish it when you're up and about again.’

'It wasreal ? the old man tried to Sit up. 'It was red!"

George and anurse supported him in his bed, lowered him as he collgpsed again on to his
pillows. Then he caved in. Hisface contorted and he seemed to crumpleinto himsdlf. The nurse
rushed from the room shouting for adoctor. Still convulsing, the vicar beckoned George closer with
atwitching finger. Hisface wasfluttering, had turned the colour of lead.

George put his ear to the old man's whispering lips, heard: 'Christen it? No, no - you mustn't!
First - first have it exorcised!"

And those were the last words he ever spoke. George mentioned it to no one. Obvioudy the
old boy's mind had been going, too.

A week after the christening Y ulian devel oped arash of tiny white blisters on his forehead.
They eventudly dried up and flaked away, leaving barely visible marks exactly like freckles...

Chapter Five

'Hewasafunny littlething!" Anne Lake laughed, shook her head and set her blonde hair flying
in the breeze from the car's ha f-open window. 'Do you remember when we had him that year?

It was late in the summer of 77 and they were driving down to stay with Georginaand Y ulian
for aweek. Thelast time they'd seen them was two years ago. George had thought the boy was
strange then, and he'd said so on severa occasions - not to Georginaand certainly not to Y ulian
himself, of course not, but to Anne, in private. Now he said so again:

'Funny little thing? He cocked an eyebrow. That's oneway of putting it, | suppose. Weird
would be a better way! And from what | remember of him last time we came down he hasn't
changed - what was aweird baby is now aweird young man!'

'Oh, George, that'sridiculous. All babies are different from each other. Y ulian was, well, more



different, that'sdl.’

‘Ligten,’ said George. That child wasn't two months old when he cameto us - and he had
teeth! Teeth likelittle needles - sharp ashdl! And | remember Georgina saying he was born with
them. That'swhy she couldn't breast-feed him."

'George,’ said Annewarningly, alittle sharply, reminding him that Helen sat in the back of the
car. Shewastheir daughter: abeautiful, occasionaly precocious girl of sixteen.

Helen sighed, very ddliberately and audibly, and said, ‘'Oh, mother! | know what breasts are
for - gpart from being natura attractionsfor the opposite sex, that is. Why must you put them on
your taboo list?

"Tarboaob ligt!" George grinned.

'Georgel' sad Anne again, moreforcefully.

‘Nineteen seventy-seven, Helen scoffed, 'but you'd never know it. Not in thisfamily. | mean,
feeding your baby's naturd, isn't it? More natural than letting your breasts be groped in the back
row of some grubby flea-pit cinemal’

'Helen!" Anne half-turned in her seat, her lips compressing to athin line.

'It'sbeen along time," George glanced at hiswife, semi-ruefully.

"What has? she snapped.

‘Since | was groped in aflea-pit cinema,’ he said.

Anne snorted her exasperation. 'She getsit from you!' she accused. 'Y ou've always treated
her like an adult.’

'Because sheisan adult, very nearly,’ he answered. 'Y ou can only guide them so far, Anne my
love, and after that they're on their own. Helen's hedlthy, intelligent, happy, good-looking, and she
doesn't smoke pot. She'sworn abrafor nearly four years, and every month she-'

'‘George!’

"Taboo!" said Helen, giggling.



'Anyway," George'sirritation was showing now, ‘we weren' talking about Helen but Y ulian.
Hden, | submit, isnormal. Her cousin - or cousin once removed, or whatever - isnot.'

'Give me afor-instance,’ Anne argued. 'An example. Not normd, you say. Well then, ishe
abnorma? Subnorma ? Wher€'s his defect?

"Whenever Y ulian crops up,' Helen joined in from the back, ‘you two aways end up arguing.
Isheredly worth it?

"Y our mother'savery loya person,’ Georgetold her over one shoulder. 'Georginais her
cousin and Y ulian is Georginas son. Which means they're untouchable. Y our mother won't face
samplefacts, that'sal. She'sthe samewith al her friends: shewon't hear aword against them. Very
laudable. But | call aspade aspade. | find - and have dwaysfound - Y ulian abit much. As| said
before, weird.

'Y ou mean,’ Helen pressed, "a bit nine-bob notish?

'Helen!" her mother protested yet again.

'l get that one from you!" Helen stopped her dead in her tracks. 'Y ou dwaystalk about gays
as nine-bobbers.’

'l never talk about... about homosexualsl' Anne was furious. "And certainly not to you about
them!’

'I've heard Daddy - in conversation with you, about one or two of his man-friends - say that
so-and-so isgay as adefrocked vicar, said Helen matter-of-factly. 'And you've replied: "What,
so-and-so, nine-bobbish? Red ly?"

Anne rounded on her and might well have lashed out physicaly if she could have reached her.
Red-faced, she cried, Then in future well haveto lock you in your bloody room before we dare
have an adult conversation! Y ou horrid girl!'

'Perhaps you better had." Helen was equally quick to rise. 'Before | also start to swear!”

‘All right, dl right." George quietened them. 'Points taken al round. But we're on holiday,
remember? | mean, it's probably my fault, but Y ulian's a sore point with me, that'sall. And | can't
even explain why. But he usualy keeps out of theway most of the time were there, and | can't help
it but | hopeit'sthe samethistime. For my peace of mind, anyway. Hes smply not my type of lad.
Asfor him being how's-your-father - ' (Helen somehow contrived not to snigger) ' - | can't say. But
he did get kicked out of that boarding school, and -



'Hedid not!" Anne had to have her say. 'Kicked out, indeed! He got his qualifications ayear
early, left ayear beforetherest. | mean to say, do qudifications - does being intelligent above the
average - certify someone as araving... homosexua? Heaven forbid! Clever Miss Know-it-all here
has a couple of second class"A" leves, which apparently make her near-omniscient; in which case
Y ulian hasto be closeto godlike! George, what qualifications do you have?

'l fail to seewhat that hasto do with it, he answered. Theway | hear it, more gays come out
of the universities than ever came out of al the secondary moderns put together. And-'

'George?

'l was an apprentice,’ he Sighed, 'asyou well know. Trade qudifications, I've got them dl. And
then | was ajourneyman - an architect earning money for my boss, until 1 got into businessfor
mysdf. And anyway -

'What academic qudifications? she was determined.

George drove the car, said nothing, wound down hiswindow alittle and breathed warm air.
After awhile The same asyou, darling.

'None whatsoever!" Anne was triumphant. "Why, Y ulian's cleverer than dl of us put together.
On paper, anyway. | say give him time and helll show usdl athing or two. Oh, | admit he'squiet,
comes and goes like a ghost, seemsless active and enthusiastic about life than aboy his age should
be. But give him abreak, for God's sake! Look at his disadvantages. He never knew hisfather; was
brought up by Georgina entirely on her own, and she's never been atogether with it sncellyadied,
haslived in that gloomy old mansion of aplace for twelve years of hisyoung life. Little wonder he's
abit, well, reticent.’

She seemed to have won the day. They said nothing to dispute her logic, had apparently lost
al interest in the argument. Anne searched her mind for anew topic, found nothing, relaxed in her
Sedt.

'Reticent.’ Helen turned her own thoughts over in her head. "Yulian, reticent?' Did her mother
mean backward? Of course not, her argument had been dl againgt that. Shy? Retiring? Y es, that's
what she must have meant. Well, and he must seem shy - if one didn't know better. Helen knew
better, from that time two years ago. And asfor queer - hardly. She would greetly doubt it,
anyway. She smiled secretly. Better to let them go on thinking it, though. At least while they thought
he was awoofter they wouldn't worry about her being in his company. But no, Y ulian wasn't
entirdy gay. AC, DC, maybe.

Two years ago, Yes...



It had taken Helen agesto get him to talk to her. She remembered the circumstances clearly.

It had been a beautiful Saturday, their second day of aten-day spell; her parents and Aunt
Georginagone off to Salcombe for aday's sea- and sun-bathing; Y ulian and Helen were left in
charge of the house, he with his Alsatian pup to play with and she to explore the gardens, the great
barn, the crumbling old stables and the dark, dense copse. Y ulian wasn't into bathing, indeed he
hated the sun and sea, and Helen would have preferred anything rather than spend time with her
parents.

'Walk with me? sheld pressed Y ulian, finding him aone with the gangling pup in the dim, cool
library. He had shook his head.

Paein the shade of this one room which the sun never seemed to reach, he'd lounged
awkwardly on a settee, fondling the pup's floppy ears with one hand and holding abook in the
other.

'Why not?Y ou could show me the grounds!'

He had glanced at the pup. 'He getstired if hewalkstoo far. He's still not quite steedy on his
legs. And | burn easily inthe sun. | redly don't much care for the sun. And anyway, I'm reading.’

'Y ou're not much fun to bewith,' she had told him, ddliberately pouting. And she'd asked, 'I's
there ftill straw in the hayloft over the barn?

'Hayloft? Y ulian had looked surprised. Hislong, not unhandsome face had formed a soft ova
againg the dark velvet of the back of the settee. ‘I haven't been up therein years!

'What are you reading, anyway? She sat down beside him, reached for the book held loosely
in hislong-fingered, soft-looking hand. He drew back, kept the book from her.

‘Not for little girls he said, his expression unchanging.

Frustrated, she tossed her hair, glanced al about the large room. And it was large, that room;
partitioned inthe middle, just like apublic library, with floor to ceiling shelves and book-lined
acovesdl round thewalls. It smelled of old books, dusty and musty. No, it reeked of them, so that
you dmost feared to breathe in case your lungs got filled with words and inks and desi ccated glue
and paper fibres.

There was a shallow cupboard in one corner of the room and its door stood open. Tracksin
the threadbare carpet showed where Y ulian had dragged a stepladder to a certain section of the
shelving. The books on the top shelf were amost hidden in gloom, where old cobwebs were



gathering dust. But unlike the neat rows of booksin the lower shelves, they were piled haphazardly,
lyinginajumble asif recently disturbed.

'Oh? she stood up. I'm alittle girl, am 1?7 And what does that make you? We're only ayear
apart, you know..." She went to the stepladder, started to climb.

Y ulian's Adam'’s appl e bobbed. He tossed hisbook aside, came easily to hisfeet. 'Y ou leave
that top shelf alone," he said unemotionally, coming to the foot of the ladder.

Sheignored him, looked at thetitles, read out loud: 'Coates, Human Magnetism, or How to
Hypnotise. Huh! Mumbo-jumbo! Lycan... er, Lycanthropy. En? And... The Erotic Bearddey!'
She clapped her hands ddlightedly. "What, dirty pictures, Y ulian? She took the book from the shelf,
opened it. 'Oh!" she said, rather more quietly. The black and white drawing on the page where the
book had opened was rather more bestial than erotic.

'Put it down!" Y ulian hissed from bel ow.

Helen put down the Bearddey, read off moretitles. "Vampirism - ugh! Sexual Power s of
Satyrs and Nymphomaniacs. Sadism and Sexual Aberration. And... Parasitic Creatures?
How diverse! And not dusty at al, these old books. Do you read them alot, Y ulian?

He gave the ladder a shake and insisted, 'Come down from therel" His voice was very low,
amost menacing. It was guttural, deeper than she'd heard it before. AlImost aman's voice and not a
youth'sat al. Then shelooked down at him.

Y ulian stood below her, hisface turned up at asharp angle just below the level of her knees.
His eyes were like holes punched in a paper face, with pupils shiny as black marbles. She stared
hard at him but their eyes didn't meet, because he wasn't looking at her face.

'Why, | do believe,' shetold him then, teasingly, 'that you're quite naughty, redly, Y ulian! What
with these books and everything..." She had worn her short dress because of the heat, and now she
wasglad.

Helooked away, touched his brow, turned aside. Y ou... you wanted to see the barn? His
Voice was Soft again.

'Can we? Shewas down the ladder in aflash. 'l love old barns! But your mother said it
wasn't safe.’

'l think it's safe enough,’ he answered. 'Georginaworries about everything.' He had caled his
mother Georginasince hewas alittle boy. She didn't seem to mind.



They went through the rambling house to the front, Y ulian excusing himself for amoment to go
to hisroom. He came back wearing dark spectacles and afloppy, wide-brimmed hat. ‘Now you
look like some pallid Mexican brigand," Helen told him, leading the way. And with the black
Alsatian pup tumbling at their hedls, they made their way to the barn.

Infact it was avery smple outbuilding of stone, with aplatform of planks acrossthe high
beamsto form a hayloft. Next door were the stables, completely run-down, just aderdict old
huddle of buildings. Until five or six years ago the Bodescus had let aloca farmer winter his ponies
on the grounds, and held stored hay for them in the barn.

"Why on earth do you need such a big place to live? Helen asked asthey entered the barn
through a squeding door into shade and dusty sunbeams and the scurry of mice.

'I'm sorry? he said after amoment, his thoughts el sewhere.

"Thisplace. Thewhole place. And that high stone wall al the way round it. How much land
doesit enclose, that fell? Three acres?

‘Just over three and ahadf," he answered. 'A great rambling house, old stables, barns, an
over-grown paddock - even ashady copse to walk through in the autumn, when the colours are
growing old! I mean, why do two ordinary people need so much space just to live in?

‘Ordinary? helooked a her curioudy, his eyes moistly gleaming behind dark lenses. ‘And do
you consder yoursdf ordinary?

'Of course.'

‘Wl | don't. | think you're quite extraordinary. So am |, and so is Georgina - al of usfor
different reasons.’ He sounded very sincere, dmost aggressive, asif defying her to contradict him.
But then he shrugged. 'Anyway, it's not aquestion of why we need it. It'sours, that'sall.’

‘But how did you get it? | mean, you couldn't have bought it! There must be so many other,
well, easier placestolive’

Y ulian crossed the paved floor between piles of old dates and rusty, broken-down implements
to the foot of the open wooden stairs. 'Hayloft,’ he said, turning his dark eyes on her. She couldn't
see those eyes, but she could fedl them.

Sometimes his movements were so fluid it most seemed asif he were degp-waking. They
were like that now as he climbed the stairs, dowly, step by deliberate step. There is il straw,’ he
said, voicelanguid as adeep pool.



She watched him until he passed out of sight. There was aleanness about him, ahunger. Her
father thought he was soft, girlish, but Helen guessed otherwise. She saw him asan intelligent
anima, asawolf. Sort of furtive, but unobtrusive, and ways there on the edge of things, just
waiting for hischance...

She suddenly felt stifled and took three deep, ddliberate gulps of air before following him.
Going carefully up the wooden steps, she said, ‘Now | remember! It was your great-grandfather's,
wasn't it? The house, | mean.’

She emerged into the hayloft. Three great bales of hay, blanched with age, stood dusty and
withered in apyramid. One end of the loft stood open, where projecting gables spared it from the
elements. Thin, hot beams of sunlight came danting in from chinksin thetiles, trapping dust-motes
likefliesin amber, forming yellow spotlights on the floorboards.

Y ulian took out a pocket knife, diced deftly at the binding of the uppermost bae. It fell to
pieces like an ancient book, and he dragged great deep armfuls down onto the boards.

‘A bed for a gypsy, thought Helen. 'Or a wanton.'

She threw hersdf down, was conscious that her dress rode up above her knickers where she
lay face down. She did nothing to adjust it. Instead she spread her legs alittle, wriggled her
backside and contrived to make the movement seem perfectly unconscious - which it was not.

Y ulian stood ill for long moments and she could fed hiseyeson her, but she smply cupped
her chinin her hands and stared out of the open end of the loft. From here you could see the
perimeter wal, the curving drive, the copse. Y ulian's shadow eclipsed severd discs of sunlight and
she held her breath. The straw stirred and she knew he was right behind her, like awolf in the
foredt.

Hisfloppy het fell in the straw on her I€ft; his sunglasses plopped down into the hat; he got
down beside her on her right, hisarm falling casudly across her waist. Casudly, yes, and light asa
feather, but she could fed it like abar of iron. Helay not quite so far forward, propping hisjaw in
hisright hand, looking a her. Hisarm, lying across her like that, must fed very awkward. He was
taking most of itsweight and she could fed it beginning to tremble, but he didn't seem to mind. But
of course hewouldn't, would he?

'Great-grandfather's, yes," hefinaly answered her question. 'He lived and died here. The place
came down to Georgina's mother. Her husband, my grandfather, didn't likeit and so they rented it
out and lived in London. When they died it fell to Georgina, but by then it was on alife-leaseto the
old colonel who lived here. Eventudly it was histurn to go, and then Georginacame down to sl it.
She brought mewith her. | wasn't quitefive, | think, but | liked the place and said so. | said we
should live here, and Georginathought it agood idea



"You redly areremarkablel’ she said. 'l can't remember anything about when | wasfive. His
arm had did diagondly across her now, so that hisfingers barely touched her thigh just below the
curve of her bottom. Helen could fedl an dmost eectric tingle in those fingers. They held no such
charge, she knew, but that's how it felt.

'I remember everything dmost from the moment | was born,” hetold her, hisvoice so even it
was very nearly hypnotic. Maybeit was hypnatic. 'Sometimes | even think | remember thingsfrom
before my birth.'

'Well, that might explain why you're so "extraordinary”,' shetold him, 'but what isit makes me
different?

"Y our innocence,’ he at once replied, hisvoice a purr. ‘And your desire not to be." Hishand
caressed her rump now, the merest touch of eectric fingerstracing the curve of her buttocks, to and
fro, to and fro.

Helen sighed, put a piece of straw between her teeth, dowly turned over on to her back. Her
dressrode up even more. Shedidn't look at Y ulian but gazed wide-eyed at the doping rows of tiles
overhead. As sheturned so helifted his hand afraction, but didn't take it away.

'My desire not to be? Not to be innocent? What makes you think that? And she thought:
'becauseit's so obvious?'

When he answered, Y ulian's voice was aman's again. She hadn't noticed the dow trangtion,
but now she did.

Thick and dark, that voice, ashe said, 'I've read it. All girls of your age desire not to be
innocent.’

Hishand fell on her belly, lingered over her navel, dipped down and crept under the band of
her knickers. She stopped him there, trapping his hand with her own. 'No, Y ulian. Y ou can't.’

‘Can't? the word camein agulp, choking. 'Why?

‘Because you're right. | am innocent. But also because it'sthe wrong time.'

‘Time? hewastrembling again.

She pushed him away, sighed abruptly and said, 'Oh, Y ulian - I'm bleeding!’



'Bleed - 7 Herolled away from her, snatched himself to hisfeet. Startled, she stared a him
ganding there. He shivered asif in afever.

'Bleeding, yes,' she said. 'It's perfectly natura, you know.'

Therewas no pallor in hisface now: it was red with blood, burning like adrunkard's face, with
his eyes narrow ditsdark asknife dashes. 'Bleeding!" thistime he managed to choke the word out
whole. He reached out his arms towards her, hands hooked like claws, and for amoment she
thought he would attack her. She could see his nostrils flaring, a nervoustic tugging the corner of his
mouth.

For thefirg time shefdt afraid, felt something of his strangeness. 'Y es,' she whispered. ‘It
happens every month...'

Hiseyes opened up alittle. Their pupils seemed flecked with scarlet. A trick of thelight. 'Ah!
Ah - bleeding!" he said, asthough only just understanding her meaning. 'Oh, yes...' Then heredled,
turned away, went alittle unsteadily down the steps and was gone. Then Helen had heard the
puppy'swild yelp of joy (it had been stopped by the steps, which it couldn't climb) and itswhining
and barking fading asit followed Y ulian back to the house. And finally she started to breathe again.

"Yulian!" sheld called after him then. "Y our sunglasses, your hat!" But if he heard, he didn't
bother to answer.

She wasn't ableto find him for the rest of the day, but then she hadn't really looked for him.
And because she had her pride - and a so because he had failed to seek her out - she hadn't much
bothered with him for the rest of their holiday. Perhapsit had been for the best; for she had been
innocent, after al. She wouldn't have known what to do, not two years ago.

But when she thought of him, she still remembered his hand burning on her flesh. And now,
going back to Devon with the countryside speeding by outside the car, she found hersdf wondering
if therewas il straw in the hayloft...

George, too, had his secret thoughts about Y ulian. Anne could say what she liked but she
couldn't change that. He was welird, that lad, and weird in severd directions. It wasn't only the
creeping-Jesus aspect that irritated George, though certainly the youth's furtive ways were annoying
enough. But he was sick, too. Not mental, maybe not even sick in hisbody, just generaly sick. To
look at him sometimes, to catch him unawares with aside-glance, wasto look at a cockroach
surprised by aswitched-on light, or ajellyfish seaming away, stranded on the beach when thetide
goesout. You could dmost sense something seething in him. But if it wasn't menta or physicd, and
yet encompassed both, then what the hell wasiit?

Hard to explain. Maybe it was both mind and body - and soul too? Except George wasn't
much of aonefor believing in souls. He didn't disbelieve, but he would like evidence. Hed probably



be praying when he died, just in case, but until then...

Asfor what Anne had said about Y ulian at school: well, it wastrue, asfar asit went. He had
taken dl of hisexams early, and passed every one of them, but that wasn't why held left early.
George had adraughtsman, lan Jones, working for himin his London office, and Jones had ayoung
son in the same school. Anne would hear none of it, of course not, but the stories had been wild.

Y ulian had 'seduced' a male teacher, a half-way-gone gay he'd somehow switched on. Once over
the top, the fellow had apparently turned into araver, trying to roger every male thing that moved.
Hed blamed Y ulian. That was one thing. And then:

In hisart classes, Y ulian had painted pictures which caused avery gentle lady teacher to
attack him physicaly; she'd aso stormed his bed-space and burned his art folios. Out nature
rambling (George hadn't known they till did that) Y ulian had been found wandering on hisown, his
face and hands smeared with filth and entrails. Dangling from one hand held carried the remains of a
dray kitten. Its carcass was gill warm. Held said a man had doneit, but this was out on the moors,
milesfrom anywhere.

That wasn't dll. It seemed he walked in his deep and had apparently scared the living shit out
of the younger boys, until the school had had to put a night-guard on their dorms. But by then the
head had spoken at length with Georginaand she'd agreed he could leave. It wasthat or expulsion -
for the sake of the good name of the schooal.

And thereld been other things, lesser things, but that had been the gist of it.

These were some of the reasonswhy George didn't like Y ulian. But of course there was one
other thing. It was something very nearly asold as'Y ulian himsdlf, but it had fixed itsdlf in George's
mindinddlibly.

The sight of an old man clutching his sheetsto his chest ashedied, and hislast whispered
words:. 'Christen it? No, no - you mustn't! First have it exorcised!'

Anne could be gtrident if she had to be, but she was good through and through. She would
never say athing to hurt anyone, even though she might think certain things. To hersdf - if only to
hersdlf - she had to admit that she'd thought things about Y ulian.

Now, lying back alittlein her seat and stretching, feding the cooling draught from the
half-open window, she thought them again. Funny things. something about abig green frog, and
something about the pain sheld get now and then in her left nipple.

The frog thing was hard to focus on; rather, she didn't like to focus on it. Persondly she
couldn't hurt afly. Of course achild, amerefive-year old, wouldn't realise what he was doing.
Would he? The trouble was that aslong as sheld know Y ulian held always seemed to know exactly
what he was doing. Even asababy.



She had called him a‘funny littlething', but in fact George wasright. Y ulian had been more
than just funny. For one thing, he never cried. No, not quite true, he had cried when hungry, at least
when hewas very smdl. And he had cried in direct sunlight. Photophobia, gpparently, right from
infancy. Oh, yes, and held cried at least one other time, at his christening. Though that had seemed
more rage - or outrage - than crying proper. Asfar as Anne knew, he never had been properly
christened.

She let her thoughts take hold, carrying her back. Y ulian had just sarted to walk - to toddle,
anyway - when Helen came along. That was amonth or so before poor Georgina had been well
enough to go home and take him back. Anne remembered that time well. She'd been heavy with
milk, fat as butter and happier than at any other timein her life. And rosy? What apicture of hedlth
she'd been!

One day when Helen was just six weeks old, while she was feeding her, Y ulian had come
toddling like alittle robot, looking for that extra ounce of affection of which Helen had robbed him.
Jedlousy even then, yes, for he was no longer al important. On impulse - feding apang of pity for
the poor mite - she'd picked him up, bared her other breast to him, her |eft breast, and fed him.

Even remembering it, the twinge of painin her nipple came back like awasp sting to bother
her. 'Oh!" she said, stirring where she had falen half-adeep.

'You dl right? George was quick to inquire. "'Wind your window down alittle more. Get some
freshair.

The steady purr of the car's engine brought her back to the present. ‘Cramp,’ shelied. 'Pins
and needles. Can we stop somewhere - the next cafe?

'Of course," he answered. "There should be one any time now.’

Anne dumped, returned haf-reuctantly to her memories. Feeding Y ulian, yes... Shed sat
down with both babies, nodded off while they fed, Helen on theright, Y ulian on theleft. It had been
strange; asort of languor had come over her, alethargy she hadn't the will to resst. But then, when
the pain came, she'd come quickly awake. Helen had been crying, and Y ulian had been - bloody!
Sheld stared at the toddler in something close to shock. Those peculiar black eyes of hisfixed
unwaveringly on her face. And hisred mouth, fixed like alamprey on her breast! Her milk and
blood had run down the swollen curve of her breast, and his face had been smeared and glistening
red with it; so that he'd looked like a dark-eyed gorging leech.

When sheld cleaned hersdlf up, and cleaned up Y ulian too, she'd seen how he'd bitten through
the skin around her nipple: histeeth had left tiny punctures. The bites had taken along timeto hed,
but their sting had never quite gone away...

Then there had been the frog episode. Anne didn't redlly want to dwell on that, but it formed a



persistent picture in her mind, one she couldn't wipe clear. It had happened after Georginahad sold
up in London, on the last day before she and Y ulian had |eft the city and gone down to Devon to
livein the old manor house,

George had built apond in the garden of their Greenford home when Helen was one; since
when, with aminimum of help, the pond had stocked itself. Now there werelilies, aclump of
rushes, an ornamenta shrub bending over the water like a Japanese picture, and alarge species of
green frog. There were water snails, too, and at the edges alittle green scum. Anne cdled it scum,
anyway. Mid-summer and there would normally be dragonflies, but that year they'd only seen one
or two, and they'd been small ones of their sort.

She had been in the garden with the children, watching Y ulian where he played with a soft
rubber ball. Or perhaps 'played' isthe wrong word, for Y ulian had difficulty playing like other
children. He seemed to have a philosophy: aball isabal, arubber sphere. Drop it and it bounces,
tossit against awal and it returns. Other than that it has no practical use, it cannot be considered a
source of lasting interest. Others might argue the point, but that summed up Y ulian'sfedlings on the
subject. Anneredly didn't know why sheid bought the ball for him; he never realy played with
anything. He had bounced it, however, twice. And held tossed it against the garden wall, once. But
on the rebound it had rolled to the edge of the pond.

Y ulian hed followed it with eyes haf scornful, until suddenly hisinterest had quickened. At the
edge of the pond something legped: alarge frog, shiny green, poising itself whereit landed, with two
legsin the water and two on dry land. And the five-year old child froze, becoming still asacat inthe
first secondsthat it senses prey. It was Helen who ran to retrieve the ball, then skipped away with it
up the garden, but Y ulian had eyes only for thefrog.

At that point George had caled out from insde the house: something about the kebabs
burning. They wereto be the main coursein afarewell med for Georgina. George was supposed to
be doing chef.

Anne had rushed to save the day, dong the crazy-paving, under the arch of roses on their
trellisto the paved patio area at the rear of the house. It had taken aminute, two at the outside, to
lift the steaming mest from the grill onto a plate on the outdoor table. Then Georgina had come
drifting downgtairsin that dow get-there-eventually fashion of hers, and George had appeared from
the kitchen with hisherbs.

‘Sorry, darling,” hed gpologised. Timing iseverything, and I'm out of practice. But I've got it
al together now and dl'swell..."

Except that al had not been well.

Hearing Helen's cry of darm from the lower garden, Anne had breathlesdy retraced her steps.



At firdg, as she reached the pond, Anne hadn't quite known what she was seeing. She thought
Y ulian must have fadlen face down in the green scum. Then her eyes focussed and the picture
firmed. And however much sheld tried to forget it, it had remained firm to this day:

Thetiny white mosaic tiles at the edge of the pond, dimed with blood and guts; and Y ulian
dimed, too, hisface and hands sticky with goo. Cross-legged by the pond like abuddha, Y ulian,
the frog like atorn green plastic bag in hisinexpert hands, dopping its contents. And that child of -
of innocence? sudying itsinnards, smdling it, listening to it, apparently astonished by its
complexity.

Then his mother had come wafting up from behind, saying; ‘Oh dear, oh dear! Wasit alive
thing? Oh, | seeit was. He does that sometimes. Opens things up. Curiosity. To see how they
work.'

And Anne, aghast, snatching up the whining Helen and turning her face away, gasping, '‘But
Georgina, that's not some old alarm-clock - it'safrog!’

Isit?Isit? Oh dear! Poor thing!" She'd fluttered her hands. ‘But it's a phase he's going
through, that'sal. Hell grow out of it..."

And Anne remembered thinking, 'God, | certainly hope so!’

'Devon!’ said George triumphantly, jogging her ebow, startling her. 'Did you seethe sign, the
county boundary? And look, there's your cafe! Cream teas, fudge, clotted cream! WElI top the car
up, have abite to eat, and then we're on the last leg. Peace and quiet for awhole week. Lord, how
| canuseit...’

Arriving at the house and turning off the Paignton road into its grounds, the party in the car
found Georginaand Y ulian waiting for them on the gravel drive. At fird they very nearly faled to
notice Georgina, for she was overshadowed by her son. As George stopped the car, Helen's jaw
fell open alittle. Annesmply stared. George himsdlf thought, "Yulian? Yes, of courseit is. But
what's he been doing right?'

Getting out of the car, finally Anne spoke, echoing George's thoughts.- 'Y ulian! My, but what
acouple of years have done for you!' He held her briefly, taler by inches, then turned to Helen
where she got out of the back seat and stretched.

'I'm not the only one who has grown," he said. His voice was that dark one Helen had heard
on aprevious occasion, apparently his natural voice now. He held her at arm'slength, stared at her
with those unfathomable eyes.

'He's handsome as the devil,' she thought. Or perhaps handsome was the wrong word for it.



Attractive, yes- dmost unnaturaly so. Hislong, straight chin, not quite lantern-jaw, high brow,
sraight, flatfish nose - and especidly hiseyes- dl combined to form aface which might seem quite
odd on anyone e se's shoulders. But coupled with that voice, and with Y ulian's mind behind it, the
effect was quite devadtating. He looked somehow foreign, dmost dien. Hisdark hair, flowing
naturaly back and forming something of amane at the back of his neck, made him seem even more
wolfish than shed remembered. That wasit - wolfish! And he was getting tall asatree.

Youredtill dim, anyway,' she findly found something to say, however uninspired. ‘But what's
Aunt Georgina been feeding you?

He smiled and turned to George, nodded and held out his hand. 'George. Did you have a
good journey? We've worried alittle - the roads get so crowded down herein the summer.'

'‘Georgel" George groaned inwardly. 'First names, just like with Mummy, hey?" Still, it was
better than being shied away from.

"Thedrive wasfine.' George forced asmile, checking Y ulian out but unobtrusively. The youth
topped him by agood three inches. Add his hair to that and he looked tdler till. Seventeen and
aready he was a big man. Big-boned, anyway. But give him another sonein weight and hed be
likeabarn door! Also, his handshake wasiron. Hardly limp-wristed, no matter the length of his

fingers

George was suddenly very much aware of hisown thinning hair, hissmdl paunch and dightly
stodgy appearance. 'But at least | can go out in the sun!" hethought. Y ulian's pallor was onething
that never changed; even here he stood in the shade of the old house, like part of its shadow.

But if the last two years had improved Y ulian, they'd not been so kind to his mother.

'Georginal’ Anne had meanwhile turned to her cousin, hugging her. Benegth the hug she had
felt how frail shewas, how trembly. The loss of her hushand dmost eighteen years before was il
taking itstoll. 'And... and looking so well!’

‘Liar!" George couldn't help thinking. "Well? She looks like something clockwork that's
about wound itself down!"

It was true - Georgina seemed like an automaton. She spoke and moved asif programmed.
'‘Anne, George, Helen - so good to seeyou al again. So glad you accepted Y ulian'sinvitation. But
comein, comein. Y ou can guess what we've got for you, of course. A cream tea, naturdly!’

Sheled theway, floating light asair, and went inside. Y ulian paused at the door, turned and
said, 'Yes, do comein. Fed free. Enter fredly and make yoursalves a home.' Theway he said it,
somehow ritudigticaly, made his welcome sound quite odd. As George, at the rear, made to pass



him, Y ulian added, 'Can | bring in your luggage for you?

'Why, thanks,' said George. 'Here, I'll give you ahand.'

'Not necessary,' Y ulian smiled. "Just give methe keys." He opened the boot and took out their
cases asif they were empty and weighed nothing. It wasn't just show, George could see that. Y ulian
was very strong...

Following him inside the house, and fedling just ashade useless, George paused on hearing a
low growl of warning which came from an open cloakroom in an acove to one side of the entrance
hal. In there, in the degpest shadows behind adark oak coatstand, something black as sn moved
and yellow eyes glared. George looked harder, said, 'What in - ? and the growling came louder.

Y ulian, haf-way down the corridor towards the stairs, turned and looked back. 'Oh, don't let
him intimidate you, George. His bark isworse than hisbite, | assure you." And in a harsher tone of
command: 'Come, boy, out into the light where we can seeyou.’

A black Alsatian, dmost full grown, (wasthis mongter redly Y ulian's pup?) came dinking into
view, baring itsteeth at George asit did by him. The dog went straight to Y ulian, stood waiting.
George noticed that it didn't wag itstall.

Itsal right, old friend," the youth murmured. 'Y ou make yoursdlf scarce.’ At which thevicious
looking creature moved on into the house.

'‘Good Lord!" said George. 'Thank goodness he'swell trained. What's his name?

'Vlad," Y ulian answered at once, turning away, cases and dl. 'lt'sRomanian, | believe. Means
"Prince"’ or something. Or it did intheold times..."

Y ulian wasn't much visible for the next two or three days. The fact did not especidly bother
George, if anything hewasrelieved. Anne merdly thought it odd that he wasn't around; Helen felt he
was avoiding her and was annoyed about it, but she didn't et it show. 'What does he do with
himsdf dl day? Anne asked Georgina, for the sake of something to say, when they were done
together one morning.

Georginas eyes seemed congtantly dull, but only mention Y ulian and they'd take on a startled,
amost shocked brightness. Anne mentioned him now - and sure enough, there was that [ook.

'Oh, he has hisinterests...' She at once tried to change the subject, words tumbling out of her:
'We're thinking about having the old stables down. There are extensive vaults under the grounds -
old cdllars, wine cdlars my grandfather used - and Y ulian thinks the stables will crash right through



to them one day. If we have them down well sdll the stone. It's good stone and should fetch a
decent price.’

'Vaults?| didn't know that. Y ou say Y ulian goes down there?

"To check their condition,’ (more words babbling out of her.) 'He worries about maintenance...
could collapse, make the house unsafe... just old corridors, dmost like tunnels, and vaults opening
off them. Full of nitre, spiders, rotten old wine racks... nothing of interest.’

Seeing the sudden build-up of her - frenzy?- Anne got up, crossed to Georgina, laid ahand
on her frail shoulder. The older woman reacted asif she'd been dapped, jerked away from Anne.
Her eyes suddenly focussed. 'Anne,’ she said, her voice a shivering whisper, ‘don't ask about that
place below. And never go down there! It'snot... not safe down there...'

The Lakes had come down from London on the third Thursday in August. The westher was
very hot and showed no sign of letting up. On the Monday Anne and Helen drove off to buy straw
sunhatsfor themselvesin Paignton afew miles away. Georginawas having her noontime snooze and
Y ulian was nowhere to be found.

George remembered Anne mentioning the vaults under the house: wine cdllars, according to
Georgina. With nothing better to do he went out, walked round the house to the back, came face to
face with asort of shed built of old stone. Hed noticed it before, had long since concluded that it
must be an old, disused outdoor [oo and until now had had nothing more to do withit. It had atiled,
doping roof and a door facing avay from the house. Shrubbery grew rank, untended all about. The
door was sagging on rotten hinges but George managed to drag it gjar. And squeezing insde, he
knew at once that this must be an entrance to the alleged cellars. Narrow stone steps went down
steeply on both sides of aramp perfectly suited for therolling of barrels. Y ou could find covered
ddivery pointslikethisin the yard of any old pub. He went carefully down the stepsto a door at the
bottom, began to push it squedingly open.

Vlad wasin therel

His muzzle came through the firgt three inches of gap even as George pushed on the door. The
snarl of rage preceded it by the merest fraction of asecond, and snarl and snout both were the only
warning George got. Shocked, he snatched back his hands, and only just intime. The Alsatian's
teeth snapped on the door jamb where his fingers had been, tearing off long splinters of wood.
Heart hammering, George leaned on the door, closed it. He'd seen the dog's eyes and they had
looked quite hateful.

But why would Vlad be down there in the first place? George could only supposethat Y ulian
had put him there to keep him out of the way while guests were around. A wise move, for obvioudy
Vlad's bark was not asbad as hisbite! Maybe Y ulian was down there with him. Well, they werea
duo George could well do without...



Fedling shaken, heleft the grounds and walked haf amile down the road to apub at the
crossroads. On the way, surrounded by fields and lanes, birdsong and the normal, entirely pleasant
hum of insectsin the hedgerows, his nerves dowly recovered. The sun was hot and by thetime he
reached his destination he was ready for adrink.

The pub was ancient, thatched, all oak beams and horse-brasses, with agently ticking
grandfather clock and amassive white cat overhanging itsown chair. After Vlad, George could
stand catswell enough. He ordered alager, perched himself on abarstool.

There were othersin the bar: afashionable young couple seated well avay from George a a
corner table close to small-paned windows, who doubtless owned the little sportsjob he'd seen
parked inthe yard; loca youthsin another corner, playing dominoes, and two old-timersdeepin
conversation over their pints at atable close by. It was the muttered, lowered tones of this|atter
pair which attracted him. Sipping hisice-cold lager and after the bartender had moved on to other
tasks, George thought he heard the word 'Harkley' and his ears pricked up. Harkley House was
Georginas place.

'Oh, ar? That 'un up there, hey? A funny 'un, I'mtold."

'Coursethereain't ajot o' proof, but she'd bin seen wi' 'im, right enough. An' clean off
Sharkham Point she went, down Brixham way. Terrible!’

A locd tragedy, obvioudy, thought George. The Point was a headland of cliffs projecting into
the sea. He glanced at the two old-timers, nodded and had his nod returned, turned back to his
drink. But their conversation stayed with him. One of them was thin, ferret-faced, the other red and
portly, the latter doing the story-telling.

Now he continued, 'Carryin', o' course.’

'Pregnant, were she? the thin one gasped. ‘It were is, you reckon?

'l reckons nuthin’,' thefirst denied. 'No proof, like | said. An' anyway, she were arum 'un. But
soyoung. Tisapity.'

‘A pity'sright,’ the thin one agreed. 'But ter jump like that... what made 'er do it, d'you think? |
mesan, unwed an' carryin' these days ain't nuthin.

Out of the corner of hiseye, George saw them lean closer. Their voicesfel lower gill and he
strained to hear what was said:

'l reckon,’ said the portly one, 'that Nature told 'er it weren't right. Y ou know ‘ow aewell cast



apuggled lamb? Suthin' like that, poor lass!

It weren't right, you say? They opened 'er up, then?

'Oh, ar, they did that! Tide were out an' she knew it. She weren't goin' in the water, that one.
She were goin' down on the rocks! Makin' sure, she were. Now 'ere, gtrictly ‘tween you an' me, my
girl Mary's a the hospital, as you know. She says that when they brung 'er in she were dead as
mutton. But they sounded ‘er belly, and it were il kickin'... I'

After amoment's pause: The child?

'Well what else, you old fool! So they opened 'er up. 'Orrible it were - but there's none but a
handful knows of it, so this stops right ‘ere. Well, doctor took onelook at it an' put aneedleiniit.
Hejugt finished it there and then. An' into aplastic bag it went an' down to the hospital furnace. An'
that wasthat.'

'‘Deformed,' the thin one nodded. 'I've heard o' such.'

'Wéll, this one weren't so much deformed as... as not much formed at al!' theflorid one
informed. ‘It were - ‘ow'd my Mary put it? - like some kind of massive tumour in ‘er. A terrible sort
of fleshy lump, and fibrous. But it were Sposed to ‘ave been achild, for there was afterbirth and al.
But for sureit were better off dead! My Mary said as'ow there was eyes where there shouldn't be,
an' thingsliketeeth, an' 'ow it mewled suthin' terrible when thelight fell oniit!”

George had finished hislager, thelast of it with agulp.

The door of the pub was flung open and a party of young people came in. Another moment
and one of them had found ajuke-box in some hidden acove; rock music washed over everything.
The barman came back, pulled pintsfor al he wasworth.

George | eft, headed back down the road. Half-way back, his car pulled up and Anne shouted,
'Get in the back.'

She wore astraw hat with awide black band, contrasting perfectly with her summer dress.
Helen, sitting beside her, wore one with ared band. 'How's that? Anne laughed as George
plumped down in the back seat and dammed the door. Mother and daughter tilted their heads
coquettishly, showed off their hats. 'Just like a couple of village girls out for adrive, en?

'Around here,' George answered darkly, 'village girls need to watch what they're doing.' But
he didn't explain hismeaning, and in any case he wouldn't have mentioned Harkley in the same
breath asthe story held overheard in the pub. He took it that he/d smply misinterpreted the first few



words. However that may be, the unpleasantness of the thing stayed with him for the rest of the day.

The next morning, Tuesday, George was up late. Anne had offered him breskfast in bed but
he'd declined, gone back to deep. He got up at ten to aquiet house, made himsalf asmall breakfast
that turned out quite tasteless. Then, in the living-room, he found Anne's note:

Darling -

Y ulian and Helen are out walking Vlad. | think I'll drive Georginainto town and buy her
something. Well be back for lunch -

Anne

George sighed hisfrustration, chewed hisbottom lip angrily. This morning hed meant to have a
quick look at the cdllars, just out of curiogty. Y ulian could have perhaps shown him around down
there. Asfor therest of the day: held planned on driving the girlsto the beach at Salcombe; aday
by the seamight fetch Georginaout of herself. The salty air would be good for Helen, too, who'd
been looking abit peaky. Just like Anne to get cab-happy with the car the minute they were out of
London!

Ah, well - maybe theréd till betime for the beach this afternoon. But what to do with himself
thismorning? A walk into Old Paignton, to the harbour, perhaps? It would be afair bit of awalk,
but he could dways drop in somewhere for apint dong the way. And later, if hewastired or
pushed for time, hed smply come back by taxi.

George did exactly that. Hetook hisbinocularswith him and spent alittle time gazing at
near-distant Brixham across the bay, returned to Harkley by taxi at about 12.30 and paid the driver
off at the gate. HEd enjoyed both the long walk and his glass of cold beer enormoudy, and it
seemed he'd timed the entire expedition just perfectly for lunch.

Then, wandering up the drive where the curving gravel path came closet to the copse - a
densdly grown stand of beech, birch and ader, with one mighty cedar towering dightly apart - there
he came across his car, itsfront doors standing open and the keys il in the ignition. George Stared
at the car in mild surprise, turned in adow circle and glanced al about.

The copse had an overgrown crazy-paving path winding through its heart, and a once-elegant
white three-bar fence running round it - like awood in abook of fairy taes. The fence wasleaning
now and very much off-white, with rank growth sprung up on both sides. George looked in that
direction but could see no one. Tall grasses and brambles, the tops of fencepodts, trees. And...
maybe something big and black moving furtively in the undergrowth? Vlad?

It could well be that Anne, Helen, Georginaand Y ulian were al walking together in the copse;



certainly it would be leafy and cool under the canopy of thetrees. But if it wasonly Y ulian and the
dog in there, or the bloody dog on hisown...

Suddenly it came to George that he feared one as much asthe other. Y es, feared them. Yulian
wasn't like any other person he knew, and Vlad wasn't like any other dog. There was something
wrong with both of them. And in the middle of aquiet, hot summer day George shivered.

Then he got agrip of himsdlf. Frightened? Of a queer, freskish youth and athree-quarters
grown dog? Ridiculous!

He gave aloud 'Hallooo!" - and got no answer.

Irritated now, his previoudy pleasant mood rapidly waning, he hurried to the house. Inside...
no one! He went through the old place damming doors, finally climbed the stairsto hisand Anne's
bedroom. Where the hell was everyone? And why had Anneleft his car therelike that? Was heto
spend the entire day on hisbloody own?

From his bedroom window he could see most of the grounds at the front of the house right to
the gate. The barn and huddled stables interfered with the view of the copse, but -

George's attention was suddenly riveted by asplash of colour showing inthetal grassthisside
of the fence where it circled the copse. It caught his attention and held it. He moved afraction, tried
to see beyond the projecting gables of the old barn. It wouldn't come into focus. Then he
remembered his binoculars, still hanging round his neck. He quickly put them to his eyes, adjusted
them.

Still the gablesintervened, and he'd got the range wrong. The splash of colour was ill there -
adress?- but aflesh-pink tone was moving againg it. Moving indstently. With vicioudy impatient
hands, George finaly got the rangeright, brought the picture close. The splash of summer colours
was adress, yes. And the flesh-coloured tone was - flesh! Naked flesh.

George scanned the scene dishdievingly. They werein the grass. He couldn't see Helen - not
her face, anyway - for she was face down, backsdeintheair. And Y ulian mounting her, franticin
hisrage, his passion, his hands gripping her waist. George began to tremble and he couldn't stop it.
Helen was awilling party to this, had to be. Well, and he'd said she was an adult - but God! - there
must belimits.

And there she was, face down in the grass, naked as a baby - George's baby girl - with her
straw hat and her dresstossed aside and her pink flesh open to this... thisdime! George no longer
feared Y ulian, if he ever had, but hated him. The weird-looking bastard would look asight weirder
when he wasfinished with him.



He snatched his binoculars from his neck, tossed them down on the bed, turned towards the
door - and his muscleslocked rigid. George's jaw fell open. Something he had seen, some
monstrous thing burned on his mind's eye. With hands numb to the bone he took up the binoculars,
fixed them again on the couple in thelong grass. Y ulian had finished, lay sprawled dongside his
partner. But George let the glasses dide right over them to the hat and disarrayed dress.

The straw hat had awide black band. It was Ann€e's hat. And now that fact had dawned he
saw that it was d'so Anne's dress.

The binoculars dipped from George'sfingers. He staggered, almost fell, flopped down heavily
on hisbed. On their bed, hisand Anne's. Willing party... had to be. The words kept repeating in
hiswhirling head. He couldn't believe what held seen, but he had to believe. And she was awilling
party. Had to be.

How long he sat there in adaze he couldn't tell: five minutes, ten? But finaly he came out of it.
He came out of it, shook himsdlf, knew what he must do. All those stories from Y ulian's school:
they must be true. The bastard was a pervert! But Anne, what of Anne?

Could she be drunk? Or drugged? That wasit! Y ulian must have given her something.

George stood up. He was cold now, cold asice. Hisblood boiled but his mind was awhite
snowfield, with the track he must take clearly delinested. He looked at his hands and felt the
grength of both God and the devil flowing in them. He would tear out the black, soulless eyes of
that swine; he would eat hisrotten heart!

He staggered downgtairs, through the empty house, reeled drunkenly, murderoudy towards
the copse. And he found Anne's hat and dress exactly where he'd seen them. But no Anne, no
Y ulian. Blood pounded in George's temples; hate like acid corroded his mind, pedling away every
layer of rationdity. Still regling, he scrambled hisway through low bramblesto the grave drive,
glared hisloathing &t the house. Then something told him to look behind. Back there, at the gates,
Vlad stood watching, then started forward uncertainly.

Something of sanity returned. George hated Y ulian now, intended to kill him if he could, but he
gl feared the dog. Thereéd aways been something about dogs, and especidly thisone. Heran
back towards the house, and coming round a screen of bushes saw Y ulian striding through the
shrubbery towardsthe rear of the building. Towards the entrance to the cdllars.

'Y ulian!" Georgetried to yell, but the word came out as a gasping croak. He didn't try again.
Why warn the perverted little sod? Behind him, Vlad put on alittle speed, began to lope.

At the corner of the house George paused for amoment, gulped air desperately. He was out
of condition. Then he saw arusty old mattock leaning againgt thewall and snatched it up. A glance
over hisshoulder told him that Vlad was coming, his strides stretching now, earsflat to his head.



George wasted no more time but plunged through the low shrubbery to the entrance to the vaullts.
And there stood Y ulian at the open door. He heard George coming, turned his head and cast a
dartled glance hisway.

'Ah, Georgel' He smiled asickly smile. 'l wasjust wondering if perhapsyou'd like to seethe
cdlars? Then he saw George's expression, the mattock in his white-knuckled hands.

"The cdllars? George choked, dmost entirely deranged with hatred. 'Y es | fucking would!" He
swung his pick-like wegpon. Y ulian put up an arm to shield hisface, turned away. The sharper,
rustier blade of the heavy tool took him in the back of his right shoulder, crunched through the lower
part of the scgpulaand buried itself to the haft in his body.

Thrown forward, Y ulian went toppling down the centrd ramp, the mattock still sticking in him.
Ashefdl hesaid, 'Ah! Ah!" - in no way a scream, more an expression of surprise, shock. George
followed, arms reaching, lips drawn back from histeeth. He pursued Y ulian, and Vlad pursued him.

Y ulian lay face down at the bottom of the steps beside the open door to the vaults. He
moaned, moved awkwardly. George dammed afoot down in the middle of hisback, levered the
mattock out of him. 'Ah! Ah!" again Y ulian gave his peculiar, sighing cry. George lifted the mattock -
and heard Vlad's rumbling grow! close behind.

He turned, swung the mattock in adeadly arc. The dog was stopped in mid-flight asthe
mattock smacked flatly againgt the Sde of its head. It crumpled to the concrete floor, groaned like a
man. George panted hoarsaly, lifted hisweapon again - but there was no sign of consciousnessin
the animdl. Its Sdes heaved but it lay Hill, tongue protruding. Out like alight.

And now therewasonly Y ulian.

Georgeturned, saw Y ulian staggering into the vault's unknown darkness. Unbelievable! With
hisinjury, till the bastard kept going. George followed, kept Y ulian's sumbling figure visblein the
gloom. The cdllars were extensve, rooms and a coves and midnight corridors, but George didn't let
his quarry out of sght for asngle moment. Then - alight!

George peered through an arched entrance into adimly illumined room. A single dusty bulb,
shaded, hung from avaulted ceiling of stone blocks. George had momentarily lost Sght of Yulianin
the darkness surrounding the cone of light; but then the youth staggered between him and the light
source, and George picked him up again and advanced. Y ulian saw him, svung anarmwildly at the
light in an attempt to put it out of commission. Injured, he missed hisaim, setting the lamp and shade
dancing and swinging on their flex.

Then, by that wildly gyrating light, George saw the rest of the room. In intermittent flashes of
light and darkness, he picked out the details of the hell he'd walked into.



Light... and in one corner aglimpse of piled wooden racks and cobwebbed shelving.
Darkness... and Y ulian an even darker shape that crouched uncertainly in the centre of the room.
Light - and along one wall Georgina, seated in an old cane chair, her eyes bulging but vacant and
her mouth and flaring nostrils wide as yawning caverns. Darkness - and amovement close by, so
that George put up the mattock to defend himsdlf. Insane light - and to hisright a huge copper vat,
sx feet across and seated on copper legs, with Helen dumped in adining chair on one side, her
back to the nitre-streaked wall, and Anne, naked, likewise positioned on the other Side. Their inner
armsdangling indde the rim of the bowl, and something in the bowl itself seeming to move restlesdy,
throwing up ropes of doughy matter. Hickering darkness - out of which came Y ulian'slaughter: the
clotted, sick laughter of someone warped irreparably. Then light again - which found George's eyes
fixed on the grest vat, or more properly on the women. And the picture searing itself inddibly into
hisbrain.

Helen's clothing ripped down the front and pulled back, and the girl lolling therelike adut with
her legs sprawled open, everything displayed. Annelikewise; but both of them grimacing, their faces
working hideoudy, showing aternating joy and total horror; their armsin the vat, and the nameless
dime crawling on their asamsto their shoulders, pulsating from its unknown source!

Merciful darkness - and the thought in George'stottering mind: 'God! It's feeding on them,
and it's feeding itself to them!" And Y ulian so close now that he could hear hisrasping breathing.
Light again, asthelamp settled to ajerky jitterbug - and the mattock wrenched from George's
nerveless fingers and hurled away. And George findly face to visage with the man hed intended to
kill, who now he discovered to be hardly aman at dl but something out of hisvery worst
nightmares.

Fingers of rubber with the strength of stedl gripped his shoulder and propelled him effortlesdy,
irresstibly towardsthe vat. 'George,' the nightmare gurgled amost conversationdly, 'l want you to
meet something...

Chapter Six

Alec Kyle's knuckles were white where his hands gripped the rim of his desk. 'God in heaven,
Harry!" he cried, staring aghast at the Keogh gpparition where bands of soft light flowed through it
from the window's blinds. 'Are you trying to scare the shit out of me before we even get started?

'I'mtelling it as | know it. That's what you asked meto do, isn't it?" Keogh was
unrepentant. 'Remember, Alec, you're getting it secondhand. | got it straight from them, from
the dead - the horse's mouth, as it were - and believe me I've watered it down for you!'



Kyle gulped, shook hishead, got agrip of himsdf. Then something Keogh had said got
through to him. "Y ou got it from "them"? Suddenly | have thisfeding you don't just mean Thibor
Ferenczy and George Lake.'

'No, i've spoken to the Reverend Pollock, too. From Yulian's christening?”

'Oh, yes.' Kylewiped his brow. 'l seethat now. Of course.'

‘Alec!" Keogh's soft voice was sharper now. "We have to hurry. Harry's beginning to stir.’

And not only thered child, three hundred and fifty milesaway in Hartlepool, but dsoits
ethered image whereit languidly turned, superimposed over and within Keogh's midriff. It too was
dirring, dowly stretching fromitsfoeta postion, its baby mouth opening in ayawn. The Keogh
manifestation began to waver like smoke, like the heat haze over asummer road.

‘Before you go!' Kyle was desperate. 'Wheredo | start?

He was answered by thefaint but very definite wail of awaking infant. Keogh's eyes opened
wide. Hetried to take a pace forward, towards Kyle. But the blue shimmer was breaking down,
like atelevison image going wrong. In another moment it sngpped into asingle verticd ling, likea
tube of eectric bluelight, shortened to apoint of blinding bluefire at eye-levd - and blinked out.

But coming to Kyleasfrom amillion milesaway: 'Get in touch with Krakovitch. Tell him
what you know. Some of it, anyway. You're going to need his help.’

"The Russans? But Harry - '

'‘Goodbye, Alec. I'll get... back... to... you.'

And the room was completdly ill, felt somehow empty. The central heating made aloud click
asit switched itsdlf off.

Kyle sat there along time, swegting alittle, breathing deeply. Then he noticed the lights
blinking on his desk communications, heard the gentle, dmost timid rapping on his office door.
'Alec? avoice queried from outside. It was Carl Quint'svoice. 'lt... it'sgone now. But | suppose
you know that. Areyou dl right in there?

Kyletook a deep breath, pressed the command button. 'It's finished for now," hetold the
breathless, waiting HQ. 'Y ou'd al better comein and see me. Therestimefor an 'O'-group before
we knock it on the head for the day. Therell be things you're wanting to know, and things we have
to talk about.' He released the button, said to himself: '"And | do mean "things".'



The Russan response wasimmediate, faster than Kyle might ever have believed. He didn't
know that Leonid Brezhnev would soon be wanting al the answers, and that Felix Krakovitch had
only four months|eft of hisyear's borrowed time.

They were to meet on thefirst Friday in September, these two heads of ESPionage, on neutral
ground. The venue was Genoa, Italy, aseedy bar caled Frankie's Franchiselost in alabyrinth of
aleysdown in the guts of the city, lessthan two hundred yards from the waterfront.

Kyle and Quint got into Genoa's surprisingly ram-shackle Christopher Columbus airport on
Thursday evening; their minder from British Intelligence (whom they hadn't met and probably
wouldn't) was there twelve hours earlier. They'd made no reservations but had no problems getting
adjoining rooms a the Hotel Genovese, where they freshened up and had ameal before retiring to
the bar. The bar was quiet, dmost subdued, where haf-a-dozen Itaians, two German businessmen,
and an American tourist and hiswife sat at small tables or at the bar with their drinks. One of the
Italians who sat gpart, on his own, wasn't Itdian at al; hewas Russian, KGB, but Kyle and Quint
had no way of knowing that. He had no ESP talent or Quint would have spotted him at once. They
didn't spot him taking photographs of them with atiny camera, ether. But the Russian had not gone
entirely undetected. Earlier he'd been seen entering the hotel and booking aroom.

Kyle and Quint werein acorner of the bar, on their third VVecchia Romagnas, and talking in
lowered tones about their business with Krakovitch tomorrow, when the bar telephone tinkled. 'For
me!' Kyle said a once, sarting upright on hisbarstool. Histalent aways had that effect on him: it
dartled him like amild electric shock.

The bartender answered the phone, looked up. 'Signor - 'he began.

'Kyle? said Kyle, holding out his hand.

The bartender smiled, nodded, handed him the phone. 'Kyle? he said again into the
mouthpiece.

'‘Brown here," said asoft voice. 'Mr Kyle, try not to act surprised or anything, and don't ook
up or go dl furtive. One of the peoplein the bar with you isaRussan. | won't describe him because
then you'd act differently and he'd noticeit. But I've been on to London and put him through our
computer. He's dressed Eyetie but he's definitely KGB, name of Theo Dolgikh. Hesatop field
agent for Andropov. Just thought you'd like to know. There wasn't supposed to be any of this stuff,
wasthere?

'No,' said Kyle, ‘there wasn't.'

Tut-tut!" said Brown. 'l should be abit sharp with your man when you meet him tomorrow, if |
wereyou. It redly isn't good enough. And just for your peace of mind, if anything were to happen



to you - which | consider unlikely - be sure Dolgikh's a goner too, OK?

"That's very reassuring,’ said Kyle grimly. He gave the phone back to the barman.

'Problems? Quint raised an eyebrow.

‘Finish your drink and well talk about it in our rooms,’ said Kyle'Just act naturaly. | think
we'reon Candid Camera.' Heforced asmile, swallowed his brandy at agulp, stood up. Quint
followed suit; they left the bar unhurriedly and went up to their rooms; in Kyle's room they checked
for dectronic bugs. Thiswas as much ajob for their psychic sengtivity asfor their five mundane
senses, but the room was clean.

Kyletold Quint about the cal in the bar. Quint was an extremely wiry man of about thirty-five,
prematurdly balding, soft-spoken but often aggressive, and very quick-thinking. ‘Not avery
auspicious art,” he growled. 'Still, I suppose we should have expected it. Thisiswhat your
common-or-garden secret agent comes up againg dl thetime, I'mtold."

‘W, it'snot on!" Kyle was angry. Thiswas supposed to be ameseting of minds, not muscle.'

'Do you know which one of them it was? Quint was practical about it. 'l think | can remember
al of their faces. I'd know any one of them again if we should bump into him.’

'Forget it,' said Kyle. 'Brown doesn't want a confrontation. He's geared to get nasty, though, if
things go wrong for us!'

‘Charmed, I'm surel’ said Quint.

'My reaction exactly,' Kyle agreed.

Then they checked Quint's room for bugs and, finding nothing, caled it aday.

Kyletook a shower, got into bed. It was uncomfortably warm so he pushed his blankets on to
thefloor. Theair was humid, oppressive. It fdt likerain, and if astorm blew up it would probably
be adandy. Kyle knew Genoain the autumn, also knew that it has some of the worst sorms
imaginable.

Heleft hisbedside light burning, settled down to deep. A door, unlocked, stood between the
two rooms. Quint wasright next door, probably adeep by now. The city'straffic wasgiving it hel
out beyond the louvered window shutters. London was atomb by comparison. Tombs hardly
seemed afitting subject to go to deep on, but Kyle closed his eyes; he felt deep pulling him down,
soft asawoman'sarms; and hefelt -



- something e se pulling him awake!

Hislamp was dtill on, its shade forming apool of ydlow light on the mahogany bedside table.
But there was now a second source of illumination, and it was blue! Kyle snatched himself back
from deep, sat bolt upright in his bed. It was Harry Keogh, of course.

Carl Quint came bounding through the joining door, dressed only in his pyjamabottoms. He
pulled up short, backed off a pace. 'Oh my God!" he said, his mouth hanging open. The Keogh
gpparition - man, deegping child and dl - turned through ninety degreesto face him.

'‘Don't be alarmed,’ said Keogh.

'Can you see him? Kyle wasn't quite awake yet.

'Lord, yes,' Quint breathed, nodding. 'And hear him, too. But even if | couldn't, I'd still know
he was here!

‘A psychic sensitive,' said Keogh. "Well, that helps.'

Kyle swung hislegs out of bed, switched off the lamp. Keogh stood out so much better in the
darkness, like ahologram of infinitey fine neon wires. 'Carl Quint,' Kyle said, hisskin prickling with
the sheer weirdness of thisthing he'd never get used to, 'meet Harry Keogh.'

Quint stumblingly found a chair closeto Kyle's bed and flopped into it. Kyle was wide awake
now, fully in control. He redlised how insubstantia it must sound, how hollow and commonplace
when he asked: 'Harry, what are you doing here?

And Quint aimost laughed, however hysterically, when the gpparition answered: 'I've been
talking to Thibor Ferenczy, using my time to my best advantage - for there's precious little of
it to waste. Every waking hour makes Harry jar stronger and me lessable toresist him. It's
his body and I'm being subsumed, even absorbed. His little brain isfilling up with its own
stuff, squeezing me out or maybe compacting me. Pretty soon I'll have to leave him, and then
| don't know if I'll ever be corporeal again. So on the way back from Thibor, | thought I'd
drop in onyou.'

Kyle could dmost fed Quint's near-hysteria; he glanced warningly a himin thelight of the soft
blue glow. 'Y ou've been talking to the old Thing in the ground? he repested. ‘But why, Harry?
What isit you want from him?

He's one of them, avampire, or he was. The dead aren't much bothered with him. Hesa
pariah among the dead. In me he has, well, if not afriend, at least someoneto talk to. So we trade:



| converse with him, and hetdls me things | want to know. But nothing's easy with Thibor
Ferenczy. Even dead he has a devious mind. He knows that the longer he strings it out, the sooner
I'll be back. He used the same tactics with Dragosani, remember?

'Oh, yes," Kyle nodded. ‘And | aso remember what happened to Dragosani. Y ou should be
careful, Harry.'

‘Thibor's dead, Alec,' Keogh reminded him. 'He can do no more harm. But what he | eft
behind might.’

'What he left behind? Y ou mean Y ulian Bodescu? I've got men watching the placein Devon
until I'm ready for him. When we're sure of his patterns, when we've assessed everything you've
told us, then welll movein.'

'l didn't exactly mean Yulian, though certainly he's part of it. But are you telling me
you've put espers on the job?'Keogh seemed darmed. ‘Do they know what they might have to
deal with if they're marked? Are they fully in the picture?

'Y esthey are. Fully. And they're equipped. But if we can well learn alittle more about them
before we act. For dl that you'vetold us, ill we know so very little!

'And do you know about George Lake?'

Kylefdt hisscap tingle. Quint, too. And thistime it was Quint who answered. 'We know he's
no longer in hisgrave in the cemetery in Blagdon, if that's what you mean. The doctors diagnosed a
heart attack, and hiswife and the Bodescus were there at his burial. So much we've checked ouit.
But we've aso been there and had alook for ourselves, and George Lake wasn't where he should
be. We figure he's back at the house with the others!'

The Keogh manifestation nodded. 'That's what | meant. So now he's undead. And that will
have told Yulian Bodescu exactly what heis! Or maybe not exactly. But by now he must be
pretty sure he'sa vampire. In fact, he's only a half-vampire. George, on the other hand - he's
the real thing! He has been dead, so what'sin himwill have taken complete control.

'What? Kyle was bemused. 'l don't - '

'Let me tell you the rest of Thibor's story,' Keogh cut in. 'See what you make of that.'

Kyle could only nod his agreement. 'l suppose you know what you're doing, Harry.' The room
was aready colder. Kyle gave a blanket to Quint, wrapped another about himsdlf. 'OK, Harry,' he
sad. Thedageisadl yours.



Thelast thing Thibor remembered seeing was the Ferenczy's bestial animal face, hisjaws open
in agaping laugh, displaying a crimson forked tongue shuddering like a speared snakeinitsdien
passion. He remembered that, and the fact that he'd been drugged. Then hed gone down inan
irresstible whirlpool, down, down to black lightness depths from which his resurgence had been
dow and fraught with nightmares.

He had dreamed of yellow-eyed wolves; of ablasphemous banner device in theform of a
devil'shead, with itsforked tongue much like the Ferenczy's own, except that on the banner it had
dripped gouts of blood; of ablack castle built over amountain gorge, and of its master, who was
something other than human. And now, because he knew that he had dreamed, he also knew he
must be waking up. And the thought came to him: how much was dream and how much redlity?

Thibor felt asubterranean cold, crampsin dl hislimbs, athrobbing in histempleslikea
reverberating gong in some great sounding cavern. He felt the manacles on hiswrists and ankles, the
cold dimy stone at his back where he dumped, the drip of seeping moisture from somewhere
overhead, whereit hissed past his ear and splashed in the hollow of his collar-bone.

Chained naked in some black vault in the castle of the Ferenczy. And no need now to ask
how much of it had been dream. All of it wasred.

Thibor came snarling to life, strained with agiant's strength againgt the chainsthat held him
powerless, ignored the thunder in his head and the lancing painsin hislimbs and body to roar in the
darknesslike awounded bull. 'Ferenczy! Y ou dog, Ferenczy! Treacherous, mis-shapen,

misbegotten - '

The Wallach warlord stopped shouting, listened to the echoes of his curses dying avay. And
to something else. From somewhere up above he had heard his bellowing answered by the dam of
adoor, heard unhurried footsteps descending towards him. And with his cold skin prickling and his
nogtrils flaring - from rage and terror both - he hung in his chains and waited.

The darkness was very nearly utter, streaks of nitre done glowed with achemica
phosphorescence on the walls; but as Thibor held his breath and the hollow footsteps came closer,
s0 too came aflickering illumination. It issued in an unevenly penetrating yellow glow from an
arched stone doorway in what must otherwise be asolid wall of rock; and while Thibor watched
with bated breath, so the shadows of his cell were thrown back more yet asthe light grew stronger
and the footsteps louder.

Then asputtering lantern was thrust in through the archway, and behind it was the Ferenczy
himsdlf, crouching alittle to avoid the wedge of the keystone. Behind the lantern his eyeswere red
firesin the shadows of hisface. He held the lantern high, nodded grimly at what he saw.

Thibor had thought he was alone but now he saw that he was not. In the flare of yellow



lamplight he discovered that there were others here with him. But dead or dive...? One of them
seemed dive, at least.

Thibor narrowed his eyes as the glare from the Ferenczy's lantern brightened, lighting up the
entire dungeon. Three other prisoners were with him here, yes, and dead or diveit wasn't hard to
guess who they'd be. Asto how or why the castle's master had brought them here - that was
anybody's guess. They were of course Thibor's Wallach companions, and adso old Arvos of the
Szgany. Of thethree, it seemed to be the ssumpy Wallach who'd survived: the one who was all
chest and arms. He lay crumpled on the floor where stone flags had been laid asde to reved black
s0il underneath. His body seemed badly broken, but till his barrel chest rose and fell with some
regularity and one of hisarmstwitched alittle.

"The lucky one,' said the Ferenczy, his voice degp as apit. 'Or perhaps unlucky, depending on
one's point of view. He was dive when my children took meto him.'

Thibor rattled his chains. 'Was? Man, he'sdive now! Can't you see him moving? See, he
breathes!'

'Oh, yed!' the Ferenczy moved closer, in that soundless, snuousway of his. "And the blood
surgesin hisveins, and the brain in his broken head functions and thinks frightened thoughts - but |
tell you heisnot alive. Nor ishetruly dead. Heisundead!' He chuckled as at some obscene joke.

‘Alive, undead? Isthere adifference? Thibor yanked vicioudy on his chains. How he would
love to wrap them round the other's neck and squeeze till his eyes popped out.

‘The differenceisimmortality.’ His tormentor thrust hisface closer yet. 'Alive he was mortal,
undead he "lives' forever. Or until he destroys himsdlf, or some accident doesthe job for him. Ah,
but to live forever, eh, Thibor the Wallach? How sweet islife, en? But would you believe it can be
boring, too? No, of course not, for you have not known the ennui of the centuries. Women? | have
had such women! And food? His voice took on asyness. 'Ah! Gobbets you've not yet dreamed
of. And yet for theselast hundred - nay, two hundred - years, al of these things have bored me.’

‘Bored with life, are you? Thibor ground histeeth, put every last effort into wrenching his
chains staples from the swesting stone. It was useless. 'Only set mefreeand I'll put an end to your
- uh! - boredom.’

The Ferenczy laughed like abaying hound. "Y ou will? But you aready have, my son. By
coming here. For, you see, | have waited for one just such asyou. Bored? Aye, that | have been.
And indeed you are the cure, but it'sa cure well apply my way. You'd day me, eh? Do you redly
think s0? Oh, I've my share of fighting to come, but not with you. What? | should fight with my own
son? Never! No, I'll go forth and fight and kill like none beforeme! And I'll lust and love like
twenty men, and none shdl say menay! And I'll do it al to the ends of the earth, to such excessthat
my name shdl liveforever, or be stricken forever from man's history! For what else can | do with



passions such as mine, a creature such as| am, condemned to life?

'Y ou spesk inriddles," Thibor spat on the floor. 'Y ou're amadman, crazed by your londly life
up here with nothing but wolves for company. | can't see why the Vlad fears you, one madman on
hisown. But | can see why held want you dead. Y ou are... loathsome! A blemish on mankind.
Misshapen, split-tongued, insane: degth's the best thing for you. Or locked up where natural men
won't haveto look at you!'

The Ferenczy drew back alittle, dmost asif he were surprised at Thibor's vehemence. He
hung his lantern from a bracket, seated himsalf on a stone bench. 'Natura men, did you say? Do
you talk to me of nature? Ah, but there's more in nature than meets the eye, my son! Indeed there
is. And you think that I'm unnaturd, en? Well, the Wamphyri arerare, be sure, but so isthe
sabre-tooth. Why, | haven't seen amountain cat with teeth like scythesin... three hundred years!
Perhaps they are no more. Perhaps men have hunted them down to the last. Aye, and it may be that
one day the Wamphyri shall be no more. But if that day should ever come, believe meit shdl not be
the fault of Faethor Ferenczy. No, and it shall not be yours.

'More riddles - meaningless mouthings - madness!' Thibor spat the words out. He was
helpless and he knew it. If this monstrous being wished him dead, then he was as good as dead.
And it was no use to reason with amadman. Where isthe reason in amadman? Better to insult him
face to face, enrage him and get it over with. It would be no pleasant thing to hang here and rot, and
watch maggots crawling in the flesh of men heéld called his comrades.

'Areyou finished? the Ferenczy asked in his degpest voice. 'Best to be done now with dl
hurtful ranting, for I've much to tell you, much to show you, great knowledge and even greater skills
to impart. I'm weary of this place, you see, but it needs akeeper. When | go out into the world,
someone must stay here to keep this place for me. Someone strong as | mysdlf. It ismy place and
these are my mountains, my lands. Oneday | may wish to return. When | do, then | shdl find a
Ferenczy here. Whichiswhy | call you my son. Here and now | adopt you, Thibor of Wallachia
Henceforth you are Thibor Ferenczy. | give you my name, and | give you my banner: the devil's
head! Oh, | know these honours tower above you; | know you do not yet have my strength. But |
ghdl give it toyou! | shal bestow upon you the greatest honour, a magnificent mystery. And when
you are become Wamphyri, then -

'Y our name? Thibor growled. 'l don't want your name. | spit on your name!' He shook his
head wildly. 'Asfor your device: I've abanner of my own.'

'Ah? the creature stood up, flowed closer. 'And what are your signs?

‘A bat of the W lachian plain,’ Thibor answered, ‘astride the Christian dragon.’

The Ferenczy's bottom jaw fell open. 'But that is most propitious. A bat, you say? Excellent!
And riding the dragon of the Chrigtians? Better still! And now athird device: let Shaitan himsalf



surmount both.’

'I don't need your blood-spewing devil.' Thibor shook his head and scowled.

The Ferenczy smiled adow, snister smile. 'Oh, but you will, you will." Then he laughed out
loud. 'Aye, and | shal avail mysdf of your symbols. When | go out acrosstheworld | shall fly devil,
bat, and dragon al three. There, see how | honour you! Henceforth we carry the same banner.

Thibor narrowed his eyes. 'Fagthor Ferenczy, you play with me asacat playswith amouse.
Why?Y ou cal meyour son, offer me your name, your sigils. Y et here | hang in chains, with one
friend dead and another dying at my feet. Say it now, you are amadman and I'm your next victim.
Isn'tit so?

The other shook hiswaolfish head. 'So little faith, he rumbled, dmost sadly. 'But we shall see,
we shdl see. Now tell me, what do you know of the Wamphyri?

‘Nothing. Or very little. A legend, amyth. Freakish men who hide in remote places and spring
out on peasants and small children to frighten them. Occasiondly dangerous. murderers, vampires,
who suck blood in the night and sweer it givesthem strength. "Viesczy”, to the Russian peasant;
"Obour", to the Bulgar; "Vrykoulakas' in Greek-land. They are names which demented men attach
to themselves. But there is something common to them in al tongues: they areliars and madmen!’

"Y ou do not believe? Y ou have |ooked upon me, seen the wolveswhich | command, the terror
| excitein the hearts of the Vlad and his priests, but you do not believe.’

I'vesaid it beforeand I'll say it again,’ Thibor gave hischainsaladt, frustrated jerk. The men
I've killed have dl stayed dead! No, | do not believe.'

The other gazed a his prisoner with burning eyes. That isthe difference between us,' he said.
'For themen [ kill, if it pleases meto kill them in a certain way, do not stay dead. They become
undead...' He stood up, stepped flowingly close. His upper lip curled back at one side, displayed a
downward curving fang like a needle-sharp tusk. Thibor looked away, avoided the man's bregth,
which was like poison. And suddenly the Wallach felt weak, hungry, thirsty. He was sure he could
deep for aweek.

'How long have | been here? he asked.

'Four days." The Ferenczy began to pace to and fro. 'Four nights gone you climbed the narrow
way. Y our friends were unfortunate, you remember? | fed you, gave you wine; das, you found my
winealittle strong! Then, whileyou, er, rested, my familiar crestures took me to the fallen ones
wherethey lay. Faithful old Arvos, he was dead. Likewise your scrawny Wallach comrade, broken
by sharp boulders. My children wanted them for themselves, but | had another use for them and so



had them dragged here. Thisone-," he nudged the blocky Wallach with a booted foot - he lived.
He had fdlen on Arvos! Hewas alittle broken, but dive. | could see he wouldn't last till morning,
and | needed him, if only to prove apoint. And so, likethe"myth", the"legend", | fed upon him. |
drank from him, and in return gave him something back; | took of hisblood, and gave alittle of
mine. He died. Three days and nights are passed by; that which | gave him worked inhimand a
certain joining has occurred. Also, ahealing. His broken parts are being mended. He will soonrise
up as one of the Wamphyri, to be counted in the narrow ranks of The Elite, but ever in thrall to me!
Heisundead.' The Ferenczy paused.

'Madman!" Thibor accused again, but with something less of conviction. For the Ferenczy had
spoken of these nightmares so easily, with no obvious effort at contrivance. He could not be what
he claimed to be - no, of course not - but certainly he might believe that he was.

The Ferenczy, if he heard Thibor's renewed accusation of madness, ignored or refused to
acknowledgeit. ""Unnaturd", you called me, he said. 'Whichisto claim that you yoursalf know
something of nature. Am | correct? Do you understand life, the "nature” of living, growing things?

'My fatherswere farmers, aye,' Thibor grunted. 'I've seen things grow.'

'‘Good! Then you'll know that there are certain principles, and that sometimesthey seem
illogica. Now let metest you. How say you: if aman has atree of favourite apples, and he fearsthe
tree might die, how may he reproduceit and retain the flavour of the fruit?

'Riddles?

'Indulge me, pray.’

Thibor shrugged. Two ways: by seed and by cutting. Plant an apple, and it will grow into a
tree.. But for thetrue, origina taste, take cuttings and nurture them. It is obvious: what are cuttings
but continuations of the old tree”?

'Obvious? the Ferenczy raised his eyebrows. To you, perhaps. But it would seem obviousto
me - and to most men who are not farmers - that the seed should give the true taste. For what isthe
seed but the egg of thetree, eh? Still, you are of course correct, the cutting givesthe true taste. As
for atree grown from seed: why, it is spawned of the pollens of trees other than the origina! How
then may itsfruit be the same?"Obvious' - to atree-grower.’

"Where does dl thislead? Thibor was surer than ever of the Ferenczy's madness.

'In the Wamphyri,' the castleé's master gazed full upon him, ™ nature” requires no outside
intervention, no foreign pollens. Even the trees require a mate with which to reproduce, but the
Wamphyri do not. All werequireisahogt.’



'Host? Thibor frowned, felt a sudden tremor in his great legs - the dampness of the wdlls,
diffening more crampsinto hislimbs.

‘Now tell me," Faethor went on, ‘what do you know of fishing?

'Eh? Fishing? | was afarmer's son, and now I'm awarrior. What would | know of fishing?

Faethor continued without answering him: 'In the Bulgars and in Turkey-land, fishermen fished
inthe Greek Sea. For years without number they suffered a plague of starfish, in such quantitiesthat
they ruined the fishing and their great weight broke the nets. And the policy of the fishermen was
this: they would cut up and kill any starfish they hauled in, and hurl it back to feed thefish. Alas, the
true fish does not et starfish! And worse, from every piece of starfish, anew one grows compl ete!
And"naturdly”, every year there were more. Then some wise fisherman divined the truth, and they
began to keep their unwanted catches, bringing them ashore, burning them and scattering their ashes
inthe olive groves. Lo and behold, the plague dwindled away, the fish came back, the olives grew
black and juicy.’

A nervoustic jumped in Thibor's shoulder: the strain of hanging so long in chains, of course.
‘Now you tel me," he answered, ‘what starfish have to do with you and 1?7

'With you, nothing, not yet. But with the Wamphyri why, "nature’ has granted usthe same
boon! How may you cut down an enemy if each lopped portion sprouts anew body, en? Faethor
grinned through the ydlow bone mesh of histeeth. '"And how may any mere man kill avampire?
Now seewhy | like you so well, my son. For who but ahero would come up here to destroy the
indestructible?

In the eye of Thibor's memory, he heard again the words of a certain contact in the Kievan
Vlad's court:

"They put stakes through their hearts and cut off their heads... better still, they break
them up entirely and burn all the pieces... even a small part of a vampire may grow whole
again in the body of an unwary man... like a leech, but on the inside!"

'Inthe bed of the forest,’ Faethor broke into his morbid thoughts, ‘grow many vines. They seek
the light, and climb grest treesto reach the fresh, free air. Some "foolish” vines, asit were, may even
grow so thickly asto kill their trees and bring them crashing down; and so destroy themselves.

Y ou've seen that, I'm sure. But others Smply use the greet trunks of their hosts; they share the earth
and the air and the light between them; they live out their livestogether. Indeed somevinesare
beneficid to their host trees. Ah! But then comes the drought. The trees wither, blacken, crumble,
and theforest isno more. But down in the fertile earth the vines live on, waiting. Aye, and when
moretrees grow in fifty, ahundred years, back comethe vinesto climb again towardsthe light.
Who isthe stronger: the tree for his girth and sturdy branches, or the dender, insubstantia vine for
his patience? If patienceisavirtue, Thibor of Wallachia, then the Wamphyri arevirtuous asdl the



ajes.

"Trees, fishes, vines." Thibor shook his head. 'Y ou rave, Fagthor Ferenczy!'

'All of these things I've told you,' the other was undeterred, 'you will understand... eventually.
But before you can begin to understand, first you must believein me. Inwhat | am.’

I'll never - ' Thibor began, only to be cut short.

'Oh, but you will!" the Ferenczy hissed, hisawful tongue lashing in the cave of his mouth. ‘Now
listen: | have willed my egg. | have brought it on and it isforming even now. Each of the Wamphyri
has but one egg, one seed, in alifetime; one chance to recregte the true fruit; one opportunity to
carve his changding "nature’ into theliving being of another. Y ou arethe host | have chosen for my

egg.

'Y our egg? Thibor wrinkled his nose, scowled, drew back asfar as hischainswould allow.
'Y our seed? Y ou are beyond help, Faethor.’

'Alas,' sad the other, lip curling and great nogtrilsflaring, 'but you are the one who is beyond
help!" His cloak billowed as he flowed towards the broken body of old Arvos. He hoisted the
aypsy's corpse upright in one hand, like abundle of rags, perched it, head stiffly lolling, inanichein
the sonewall. 'We have no sex as such,’ he said, glaring acrossthe cdll at Thibor. 'Only the sex of
our hosts. Ah! But we multiply their zest an hundred times! We have no lust except theirs, which we
double and redouble. We may, and do, drive them to excesses - in dl of their passions - but we
hed their wounds, too, when the excessistoo great for human flesh and blood to endure. And with
long, long years, even centuries, So man and vampire grow into one cregture. They become
inseparable, except under extreme duress. |, who was aman, have now reached just such a
maturity. So shal you, in perhaps athousand years.

Once more, futilely, Thibor tugged at his chains. Impossible to bresk or even strain them. He
could put athumb through each link!

'About the Wamphyri,' Fagthor continued. 'Just asthere are in the common world widely
differing sorts of the same basic creature - owl and gull and sparrow, fox and hound and wolf - so
arethere varying Wamphyri states and conditions: For example: we talked about taking cuttings
from an appletree. Yes, it might be easier if you think of it that way.'

He stooped, dragged the unconscious, twitching body of the squat Wallach away from the
areaof torn up flags, tossed old Arvos corpse down upon the black soil. Then he tore open the old
man's ragged shirt, and glanced up from where he kndlt into Thibor's my4tified eyes. 'Isthere
aufficient light, my son? Can you see?



'l seeamadman clearly enough,’ Thibor gave a brusque nod.

The Ferenczy returned hisnod, and again he smiled hishideous amile, theivory of histeeth
gleaming in lantern light. Then seethid" he hissad.

Knedling beside old Arvos crumpled form, he extended a forefinger towards the gypsy's
naked chest. Thibor watched. Faethor's forearm stuck out free of hisrobe. Whatever the Ferenczy
was up to, there could be no trickery, no deight of hand here.

Faethor's nails were long and sharply pointed at the end of hiseven, dender fingers. Thibor
saw the quick of the pointing finger turn red and start to drip blood. The pink nail cracked open like
the brittle shell of anut, flapped loosdly like atrapdoor on afinger bloating and pulsating. Blue and
grey-green veins stood out in that member, writhing under the skin; the raw tip visibly lengthened,
extending itself towards the dead gypsy's cold grey flesh.

The pulsating digit was no longer afinger as such: it was a pseudopod of unflesh, athrobbing
rod of living matter, astiff snake shorn of its skin. Now twice, now threetimesitsformer length, it
vibrated down at an angle to within inches of its target, which appeared to be the dead man's heart.
And dl of this Thibor watched with bulging eyes, bated bresth and gaping mouth.

And until thismoment Thibor had not really known fear, but now he did. Thibor the Wallach -
warlord of however small and ragged an army, humourless, mercilesskiller of the Pechenegi -
utterly fearless Thibor, until now. Until now he'd not met a creature he feared. In the hunt, wild boar
in the forests, which had wounded men so badly asto kill them, were 'piglets to him. Inthe
chdlenge: let any man only dare hurl down the gauntlet, Thibor would fight him any way he chose.
All knew it, and none chose! And in battle: he led from the front, stood at the head of the charge,
could only ever befound in the thick of the fighting. Fear? It was aword without meaning. Fear of
what? When he had ridden out to battle, he'd known each day might be hislast. That had not
deterred him. So black was his hatred of theinvaders, of al enemies, that it smply engulfed fear and
put it down. No creature, or man, or threat of any device of men had ever unmanned him since...
oh, before he could remember: since hewasachild, if ever hed been one. But Faethor Ferenczy
was something other than dl of these. Torture could only maim and must kill in the end, and there's
no pain after death, but what the Ferenczy threatened seemed an eternity of hell. Mere moments
ago it had been a grange fantasy, the dreams of a madman, but now...

Unableto tear hiseyesaway, Thibor groaned and grew pale at the sight of that which
followed.

‘A cutting, aye,' Faethor's voice waslow, trembling with dark passons, 'to be nurtured in flesh
dready tainted and falling into decay. The lowest form of Wamphyri existence, it will cometo
nothing so long asit hasno living host. But it will live, devour, grow strong - and hide! When thereis
nothing left of Arvasit will hidein the earth and wait. Like the vine, waiting for atree. The cut-off
leg of agtarfish, which does not die but waitsto grow anew body - except thisthing | make waits
to inhabit onel Mindless, unthinking, it will be athing of the most primitiveingtincts. But it can



nevertheless outlast the ages. Until some unwary man findsit, and it findshim...

Hisincredible, bloody, throbbing forefinger touched Arvos flesh... and leprous white rootl ets
gorang forth, did likewormsin earth into the gypsy's chest! Smdll flgps of fretted skin werelaid
back; the pseudopod devel oped tiny glistening teeth of its own; it began to gnaw itsway indde.
Thibor would have looked away but he could not. Faethor's 'finger' broke off with a soft tearing
sound and quickly burrowed itsway out of sght within the corpse.

Faethor held up his hand. The severed member was shrinking back into him, pseudoflesh
melting into hisflesh. The cancerous colours went out of it; it assumed amore normal shape; the old
fingernail fell to the floor, and right in front of Thibor's eyesanew, pink shell began to form.

'Well then, my hero son who came hereto kill me," Faethor dowly stood up and held out his
hand toward Thibor's bloodless face. "And could you have killed this?

Thibor drew back hisface, head and body, tried to cringe into the very stone to avoid that
pointing finger. But Faethor only laughed. What?'Y ou think that | would...? But no, no, not you, my
son. Oh, | could, be sure! And forever you'd bein thrall to me. But that is the second state of the
Wamphyri and unworthy of you.

No, for I hold you in the highest esteem. Why, you shdl have my very egg!’

Thibor tried to find words but histhroat lacked moisture, was dry as a desert. Faethor laughed
again and drew back that threatening hand of his. He turned away and stepped to where the squat
Wallach lay humped on the stone flags, gurglingly breathing, face down in adusty corner. 'Heisin
that second state," Thibor's tormentor explained. 'l took from him and gave him something back.
Fesh of my fleshisin him now, hedling him, changing him. Histears and broken boneswill mend
and hewill live- for aslong as| will it. But he will dways be dave to me, to do my bidding, obey
my every command. Y ou see, he is vampire, but without vampire mind. The mind comes only from
the egg and he is not grown from seed but ismerdly... a cutting. When he wakes, which will be
soon, then you will understand.’

'‘Understand? Thibor found his voice, however cracked. 'But how can | understand? Why
should | want to understand? Y ou are amonster, | understand that! Arvosisdead, and yet you...
you did that to him! Why? Nothing can livein him now but maggots.'

Faethor shook his head. 'No, hisfleshislikefertile sail - or the fertile sea. Think of the
garfish.'

"Y ou will grow another... another you? Insde him? Thibor was very nearly gibbering now.

It will consume him," Faethor answered. 'But another me - no. | have mind. It will not have



mind. Arvos cannot be ahost for hismind is dead, do you see? Heisfood, nothing more. When it
growsit will not belike me. Only like... what you saw." He held up his pae, newly formed index

finger.

'And the other? Thibor managed to nod in the direction of the man - that which had been a
man - snoring and gasping in the corner. -

'When | took him hewas dive,' said Faethor. 'Hismind was dive. What | gave himisnow
growing in hisbody, and in hismind. Oh, he died, but only to make way for thelife of the
Wamphyri. Which isnot life but undeeth. He will not return to true life but to undeath.’

'Madness!' Thibor moaned.

'‘Asfor thisone- , The Ferenczy stepped into shadows on the far sde of the cell, where the
light did not quite reach. The legs and one arm of Thibor's second Wallach comrade protruded from
the darkness, until Faethor dragged dl of himinto view. Thisone will be food for both of them.
Until the mindless one hides himself away, and the other takes up hisduties as your servant here!'

'My servant? Thibor was bewildered. 'Here?

'Do you hear nothing | say? Faethor's turn to scowl. 'For more than two hundred years| have
cared for mysdlf, protected mysdlf, stayed alone and londly in aworld expanding, changing, full of
new wonders. This| have done for my seed, which now is ready to be passed on, passed down, to
you. You will stay behind and keep this place, these lands, this"legend” of the Ferenczy dive. But |
shall go out amongst men and revel! There are wars to be won, honoursto be earned, history isin
the making. Aye, and there are women to be spoiled!’

'Honours, you? Thibor had regained something of hisformer nerve. 'l doubt it. And for a
creature "done and londly", you seem to know agreat dedl of what is passing in theworld.’

Faethor smiled his ghastliest amile. "Another secret art of the Wamphyri,' he chuckled
obscendy in histhroat. 'One of severd. Beguilement is another - which you saw at work between
myself and Arvos, binding his mind to mine so that we could talk to each other over great distances
- and then there isthe art of the necromancer.’

Necromancy! Thibor had heard of that. The eastern barbarians had their magicians, who could
open the bellies of dead men to read their lives secretsin their smoking guts.

'Necromancy,' Faethor nodded, seeing the look in Thibor's eyes, 'aye. | shall teachiit to you
soon. It has alowed me to confirm my choice of yourself asafuture vessel of the Wamphyri. For
who would know better of you and your deeds, your strengths and weaknesses, your travels and
adventures, than aformer colleague, eh? He stooped and effortlessy flopped the body of the thin



Walach over onto its back. And Thibor saw what had been done. No wolf pack had done this, for
nothing was eaten.

Thethin, hunched Wallach - an aggressive man in life, who had dways gone with hischin
thrust forward - seemed even thinner now. Histrunk had been laid open from groin to gullet, with all
of his pipesand organsloose and flopping, and the heart in particular hanging by athread, literdly
torn out. Thibor's sword had gutted men as thoroughly asthis, and it had meant nothing. But by the
Ferenczy's own account, this man had already been dead. And his enormous wound was not the
work of asword...

Thibor shuddered, turned his eyes away from the mutilated corpse and inadvertently found
Faethor's hands. The mongter's nails were sharp as knives. Worse, (Thibor felt dizzy, evenfaint,) his
teeth were like chisdls.

'Why? The word left Thibor's lips as awhisper.

'I'vetold you why.' Fagthor was growing impatient. 'l wanted to know about you. Inlife he
was your friend. Y ou werein hisblood, hislungs, his heart. In death he wasloyd, too, for he would
not give up his secrets easily. See how loose are hisinnards. Ah! How | teased them, to wrest their
secretsfrom him.'

All the strength went out of Thibor'slegsand hefdl in his chainslike aman crucified. 'If I'mto
dige, kill me now," he gasped. 'Have donewith this'’

Faethor flowed close, closer, stood not an arm'slength away. 'The first state of being - the
prime condition of the Wamphyri - does not require death. Y ou may think that you are dying, when
first the seed puts out its rootlets into your brain and sends them groping aong the marrow of your
spine, but you will not die. After that..." he shrugged. The transition may be laborioudy dow or
lightning swift, one can never tell. But of onething be sure, it will happen.’

Thibor's blood surged onelast timein hisveins. He could il dieaman. Then if you'l not give
me aclean death, I'll give myself one!" He gritted histeeth and wrenched on his manacles until the
blood flowed fredy from hiswrists;, and till he jerked on the irons, degpening his wounds.
Faethor's long drawn-out hisssss siopped him. He looked up from hisgridy work of
sdf-dedtruction into... into the pit, the abyssitsalf.

Hideous face working yet more hideoudly, features literally writhing in atorment of passion, the
Ferenczy was so close asto be the merest breath away. Hislong jaws opened and a scarlet snake
flickered in the darkness behind teeth which had turned to daggersin his mouth. 'Y ou dare show me
your blood? The hot blood of youth, the blood which isthe life? Histhroat convulsed in asudden
gpasm and Thibor thought he was going to beill, but he was not. Instead he clutched at histhroat,
gurgled chokingly, staggered alittle. When he had regained control, he said: ‘Ah, Thibor! But now,
ready or not, you have brought on that which cannot be reversed. It ismy time, and yours. Thetime



of the egg, the seed. See! See!'

He opened hisgreat jaws until his mouth was acavern, and hisforked, flickering tongue bent
backwards like ahook into histhroat. And like ahook it caught something and dragged it into view.

Gasping, again Thibor drew down into himself. He saw the vampire seed therein the fork of
Faethor'stongue: atranducent, slver-grey droplet shining like apearl, trembling in the final seconds
before... beforeits seeding?

'No!" Thibor hoarsely denied the horror. But it would not be denied. He looked in Faethor's
eyesfor some hint of what was coming, but that was aterrible mistake. Beguilement and hypnotism
were the Ferenczy's greatest accomplishment. The vampire's eyes were yelow as gold, huge and
growing bigger moment by moment.

Ah, my son, those eyes seemed to say, come, a kiss for your father.

Then - The pearly droplet turned scarlet, and Faethor's mouth fastened on Thibor's own,
which stood open in a scream that might last forever.

Harry Keogh's pause had lasted for severd seconds, but gill Kyle and Quint sat there,
wrapped in their blankets and the horror of hisstory.

"That isthemost - ' Kyle started.

Almogt smultaneoudy, Quint said, 'lI've never inmy life heard - |

"We have to stop there," Keogh broke in on both of them, something of urgency in his
telepathic voice. "My son is about to be difficult; he's going to wake up for his feed.'

"Two mindsin one body," Quint mused, still awed by what held heard. 'l mean, I'm talking
about you, Harry. In away you're not unlike - ,

'‘Don't say it." Keogh cut him off asecond time. 'There's no way |I'm like that! Not even
remotely. But listen, | have to hurry. Do you have anything to tell me?'

Kylegot agrip of hisrioting thoughts, forced himsdlf back to earth, to the present. ‘Were
meeting Krakovitch tomorrow,' he said. 'But I'm annoyed. Thiswas supposed to be exclusive,
entirely an inter-branch exchange - abit of ESP détente, asit were - but there's at least one KGB
gooninonittoo.



How do you know?

'Welve aminder onthejob - but he's strictly in the background. Their man comes close up.'

The Keogh apparition seemed puzzled. 'That wouldn't have happened in Borowitz's time.
He hated them! And frankly, | can't see it happening now. There's no meeting ground
between Andropov's sort of mind-control and ours. And when | say 'ours' | include the
Russian outfit. Don't let it develop into a shouting match, Alec. You have to work with
Krakovitch. Offer your assistance.’

Kylefrowned. To do what?

'He has ground to clear. You know at |least one of the sites. You can help himto do it.’

'Ground to clear? Kyle got up off hisbed. Hugging his blanket to him, he stepped towards the
manifestation. 'Harry, we gtill have our own ground to clear in England! WhileI'm out herein Itdy,
Y ulian Bodescu is gill freewhedling over there! I'm anxious about it. | keep getting thisurgeto turn
my lot looseonhimand -

'NO!" Keogh was alarmed. 'Not until we know everything there isto know. You daren't
risk it. Right now he's at the centre of a very small nest, but if he wanted to he could spread
thisthing like a plague!’

Kyle knew hewasright. 'Very wdl," hesaid, 'but - '

'‘Can't stay,' the other brokein. 'The pull istoo strong. He's waking, gathering his
faculties, and he seems to include me as one of them." His neon-etched image began to shimmer,
itsblue glow pulsing.

'Harry, what "ground” were you taking about, anyway?

"The old Thing in the ground." Keogh came and went like adistorted radio signal. The
hologram child superimposed over his midriff wasvisbly stirring, stretching.

Kylethought: 'we've had this conversation before!” 'Y ou said we know at least one of the
stes. Sites? Y ou mean Thibor's tomb? But he's dead, surely?

"The cruciform hills... starfish... vines... creepersin the earth, hiding.'

Kyledrew air in agasp. 'He's il there?



Keogh nodded, changed his mind and shook his head. He tried to speak; his outline wavered
and collapsed; he disgppeared in a scattering of brilliant blue motes. For amoment Kyle thought his
mind still remained, but it was only Carl Quint whispering: ‘'No, not Thibor. He's not there. Not him,
but what he left behind!’

Chapter Seven

11.00 P.M., thefirst Friday in September, 1977: in Genoa Alec Kyle and Carl Quint were
hurrying through rain-dick cobbled aleystoward their rendezvous with Felix Krakovitch at adive
cdled Frankie's Franchise.

But saven hundred miles away in Devon, England, the time was 10.00 P.M. on asultry Indian
summer evening. At Harkley House, Y ulian Bodescu lay naked on hisback on the bed in his
spacious garret room and consdered the events of the last few days. In many ways they had been
very satisfactory days, but they had been fraught with danger, too. He had not known the extent of
his influence before, for the people a school and later Georginahad al been weak and hardly
provided suitable yardsticks. The Lakes had been the true test, and Y ulian had sailed through that
withvery little difficulty.

George Lake had been the only real obstacle, but even that had been an accidental encounter,
when Y ulian wasn't quite reedy for him. The youth smiled adow smile and gently touched his
shoulder. There was adull ache there now, but that was al. And where was 'Uncle George' now?
Hewas down in the vaultswith hiswife, Anne, that's where. Down where he belonged, with Viad
standing guard on the door. Not that Y ulian believed that to be absolutely necessary: it wasa
precaution, that'sal. Asfor the Other: that had lft its vat, goneinto hiding in the earth where the
cellars were darkest.

Then therewas Y ulian's 'mother’, Georgina. Shewasin her room, lost in self-pity, in her
permanent state of terror. As she had been for the last year, sincethetime hedid it to her. If she
hadn't cut her hand that time it might never have happened. But she had, and then shown him the
blood. Something had happened to him then - the same thing that happened every time he saw
blood - but on this occasion it had been different. He had been unable to control it. When he had
bandaged her hand, he'd deliberately let something... something of himsdlf, get into the wound.
Georginahadn't seen it, but Y uiian had. He had madeit.

She had beeniill for along time, and when she recovered... well, she had never redly
recovered. Not fully. And Y ulian had known that it had grown in her, and that he wasits master.
She had known it too, which was what terrified her.



His'mother’, yes. Actualy, Y ulian had never considered her hismother at al. He had come
out of her, he knew that, but hed aways felt that he was more the son of afather - but not afather
inthe ordinary sense of the word. The son of ... of something e se. Which waswhy thisevening he
had asked her (as he'd asked her a hundred times before) about 11ya Bodescu, and about the way
he died, and where he died. And to make sure he got the entire story in every last detail, thistime
he'd hypnotised her into the deepest possible trance.

And as Georgina had told him how it had been, so his mind had been lured east, across
oceans and mountains and plains, over fields and cities and rivers, to a place which had aways
exiged in theinnermost eye of hismind; aplace of hillsand woods and... and yes, that wasit! A
place of low wooded hillsin the shape of across. The cruciform hills. A place hewould haveto
vigt. Very soon...

Hewould have to, for that's where the answer lay. Hewasin thrall to that place as much as
the rest of them in the house werein thrall to him, which wasto say totaly.

And the strength of its seduction was just as gredt. It was a strength he had not redlised until
George had come back. Back from his grave in Blagdon cemetery, back from the dead. At first that
had been a shock - then an al-consuming curiosity - finaly arevelation! For it had told Y ulian what
he was. Not who he was but what. And certainly he was more than merely the son of Ilyaand
Georgina Bodescu.

Y ulian knew that he was not entirdly human, that alarge part of him was utterly inhuman, and
the knowledge thrilled him. He could hypnotise people to do hiswill, whatever he desired. He could
produce new life, of asort, out of himsalf. He could change living beings, people, into creatureslike
himsdf. Oh, they did not have his strength, hisweird talents, but that was dl to the good. The
change made them his daves, made him their absolute master.

More, he was a necromancer: he could open up dead bodies and |earn the secrets of their
lives. He knew how to prowl like acat, swim like afish, savage like adog. The thought had
occurred to him that given wings he might even fly - like abat. Like avampire bat!

Beside him on abedside table lay a hardback book titled The Vampire in Fact and Fiction.
Now he reached out adender hand to touch its cover, trace the figure of abat in flight impressed
into the black binding cloth. Absorbing, certainly - but the title was alie, as were the contents.
Much of the aleged fiction wasfact (Y ulian was the living proof), and some of the supposed fact
wasfiction.

Sunlight, for ingtance. It didn't kill. It might, if he should ever be foolish enough to stretch
himself out in ashdtered cove in midsummer for more than aminute or two. It must be some sort of
chemical reaction, he thought. Photophobiawas common enough even among ordinary men.
Mushrooms grow best under acovering of straw through foggy, late September nights. And held
read somewhere that in Cyprus one can find the selfsame edible species, except they never break
the surface. They push up the parched earth until cracks appear, which tell the locals whereto find



them. They didn't much care for sunlight, mushrooms, but it wouldn't kill them. No, Y ulian was wary
of the sun but not afraid of it. It was aquestion of being careful, that's all.

Asfor deeping through the day in acoffin full of native soil: sheer falacy. He did occasondly
deep during the day, but that was because he often spent much of the night deep in thought, or
prowling the estate. He preferred night, true, because then, in the darkness or in the moonlight, he
felt closer to his source, closer to understanding the true nature of hisbeing.

Then there was the vampire's lust for blood: false, at least in Y ulian's case. Oh, the sight of
blood aroused him, did things to him internaly, worked him into apassion; but drinking it froma
victim'sveinswas hardly the delight described in the variousfictions. He did like rare mest,
however, and plenty of it, and had never been much of aonefor greens. On the other hand, the
thing Y ulian had grown in the vat in the cdllar, that had thrived on blood! On blood, flesh, anything
animate or ex-animate. On flesh or the red juice of flesh, dive or dead! It didn't need to eet, Y ulian
knew, but it would if it could. It would have absorbed George, too, if he hadn't been there to stop
it.

The Other... Y ulian shuddered ddlicioudy. It knew him for its master, but that wasits sum total
of knowledge. He had grown it from himsalf, and remembered how that had come about:

Just after he'd been expelled from school, thefirst of what he had aways supposed to be his
adult teeth had come loose. It was aback tooth and painful. But he wouldn't see adentist. Working
and worrying &t it, one night he'd broken the thread. And hed examined the tooth closaly, finding it
curious that this was part of himsdf which had been shed. White bone and athread of gristle, the
red root. He'd put it in a saucer on the window ledge of his bedroom. But in the morning he heard it
clatter to the floor. The core had put out tiny white rootlets, and the tooth was dragging itsdlf like a
hermit crab out of the morning light.

Y ulian's teeth, except the back ones, had aways been sharp as knives and chisal-tipped, but
human teeth for dl that. Certainly not anima teeth. The one which had pushed out the lost one was
anything but human. It was afang. Since then most of his teeth had been replaced, and the new
oneswere al fangs. Especidly the eye-teeth. Hisjaws had changed too, to accommodate them.

Sometimes he thought: 'perhaps I'm the cause of this change in myself. Maybe I'm making
it happen. Willing it. Mind over matter. Because I'mevil.’

Georgina had used to say that to him sometimes, tell him he was evil. That was when he was
small and she gill had ameasure of control over him, when held done things she didn't like. When
hed first started to experiment with his necromancy. Ah, but theréd been many things she hadn't
liked Sncethen!

Georgina- 'mother’ - terror stricken chicken penned with afox cub, watching him grow deek
and strong. For as Y ulian had grown older, so the eement of control had changed, passed into his



hands. It was his eyes; he only had to look at her with those eyes of hisand... and shewas
powerless. The teachers and pupils at his schoal, too. And with use, so hed become expertin
hypnotism. Practice makes perfect. To that extent, at least, the book was correct: the vampireis
quite capable of mesmerising its prey.

But what about mortaity - or immortality, undeath? That was ftill apuzzle, amystery - but it
was one he'd soon resolve. Now that he had George there was very little he couldn't resolve. For
Georgewas il in large part aman. Returned from the grave, undead, yes, but hisflesh was till a
man'sflesh. And that which was within him couldn't have grown very largein so short atime. Unlike
the Other, which had had plenty of time.

Y ulian had, of course, experimented with the Other. His experiments had told him very little,
but it was better than nothing. According to the fiction, vampires were supposed to succumb to the
sharpened stake. The Other ignored the stake, seemed imperviousto it. Trying to stake it waslike
trying to leave an imprint on water. The Other could be solid enough at times: it could form teeth,
rudimentary hands, even eyes. But in the main itstissues were protoplasmic, gelatinous. And asfor
putting a stake through its 'heart' or cutting off its'head'...

And yet it wasn't indestructible, it wasn't immortd. It could die, could bekilled. Y ulian had
burned part of it in an incinerator down therein the cellars. And by God - if there was aGod, which
Y ulian doubted - it hadn't liked that! He was perfectly sure that he wouldn't have liked it either. And
that was a thought which occasiondly worried him: if ever he were discovered, if men found out
what he was, would they try to burn him? He supposed they - would. But who could possibly find
him out? And if someone did, who would believe it? The police weren't much likely to lisento a
story about vampires, now were they? On the other hand, what with theloca 'satanic cult', maybe
they were!

Again he amiled hisawful smile. It was funny now, but it hadn't been at dl funny when the
police came knocking at the door the day after George came back. He had very nearly made a
serious mistake then, had gone too quickly on his guard, on the defensive. But of course they'd put
his nervousness down to the recent loss of his'uncl€. If only they'd been able to know the truth, that
infact George Lake was right under their feet, whining and shivering in the cellars. And even so,
what could they have done about it? It was hardly Y ulian's fault that George wouldn't lie till, wasit?

And that was another part of the legend which was afact: that when avampirekilled avictim
in acertain way, then that victim would return as one of the undead. Three nights George had lain
there, and on the fourth he'd clawed hisway out. A mere man buried dive could never have doneit,
but the vampire in him had given George dl the strength he needed and more. The vampire which
had been part of the Other, which had put one of its pseudohands into him and stopped George's
heart. The Other which had been part of Yulian, infact Y ulian's tooth.

What atorn and bloodied state George had been in when Y ulian opened the door to him that
night. And how the house had rung to his demented sobbing and shrieking, until Y ulian had grown
angry with him, told him to be quiet and locked him in the cellar. And there held stayed.



Y ulian watched the slver light of the moon creeping through acrack in his curtains, channelled
his thoughts anew. What had he been recounting? Ah, yes, the police.

They had come to report a shocking crime, theillega opening of George Lake's grave by
person or persons unknown, and the theft of his corpse. Was MrsLake il residing at Harkley
House?

Why, yes shewas, but she was still suffering from the shock of her husband's death. If it
wasn't absolutely necessary that they see her, Y ulian would prefer to break the newsto her himself.
But who could be responsible for so despicable acrime?

'Well, sir, we do believe we've got one of them there cults at work in these here parts,
despailing graveyards and the like and holding, er, sabbats? Druids or some such. Devil
worshippers, you know? But thistime they've gone too far! Don't you worry, sir, well get 'emin the
end. But do break it easy to hismissus, al right?

'Of course, of course. And thank you for bringing usthis news, terriblethoughiitis. | certainly
don't envy you your job.’

‘All inaday'swork, sir. Sorry weve nothing good to report, that's al. Good night to you.'
And that was that.

But again he had strayed, and once more he was obliged to focus his thoughts back on the
'legend' of the vampire. Mirrors. vampires hated mirrors because they had no reflections. False -
and yet inaway true. Y ulian did have areflection; but sometimes, looking in aglass, especialy a
night, he saw far more than others could see. For he knew what he was looking at, thet it was
something aien to man. And he had wondered: if others saw him like that, reflected in aglass,
would they too seethered thing, the monster behind the man?

And lagtly there was the vampire'slugt, the way he sated himself on women. Now Y ulian had
tasted the blood - and more than the blood - of women, and had found it rich as deep red wine. It
excited him asdl blood did, but not so much that hed glut himsdlf on it. Georgina, Anne, Helen -
he'd tried the blood of dl three. And certainly, in good time, he would try the blood of many more.

But his attitude towards taking blood puzzled him. If he were atrue vampire, surely blood
would be the driving force of hislife. And yet it wasn't. Perhgps his metamorphosis wasn't yet
complete. Perhaps, as the change waxed in him, so the human part would wane, disappear
atogether. And then held become a vampire full-blown. Or full-blooded?

Lust, yes... but there was more to lust than mere blood-lust. Much more. And little wonder the
women in thefiction succumbed so readily to the vampire's charms. Especidly after thefirst time.



Hah! What woman had ever truly fdt fulfilled in the arms of aman? Not one! They only thought
they had because they didn't know better. What, 'fulfilled”? Filled full? By amere man? Utterly
impossible! But by avampire...

Y ulian turned alittle on to his side and gazed in the moon-pierced darkness of hisroom at the
girl besde him. Cousin Helen. She was very beautiful and had been very innocent. Not quite pure,
but very nearly. Who it wastook her virginity... but what did that matter? In fact he had taken
nothing, and he had given very little. They had been fumbling loversfor an hour.

But now? Now she knew what it wasto be 'fulfilled'. Indeed, she knew that if Y ulian willed it
he could fill her to burdting - literdly!

A chucklerosein histhroat, formed on hislipslike abubble of bile. Oh, yes, for the Other
wasn't the only one who could put out pseudopod extensions of himsdif! Y ulian held back the
laughter he felt welling inside, reached out a hand and with a deceptive gentleness stroked Helen's
cool, rounded flank.

Even deeply adeep and dreaming the dreams of the damned, still she shuddered under the
touch of his hand. Gooseflesh gppeared and her breathing rapidly mounted to amoaning pant. She
whined in her hypnotic deep like athin wind through a cracked board. Her hypnotic deep, yes. The
power of hypnotism, and that of telepathy which wasitskin.

Nowherein the literature - except for the occasiona hint in some of the better fictions - had
Y ulian discovered mention of the vampire's control of others by will and thereading of mindsat a
distance; and yet this, too, was one of his powers. It was very inchoate asyet, aswere dl his
talents, but it was aso very red. Once touched by Y ulian, onceinvaded by him physicdly, then his
victim was an open book to him, even at adistance. Even now, if hereached out hismindina
certain way... there! Those were the dull, vacuous ‘thoughts of the Other. No, not even that: he had
merely touched upon the Other's ingtinctive sense of being, asort of basic animal avareness. The
Other was aware of himsdlf - itself? - in much the same way as an amoebais aware; and because it
had been part of him, Y ulian could sense that awareness.

Now that he had taken or used Helen, Anne, George and Georgina, why, he could sense dl of
them! Helet his exterior thoughts leave the Other and wander, and and there was Anne, adegp in
some cold, damp corner down there in the dark. And there, too, was George. Except that George
was not adleep.

George. Y ulian knew he would soon have to do some-thing about George. He wasn't
behaving as he should. There was an obstinacy in him. Oh, he'd been completely under Y ulian's
control in the beginning, just like the women. But just recently...

Y ulian focused on George's mind, wormed hisway slently into histhoughtsand - a pit of
black hatred shot with flashes of red rage! Lust, too - a bestial lust Yulian could scarce



believe - and not only for blood but also... revenge?

Frowning, Y ulian withdrew his mind before George could sense him. Obvioudy he would have
to ded with his uncle sooner than held thought. He had aready decided to make use of him - knew
how he would use him - but now he must set a definite date on it. Like tomorrow. He l€eft the
unsuspecting undead creature raging and prowling the cdlars, and - What was that?

Hair prickling at the ngpe of hisneck, Y ulian swung hislegs down to the floor and stood up. It
hadn't been one of the women, and he'd only just Ieft George, so who had it been? Someone close
by was thinking thoughts about Harkley House, thoughts about Y ulian himself! He went to the
curtains, opened them six inches, stared anxioudy out at the night.

Out there, the estate. The old derdlict buildings, gravel path, shrubbery and copse; the high
perimeter wall and gate; the road beyond the gate, aribbon of light under the moon, and beyond
that atal hedge. Y ulian wrinkled his nose, sniffed suspicioudy like adog a astranger. Oh, yes, a
stranger - there! 1n the hedgerow, that glint of moonlight on glass, the dull red glow of acigarette's
tip. Someonein the shadow of the hedge, watching Harkley. Watching Y ulian!

Now, knowing where to aim, he redirected his thoughts - and met the mind of the stranger!
But only for amoment, the merest ingtant of time. Then mental shutters came down like the jaws of
asted trap. The glint of pectacles or binoculars disappeared, the cigarette's glow was extinguished,
and the man himsdlf, the merest shadow, was gone.

"Viad!" Y ulian commanded ingtinctively. 'Go, find him. Whoever heis, bring himto me!’

And down in the brambles and undergrowth near the door to the vaults, where he lay half
adeep, Vlad at once came dert, turned his sengtive ears towards the drive and the gate, sprang up
and st off at aloping run. Deep in histhroat, agrowl not quite adog's growl rumbled like dull
thunder.

Darcy Clarke was doing late shift on the Harkley place. He was a psychic sensitive with ahigh
degree of telepathic potentia. Also, hewas big on self-preservation. A freakish automatic talent,
over which he had no conscious control, was aways on guard to keep him 'safe’; he wasthe
opposite of accident prone and led a'charmed' life. Which on this occasion wasjust aswell.

Clarke was young, only twenty-five, but what he lacked in years he more than made up for in
zed. Hewould have made a perfect soldier, for hisduty was hisal. It wasthat duty which had kept
him herein the vicinity of Harkley House from 5.00till 11.00 P.M. And it was exactly on the dot of
11.00 P.M. that he saw the crack of the curtainswiden alittle in one of Harkley's dormer windows.

That in itself was nothing. There were five peoplein that house and God-knows-what €lse,
and no reason at al why it shouldn't show signs of life. With agrimace, Clarke quickly corrected



himsdlf: sgnsof undeath? Fully briefed, he knew that Harkley'sinhabitants were something other
than they seemed. But as he adjusted his nite-lite binoculars on the window, suddenly there was
something else, aredlisation that struck at Clarke like abolt of lightning.

He had known, of course, that someone in there, probably the youth, was psychicaly
endowed. That had been obviousfor the last four days, ever since Clarke and the othersfirst
clapped eyes on the place. To any half-talented sensitive the old house would reek of strangeness.
And not just strangeness, evil! Tonight, as darknessfell, Clarke had sensed it growing stronger, the
wash of dark emanations flowing from the house like mental sewage. Until now hed smply let it
flow right past him, without touching, but asthat dark figure had comeinto view behind the crack in
the curtains, and as he'd focussed his binoculars uponit -

- Something had been therein his head, touching on hismind. A taent at least asstrong ashis
own, probing histhoughts! But it wasn't the talent that surprised him - that was agame he'd played
before with his colleagues at INTESP, where they practised constantly to break in on each other's
thoughts - it was the sheer unbridled anima animosity that caused him to gasp, draw back alittle,
dam shut the doors on his ESP-endowed consciousness. The gurgling black whirlpool bog of the
invading mind.

And because he had set up defences, so he failed to detect any hint of the physical threet, the
orders Y ulian had issued to hisblack Alsatian. He had failed, but his primary talent - the one no one
asyet understood - was not failing him. 1t was 11.00 P.M. and hisinstructions were quite clear:
he'd go back now to histemporary surveillance HQ at ahotel in Paignton and make hisreport. The
watch on the house would begin again at 6.00 A.M. tomorrow, when a colleague of Clarke'swould
take it up. He tossed his cigarette down, ground it out under his heel, pocketed his nite-lites.

Clarke's car was parked in alayby where the hedge and fence were cut back twenty-five
yards down the road. He was on the field side of the hedge. He put his hand on the top bar
preparatory to climbing over to the road, then thought better of it. Though he didn't know it, that
was his hidden talent coming into play. Instead of climbing the fence, he hurried through thelong
grass at the edge of the field towards his car. The grass was wet where it whipped his trousers, but
heignored it. It saved time thisway and he was in ahurry now, eager to be away from the place.
Only natura, he supposed, considering what held just learned. And he hardly gaveit athought that
by thetime he got to his car he was amost running.

But it was then, as he fumbled the key into the lock and turned it, that he heard something else
running: the faint scuff of padded feet dapping the road, the scrabble of claws as something heavy
jumped the fence back there where held been standing. Then he wasinto the car, damming the
door behind him, eyeswide and heart thumping as he gazed back into the night.

And two seconds later Vlad hit the car!

He hit so hard, with forepaws, shoulder and head, that the glass of the window in Clarke's
door was starred into a cobweb pattern. The impact had sounded like a hammer blow, and Clarke



knew that one more charge like that would shatter the glassto fragments and leave him totally
unprotected. But held seen who, or what, his assailant was, and he had no intention of gtting here
immobile and just waiting for it to happen.

Clarke turned the key in theignition, revved, reversed askidding three feet to bring the bonnet
free of overhanging branches. Vlad's second spring, aimed again a Clarke's window, sent the dog
sprawling on the bonnet directly in front of the windscreen. And now the young esper saw just how
fortunate his escape had been. Out in the open - there was little he could have done againg that!

Vlad'sface was a savage black mask of hatred, a contorted, snarling, saliva-flecked visage of
madness! Y dlow eyes spotted with crimson pupils glared through the glass at Clarke with such a
burning intensity that he dmost fancied he could fed their heat. Then hewasinto first gear and
skidding out on to the road.

Asthe car jerked and dewed forward, so the dog's feet were jolted from under him. He
crashed over on to his sde on the bonnet and was sent sprawling into the darkness of the hedgerow
as Clarke straightened the car up and sent it careening along the road. In hisrearview mirror, he
saw the dog emerge from the hedge and shake itself, glaring after the speeding car. Then Clarke
was round abend and Vlad lost to sight.

That wasn't something he felt sorry about. Indeed, he was still shaking when he switched off
the car'senginein the hotd car park in Paignton. Following which... he flopped back in his seat and
wesrily lit acigarette, which he smoked right down to the cork tip before securing the car and going
into make his report.

Frankie's Franchise was wall to wall deazy. It was a place for habitual wharf-rats, progtitutes
and their pimps, pushers and Genoese low-lifein generd. And it was noisy. An old American
juke-box, back in fashion, was blasting Little Richard's raw Tutti Frutti’ acrossthe main room like a
gaeforce wind. There was no smallest corner of the place that escaped the music's blast, but in any
one of the haf-dozen arched acovesyou could at least hear yoursdlf think. That waswhy Frankie's
was S0 idedly suitable: you couldn't concentrate enough to hear anyone e se think.

Alec Kyle and Carl Quint, Felix Krakovitch and Sergel Gulharov, sat at asmal squaretable
with their backsto the protective a cove walls. East and West faced each other across their drinks.
Curioudy, on the one sde Kyle and Quint drank vodka, and on the other Krakovitch and Gulharov
spped American beers.

Identifying each other had been the easiest thing in theworld: in Franki€'s Franchise, no one
elsefitted the prescribed picture at al. But personal appearance wasn't the only yardstick; for of
course, even in the hubbub, the three sensitives were able to detect each other's psychic auras.
They had made their acknowledgement with nods of their heads, picked their way with their drinks
from the bar to an empty alcove. Certain of the club's regulars had given them curious glances. the
hard men alittle wary, narrow-eyed, the prostitutes speculative. They had not returned them.



Seated for afew moments, finaly Krakovitch had opened the discussion. 'l don't suppose you
spesking my language,’ he said, his voice heavily but not unpleasantly accented, 'but | speaking
yours. But badly. Thismy friend Sergel.’ He tipped his head sdewaysalittleto indicate his
companion. 'He know alittle, very little, English. He not have ESP.

Kyle and Quint glanced obediently at Gulharov. What they saw was amoderately handsome
young man with close-cropped blond hair, grey eyes, hard-looking hands where they lay loosely
crossed on the table, enclosing his drink. He seemed uneasy in his modern Western clothes, which
werent quite theright fit.

"That's true enough. Quint narrowed his eyes, turning back to Krakovitch. 'He's not skilled
that way, but I'm sure he has many other worthwhile taents." Krakovitch smiled thinly and nodded.
He seemed alittle sour.

Kyle had been studying Krakovitch, committing him to memory. The Russian head of
ESPionage wasin hislate thirties. He had thinning black hair, piercing green eyes and an dmost
gaunt, hollow face. He was of medium height, dimly built. *A skinned rabbit,” thought Kyle. But his
thin, paelipswerefirm, and the high dome of his head spoke of arareintelligence.

Krakovitch'simpression of Kyle was much the same: aman just afew years younger than
himsdlf, intelligent, talented. It was only the physical sde of Kylethat was different, which hardly
meattered. Kyle's hair was brown and plentiful, naturaly wavy. Hewaswell fleshed, even alittle
overweight, but with hisheight that scarcely showed. His eyeswere brown ashis hair, histeeth even
and white in atoo-wide mouth that doped alittle from left to right. In another face that ook might
well be mistaken for cynicism, but not in Kyle, Krakovitch thought.

Quint, on the other hand, was more aggressive, but he probably had superb self-control. He
would reach conclusions quickly, right or wrong. And he would probably act on them. He would
act, and hope he'd done the right thing. But he wouldn't fedl guilty if it turned out wrong. Also, there
wasn't much emotion in Quint. All of this showed in hisface, hisfigure, and Krakovitch prided
himself on reading character. Quint waslithe, built like acat. In no way massive, but he had that
coiled spring look about him. Not nervous tension, just anaturd ability to think and act fast. He had
eyes of disarming blue that took in everything, athin, even nose, and aforehead creased from
frowning. Hetoo wasin hismid-thirties, thin on top, dark featured. And he had ataent. Krakovitch
could tdll that Quint was extremely ESP-sengitive. He was a spotter.

'Oh, Sergei Gulharov has been trained - , Krakovitch finally answered, ' - as my bodyguard.
But not in your arts, or mine. He has not got that kind of mind. Indeed, of thefour of us, | could
arguethat heisthe only "norma" man present. Which isunfortunate,’ - now he stared accusingly at
Kyle - 'for you and | were supposed to meet as equds, without, er, backup?

At that moment the music went quiet, the rock'n'roll replaced by an Itaian ballad.



'Krakovitch, said Kyle, hard-eyed now and keeping his voice low, ‘we'd better be straight on
this. You'reright, our deal wasthat the two of us should meet. We could each bring dong a second.
But no telepaths. What we have to say to each other well just say, without someone picking our
thoughts. Quint isn't atelepath, he's a spotter, that's al. So we weren't cheating. And as far asyour
man here - er, Gulharov? - is concerned: Quint says he's clean, so you aren't cheating either. Or you
wouldn't appear to be - but your third man is something else!'

'My third man? Krakovitch sat up straight, seemed genuingly surprised. 'l haveno -

‘But you do,’ Quint cut in. 'KGB. We've seen him. In fact, he's herein Franki€'s Franchise
right now.

That was newsto Kyle. Helooked a Quint. 'Y ou're certain?

Quint nodded. 'Don't look now, but he's sitting in the corner over there with a Genoese whore.
He's changed his clothes, too, and looks like he'sjust off a ship. Not abad cover - but | recognised
him the moment we walked in here'

Out of the corner of his eye Krakovitch looked, then dowly shook his head. 'l do not know
him," he said. 'Not to be surprised. | do not know any of them. | didike - strongly! But... you are
sure? How can you be so sure?

Kyle would have been caught on the hop, but not Quint. "We run the same sort of branch as
the one you run, Comrade," he stated flatly. 'Except we have the edge on you. We're better at it.
HesKGB, dl right.’

Krakovitch'sfury was obvious. Not againgt Quint but the position in which he now found
himsdlf. 'Intolerable!l’ he snapped. 'Why, the Party Leader himsdlf has given me his- ' He haf stood
up, half turned towards the man indicated, a thick-set barrel of aman in rough and ready suit and
open-necked shirt. His neck must be at least as thick as Krakovitch'sthigh! Fortunately he was
looking the other way, talking to the progtitute.

Before Krakovitch could carry it any further, Kyle said, 'l believe you - that you don't know
him. 1t was done behind your back. So St down, act naturaly. Anyway, it's obvious we can't talk
here. Apart from the fact that we're being watched, it's too damned noisy. And Chrigt, for al we
know there might even be someoneligtening in on ug!’

Krakovitch abruptly sat down. He looked startled, glanced nervoudy about. 'Bugged? He
remembered how his old boss, Borowitz, had had athing about e ectronic survelllance.

'We could be." Quint gave asharp nod. 'This one ether followed you here or he knew in
advance where we were going to mest.’



Krakovitch gave asnort. "This getting out of hand. | no good at this. What now?

Kylelooked at Krakovitch and knew he wasn't faking it. He grinned. 'I'm no good &t it either.
Listen, I'm like you, Felix. | prognosticate. | don't know your word for it. I, er, foretell the future? |
occasiondly get fairly accurate pictures of how things are going to be. Do you understand?

'Of course,' said Krakovitch. 'My talent almost exactly. Except | usualy get warnings. So?

'So | saw us getting along OK together. How about you?

Krakovitch heaved asigh of relief. 'l dso," he shrugged. ‘At least, no bad warnings.' Time was
running out for the Russian and there were things he desperately needed to know, questions he must
have answered. This Englishman might be the only one who could answer them. 'So what we do
about it?

Quint said, 'Wait.' He got up, crossed to the bar, ordered fresh drinks. He also spoke to the
bartender. Then he came back with drinks on atray. "When we get the nod from the bloke behind
the bar we pile out of herefast, he said.

'Eh? Kyle was puzzled.

Taxi,' said Quint, smiling tightly. 'I've ordered one. Well goto... the airport! Why not? On the
way we can talk. At the airport we find awarm, comfortable place in the arrivaslounge and carry
ontaking. Evenif our pa over there managesto follow us he won't dare get too close. And if he
does show up welll take ataxi somewhereese!

'Good!" said Krakovitch.

Five minutes later their taxi came and all four exited at speed. Kyle waslast out. Looking
back, he saw the KGB man come dowly to hisfeet, saw hisface twisting in anger and frustration.

Inthetaxi they talked, and at the airport. They started talking at about twenty minutes before
midnight and finished at 2.30 A.M. Kyledid most of it, aided by Quint, with Krakovitch listening
intently and only breaking in here and there to confirm or ask for an explanation of something that
had been said.

Kyle sarted with these words:

'Harry Keogh was our best. He had talents no one ever had before. A lot of them. Hetold me
everything I'm going to tell you. If you believewhat | tell you, we can help you with some big
problemsyou've got in Russaand Romania. In helping you, well dso be helping oursalves, for welll



learn by experience. Now then, do you want to know about Borowitz and how he died? About
Max Batu and how he died? About the... the fossl men, who wrecked the Chéteau Bronnitsy that
night? | cantdl you dl of those things. More importantly, | can tell you about Dragosani.'

And nearly three hours later he finished with these:

'So, Dragosani was avampire. And there are more of them. Y ou have them, and we have
them. We know where at least one of yoursis. Or if not avampire, something avampire left behind.
Which could be just as bad. Whichever, it hasto be destroyed. We can help if youll let us. Call it
what you like - détente, while we ded with amutual threat? But if you don't want our help, then
you'll haveto do the job yoursdlf. But wed like to help, because that way we might learn something.
Faceit, Fdix, thisis bigger than East-West palitical squabbling. We'd work together if it was
plague, wouldn't we? Drug trafficking? Shipsin trouble at sea? Of course wewould. And I'm
admitting right here and now, our own problem back in England might be bigger than we know. The
more we learn from you, the better our chances. The better al of our chances!'

Krakovitch had been silent for along time. At last he said: Y ou want to come to USSR with
me and... and put thisthing down?

'Not the USSR - ' said Quint. 'Romania That's ftill your territory.'

"Thetwo of you? Both the leader, and a high-ranking member of your E-Branch? Isthat not
to bethe big risks?

Kyle shook his head. ‘Not from you. At least | don't think so. Anyway, we al haveto start
trusting someone somewhere. Weve aready started, so why not go all the way?

Krakovitch nodded. 'And afterwards, | perhaps come with you? See what kind problem you
have?

'If youwish.

Krakovitch pondered it. 'Y ou tell mealot,' he said. '"And you solve some big problems for me,
maybe. But you not say where exactly thisthing in Romania.

'If youwant to go it done,’ said Kyle, 'l will tell you. Not exactly, for | don't know exactly, but
close enough that you'll be ableto find it. Working together we might do it alot fagter, that'sall.’

'Also,’ Krakovitch was il thinking it out, 'you not say how you knowing al of this. Hard to
accept dl | hear without | know how you know.'



'Harry Keogh told me,' said Kyle.
'Keogh isdead along time now," said Krakovitch.
'Yes,' Quint cut in, 'but hetold us everything right up to thetime he died.

'‘Ah? Krakovitch drew breath sharply. 'He was that good? Such talent in atelepath must be...
very rare!

'Unique!’ said Kyle,

'And your lot killed him!" Quint accused.

Krakovitch quickly turned to him. 'Dragosani killed him. And hekilled Dragosani - dmost.
It was Kyl€sturn to gasp. 'Almost? Are you saying thet - '

Krakovitch held up ahand. 'l finish the job Keogh started,' he said. 'l tell you about that. But
first: you say Keogh in contact right until the end?

Kylewanted to say, hestill is! But that was a secret best kept. 'Y es,” he answered.
"Then you can describe what happen that night?

'Indetal,’ said Kyle. 'Would that satisfy you that the rest of what I've said isthe truth?
Krakovitch dowly nodded.

"They came out of the night and the falling snow," Kyle began. "Zombies, men dead for four
hundred years, and Harry their leader. Bullets couldn't stop them, for they were already dead. Cut
them down with machine-gun fire, and the bits kept right on coming. They got into your defensive
positions, your pillboxes. They pulled the pins on grenades, fought with their old rusty weapons,
their swords and axes. They were Tartars, fearless, and made more fearless by the fact that they
couldn't dietwice. Keogh wasn't just ateepath; amongst his other talents, he could aso teleport!
Hedid - right into Dragosani's control room. He took a couple of his Tartarswith him. That was
where he and Dragosani had it out, while in the rest of the Chéteau - '

- Inthe rest of the Chéteau,” Krakovitch took up the story, hisface deathly white, ‘it was...
hdl! | wasthere.



| lived through it. A few otherswith me. The rest died - horribly! Keogh was... somekind of
monster. He could call up the dead!”

'Not asbig amonster as Dragosani,’ said Kyle. 'But you were going to tell me what happened
after Keogh died. How you finished off the job he started. What did you mean by that?

'Dragosani was avampire,' Krakovitch nodded, amost to himself. 'Y es, you areright, of
course. He got agrip of himsdf. 'Look, Sergei here was with me when we clean up what was |eft
of Dragosani. Let me show you what happen when | remind him about that - and when | tell to him
there are more of them." He turned to his silent companion, spoke to him rgpidly in Russian.

They were Sitting at ascruffy bar lit by flickering neon in the airport's dmost deserted night
arrivaslounge. The barman had gone off duty two hours earlier and their glasses had stood empty
ever snce. Gulharov's reaction to what Krakovitch told him was immediate and vehement. He went
white and drew back from his boss, dmost faling from his barstool. And as Krakovitch finished
gpeaking, so he dammed his empty beer glass down on the bar.

‘Nyet, nyet!" he gagped hisdenid, hisface working with astrange mixture of fury and loathing.
And then, hisvoice gradudly rising and growing shrill, he began adiatribe in Russan which would
Soon attract attention.

Krakovitch gripped hisarm and shook him, and Gulharov's jabbering faded into silence. 'Now
| ask him if we accepting your help,’ Krakovitch informed. He spoke to the younger man again, and
thistime Gulharov nodded twice, rapidly, and his colour began to return to normal.

'Da, dal" he gasped emphaticaly. Histhroat made a dry rattle as he added something €l s,
unintelligible to the two Englishmen.

Krakovitch smiled humourlesdy. 'He says we should accept al the help we can get,’ he
trand ated. ‘Because we have to kill these things - finish them! And | agreeing with him..." Then he
told these strangest of dliesdl that had happened at the Chéteau Bronnitsy after Harry Keogh's
war.

When hed finished there was along silence, broken at last by Quint. 'Werein agreement,
then? That well act together on this?

Krakovitch nodded. He shrugged, said smply, 'No dternative. And no time to waste.'

Quint turned to Kyle. 'But how do we go about it?

'‘Asfar aspossible,’ Kyle answered, ‘'we go the straight-forward way. We get it al right up



front, without any of the usud - ' The airport tannoy brokein on him, echoing tinnily as some deepy,
unseen announcer requested in English that aMr A. Kyle please take atelephone cdl at the
reception desk.

Krakovitch's face froze. Who would know that Kyle was here?

Kyle stood up, shrugged gpologetically. Thiswas very embarrassing. It could only be 'Brown,
and how to explain that to Krakovitch? Quint, on the other hand, was his usual ready-for-anything
sdf. Camly he said to Krakovitch, 'Well, you have your little bloodhound following you about. And
now it would seem that we have one too.’

Krakovitch gave acurt, sour nod. And with an edge of 'sarcasm, echoing Kyle, he said,
'Without any of the usud, en? Did you know about this?

'it'snone of our doing.' Quint wasn't exactly truthful. We'rein the same boat asyou.'

On Krakovitch's orders, Gulharov accompanied Kyle to the reception-cum-enquiries desk,
leaving Quint and Krakovitch aone together. 'Maybethisisadl in our favour,’ said Quint.

'Eh? Krakovitch had turned sour again. 'We are followed, spied upon, overheard, bugged,
and you say isfavourable?

'l meant you and Kyle both having shadows,’ Quint explained. It evens things up. And maybe
we can cancel out one with the other.’

Krakovitch was alarmed. 'l not being party to violence! Anything happen to that KGB dog, is
possible | get the troubles!’

‘But if we could arrange for him to be, er, detained for aday or two? | mean, unharmed, you
understand - completely unharmed - just detained.’

' not know.'

"To give you timeto clear our route into Romania. Y ou know, visas, etcetera? With a bit of
luck well befinished therein just aday or two.'

Krakovitch dowly nodded. ‘Maybe - but positive guarantee, no dirty work. HeisKGB - you
say - but if true, then heésRussan too. And | am Russian. If hevanish...’

Quint shook his head, grasped the other's thin elbow. "They both vanish!" he said. 'But only for



afew days. Then well be out of here and getting on with the job.’

Again Krakovitch gave hisdow nod. 'Maybe - if it can be arranged safdly.’

Kyle and Gulharov returned. Kyle was careful. That was somebody called Brown,' he said.
'He's been watching us, apparently.’ He looked at Krakovitch. 'He says your KGB tail has traced
usand ison hisway here. By theway, thisK GB fdlow iswell known - hisnameis Theo Dolgikh.'

Krakovitch shook his head, shrugged, looked mystified. 'l never heard of him.’

'Did you get Brown's number? Quint was eager. ‘| mean can we contact him again?

Kyleraised hiseyebrows. '‘Actualy, yes,' he nodded. He said that if things were getting sticky,
he might be able to help. Why do you ask?

Quint grinned tightly, said to Krakovitch, ‘Comrade, it might be agood ideaiif you wereto
listen carefully. Since you're alittle concerned about this, you can start working on an aibi. For from
this point forward you're hand in hand with the enemy. Y our only consolation isthat you'l be
working against agreater enemy.' The grin left hisface, and deadly serioushe said, 'OK, here's
what | suggest.'

On Saturday morning at 8.30 Kyle phoned Krakovitch at hisand Gulharov's hotdl. The latter
answered the call, grunted, fetched Krakovitch who came grumbling to the phone. He wasjust out
of bed, could Kyle cdl later? While this brief show was going on, downgtairsin the Genovese's
lobby, Quint wastaking to Brown. At 9.15 Kyle phoned Krakovitch again and arranged a second
meeting: they would meet outside Franki€'s Franchise in an hour'stime and go on from there.

There was nothing new in this arrangement; it was part of the plan worked out the night before:
Kyle suspected that the phone in his room was now bugged and he simply wanted to give Theo
Dolgikh plenty of advance notice. If Kyl€'s phone wasn't bugged, then Krakovitch's surely was,
which could only work out the same. Anyway, the psychic sixth senses of both Kyle and Quint
were playing up alittle, which told them that something was brewing.

Sure enough, when they |eft the Genovese just before 10.00 A.M. and headed for the docks,
they had atail.

Dolgikh was keeping well back, but it could only be him. Kyle and Quint had to admire his
tenacity, for despite hisrough night he was gtill very much the master-spy; now his attire was that of
the shipyard worker, dark-blue coveralls and a heavy bag of tools, and the blue-black stubble of
twenty-four hours growth on his round, intense face.



'He must have ahdll of awardrobe, thislad, said Kyle as he and Quint approached the
narrow, still dumbering streets of Genoa's dockland. 'I'd hate to have to carry hisluggage!'

Quint shook his head. 'No," he answered, 'l shouldn't think so. They'll probably have asafe
house here and there's bound to be one of their shipsin the harbour. Whichever, when he requiresa
change of dothing, they'll be the oneswholl fix it for him.'

Kyle squinted at him out of the corner of hiseye. 'Y ou know," he said. 'I'm sure you'd have
been better off in M15. Y ou have abent for it.’

[t might make an interesting hobby.' Quint grinned. 'Mundane spying, that is- but I'm happy
wherel am. Thered taent'swith INTESP. Now if our man Dolgikh were an esper, then we could
beinred trouble!

Kyle gave his companion asharp glance, then rlaxed. '‘But heisn't or weld have spotted him
without Brown's assstance. No, he's smply one of their surveillance types, and pretty good at his
job. I've been thinking of him as something big, but thisis probably the biggest assgnment he's ever
had."

'Which," Quint grimly added, ‘with any luck, isjust about to terminate amiteinglorioudy. But |
wouldn't betoo sure hessmdl fry, if | wereyou. After dl, he was big enough to show up on
Brown'sfirm's computer.’

Carl Quint wasright: Theo Dolgikh was not smal fry, not in any sense of theword. Indeed, it
was ameasure of Yuri Andropov's ‘'respect’ for the Soviet E-Branch that hed put Dolgikh on the
job. For Leonid Brezhnev would likely give Andropov ahard timeif Krakovitch were to report to
him that the KGB wereinterfering again.

Dolgikhwasin hisearly thirties, anative Siberian bred of along line of Komsomol
lumberjacks. He was the complete communist for whom little el se existed but Party and State. He
had trained, and later done some teaching, in Berlin, Bulgaria, Pestine and Libya. Hewas an
expert in weapons (especially Western Bloc weapons), dso in terrorism, sabotage, interrogation
and survelllance; aswell as Russian, he could speak abroken Italian, decent German and English.
But hisred forte - indeed his penchant - lay in thefield of murder. For Theo Dolgikh wasa
cold-blooded killer.

Because of his compressed build, Dolgikh might seem at a distance short and stubby. In fact
he wasfive-ten and weighed in at dmost sixteen stone. Heavy-boned, heavy-jowled under amoon
face that supported amop of uneven jet-black hair, Dolgikh was'heavy' in al departments. His
Japanese ingructor at the KGB School of Martial Artsin Moscow used to say:

‘Comrade, you are too heavy for this game. Because of your bulk, you lack speed and agility.



Sumo wrestling would be more your style. On the other hand, very little of your weight isfat, and
muscle ismogt useful. Since teaching you the disciplines of self-defenceis probably a great waste of
time, | shal therefore concentrate my instruction on ways of killing, for which | am assured you are
not only physicaly but mentally best suited.’

Now, closing in on hisquarry asthey entered the winding, [abyrinthine streets and aleys close
to the docks, Dolgikh felt his blood rising and wished thiswere that sort of job. After last night's
run-around he could happily murder thispair! And it would be so easy. They seemed utterly
obsessad with this most seamy side of the city.

Thirty yards ahead of him, Kyle and Quint made a sudden sharp turn into a cobbled dley
where the buildings loomed high, shutting out the light. Dolgikh put on alittle speed, arrived at the
adley'sentrance, passed from grey drizzle into a steamy gloom wherethe refuse of four or five days
stood uncollected. In many places overhead the opposing buildings were arched over. Following a
frantic Friday night, thisdistrict wasn't even awake yet. If Dolgikh had been after the lives of these
two, thiswould have been the placeto doit.

Footsteps echoed back to him. The Russian agent narrowed small round eyesto gaze through
the gloom of the dley at apair of shadowy figures as they rounded a bend. He paused for a second,
then gtarted after them. But, sensing movement close by, asilent presence, he at once skidded to a
hdlt.

From the shadows of arecessed doorway agravelly voice said, 'Hello, Theo. Y ou don't know
me, but | know you!"

Dolgikh's Japanese ingtructor had been right: he wasn't fast enough. At timeslike thishisbulk
got in theway. Gritting histeeth in anticipation of the dull smack of the suspected cosh and itspain,
or maybe the blue glint of aslencer on the end of agun barrel, he whirled towards the voicein the
darkness, hurled his heavy bag of tools. A tal, shadowy figure caught the bag full in the chest,
grunted, and lobbed it aside to clatter on the cobbles. Dolgikh's eyes were getting used to the
gloom. It was still dark, but he/d seen no sign of awegpon. Thiswasjust the way heliked it.

Head down, like ahuman torpedo, he hurled himsdlf into the doorway's shadows.

‘Mr Brown' hit him twice, two expertly delivered blows, not calculated to kill but smply stun.
And to be doubly sure, before Dolgikh could fal, Brown dammed the Russian's head into the stout
panels of the door, splintering one of them.

A moment later he stepped out of the shadowsinto the dley, glanced thisway and that,
satisfied himsdlf that al waswell. Just the drip of rain and the stinking vapours from the garbage.
And now there was this extra hegp of garbage. Brown grinned hugely, toed Dolgikh's crumpled
figure



That was dwaystheway of it with big men: they tended to assume that they were the biggest,
the toughest. But that wasn't dways the case. Brown was about the same weight as Dolgikh, but he
wasthreeinchestaller and five yearsyounger. Ex-SAS, histraining had been nonetoo gentle. In
fact, if he hadn't devel oped something of akink in hismental make-up, held probably ill be with
the SAS.

He grinned again, then hunched his shoulders and shrank down into his raincoat. Hands thrust
deep into his pockets, he hurried to fetch his car.

Chapter Eight

That same Saturday at noon, Y ulian Bodescu decided he'd had enough of his'uncle George
Lake. Rather, he decided that the time had cometo use Lakein his search for knowledge. His
specificam was smple: he desired to know how avampire could be killed, how one of the undead
might be made more surely dead - forever, never to return - and in thisway learn how best to
protect himself from any such demise.

They could die by fire, certainly, he knew that much aready. But what about the other
methods? Those methods specified in the so-caled fictions. George would provide the idedl test
materid. Better far than the Other, which was more adull tumour than a hedthy intelligence.

"When a vampire comes back from the dead,' the thought suddenly struck Y ulian, ‘he
comes back stronger!"

He had put something into Georgina, Anne and Helen, something of himsdf. But he had not
killed them. Now they were his. George he had killed, or at least caused to die, and George was
not his. He obeyed him, yes, or had until now. But for how much longer? Now that George was
over theinitid shock, he was growing strong. And hungry!

Twice during the night, striving restlesdy for deep, Y ulian had sprung awake feding
oppressed, menaced. And twice he had sensed Lake's skulking, furtive movements down in the
cdlars. The man prowled down therein the darkness, his body aching, thoughts seething. And a
mongirous thirst wason him.

He had taken from the woman, from the veins of his own wife, but her blood had not been
much to histaste. Oh, blood is blood - it would sustain him - but it was not the blood he craved.
That blood flowed only in Y ulian. And Y ulian knew it. Which was the other reason he had
determined to kill George. Hewould kill him before he himsdlf waskilled (for sooner or later
George would certainly try it), and before George could drain Anne; oh yes, for if not thered soon



be two of them to ded with! It waslike aplague, and Y ulian thrilled to the thought that he wasthe
source, the carrier.

And then there was a third reason why Lake must die. Somewhere out there - in the sunlight,
in the woods and fidlds, lanes and villages - somewhere there were people who watched the house
even now. Y ulian's senses, his vampire powers, were weaker by day, but till he could fedl the
presence of the silent watchers. They were there, and he feared them. A little.

That man last night, for instance. Y ulian had sent Vlad to fetch him, but Vlad had failed. Who
had he been, that man? And why did he watch? Perhaps George's return had not gone entirely
unnoticed. Was it possible that someone had seen him emerge from his grave? No, Y ulian doubted
that; the palice, in their innocence, would have mentioned it. Or then again, perhaps the police had
not been satisfied with his reaction that day they came here with their report of vile grave-robbing.

And George with his bloodlust: what if he should break out one night? He was avampire now,
George, and growing stronger. How long could Vlad contain him? No, better far if George died.
Gone without atrace, leaving no shred of evidence, no jot of proof of the evil a work here. He
would die avampire's deeth thistime, from which theréd be no returning.

At the back of the house a great stone chimney rose from earth to sky, buttressed at the
bottom and flaring up through the gable end. Its source was ahuge iron furnacein the cellars, arelic
of older generations. Though the house was centrally heated now, aheap of dusty coke till lay in
the furnace room down there, nesting place for mice and spiders. Twice, when the winters had been
especidly cold, Yulian had stoked up the fire and watched theiron flue glow red whereitsfat
cylindrica conduit joined the furnace to the chimney'sfirebrick base. It had served to heat the back
of the house admirably. Now he would go down there and sweat alittle and fire the thing up again,
abeit for adifferent purpose. But his sweat would be well worth the effort.

There was atrapdoor under one of the back rooms which, since George had been down
there, Y ulian had kept boarded up. That |eft only the entrance from the side of the house, where
Vlad kept hisvigil asusud. Y ulian took a stegk, thick and dripping blood, from the kitchen out to
the dog where he guarded the cellars, left him growling and tearing at hisfood while he descended
the narrow steps down one side of the ramp and shoved open the door.

Then, as he stepped into darkness... he had maybe a half-second's warning of what was
waiting for him, but it was enough.

George Lake's mind was abubbling pit of crimson hatred. Many emotions were trgpped in
there, controlled until that last half-second: lust, self-loathing, ahunger beyond human hunger, which
was o intense it wasin fact an emotion, disgust, jedlousy so strong it burned, but mainly hatred. For
Y ulian. And in the moment before George struck, the bile of hismind touched Y ulian'slike acid, so
that he cried out as he avoided the blow in the dark.



For darkness had been Y ulian's eement long before George discovered it, afact which the
new, haf-mad vampire had failed to take into account. Y ulian saw him crouching behind the door,
saw the arc of the mattock asit swung towards him. He ducked under the rushing, rusty, vicious
head of thetool, came up insdethecircle of its swing and closed fingerslike steel on George's
throat. At the same time, with hisfree hand, he wrenched the mattock away from him and hurled it
asde, and drove his knee again and again up into George's groin.

For any ordinary man the fight would have been over there and then, but George Lake was no
longer ordinary, and no longer merely aman. Forced to hiskneesas Y ulian's fingerstightened on
histhroat, he glared back at the youth through eyeslike coas under abellows blast. A vampire, his
grey undeed flesh shrugged off the pain, found strength to fight back. His legs Straightened againgt dl
Y ulian'sweight, and he smashed at Y ulian's forearm to break his grip. Astonished, the youth found
himsalf tossed back, saw the other springing a him to tear histhroat out.

And again Y ulian knew fear, for he saw now that his uncle was dmost as strong as he himself.
Hefeinted before George's charge, thrust him sprawling, snatched up the mattock from the stone
floor. He hefted the tool murderoudy in his powerful hands, advancing on George where he came
surging to hisfeet. At which moment Anne - Y ulian'sdear 'Aunti€’ Anne - came ghosting and
gibbering out of the shadows and the darkness to throw hersalf between Y ulian and her undead
husband.

'Oh, Yulian!" shewalled. "Y ulian, no. Please don't kill him. Not... again!" Naked and grimy she
crouched there, her eyesfull of anima pleading, her hair wild. Y ulian thrust her asde just as George
made his second spring.

'George,’ he grated through clenched teeth, 'that's twice you've gone for me with this. Now
let's see how you likeit!"

Flakes of rust splintered from the sharp point of the mattock asit dammed into George's
forehead and punched a neat hole one and ahaf inches square just above the triangle formed of
eyes and nose. The sheer force of the blow checked George's forward impetus, snapping him
upright like a puppet on astring.

'Gak!" he said, as his eyesfilled with blood and his nose spurted crimson. Hisarms rose up at
forty-five degrees, his handsfluttering asif held been plugged into alive eectric socket.
'Gug-ak-arghh!" he gurgled. Then his bottom jaw fell open and he toppled backwardslike afelled
tree, crashing to thefloor on his back, mattock gtill fixed firmly in his head.

Anne came scrambling, threw hersaf down wailing on top of George's twitching body. She
wasinthral to Y ulian but George had been her husband. What he had become was Y ulian'sfaullt,
not his own. 'George, oh George!' she wailed. 'Oh, my poor dear George!'

'Get off him!" Y ulian gpat at her. 'Help me!’



They dragged George by his anklesto the furnace room, the mattock's handle clattering on the
uneven floor. In front of the cold furnace, Y ulian put afoot on the vampire's throat and wrenched
the mattock free of his head. Blood and greyish-yellow pulp welled up to fill the crater in his
forehead and overflow the rim, but his eyes stayed open, his hands continued to flutter, and one hed
thumped the floor in acontinuous series of galvanic spasms.

'Oh, helll die, helll diel" Annewrung her grimy hands, sobbed and cradled George's shattered
heed.

'No hewon'." Y ulian worked to get the furnace going. 'That'sjust it, you stupid cresture. He
can't die- not likethat, anyway. What'sin him will heal him. It'sworking on his crushed brain even
now. He could be good as new, maybe even better - except that's something | can't adlow.’

The firewas set. Y ulian struck amatch, held it to paper, opened the iron draught grid
squedingly so that the flameswould draw, and closed the furnace door. As he turned from the
furnace, he heard Anne gasp:

'George?

The hammering of George's spadtic heel on the stone floor had been absent for somelittle
time

Y ulian spun on hished - and the Thing he had made crashed into him and forced him back
againg the furnace door! As of yet there was no hest, but the wind was driven from Y ulian's lungs
in ahuge gasp. Hedrew air painfully, held the other at bay. George'sfera eyes glared through
blood and mucus from the holein his head; histeeth, like small daggers, chomped in histwisted
face; hishandsflopped againg Y ulian like blind things. His ruptured brain was functioning, barely,
but aready the vampirein him was mending hiswound. And his hatred was as Strong as ever.

Y ulian gathered his strength, hurled George from him. Unableto control theimpaired functions
of hislimbs, he crashed down on to the pile of coke. Before he could rise again Y ulian glared all
about in the gloom, moved to take up the mattock.

Yulian! Yulian!' Annewent to intercede.

'Get out of my way!" Hethrust her aside.

Ignoring George where he crawled after him, hooked hands reaching, he loped to the arched
entrance where the stone wallswere massvely thick. And there without pause he swung the shaft of
the mattock againgt the stonework. The hardwood shaft broke, splintering diagonaly acrossits
grain, and the rusty head went clattering into darkness. Y ulian's hands were left numb where they
clutched a near-perfect stake: eighteen inches of hardwood, narrowing down to an uneven but



deadly sharp point.

Widl, and it had been hisintention to discover the full range of avampiresvitaity, hadn't it?

George had somehow managed to lurch to hisfeet. Eyes sulphurous in the near-darkness, he
came after Y ulian like some demoniac robot.

Y ulian glanced at the floor. Here there were thick stone paving dabs, pushed up alittlein
places by some force from below. The Other, of course, in its mindless burrowing. George was
closer, sumbling spadtically, mouthing thick, phlegmy noises unrecognisable aswords. Y ulian
waited until the crippled vampire took another lurching pace towards him, then stepped forward
and dammed the stake into George's chest dightly Ieft of centre.

The hardwood point ripped through George's linen buria shift and grated between hisribs,
shedding splinters asit went. It skewered his heart and amost severed it. George gasped like a
speared fish, fumbled at the stake with useless hands. There was no way he was going to pull it out.
Y ulian watched him staggering there - watched in disbelief, astonishment, dmost in admiration - and
wondered: would it be this hard for someone to kill me? He supposed it would. After al, George
had tried hard enough.

Then he kicked George'sjdly legs out from under him and went in search of the broken
mattock head. A moment later and he returned, and still George squirmed and gagged and wrestled
with the stake in his chest. Y ulian grabbed one of histwitching legs, dragged him to a spot where
black soil showed between the broken jointing of displaced flags. He got down on hiskneesbeside
him, used the mattock head as a hammer to drive the stake right through him and into the floor.
Findly, jammed between two of the flags, the stake would go no further. George was pinned like
some exotic beetle on aboard. Only two or threeinches of the stake stood up from his chest, but
there wasllittle blood to be seen. His eyes were ill open, wide as doors, and there was white froth
on hislips, but no more movement in him.

Y ulian stood up, wiped his hands down histrousers, went in search of Anne. He found her
crouching in adark corner, whimpering and shivering, looking for al theworld like adiscarded doll.
He dragged her to the furnace room and pointed to a shovel. 'Stoke that fire," he ordered. 'l want it
hotter than hell, and if you don't know now how hot hell is, I'm the one to show you! | want that flue
glowing red. And whatever €lse you do, don't go near George. Leave him completely done. Do
you understand?

She nodded, whimpered, shrank back away from him. 'I'll be back," he told her, leaving her
there by the furnace, which was now just beginning to roar.

On hisway out, Y ulian spoke to Vlad. 'Stay, watch." Then he went back into the house.
Updtairs, passing his mother's room, he heard her moving. He looked in. Georginawas pacing the
floor wringing her hands and sobbing. She saw him.



'Y ulian? Her voice was atremor. 'Oh, Y ulian, what's to become of you? And what'sto
become of me?

'What was to become has become, he answered coldly, unemationdly. 'Can | il trust you,
Georgina?

'l... I don't know if | trust mysdlf,’ she eventualy answered.

'Mother," - he used the term without thinking - ‘do you want to be like George?

'Oh, God! Yulian, please don't say..."

'Because if you do," he stopped her, ‘it can be arranged. Just remember that.'

Heleft her and went to his own room. Helen heard him coming. She gasped at the sound of
his quiet, even footfals and threw herslf on hisbed. As he camein through the door she lifted her
dress up to display the lower haf of her body. She was naked under the dress. He saw her, the
way her face worked: trying to smile through a mask of whiteterror. It was asif someone had
thrown powdered chak on the face of aclown.

'Cover yoursdf, dut!" he said.

'l thought you liked me likethis!' she cried. 'Oh, Y ulian, don't punish me. Please don't hurt
me!' She watched him stride to achest of drawers, take out a key and unlock the top drawer.
When heturned towards her he was grinning hissick grin, and in his hands he weighed ashining
new cleaver. Thething had a seven inch blade and was heavy asasmadl axe.

'Y ulian!" Helen gasped, her mouth dry as sawdust. She did off the bed and shrank away from
him. "Yulian, | -'

He shook his head, laughing aweird, bubbling laugh. Then hisface turned blank again. 'No,’
hetold her, it'snot for you. Y ou're safe aslong asyou're... useful to me. And you are useful. I'd
have to pay alot to find one as sweet and fresh as you. And even then - like al women - she
wouldn't be worth it." He walked out and closed the door noiselessly behind him.

Downdtairs, as heleft the house again, Y ulian noticed the column of blue smokerising from the
chimney stack at the back. He smiled to himself and nodded. Anne was working hard down there.
But even as he studied the smoke, the fluffy September clouds parted alittle and the sun struck
through. Struck bright, hot, searing!

The smiletwisted on Y ulian'sface, became a snarl. He had |&ft his hat indoors. Even so, the



sun shouldn't burn like this. Hisflesh dmost felt scalded! And yet, looking at his naked forearms, he
could see no bligters, no burns.

He guessed what it must mean: the change had speeded up in him and hisfind metamorphosis
was beginning. Then, shrinking from the sun, gritting histeeth to keep from crying out asthe pain
increased, he hurried back to the cdllars.

Down below Anne worked at the furnace. Her breasts and buttocks were shiny with sweet
and streaked with grime. Y ulian looked at her and marvelled that this had been ‘alady’. Ashe
approached she dropped the shovel, backing away from him. He carefully put down his cleaver, so
asnot to dull itsedge in any way, and advanced on her. The sight of her like this - wild and naked,
hot and perspiring and full of fear - had triggered hislust.

Hetook her on the heaped coke, filled her with himsdif, - with the vampire thing in him, until
she cried out her immeasurable horror - her unthinkable pleasure? - as his aien protoflesh surged
within her.

Finished at last, he left her sprawling exhausted and battered on the coke and went to inspect
George.

He found the Other inspecting him, too. Up from the gaps between strained flags,
protoplasmic flesh had crept in doughy flaps and tendrils, binding George Lake to the floor asthe
Other examined him. Therewas no redl curiosity in the thing, no hatred, no fear (except maybe an
ingtinctive fear of even the dightest degree of light) but there was hunger. Even the amoeba, which
'knows very little, knows enough to eat. And if Y ulian had not returned when he did, certainly the
Other would have devoured George, absorbed him. For there was little denying that he was food.

Y ulian scowled at the Other's flaccid, groping pseudopods, its quivering mouths and vacuous
eyes. 'No!' He sent out the sharp thought, like adrill on the creature's nerve-endings. ‘Leave him!
Begone!' And whatever eseit failed to understand, definitely the Other understood Y ulian.

Asif seared by a blowtorch, the pseudopods and other anomalies |ashed, retracted,
disappeared with squelching sounds below. It took only a second or two; but this had been only
part of the Other. Y ulian wondered how big it had grown now, just how much of it filled the
compacted earth under the house.

Y ulian took his cleaver and got down beside George. He placed his hand on his midriff just
under the stump of stake. Something at once moved convulsively in him. Y ulian sensed it coiling
itsdlf like aprodded caterpillar. George might look dead, should be dead, but he wasn't. He was
undead. Thething that lived in him - that which had been Y ulian's, but grown now and controller of
George's mind and body - merely waited. The stake a one had not been enough. But that came as
no red surprise, Y ulian had not been especidly surethat it would be.



Hetook up his cleaver and wiped the shining blade on hisrolled shirt deeve. And the yellow
eyesin George's grey, mutilated face moved in their blood-rimmed orbitsto follow his movements.
Not only was the vampire's body in George's body, but its mind wasin hismind, grafted to it likea
feasting leech. Good!

Y ulian struck. He struck rapidly, three times: hard, chopping blows that bit into George's neck
and cut through flesh and bone with perfect ease. In another moment his head rolled free.

Y ulian gripped the severed head by its hair and stared into the core of the neck stump.
Something green- and grey-mottled drew itsalf out of Sight into fibrous mucus. Nothing Y ulian could
seelooked likeit should. The man-part of thisthing was amere - envelope of flesh, ashdl or
disguise to protect the creature within. Likewise the body: when Y ulian propped up the headless
trunk with his knee, a sinuous something dipped quickly down into the bloody pipe of George's
yawning gullet.

Perhapsin two parts the vampire would eventualy die, but it was not dead yet. Which left only
one sure way, onetried and true means of disposd. Fire.

Y ulian kicked the head in the direction of the furnace. It rolled past Anne where she lay
exhausted, barely consciousin her extremity of terror. She had seen dl that Y ulian had done. The
head came up againg the foot of the furnace, rebounded alittle way and stopped. Y ulian dragged
the body to the furnace and threw open the door. Inside, al was an orange and yellow shimmer.
Heat blasted out; a shaft of heat roared up into the flue.

Without pause Y ulian picked up the head and threw it into the furnace, asfar to the back ashe
could get it. Then he propped up George's body against the open door, and levered him shoulders
firg into theinferno. Last to go in were the legs and feet, which aready were sarting to kick. Yulian
needed | his strength to control the thrashing limbs until he at last got them up over therim of the
door and dammed it shut. The door at once banged open, impelled by araw, steaming foot. Again
Y ulian thrust the member insde and dammed the door, and thistime he shot the bolt. For long
seconds, in addition to the roaring of thefire, there came thumping vibrations from within.

In alittle while, however, the noises subsided. Then there was only along, sustained hissing.
Finaly only thefirésroar could be heard. Y ulian stood there for long moments with his own private
thoughts, beforefindly turning away ...

By 11.00 P.M. that same Saturday, Alec Kyle and Carl Quint, Felix Krakovitch and Sergel
Gulharov were on ascheduled Al Itdianight flight for Bucharest, which would arrive just after
midnight.

Of thefour, Krakovitch had spent the busiest day, arranging al the parapherndiaof entry into



aSoviet satdlite for the two Englishmen. He had done thisthe easy way: by phoning his Second in
Command at the Chéteau Bronnitsy - one Ivan Gerenko, ararely taented 'deflector - and getting
him to pass the details on to his high-powered go-between on Brezhnev's staff. He had also asked
that it be arranged for him to have maximum assistance, if he should requireit, from the USSR's
‘comrades in puppet Romania. They were still aninsular lot, the Romanians, and one could never
be absolutely sure of their cooperation - Thus Krakovitch's afternoon was taken up in making and
answering calls between Genoa and Moscow, until dl arrangementswerein hand.

Not once through dl of this did he mention the name of Theo Dolgikh. Ordinarily hewould
have taken his complaint to the very top - to Brezhnev himsdlf, as the Party Leader had ordered -
but not in the present circumstances. Krakovitch had only Kylesword that Dolgikh was
temporarily and not permanently detained. Aslong as he remained ostensibly in ignorance of the
KGB agent and his affairs, then al would bewell. And if indeed Dolgikh were safe and merdly, for
the moment. 'secure’ - time enough later to bring charges of interference againgt Y uri Andropov.
Krakovitch did marvel, though, that the KGB had got on to his supposedly secret missonto Italy
so quickly. It made one wonder: were E-Branch officials under KGB surveillance all of thetime?

Asfor Alec Kyle: hetoo had made an internationa call, to the Duty Officer a INTESP. That
had been late in the afternoon, when it had looked fairly certain that he and Quint would be
accompanying the two Russansto Romania. 'Isthat Grieve? How are things going, John? he had
asked.

'Alec? the answer came back. 'I've been expecting you to give usaring.' John Grieve had two
talents; one of them 'dodgy’, branch parlance for an as yet undeveloped ESP ability, and the other
quite remarkable and possibly unique. Thefirst wasthe gift of far-seeing: he was ahuman crystal
ball. The only trouble was he must know exactly where and what he was |ooking for, otherwise he
could see nothing. Histalent didn't work at random but must be directed: he must have adefinite
target. His second string made him doubly valuable. It could well prove to be adifferent facet of his
first talent, but on occasions like thisit was agodsend. Grieve was ateepath, but onewith a
difference. Y et again he mugt 'aim' histalent: he could only read aperson's mind when he was face
to face with that person, or when talking to him - even on the telephone, if he knew the personin
question. There was no lying to John Grieve, nor any need for amechanica scrambler. That was
why Kyle had |eft him on permanent duty at HQ while he was away.

‘John," said Kyle, 'how are things at home? And he also asked: "What's happening down on
the ranch, in Devon?'

'Oh, well, you know..." Grieve's answer sounded iffy.

'Can you explain? 'What's up? But careful how you answer.'

'Wdll, see, it'syoung Y B,' came back the answer. ‘It seems he's cleverer than we allowed. |
mean, he'sinquisitive, you know? Sees and hears too much for his own good.’



"Wl we must give him credit for it,’ Kyletried to sound casua while, in his head, he added
urgently: "You mean he's talented? Telepathy?'

'l suppose so," answered Grieve, meaning probably.

‘Jesus Chrigt! Ishe on to us?' 'Anyway, we've had tough customers before,' said Kyle. ‘And
our salesmen arein possession of thefull brief..." "How are they armed?

'Wdll, yes, they have the standard kit,' said Grieve.

'Stll, it'sabit leery, I'll tell you! Set hisdog on one of our blokes! No harm done, though. Asit
happensit was old DC - and you know how wary he isl No harm will cometo that one!’

'‘Darcy Clarke? Thank God!" Kyle breathed more easily. Out loud he said, ‘Look, John,
you'd better read my file on our slent partner. Y ou know, from eight months ago? 'The first
Keogh manifestation." 'Our blokes might well need dl the help they can get. And | redlly don't
think that in this case standard kit is sufficient. It's something | should have thought of before, except
| didn't anticipate young Y B'sfoxiness.' '9mm automatics might not stop him - or any of the
othersin that house. But there's a description in the Harry Keogh file of something that will -
| think. Get the squad armed with crossbows!'

‘Just asyou sy, Alec, I'll look into it & once,' said Grieve, no Sign of surprisein hisvoice.
'And how are thingswith you?

'Oh, not bad. We're thinking of moving up into the mountains - tonight, actudly.' "We're off to
Romania with Krakovitch. He's OK - | hope! As soon as I've got anything definite I'll get back
to you. Then maybe you'll be able to move in on Bodescu. But not until we know all thereis
to know about what we're up against.'

'Lucky you!" said Grieve. The mountains, en? Beautiful a thistime of year. Ah, well, some of
us must work. Do drop me a card, now, won't you? And do take care.’

‘Same goesfor you,' Kyle spoke light and easy, but his thoughts were sharp with concern.
'For God's sake make sure those lads down in Devon are on the ball! If anything were to

happen, | -

'Oh, welll do our best to keep out of trouble,” Grieve cut him off. It was hisway of saying,
'Look, we can only do as much aswe can do.'

'OK, I'll beintouch.' 'Good luck." And then he had broken the connection



For along time held stood in hisroom looking at the telephone and chewing hislip. Things
werewarming up and Alec Kyle knew it. And when Quint came in from the room next door where
he'd been taking anap, onelook at hisface told Kyle that he was right. Quint looked rough round
the edges, suddenly more than alittle haggard.

He tapped histemple. Things are starting to jump,’ he said. 'In here.'

Kyle nodded. 'l know," he answered. 'I've afedling they're starting to jump al over the place..

In histiny room in what had once been Harry Keogh's Hartlepool flat, whose window looked
out over agraveyard, Harry Junior wasfaling adeep. His mother, Brenda K eogh, shushed the baby
and lulled him with soft humming sounds. He was only five weeks old, but he was clever. There
werelots of things happening in theworld, and he wanted in on them. He was going to make very
hard work of growing up, because he wanted to be there now. She could fed it in him: hismind was
like asponge, soaking up new sensations, new impressions, thirsting to know, gazing out of his
father's eyes and striving to envel op the whole wide world.

Oh, yes, this could only be Harry Keogh's baby, and Brenda was glad she'd had him. If only
she could gtill have Harry, too. But in away she did have him, right herein little Harry. In fact she
had him in abigger way than she might ever have suspected.

Just what the baby's father'swork had been with British Intelligence (she assumed it was them)
Brendadidn't know. She only knew that he had paid for it with hislife. There had been no
recognition of his sacrifice, not officidly, anyway. But cheques arrived every monthin plain
envelopes, with brief little covering notes that specified the money as ‘widow's benefit'. Brenda
never failed to be surprised: they must have thought very highly of Harry. The cheques were rather
large, twice as much as she could ever have earned in any mundane sort of work. And that was
wonderful, for she could give dl of her timeto Harry.

'Poor little Harry,' she crooned at him in her soft northern diaect, an old, old ditty she'd
learned from her own mother, who'd probably learned it from hers. 'Got no Mammy, got no
Daddy, borninacoal hole!

Wéll, not quite asbad as dl that, but bad enough, without Harry. And yet... occasionally
Brendafelt pangs of guilt. It wasless than nine months since sheld last seen him, and already she
was over it. It al seemed so wrong, somehow. Wrong that she no longer cried, wrong that she
never had cried agreat ded, entirely wrong that he had goneto join that great majority who so
loved him. The dead, long fallen into decay and dissolution.

Not necessarily morally wrong, but wrong conceptualy, definitely. She didn't fedl that he was
dead. Perhapsif she'd seen hisbody it would be different. But she was glad that she hadn't seenit.
Dead, it wouldn't have been Harry at dl.



Enough of morbid thinking! She touched the baby's tiny button nose with the knuckle of her
index finger.

'‘Bonk!" she said, but very, very softly. For little Harry Keogh was adeep.

Harry fdt the infant'swhirlpool suction ebb, felt thetiny mind relax its congraint, aimed himself
into and through atrans-dimensiond ‘door' and found himsdlf adrift once morein the Ultimate
Darkness of the Mdbius continuum. Pure mind, hefloated in the flux of the metaphysicd, free of the
distortions of mass and gravity, heat and cold. He revelled like aswimmer in that great black ocean
which stretched from never to forever and nowhere to everywhere, where he could moveinto the
past no lessrapidly than into the future.

Harry could go any and everywhere - and everywhen - from here. It was Smply a matter of
knowing the right direction, of using the right 'door'. He opened atime-door and saw the blue light
of dl Earth'sliving billions streaming into unimagined, ever-expanding futures. No, not that one.
Harry selected another door. Thistime the myriad blue life-threads streamed away from him and
contracted, narrowing down to afar-distant, dazzling, single blue point. It was the door to time past,
to the very beginning of human life on Earth. And that wasn't what he wanted elther. Actudly, he
had known that neither of these doors wasthe right one; he was smply exercising histaents, his
powers, that wasdl.

For thefact wasthat if he didn't have amission... but he did have one. It was amost identical
with the mission which had cost him his corpored life, and it was ill unfinished. Harry put dl other
thoughts and considerations aside, used hisunerring intuition to point himself in theright direction,
cdling out to that one he knew he would find there.

‘Thibor? Hiscdl raced out into the black void. ‘Only answer me and I'll find you, and we can
talk.

A moment passed. A second or amillion years, it was dl the same in the Mdbius continuum.
And it made no difference a dl to the dead. Then:

'‘Ahhhh!" came back the answer. 'Isit you, Haarrry?

The mental voice of the old Thing in the ground was his beacon: he homed in oniit, came up
against aMobius door, and passed through it.

It was midnight on the cruciform hills, and for two hundred milesin every direction, most of
Romanialay adeep. No requirement for Harry and hisinfant smulacrum to materialise here, for
there was no one to see them. But knowing that he could be seen there, if there were eyesto see,
gave Harry afedling of corporedlity. Even as awill-o0-the-wisp he would fed that he was
somebody, not merely atelepathic voice, aghost. He hovered in the glade of tirlesstrees, above



the tumbled dabs and close to the tottering entrance of what had been Thibor Ferenczy'stomb, and
formed about hisfocus the merest nimbus of light. Then he turned his mind outwards, to the night
and the darkness.

If he had had abody, Harry might have shivered alittle. He would have fdt achill, but apurely
physica chill and not one of the spirit. For the undead evil which had been buried here five hundred
years ago was gone now, was no longer undead but truly dead. Which fact begged the question:
had all of it been removed? Wasit dead... entirdly? For Harry Keogh had learned, and was
learning ill, of the vampire's mongtrous tenacity asit clungtolife.

"Thibor,' said Harry, 'I'm here. Against the advice of dl the teeming dead, I've come again to
talk to you.'

'‘Ahhhh! Haaarrry - you are a comfort, my friend. Indeed, you are my only comfort. The
dead whisper in their graves, talking of this and that, but me they shun. I alone amtruly...
alone! Without you thereis only oblivion.'

Truly done?Harry doubted it. His sensitive ESP warned him that something else was here -
something that held back, biding itstime - something dangerous till. But he hid his suspicionsfrom
Thibor.

'l madeyou apromise,’ he said. "Y ou tell me the things | want to know, and I in turn will not
forget you. Evenif it'sonly for amoment or two I'll find time now and then to come and talk to you.'

'‘Because you are good, Haaarrry. Because you are kind. While my own sort, the dead,
they are unkind. They continue to hold this grudge!

Harry knew the old Thing in the ground'swiles. how hewould avoid a al cost theissue of the
moment, Harry's principa purposein being here. For vampires are Satan's own kith and kin; they
speak with histongue, which speaks only lies and deceptions. Thus Thibor would attempt from the
outset to turn the conversation, thistimeto his'unfair' trestment by the Great Mgority. Harry would
have none of it.

'Y ou have no complaint,” he told him. They know you, Thibor. How many lives have you cut
short in order to prolong or sustain your own? They are unforgiving, the dead, for they've lost that
which was most precious to them. In your time you were the great stedler of life; not only did you
bring death with you, but even on occasion undeath. Y ou can't be surprised that they shun you.'

Thibor sghed. ‘A soldier kills," he answered. 'But when he in turn dies, do they turn away
from him? Of course not! He is welcomed into the fold. The executioner kills, also the maniac
in hisrage, and the cuckold when he discovers another in his bed. And are they shunned?
Perhapsin life, some of them, but not after lifeis done. For then they move on into a new
state. In my lifel did what | had to do, and | paid for it in death. Must | go on paying?"



'Do you want meto plead your case for you? Harry wasn't even half-serious.
But Thibor was quick-witted: 'l had not considered that. But now that you mention it - '

‘Ridiculoud’ Harry cried. Y ou're playing with words - playing with me - and that's not why
I'm here. There are amillion others who genuinely desireto talk to me, and | waste my time with
you. Ah, well, I've learned my lesson. I'll trouble you no more!’

'Harry, wait!" Panic wasin Thibor Ferenczy's voice, which cameto Harry quite literdly from
beyond the grave. 'Don't go, Harry! Who will talk to meif... there isno other necroscope!’

‘That'safact you'd do well to keegpin mind.

'‘Ahhh! Don't threaten me, Harry. What am | - what was | - after all, but an old creature
entombed before histime? If | have seemed to be difficult, forgive me. Come now, tell me
what it is that you want from me?'

Harry dlowed himsdf to be mallified. 'Very well. It'sthis: | found your Sory very interesting.'
‘My story?'

'Y our tale of how you came to be what you were. As| recall it, you had reached that stage
where Fagthor had trapped you in his dungeon, and transferred or deposited in you - *

'Hisegg!" Thibor cut him off. 'The pearly seed of the Wamphyri! Your memory serves you
well, Harry Keogh. And so does mine. Too well..." Hisvoice was suddenly sour.

'Y ou don't wish to continue with that story?

'l wish | had never started it! But if that iswhat it takes to keep you here..." Harry said
nothing, Smply waited, and after amoment or two:

'l seethat iswhat it takes," the ex-vampire groaned. 'Very well.'

And after afurther sullen silence, Thibor continued thetdlling of hisstory...

Pictureit, then, that strange old castle up in the mountains: itswallswreathed in mig, its central
gpan arching over the gorge, itstowersreaching like fangs for the risng moon. And pictureits



measter: a cresture who was once aman, but no longer. A Thing which called itsalf Fagthor
Ferenczy.

| havetold how he... how he kissed me. Ah, but no one was ever kissed by hisfather like that
before! Helodged hisegg in me, oh yes! And if | had thought that the bruises and gouges of battle
were panful...

To receive the seed of avampireisto know an amost fatal agony. Almost fata, but never
quite. No, for the vampire chooses his egg-bearer with great care and cunning. He must be strong,
that poor unfortunate; he must he keen-witted, preferably cold and callous. And | admit it, | wasall
of thosethings. Having lived alife like mine, how could | be otherwise?

And so | experienced the horror of that egg in me, which fashioned tiny pseudopods and
barbs of itsown to drag itself down my throat and into my body. Swift? The thing was quicksilver!
Indeed, it was more than quickslver! A vampire seed can pass through human flesh like water
through sand. Faethor had not needed to terrify me with hiskiss, he had smply desired to terrify
me! And he had succeeded.

His egg passed through my flesh, from the back of my throat to the column of my spine, which
it explored as a curious mouse explores a cavity in thewall - but on feet that burned like acid! And
with each touch on my naked nerve endings came fresh waves of agony!

Ah! How | writhed and jerked and tossed in my chainsthen. But not for long. Findly the thing
found aresting place. Newborn, it was easly tired. | think it settled in my bowels, which ingtantly
knotted, causing me such pain that | cried out for the mercy of death! But then the barbs were
withdrawn, thething dept.

The agony went out of mein amoment, o swiftly indeed that the sensation was a sort of
agony initsaf. Then, in the sheer luxury of painlessness, | too dept.

When | awoke | found myself free of al manacles and chains, lying crumpled on the floor.
There was no more pain. Despite my thinking that my cell should be in darkness, | found thet |
could seeasclearly asin brightest daylight. At first | failed to understand; | sought in vain for the
holewhich let in thelight, tried to climb the uneven wallsin search of some hidden window or other
outlet. Tono avall.

Before that, however, before this futile attempt of mine to escape, | was confronted by the
others who shared my dismal cell. Or by what they had become.

Firg there was old Arvos, who lay in aheap just as Fagthor had left him - or so | thought. |
went to him, observed his grey flesh, hiswithered chest beneath therags of historn, coarse shirt.
And | laid my hand upon him there, perhapsin an attempt to detect the warmth of life or even a
fatering heartbesat. For | had thought | saw a certain fluttering in his bony chest.



No sooner was my hand upon him than the gypsy caved in! All of him, collgpsing inwardslike
ahusk, likelast year's leaves when stepped upon! Benegth the cage of ribs, which aso powdered
away, there was nothing. The face likewise crumbled into dust, set free by the body's avalanche;
that old, grey, unlovely countenance, smoking into ruin! Limbswere last to go, deflating even as|
crouched there, like ruptured winesking! In the merest moment he was a hegp of dust and small
shards of bone and old leather; and dl iill clad in his coarse native clothes.

Fascinated, jaw lolling, | continued to stare at what had been Arvos. | remembered that worm
of afinger coming loose from Faethor's hand and going into him. And was that worm responsible
for this? Had that smdll fleshy part of Faethor eaten him away so utterly? If so, what of the worm
itself? Wherewasit now?

My questions were answered on the instant: 'Consumed, Thibor, aye,' said adull, echoing
voice. 'Gone to feed the one which now burrowsin the earth at your feet!" Out from the dungeon's
shadows stepped an old Wallach comrade of mine, aman al chest and arms, with short sumpy
legs. Ehrig had been this one's name - when he was aman!

For looking at him now, | saw nothing in him that was known to me. He was like astranger
with astrange aura about him. Or maybe not so strange, for indeed | thought | knew that
emanation. It was the morbid presence of the Ferenczy. Ehrig was now hidl

Traitor!" | told him, scowling. "'The old Ferenczy saved your life, and now in gratitude you've
given that life to him. And how many times, in how many battles, have| saved your life, Ehrig?

'l long sincelost count, Thibor," the other huskily answered, his eyesround as saucersin a
gaunt, hollow face. 'Enough that you must know | would never willingly turn againgt you.'

'What? Are you saying you are still my man? | laughed, however scathingly. ‘But | can smell
the Ferenczy onyou! Or perhgps you've unwillingly turned againgt me, eh? And still more harshly |
added, 'Why should the Ferenczy save you, eh, except to serve him?

'Didn't he explain anything to you? Ehrig came closer. 'Hedidn't save mefor himsdf. I'mto
serveyou - as best | may - after he departs this place.”

"The Ferenczy ismad!' | accused. 'He has beguiled you, can't you see? Have you forgotten
why we came here? We cameto kill him! But ook at you now: gaunt, dazed, puny as an infant.
How may one such asyou serve me?

Ehrig stepped closer dtill. Hisgreat eyeswere very nearly vacant, unblinking. Nervesin his
face and neck jumped and twitched asif they were on strings. 'Puny?'Y ou migudge the Ferenczy's
powers, Thibor. What he put in me healed my flesh and bones. Aye, and it made me strong. | can
serveyou aswell asever, be sure. Only try me!’



Now | frowned, shook my head in asudden amaze. Certain of hiswords made sense, went
some little way towards cooling my furious thoughts. 'By now, by rights, you should indeed be
deed,’ | agreed. "Y our bones were broken, aye, and your flesh torn. Are you saying that the
Ferenczy istruly the master of such powers?| remember now he said that when you recovered you
would beinthral to him. But to him, d'you hear? So how isit that you stand here and tell me | am
gtill your lord and leader?

'He is the master of many powers, Thibor," he answered. ‘And indeed | aminthral to him - to
apoint. Heisavampire, and now | too am avampire of sorts. And so are you.'

17?7 | was outraged. ‘I am my own man! He did something to me, granted - put that which was
of himsdlf into me, which was surely poisonous - but here | stand unchanged. Y ou, Ehrig, my once
friend and follower, may well have succumbed, but | remain Thibor of Walachia!'

Ehrig touched my elbow and | drew back from him. "With me the change was swift, he said.
It was made fagter through the Ferenczy's flesh mingling with my own, which worked to hed me.
My broken parts were mended with his flesh, and just as he has bound me together, so hashe
bound meto himsdlf. | will do hisbidding, that istrue; mercifully, he demands nothing of me but that
| stay herewith you.'

Meanwhile, while he spoke in his mournful fashion, | had prowled al about the dungeon
looking for an escape, even attempted to scaethewalls. Thelight,' | muttered. "Where doesiit
comefrom?If thelight findsitsway in, | can find my way out."

‘Thereisno light, Thibor,' said Ehrig, following behind me, hisvoice doleful asever. ‘It is proof
of the Ferenczy's magic. Because we are his, we share his powers. In here dl is utter darkness. But
likethe bat of your standard, and like the Ferenczy himsdlf, you now seein the night. More, you are
the specid one. Y ou bear hisegg. Y ou will become as greet as, perhaps greater than the Ferenczy
himsdf. Y ou are Wamphyri!'

' ammysdlf!’ | raged. And | grabbed Ehrig by the throat.

And now as| drew him closg, I noticed for thefirst time the yellow glow in hiseyes. They
werethe eyes of an anima; mine, too, if he spoke the truth. Ehrig made no effort to resst me;
indeed, he went to hisknees as | applied greater pressure. 'Well then,' | cried, ‘why don't you fight
back? Show me thiswonderful strength of yours! You said | should try you, and now | take you at
your word. You're going to die, Ehrig. Aye, and after you, so too your new master - the very
moment he sticks his dog's noseinto this dungeon! | at least have not forgotten my reason for being
here!

| grabbed up alength of the chain which had bound meto the wall and looped it round his
neck. He choked, gagged; histongue lolled out; till he made no effort to resst me. 'Usdless,
Thibor," he gasped, when | relaxed the pressure alittle. 'All useless. Choke me, suffocate me, break



my back. | will mend. Y ou may not kill me. You cannot kill me! Only the Ferenczy can dothat. A
fine jest, en? For we came hereto kill him!*

| tossed him aside, ran to the great oak door, raged and hammered at it. Only echoes came
back to me. In desperation | turned again to Ehrig. 'So then," | panted, ‘you are aware of the change
taken placein you. Of coursg, for if it'splain to meit must be plainer il to you. Very well, but tell
me: why then am | the same as before? | fedl no different. Surely no great changeiswrought in me?

Ehrig, rubbing histhroat, came easily to hisfeet. He had great bruises on his neck from the
chains, other than thisit seemed he suffered noiill effects from my manhandling; hiseyesburned as
before and his voice was doleful as ever. '"Asyou say,’ he said, 'the change in me has been wrought,
asironiswrought in the furnace. The Ferenczy's flesh has taken hold of me and bent meto itswill,
asiron bendsin thefire's heat. But with you it is different, more subtle. The vampire's seed grows
within you. It graftsitsdf to your mind, your heart, your very blood. Y ou are like two creaturesin
oneskin, but dowly you will meld, fuseinto one'

Thisiswhat Faethor had told me. | sagged against the damp wall. Then my destiny isno
longer my own,' | groaned.

‘Butitis, Thibor, itidl" Ehrig was eager now. 'Why, now that desth no longer holds any
terrors, you can live forever! Y ou have the chance to grow more powerful than any man before
you! And what isthat for destiny?

| shook my heed. 'Powerful ? In thrall to the Ferenczy? Surely you mean powerless! For if I'm
to be hisman, then how may | be my own? No, that shal not be the way of it. Whileyet | have my
will, I shall find away." | prodded my chest and grimaced. 'How long before... before thisthing
within commands me? How much time do | have before the guest overpowers the host?

Sowly, sadly | thought, he shook hishead. Y ou ingst on making difficulties, hesaid. The
Ferenczy told meit would be so. Because you are wild and wilful, he said. Y ou will be your own
man, Thibor! 1t shal belikethis: that the thing within cannot exist without you, nor you without it.
But where before you were merely aman, with aman'sfrallties and puny passions, now you shdl
be-"

‘Hold!" I told him, my memory suddenly whispering mongtrous thingsin my mind. ‘Hetold
me... he said that he was sexless! He said: "The Wamphyri have no sex as such." And you talk to

me of my "puny passons?”

'As one of the Wamphyri,' Ehrig patiently insisted, as doubtless the Ferenczy had ordered him
toingg, 'you will havethe sex of the host. And you are that host! Y ou will also have your lust, your
great strength and cunning - al of your passions - but magnified many times over! Picture yoursdalf
pitting your wits againgt your enemies, or boundlesdy strong in battle, or utterly untiring in bed!’



My emotions raged within me. Ah! But could | be sure they were mine? Entirely mine? 'But - it
- will - not - be - mel" Emphasiang each word, | dammed my balled fist again and again into the
sonewadll, until blood flowed fredy from my riven knuckles.

‘But it will beyou," he repeated, drawing near, staring at my bloodied hand and licking hislips.
'Aye, hot blood and dl. The vampirein you will hed that in avery littlewhile. But, until then, et me
tend toit." He took my hand and tried to lick the st blood.

| hurled him away. 'Keep your vampire's tongue to yoursalf!' | cried.

And with asudden thrill of horror, perhaps for the first time, | began to truly understand what
he had become. And what | was becoming. For | had seen that ook of entirely unnaturd lust on his
face, and | had suddenly remembered that once there were three of us.

| looked al around the dungeon, into al of the corners and cobwebbed shadows, and my
changeling eyes penetrated even the darkest gloom.! looked everywhere and failed to discover
what | sought. Then | turned back to Ehrig. He saw my expression, began to back away from me.
'Ehrig,’' | said, following, closing with him. 'Now tell me, pray - what has become of the poor
mutilated body of Vasily? Where, pray, isthe corpse of our former colleague, the dender, ever
aggressve... Vadly?

Inacorner, Ehrig had tripped on something. He ssumbled, fell - amidst asmdl pile of bones
flensed dmost white. Human bones.

After long moments| found voice. 'Vasly?

Ehrig nodded, shrank back from me, scuttling like acrab on the floor. The Ferenczy, he... he
has not fed us!' he pleaded.

| let my head dump, turned away in disgust. Ehrig scrambled to hisfeet, carefully approached.
'Keep well away,' | warned him, my voice low and filled with loathing. "Why did you not break the
bones, for their marrow?

'Ah, no!" said Ehrig, asif explaining to achild. The Ferenczy told meto leave Vasily's bones
for... for the burrower in the earth, that which took shapein old Arvos and consumed him. It will
comefor themwhen dl isquiet. When we are adeep.’

'Seep? | barked, turning on him. 'Y ou think I'll deep? Here? With you in the same cell?

He turned away, shoulders dumping. 'Ah, you are the proud one, Thibor. As| was proud. It
goes before afdl, they say. Your timeisgill to come. Asfor me, | will not harm you. Evenif |



dared, if my hunger was such that but | would not dare. The Ferenczy would cut meinto small
pieces and burn each onewith fire. That is histhreat. Anyway, | love you asabrother.’

'Asyou loved Vasly? | scowled a him where he gazed at me over his hunched shoulder. He
had no answer.

'Leavemein peace,' | growled then. 'l have much to think about.'

| went to one corner, Ehrig to another. There we sat in silence.

Hours passed. Findly | did deep. In my dreams - for the most part unremembered, perhaps
mercifully - | seemed to hear strange ditherings, and sucking sounds. Also aperiod of brittle
crunching.

When | awakened, Vasily's bones had disappeared.

Chapter Nine

Thevoice of the extinct vampire faded in Harry Keogh'sincorporeal mind. For long moments
nothing further was said, and they were empty seconds which Harry couldn't redlly afford. At any
moment he could find himself recaled by hisinfant son, back through the maze of the Mdbius
continuum to the garret flat in Hartlepool. But if Harry's time was important, so too wasthe rest of
mankind's.

'l begin to fed sorry for you, Thibor,' he said, hislife-force burning blue asaneon firefly in the
dark glade under the trees. 'l can see how you fought against it, how you did not want to become
what you eventudly became.’

'‘Eventually?' the old Thing in the ground spoke up at last. 'No eventually about it, Harry - |
hed become! From the moment Faethor's seed embraced my body, my brain, | was doomed.
For from that moment it was growing in me, and growing quickly. First its effect became
apparent in my emotions, my passions. | say 'apparent’, but scarcely so to me. Can you feel
your body healing after a cut or a blow? Are you aware of your hair or fingernails growing?
Does a man who gradually becomes insane know that he is going mad?"

Suddenly, asthe voice of the vampire faded again, there came arising babblein Harry's mind.
A cry of frugtration, of fury! He had expected it sooner or later, for he knew that Thibor Ferenczy



was not dlone herein the dark cruciform hills. And now anew voice formed wordsin the
NECroSCOPE'S CONSCIOUSNESS, a Vvoi ce he recognised of old.

"You old liar! You old devil!" cried the inflamed spark, the enraged spirit of Boris Dragosani.
'‘Ah! And how isthis for irony? Not enough that | am dead, but to have for companion in my
grave that one creature | loathed above all others! And worse, to know that my greatest
enemy in life - the man who killed me - is now the only living man who can ever reach mein
death! Ha, ha! And to be here, knowing once mor e the voices of these two - the one
demanding, the other wheedling, beguiling, seeking to lie as always - and knowing the futility
of it all; but yet yearning, burning to be... involved! Oh, God, if ever there were a God, won't
- somebody - speak - to - meeeee?!"

'Pay no attention," said Thibor at once. 'He raves. For, as you well know, Harry, since
you wer e instrumental, when he killed me he killed himself. The thought is enough to unhinge
anyone, and poor Boris was half-mad to begin with'

'l was made mad!" Dragosani howled. 'By a filthy, lying, loathsome leech of a thing in the
ground! Do you know what he did to me, Harry Keogh?'

'l know of severd things he did to you,' Harry answered. 'Menta and physical torture seems
an unending activity for creatures of your sort, alive or dead. Or undead!

"You areright, Harry!" A third voice from beyond the grave now spoke up. It was a soft,
whispering voice, but not without acertain snister inflection. 'They are cruel beyond words, and
none of themisto betrusted! | assisted Dragosani; | was his friend; it was my finger which
triggered the bolt that struck Thibor through the heart and pinned him there, half-in, half-out
of his grave. Why, | was the one who handed Dragosani the scythe to cut off the monster's
head! And how did he pay me, eh? Ah, Dragosani! How can you talk of lies and treachery
and loathsomeness, when you yourself - You - were - a - monster!" Dragosani Slenced Max
Batu's accusations with one of hisown. '"My excuse is simple: | had Thibor's vampire seed in me.
But what of you, Max? What? A man so evil he could kill with a glance?"

Batu, aMongol esper who in life had held the secret of the Evil Eye, was outraged. 'Now hear
thisgreat liar, thisthief." he hissed sihilantly. 'He it my throat, drained my blood, despoiled
my corpse and tore fromit my secret. He took my power for hisown, to kill as| killed. Hah!
Little good it did him. Now we share the same gloomy hillside. Aye, Thibor, Dragosani, and
myself, and all three of us shunned by the teeming dead.’

‘Listento me, dl of you,' said Harry, before they could start again. 'So you've al suffered
injustices, eh? Well, maybe you have, but none so gresat as those you've worked. How many men
did you kill with your Evil Eye, Max, stopping them dead in their tracks and crumpling their hearts
like paper? And were they all bad men? Did they deserveto die? Ashorribly asthat? No, for one
at least was my friend, as good a man as you could ever wish to meet.’



"The head of your British E-Branch?' Batu was quick off the mark. 'But Dragosani ordered
meto kill him!'

"It was our mission!" Dragosani railed. 'Don't play the innocent here, Mongol. You'd killed
others before him.'

'He also ordered Ladidlau Giresci killed,' said Batu. 'One of his own countrymen, and
entirely innocent! Ah, but Giresci knew Dragosani's secret - that he was a vampire!'

'‘He was a danger to... to the Sate!" Dragosani blustered. 'l worked only for Mother
Russia, and -'

"Y ou worked only for yourself!" Harry stopped him.

‘Thetruthis, you desired to be apower inthe land. No, in thewholeworld! Lieif you must,
Dragosani, for it'satrait of vampires, after al, but not to yoursdlf. I've spoken to Gregor Borowitz,
remember? And did he too die for Mother Russia? The head of your own E-Branch?

"There you have it, Dragosani,' said Thibor, hisvoice adark chuckle. 'Caught on your own
barbs!'

'Don't crow, Thibor," Harry's voice was lower ill. 'Y ou were as bad and probably worse
than both of them.'

'1? Why, | have - or | had - lain herein the earth for five hundred years! What harm can
a poor thing in the ground do, alone with the wormsin the cold hard earth?"

'And what of thefive hundred years before that? said Harry. "Y ou know aswell as| that
Walachiatrembled to your tread for centuries! The earth itself is soaked black with the blood you
spilled. And don't lay it dl at Faethor Ferenczy's feet. He's not entirely to blame. He knew what you
were, ese he wouldn't have chosen you..

'And is that why you've come?' Thibor asked after amoment. 'To harangue and accuse
and denounce?'

'No, | cameto learn,’ said Harry. 'Now look, | can't lieaswell asyou do. | was never much
of aliar at the best of times. So I'm sure you'd see through meif | tried any sort of subterfuge.
That'swhy I'll come straight out withit.'

'"Well then?' said Dragosani. 'Out with it, if you will !



Harry ignored him, was silent for afew seconds. "Thibor, he said at last, 'amoment ago you
asked what harm you'd done, buried here these last five hundred years!

'l can tell you what harmhe did!" Dragosani would not beignored. 'Only look at me! | was
an innocent child and he taught me the arts of necromancy. Later, as a youth, he beguiled me
with his hypnotism and his lies. As a man he put his vampire egg in me, and when it had
matured, he -

'Y our history concernsme not at al!' Harry stopped him. ‘Neither that nor any calumny of
chargesyou bring againgt Thibor or anyonedse’

'Calumny?' Dragosani wasfurious.

‘Be quiet!" Harry's patience had broken. '‘Be quiet now, or | leave you at once, immediately, to
wait out dl the agesin your londiness. All three of you.'

Therewasasullen slence.

'Very wdl,' said Harry. 'Now, as | was saying, I'm not grestly concerned with Thibor's crimes
or supposed crimes against you, Boris Dragosani. No, but | am concerned to know about what he
did to another. | refer to awoman, Georgina Bodescu, who came here with her husband one
winter. There was an accident and the man died. He died here, on this very spot. She was pregnant
and fainted at the sight of hisblood. And afterwards..."

'‘Ah?" said Thibor, hisinterest quickening. 'But I've already told you that story. Are you
telling me now that are you saying it took effect?'

'‘Beware, Harry Keogh!" Dragosani interrupted. "Tell him no more. | heard the tale, too,
when the old liar told it to you. If that unborn child as was is now a man, he'll bein thrall to
Thibor! Aye, even though his master's dead! Can't you see? This devil would see himself alive
again - in the body and mind of this new disciple!’

"You... dog!" Thibor howled. "You are Wamphyri! Does that mean nothing to you? We may
fight among ourselves, but we do not divulge our secretsto others! You are damned for all
time, Dragosani!'

'Old fool, I'mthat already!" Dragosani snarled.

'Very well then," Harry sighed. 'l can see I'm wasting precioustime. That being the case, I'll
bidyou -



"Wait!" Thibor'svoicewasdl burning anguish. "You can't tell me just so much and leave it
at that. That's... inhuman!'

'Hah!" Harry snorted.

‘A trade, then. | shall finish my story, and you shall tell me if the child was born and
lives. And... how helives. Agreed?'

Harry guessed held said too much adready, which in itself might be as good areason as any for
going on. There were now four principa things he must try to discover. One: the full range of a
vampire's powers. Two: how, exactly, Thibor might try to use Y ulian Bodescu. For Dragosani
seemed to think it was possible for Thibor to resurrect himself, in Bodescu. Three: the rest of
Thibor's story concerning the occurrences a thousand years ago at the castle of Fagthor Ferenczy,
so that he might know if anything of evil yet remained in that place. And four: how to kill avampire,
but definitely!

Asto thelast: Harry had thought he knew that much eight months ago, when he'd waged war
on the Chéteau Bronnitsy. But looking back now he saw that Dragosani's desth had only come
about through a fortunate combination of events. For one thing Dragosani had been blinded: his
eyes had been ruined by areflected mind-bolt when Max Batu's stolen talent had rebounded on him
from one of Harry's zombies, for of course Harry had had his zombie Tartars, his shock troops, for
back-up in that affray. It had been one of them, called up from the preserving pesat, who'd hacked
Dragosani's head from his shoulders; and another who'd pinned his parasite vampire to his chest
with awooden stake when it deserted his shattered body. Harry couldn't have done dl of these
things, maybe not any of them, on hisown. In fact, Harry's only real ace had been his mastery of the
M 6bius continuum: when heldd been very nearly cut in half by machinegun fire, held fled hisdying
body and dragged Dragosani's mind in there with him. In the Mébius continuum hed hurled
Dragosani through a past-time door, which had led the necromancer back to Thibor in his grave.
And there an 'earlier' Dragosani had lured up and killed Thibor, never dreaming that with the same
stroke he had aso determined hisown fate. Asfor Harry's incorporeal mind: held gone forward,
found his son'slife-thread and joined with it, lay with it in the womb of Brendawaiting to be born.
She had been hislover, hiswife, and now, in away, might even be considered his mother. His
second mother.

But what if he had left Dragosani's mind in his corpse back at the Chéteau? How long would
that broken body have stayed a corpse? That was conjectural.

And Harry wondered: how had the surviving Russian E-Branch members dedlt with what
remained when dl the fighting stopped? What had they made of his zombies? It must have seemed
utter madness, an absolute nightmare! Harry supposed that after he left the Chéteau along the
Mobiusway, the Tartars had fallen once more into quiescence.

Perhaps by now Alec Kyle had the answers to these questions, learned from Felix
Krakovitch. Harry would find out eventually, but for now there were fresh problems. Foremost



among them: how much dare hetell Thibor about Y ulian Bodescu? Very little, he supposed. But, on
the other hand, by now the extinct vampire had probably guessed dl of it for himself. Which made
any continued secrecy pointless.

Very well, said Harry, findly, ‘wetrade.'

'Fool!" Dragosani cut in a once. 'l had given you some credit, Harry Keogh - | thought
you were cleverer than that. And yet here you are attempting to bargain with the devil
himself! | see now that | was unlucky in our little contest. You are as big a fool as| was!’

Harry ignored him. "Therest of your story then, Thibor, and quickly. For | don't know how
muchtimel have...

Thefirst time the old Ferenczy came, | was not ready for him. | was adeep; but exhausted,
half-garved, it'sunlikely | could have done anything anyway. Thefirst | knew of hisvisit waswhen |
heard the heavy oaken door dam, and a bar was dropped into place outside. Four trussed
chickens, aive, full-feasthered, squawked and fluttered in abasket just insde the door. As | roused
mysalf and went to the door, Ehrig was a pace ahead of me.

| caught him by the shoulder, threw him aside, got to the basket first. "What'sthis, Faethor? |
cried. 'Chickens? | thought we vampires supped on richer meat!’

"We sup on blood!" he called back, chuckling alittle beyond the door. 'On coarse mest if and
when we must, but the blood isthe true life. The fowl arefor you, Thibor. Tear out their throats and
drink well. Squeeze them dry. Givethe carcassesto Ehrig, if it please you, and what's left goesto
your "cousin” under theflags'

| heard him starting up stone steps, caled out: 'Faethor, when do | take up my duties? Or
perhaps you've changed your mind and deem it too dangerousto let me out?

Hisfootsteps paused. 'I'll let you out when I'm ready,’ his muffled voice came back. 'And
when you are ready.’

He chuckled again, but more deeply in histhroat thistime.

'Ready? I'm ready for better treatment than this!' | told him. Y ou should have brought me a
girl. You can do more with agirl than just eat her!”

For amoment there was silence, then he said, "When you are your own master you may take
what you like." His voice was colder. 'But | am not some mother cat to fetch fat mice for her kittens.



A girl, aboy, agoat - blood isblood, Thibor. Asfor lust: you'll havetimefor that later, when you
understand the real meaning of the word. For now... save your strength.’ And then he moved on.

Ehrig had meanwhile taken hold of the basket, was sdling off withiit. | gave him aclout which
knocked him protesting to the floor. Then | looked at the terrified birds and scowled. But... | was
hungry and meet ismest. | had never been a squeamish one, and these birds were plump. And
anyway, the vampire in me was taking the edge off al points of mannered custom and nicety and
civilised behaviour. Asfor civilisation: what was that to me? A Wallach warrior, | had always been
two-thirds barbarian!

| ate, and so did the dog Ehrig. Aye, and later, when next we dept, so did my ‘cousin'.

The next time | came awake - more strongly, surging awake, refreshed from my med - | saw
the Thing, that mindless being of vampire flesh which hid in the dark earth under thefloor. | do not
know what | had expected. Faethor had mentioned vines, creepersin the earth. That iswhat it was

like. Partly, anyway.

If you have seen asquashy octopus from the sea, then you have seen something like the
creature spawned of the finger which Faethor shed, fattened on the flesh of Arvosthe gypsy. The
onething | cannot comment upon wasits size; however, if aman's body were flattened to a doughy
mass... it would spread along way. The matter of Arvos had been reshaped.

Certainly the groping 'hands which the being put up were stretchy things. Thereweredso
many of them, and they were not lacking in strength. Its eyeswere very strange: they formed and
unformed, came and went; they ogled and blinked; but in al truth | cannot say that they saw.
Indeed, | had the fedling they were blind. Or perhapsthey saw in the way a newborn infant sees,
without understanding.

When one of the thing's hands came up from the soil closeto wherel lay, | cursed out loud
and kicked it away - and how it shot down out of sight then! How well another might fare | could
not say, but the vampire thing was certainly wary of me. Perhapsit sensed that | was a higher form -
of itsdf! | remember how at the time, that was a very shuddersome thought.

Faethor had thisway with him: he was devious, dy asafox, dippery asan edl. That washow |
considered him, fedings brought on by sheer frustration. Of course he wasthat way: he was of the
Wamphyri! | should not have expected him to be any other way. But quite smply, he would not be
ambushed. | spent hours waiting for him behind the oak door, chainsin my hands, hardly daring to
breathe lest he hear me. But let hdll freeze over, he would not come. Ah! But only let mefall
adeep... asquedling piglet would wake me, or the fluttering of atethered pigeon. And so the days,
probably weeks, passed.

| will give him hisdue: after that first timethe old devil didn't let me get too hungry. | think to
mysdf now that theinitial period of starvation wasto let the vampirein me take hold. It had nothing



elseto feed on and so must rely on my stored fats, must become more fully apart of me. Smilarly, |
was obliged to draw on its strength. But as soon as the bond was properly formed, then Fagthor
could begin to fatten us up again. And | use that phrase advisedly.

Along with the food, there would be the occasiond jug of red wine. At first, remembering how
the Ferenczy had drugged me, | was careful. | would let Ehrig drink first, then watch for his
reaction. But apart from aloosening of histongue, there was nothing. And so | too drank. Later |
would give Ehrig none of the wine but consume it mysdlf. That, too, was exactly theway the old
devil had planned it.

Camethetime when, after amed, | wasthirsty and quaffed ajug at one swig - then staggered
thisway and that before collapsing. Poisoned again! Faethor had made afool of me at every turn.
But thistime my vampire strength buoyed me up; | held fast to my consciousness, and sprawling
therein my fever | wondered: now what isthe purpose of this? Hah! Only listen, and I'll explain
Faethor's purpose.

‘A girl, aboy, agoat - blood isblood," he'd told me that time. "'The blood isthelife." Indeed,
but what he had not told mewasthis. that of al pulses of ddlight, of al founts of immortaity, of dl
nectar-bearing flowers, that one source from which avampire would most prefer to Sip isthe
throbbing red rush of another vampire's blood! And so, when | had succumbed morefully to his
wine, then Faethor came to me again.

"Two purposes are served here," he told me, crouching over me. 'One: it islong and long since
| took from one of my own, and agrest thirst ison me. Two: you are a hard one and will not submit
to thraldom without afight. So beit, this should take dl of the sting out of you.'

'What... what are you doing? | croaked the question, tried to will my leaden armsto rise up
and fend him off. It was usdless; | wasweak as akitten; even my throat found the greatest difficulty
smply forming words.

'Doing? Why, | St me down to my evening medl!" he answered, gleefully. "And such amenu!
Blood of astrong man - spiced with the blood of the fledgling vampire within him!*

'You... you'll drink from... from my throat? | stared up at him aghast, my vison swimming.

He merely smiled - but asmile hideous asany | ever saw him make - and tore my clothes.
Then he put histerrible tapering hands on me and fet my flesh al over, frowning alittleashe
searched for something. He turned me on my side, touched my spine, pressed it again, harder, and
sad, 'Ah! The very gobbet, the prize itsdlf!"

| would have cringed away from him but could not. Insde | cringed - perhapsthat child of his
within me cringed, too - but externally my skin merely shivered. | tried to spesk, but that also had
grown too difficult. My lips only trembled and I made amoaning sound.



"Thibor," the old devil said, hisvoice level asif in polite conversation, 'you've much to learn, my
son. About me, about yoursdlf, about the Wamphyri. Y ou are not yet aware, you fail to perceive dl
the mysteries | have bestowed upon you. But what | am, you shall be. And the powers| possess,
they too shdl be yours. Y ou have seen and learned allittle, now see and experience more!'

He continued to balance me on my side, but propped up my head alittle so that | could see his
face. Hismagnetic eyes held me, afish, speared on their pupils. My blurred sght cleared; the
picture sharpened; | saw more clearly than ever before. My body and limbs might well be made of
lead, but my mind was sharp as aknife, my awareness so keen that | could almost fedl the change
taking place in the creature who leaned over me. Fagthor had somehow, for some reason,
heightened my perceptions, increased my sengtivity.

'‘Now watch," he hissed. 'Observe!’

The skin of Faethor's face, large-pored and grainy at best, underwent a swift metamorphosis.
Watchingit | thought: 'l have never known what he looks like. And even now | won't know. He
is how he wants me to see him!"

The pores of his face opened up more yet, pockmarks cratering his flesh. Hisjaws, enormous
aready, dongated with a sound like gradudly tearing cloth, and hislesthery lipsrolled back until his
mouth was al bulging, crimson gums and jagged, dripping teeth. | had seen Faethor's teeth before,
but never displayed like this. Nor was the metamorphosis compl ete.

Itwasdl inthejaws, in the teeth, in the nightmarish

Then, for along time, | knew no more.

For which, as you might suppose, | was not unthankful.

At first, when | regained consciousness, | thought that | was adone. But then | heard Ehrig
whimpering in a shadowed corner - heard him and remembered. | remembered the comradeship
wed shared, all the bloody battles we'd been through together. Remembered how he had been my
true friend, who would gladly lay down hislifefor me- and | minefor him.

Perhaps he remembered, too, and that was why he whimpered. | did not know. | only knew
that when the Ferenczy had fastened histeeth in my spine, Ehrig was nowhere to be seen.

To say that | beat him would not do his punishment justice, but without Fagthor's vampire stuff
inhim hewould certainly have died. It could bethat | conscioudy tried to kill him; | can't say about
that, either, for the episodeis no longer clear in my mind. I only know that when | was done with



him he no longer felt my blows, and that | mysdlf was completely exhausted. But he healed, of
course, and sodid I. And | conceived anew strategy.

After that... there were times of deeping, of waking, of eating. Outwardly, life conssted of little
more. But for me these were dso times of waiting, and of patient, silent scheming. Asfor the
Ferenczy: hetried to train melike awild dog.

It started like this: he would come silently to the door and listen. Strangely, | knew when he
wasthere. | would fed fear! And when | became afraid, then he would be there. At times| could
fed him groping &t the edges of my mind, dyly attempting to ingnuate himsaf into my very thoughts.
| remembered how he had communicated with old Arvos over adistance and did what | could to
close my mind to him. | think | succeeded greetly, for after that | could sense afrustration other than

my own.

He used a system of rewards:. if | was 'good' and obeyed him, there would be food. He would
cal through the door: Thibor, | have apair of fine piglets here!’

If | answered: 'Aha Y our parents have come visiting!" he would smply take the food away.
Butif | sad:

'Faethor, my father, | am starving! Feed me, pray, for if not then | shal be obliged to eat this
dog you've locked in with me down here. And who will serve me then, when you are out in the
world and | am left in charge of your lands and castle? Then he would open the door acrack and
place thefood insde. But only let me stand too close to the door and | would see neither Fagthor
nor food for three or four days.

And so | ‘weakened'; | grew lessand less abusive; | began to plead. For food, for the
freedom of the castle, for fresh air and light, and water to bathe myself - but most of al for
separation, however brief, from Ehrig whom | now detested as a man detests his own wastes.
Moreover, | made out that | was growing physicaly wesker. | spent moretime 'adeep', and came
lessreadily awake.

Findly came the time when Ehrig could not wake me, and how the dog battered on the door
and screamed for histrue master then! Fagthor came; they carried me up, up to the battlements
above the covered hail where it spanned the gorge. There they laid me down in the clean air under
thefirst stars of night, pale spectresin asky | had not seen for far too long. The sun wasadull
blister on the hills, casting itslast rays over the spires of rock behind the castle's towers.

'Heislikely starved for air,’ said Faethor, ‘and maybe smply starved alittle, too! But you are
right, Ehrig - he seems wesker than he should be. | desired only to break hiswill alittle, not the man
himsdlf. | have powders and saltsthat sting, which should stir him up. Wait hereand I'll fetch them.
And watch him!'



He descended through atrapdoor out of sight, leaving Ehrig to hunch down to hisvigil. All of
this| saw through eyes three-quarters shuttered. But the moment Ehrig dlowed hisattention to
wander | wason himinatrice! Closing off hiswindpipe with one hand, | snatched from my pocket
aleather thong which I'd earlier removed from my boot. | had intended it for the Ferenczy's neck,
but no matter. Wrapping my legs round Ehrig to stop him kicking, | looped the thong round his neck
and yanked it tight, then made a second loop and tied it off. Choking, hetried to lurch to hisfest,
but | dammed his head so hard against the stone parapet that | felt his skull shatter. He went limp
and | lowered him to the timbered floor.

At that moment my back was to the trapdoor, and of course that was when the Ferenczy
choseto return. Hissing hisfury, he camelegping up light asayouth - but his hands were iron on me
where he took hold of my hair and grasped the flesh between my neck and shoulder. Ah, but strong
though he was, old Faethor was out of practice! And my own fighting skillswere asfreshin my
mind asmy last baitle with the Pechenegi.

| kneed him in the groin and drove my head up under hisgreeat jaw so hard thet | heard his
teeth crunching. He released me, fell to the planking where | legped astride him; but as his fury
waxed, so waxed his strength. Calling on the vampirewithin, hetossed me asde aseasly asabae
of straw! And in amoment he was on hisfeet, spitting shattered teeth, blood and curses as he came
gliding after me.

| knew then that | couldn't beat him, not unarmed, and | cast al about in the eerie twilight for a
weapon. And found several.

Suspended from the high rear battlements, arow of circular bronze mirrors hung at different
angles, two or three of them just catching the last faint rays of sunlight and reflecting them away
down thevaley. The Ferenczy's signalling devices. Arvosthe gypsy had said thet the old Ferengi
didn't have much use for mirrors, or for sunlight. | wasn't exactly sure what he'd meant, but |
seemed to remember something of the sort from old campfire legends. In any casel didn't havea
lot of chaice. If Faethor was vulnerable, then there was only one sure way to find out.

Before he could close with me, and avoiding places where the timbers seemed suspect, | ran
across the roof. He came after me like agreat loping wolf, but pulled up short when | tore down a
mirror from its fastenings and turned to face him. His yelow eyes went very wide and he bared
bloodied teeth at me like rows of shattered spires. He hissed and his forked tongue flickered like
crimson lightning between hisjaws.

| held the 'mirror' in my hands and knew at once what it was: asturdy bronze shield, possbly
old Varyagi. It had agrip at the back for my hand. Aye, and | knew how to useit - but if only it
were spiked in the centre of itsface! Then, unwitting, the burnished bronze caught astray ray from
the scythe of sun setting on the hills - caught it and hurled it straight into Faethor's snarling visage.
And now | knew old Arvass meaning.

The vampire cringed before that blaze of sunlight. He shrank down into himsdlf, threw up



spider hands before hisface, backed off apace. | was never one to waste an opportunity. |
pursued, drove the buckler clanging into hisface, kicked at hisloinsagain and again as| forced him
back. And whenever held make to advance on me, then I'd catch the sun and throw it in histeeth,
so that he had no chance to gather hisreserves.

Inthisway | beat him back across the roof, with kicks and blows and blinding rays of sunlight.
Once hisleg went through the rotten roof, but he dragged it out and continued to retrest before me,
frothing and cursing hisfury. And so a last he came up against the parapet wall. Beyond that
parapet was eighty feet of thin air, then therim of the gorge and three hundred feet of amost sheer
dope clad in close-packed, spiky pines. Down at the bottom was the bed of arivulet. In short, a
nightmare of vertigo.

Helooked over therim, glanced at me with eyes of fire - eyes of fear? At which precise
moment the sun dipped down out of Sght.

The change in Faethor was instantaneous. The twilight deepened, and the Ferenczy swelled up
like some grest bloating toadstool! His face split open in the most soul-wrenching smile of triumph -
which | a once crushed under one last battering blow of my buckler.

And over hewent.

| couldn't believethat 1'd got him. It seemed afantasy. But even ashetoppled so | clung to the
parapet wall and peered after him. Then... the strangest thing! | saw him like adark blot faling
towards the grester darkness. But in another moment the shape of the blot changed. | thought |
heard asound like avast stretching, like giant knuckles cracking, and the shape hurtling towards the
trees and the gorge seemed to unfurl like ahuge blanket. It no longer fell so swiftly, nor even
verticaly. Instead it seemed to glide like aleaf, away from the castleswalls, out alittle way over the

gorge.

It dawned on me then that in the fullness of his powers Faethor might indeed have flown, ina
fashion, from these battlements. But | had taken him by surprise, and in the shock of faling he had
lost precious moments. Too late, hed wrought agreat change in himsdlf, flattening himsdf likeasall
to trap the rushing air. Too late, because even as| stared in fascination, so he struck a high branch.
Then, in adark whirling and a snapping of branches, the blot was gone. There followed from below
aseriesof crashes, agdhriek, afina, distant thud. And silence.

| listened for long momentsin the rapidly degpening gloom. Nothing.

And then | laughed. Oh, how | laughed! | ssamped my feet and thumped the top of the parapet
wall. I'd got the old bastard, the old devil. I'd really got him!

| stopped laughing. True, | had thrown him down from thewall. Bui... was he dead?



Panic gripped me. Of dl men, | knew how difficult it wasto kill avampire. Proof of that was
right here on the roof with me, in the shape of the gurgling, fitfully twitching Ehrig. | hurried to him.
Hisface was blue and the thong had buried itsdlf in the flesh of his neck. His skull, which had been
soft at the back where I'd crashed it against the wall, was aready hard. How long before he
awakened? In any case, | couldn't trust him. Not to do what must now be done. No, | was on my
own.

Quickly | carried Ehrig back down into the bowels of the castle, to our cdll in the roots of one
of the towers. There | dumped him and barred the door. Perhaps the vampirefilth under the earth
would find him and devour him before he recovered fully. | didn't know and cared much less.

Then | hurried through the castle, lighting lamps and candles wherever | found them,
illuminating the place asit had not been lit in ahundred years. Perhapsit had never known such light
as| now brought into being in it.

There were two entrances. one was across the drawbridge and through the door 1'd used
when first | arrived here escorted by Faethor's wolves, which | now barred; the other wasfrom a
narrow ledge in the cliff at the rear, where aroofed over causeway of doubtful timbersformed a
bridge from the ledge to awindow in the wall of the second tower. Doubtless this had been the
Ferenczy's bolthole, which held never had causeto use. But if he could get out that way, so could
he get in. | found ail, drenched the planking, set fire to the causeway and stayed long enough to
ensurethat it waswell ablaze.

| paused periodicaly at other embrasuresto gaze out on the night. At first there were only the
moon and stars, stray wisps of cloud, the valley, slvered, touched occasiondly by fleeting shadows.
But as| proceeded with my task of lighting and securing the castle, so | was aware that things were
beginning to gir. A wolf howled mournfully afar, then closer, then many wolves. Thetreesinthe
gorge wereinky now, ominous as the gates to the underworld.

Inthefirst tower | found abarred, bolted room. A treasure house, maybe? | threw back the
balts, lifted the bar, put my shoulder to the door. But the key had been turned in the great lock and
removed. | leaned my ear to the oak pands and listened: there was dy movement in there, and...

whispering?

Perhaps it was aswell the door was locked. Perhapsit had been locked not to keep thieves
out but something dse.

| climbed to the hall where Fagthor had poisoned me, and there found my weapons where |
had last seen them. More, | took down from thewall amighty long-handled axe. Then, armed to
the teeth, | returned to the locked room. There | loaded my crossbow and placed it close to hand,
stuck my sword point-down in a crack in the floor, ready for grasping, and took both handsto the
axein ahuge swing at the door. | succeeded with that blow in caving in anarrow pand, but at the
sametime| didodged from its hiding place atop the lintel arusty iron key.



The key fitted the lock. | was on the point of turning it to enter, when - such aclamouring from
thewolves! Soloud | could hear its doomful dinning even down here! Something was afoot.

| left the door unopened, took up my weapons and raced up winding stairsto the upper levels.
Wolves howled al around the castle now, but they were loudest a therear. In avery little whilel
traced the uproar to the burning causeway, and arrived in time to see the bridge go crashing down,
blazing into the back chasm. And there across the gap were Fagthor's wolvesin apack, crowding
the narrow ledge.

Behind them in the shadow of the cliff... was that the Ferenczy himself? The hairs on my neck
stood erect. If it was him, he stood crookedly, like a queer bent shadow. Broken from hisfall?1
took up my crossbow but when | looked again - gone! Or perhaps he'd never been there. The
wolveswere real enough, however, and now the leader, agiant of abeast, stood at therim
measuring the gap.

It would be alegp of dl of thirty feet, possible only if he had aclear run dong the ledge. And
even as| thought it, so the lesser wolves made way, shrank back into shadows, |eft the ledge clear.
He ran back, turned, made hisloping run and leaped - and mid-flight met my bolt, which sank
directly into his heart. Deed, but till snarling hislast snarl, he hit the rim of the opening and went
tumbling into oblivion. And when | looked up, the rest of the pack had melted away.

But | knew that the Ferenczy would not give up that easly.

| went up onto the battlements, found jars up there full of oil and cauldrons seated on tilting
gear. Setting firesin braziers under the cauldrons, | haf-filled each one with oil and left them to
smmer. And only then did | return to the locked room.

Asl| approached a hand, dender, female, wriggled in the hole in the panelling, tried
desperatdly to reach and take hold of the key in the lock. What? A prisoner? A woman? But then |
remembered what old Arvos had said about the Ferenczy's household: 'Retainers? Serfs? He has
none. A woman or two, perhaps, but no men.' Here was a seeming contradiction: if this woman was
his servant, why was she locked in? For her safety while there was astranger in the house? That
seemed unlikely inahouselikethis.

For my safety?

An eye peered out a me; | heard a gasp and the hand was withdrawn. Without further pause |
turned the key, kicked open the door.

There were two of ‘em, aye. And they'd been handsome enough women in their time.

'Who... who are you? One of them approached me with a curious half-smile. 'Faethor did not



tell usthat there would be..." She floated closer, gazed upon me in open fascination. | stared back.
Shewaswan as aghogt, but there was afirein her sunken eyes. | looked about the room.

The floor had a covering of local weave; ancient and wormy tapestries hung on the walls; there
were couches and atable. But there were no windows, and no light other than the yellow aurafrom
adglver candeabrum on the table. The room was sparse, but sumptuous by comparison with the
rest of the place. Safe, too.

The second woman was sprawled somewhat wantonly on one of the couches. She stared
sulphuroudly upon me but | ignored her. Thefirst drifted closer still. Stirring mysdlf, | held her at bay
with the point of my sword. '"Move not at al, lady, or I'll spit you here and now!

She turned wild in amoment, glowered a me and hissed between her needle teeth; and now
the second woman rose like a cat from her couch. They faced me menacingly, but both were wary
of my sword.

Then the first one spoke again, her voice hard and cold asice: 'What of Faethor? Whereis
he?

'Y our master? | backed out of the door. They were vampires, obvioudy. 'HeE'sgone. You've
anew master now - me!’

Without warning, thefirst one sprang at me. | let her come, then drove the pommel of my
sword against the side of her head. She collapsed in my armsand | threw her aside, then yanked
shut the door in the face of the second. | barred it, locked it and pocketed the key. Inside the room,
the trapped vampire hissed and raged. | picked up her sunned sister, carried her to the dungeon
and tossed her inside.

Ehrig came crawling. He had managed somehow to remove the thong from his neck, - which
was white and puffy and looked diced asif by aknife around its entire circumference. Similarly, his
head at the back was strangely lumpy, deformed like afreak's or acretin's. He could hardly speak
and hismanner was childlike in the way of smpletons. Perhaps | had damaged his brain, and the
vampirein him had not yet corrected it.

"Thibor!" he husked his amazement. 'My friend, Thibor! The Ferenczy - did you kill him?

‘Treacherous dog!" | kicked at him. 'Here, amuse yoursdf with this!'

Hefdl upon the woman where she lay moaning. 'Y ou've forgiven me!' he cried.

‘Not now, not ever!" | answered. 'l leave her here because she's one too many. Enjoy yourself



whileyou may." As| barred the door he had aready begun to rip hisfilthy clothes off, herstoo.

Now, climbing the spirdling steps, | heard the wolves again. Their song had atriumphant note
toit. What now?

Likeamadman | raced through the castle. The massive door in the foot of the tower was
secure, and the causaway burned down - where would Faethor attempt his next assault? | went to
the battlements - only just intime!

Theair over the castle was full of tiny bets. | saw them againgt the moon, flitting in their
myriads, their concerted voices shrill and piercing. Wasthat how the Ferenczy would come: flitting
like agreat bat, a stretchy blanket of flesh falling out of the night to smother me? 1 shrank down,
gazed fearfully up into the vault of the night sky. But no, surely not; hisfal had injured him and he
would not yet be ready to tax himsaf so grestly; there must be some other route with which | was
not familiar.

Ignoring the bats, which came down a me in waves, but not so close asto strike or interfere
with me, | went to the perimeter wall and looked over. Why | did this| can't say, for it would take
more than any mere man to climb walls as sheer asthese. Fool that | was - the Ferenczy was no
mere man!

And there he was flat to thewall, making hisway agonisingly dowly, like agreet lizard, up the
stonework. A lizard, aye, for his hands and feet were huge as banquet platters and sucked where
they dapped thewalls! Horrified to my roots, | stared harder in the dark. He had not yet seen me.
He grunted quietly and his huge disc of ahand made a quagmire sound whereit left thewall and
groped upward. Hisfingers were long as daggers and webbed between. Hands like that would pull
aman'sflesh from hisbones asif they were plucking a chicken!

| looked wildly about. The bubbling cauldrons of oil were positioned at the ends of the span,
where the great hall joined the towers. Rightly so, for who would suppose that aman could crawl
under theflying buttresses and come up that way, with nothing but the gorge and certain death
beneath him?

| flew to the closest cauldron, laid my hands onitsrim. Agony! The metal was hot as hell.

| took my sword belt and passed it through the metal framework of thetilting engine, then
dragged device and cauldron and dl back the way | had come. Qil splashed and drenched my
boot; onefoot of thetilting bench went through arotten plank and | must pauseto freeit; the entire
contraption jerked and shuddered through friction with the planking, so that | knew Faethor must
hear me and guess what | was about. But findly | had the cauldron above the spot where | had seen
him.

| glanced fearfully over the parapet - and a great groping sucker hand came up over therim,



missed my face by inches, dapped down and gripped the coping of the wall!

How | gibbered then! | threw myself on to thetilting device, turned the handle furioudy, and
saw the cauldron bearing over towardsthe wall. Oil spilled and ran down the cauldron's side. It met
the hot brazier and caught fire; my boot went up in flames. The Ferenczy's face came up over the
rim of the parapet. His eyesreflected the legping flames. Histeeth, whole again, were gleaming
white diversof bonein hisgaping jaws, with that flickering abomination of atongue dithering over
them.

Shrieking, | worked at the handle. The cauldron tilted, dopped asea of blazing oil towards
him.

'NO!'" he croaked, his voice abroken bell. 'NO - NO - NOOOOOQ!'

The blue and ydlow fire paid him no heed, ignored hiscry of terror. 1t washed over him, lit him
like atorch. He wrenched his hands from the wall and reached for me, but | fell back out of harm's
way. Then he screamed again, and launched himsdlf from thewall into space.

| watched thefireball curving down into darkness and turning it day bright, and dl thewhile the
Ferenczy's scream echoed back up to me. His myriad minion bats flocked to him mid-flight, dashing
their soft bodies againgt him to quell the flames, but the rush of air thwarted them. A torch, hefell,
and his scream was arusty blade on the ends of my nerves. Even blazing, hetried to form awing
shape, and | heard again that rending and crackling sound. Ah, what sweet agony that must have
caused him, with his crisp skin plitting instead of stretching, and the burning oil getting into the
cracks!

Even so, he half-succeeded, began to glide as before, and as before struck atree and so went
spinning and crashing through the pines and out of Sght.

Heleft afew sparks and scraps of fire drifting on the air, and ahost of scorched bats skittering
crippled againgt the moon, and alingering odour of roasted flesh. And that wasall.

Stll | wasn't satisfied that he was dead, but | was satisfied that he wouldn't be back that night.
It was now time to celebrate my triumph.

| doused the fire where it had taken hold of dry timbers, shut down the burning braziers, and
went wearily to Faethor'sliving quarters. There was good wine there which | sipped warily, then
gulped heartily. | spitted pheasants, diced an onion, nibbled on dry bread and swilled wine until the
birdswere done. And then | dined royally. It was agood medl, aye, and my first in along time, and
yet... it lacked something. | couldn't say just what. Fooal, | still thought of myself asaman. In other
ways, however, | fill was aman!



| took astone jar of proven wine with me and went unsteadily to the lady in the locked room.
She did desireto receive me, but | wasin no mood for arguments. | took her again and again; in as
many ways as entered my head, so | entered her. Only when she was exhausted and dept did |,
too, deep.

And o the castle of Faethor Ferenczy became mine.

Chapter Ten

Harry Keogh's nimbus of bluefire burned bright in the stirless glade over Thibor's tumbled
mausoleum, and Keogh'sincorporeal mind was aware of the passage of time. In the Mébius
continuum time was a very nearly meaningless concept, but herein thefirst low foothills of the
Carpatii Meridionali it was very redl, and gill the dead vampirestale was not completely told. The
important part - for Harry, and for Alec Kyleand INTESP - was ill to come, but Harry knew
better than to ask directly for the information he desired. He could only press Thibor to the bitter
end.

'Go on," he urged, when the vampire's pause threstened to stretch indefinitely.

"What? Go on?" Thibor seemed mildly surprised. ‘But what more isthere? My taleistold.'

'Still, I'd like to hear the rest of it. Did you stay in the castle as Fagthor had commanded, or
did you return to Kiev?'Y ou ended your daysin Wallachia, right here, in these cruciform hills. How
did that come about?

Thibor sghed. 'Surely it is now time for you to tell me certain things. We made a bargain,
Harry.'

'l warned you, Harry Keogh!" the spirit of Boris Dragosani joined in, sharper than that of
Thibor. 'Never bargain with a vampire. For there's always the devil to pay.'

Dragosani wasright, Harry knew. Hed heard of Thibor's cunning from the very horse's mouth:
it had taken no small amount of guileto defeat Fagthor Ferenczy. 'A ded isaded,’ he said. 'When
Thibor has ddlivered, so shdl I. Now come on, Thibor, |et's have the rest of the story.'

'So beit,' hesaid. 'Thisis how it was.'



Something brought me awake. | thought | heard the rending of timber. My mind and body
were dull from the night's excesses - dll of the night's excesses, of which Faethor had only been the
first - but nevertheless| stirred mysalf up. | lay naked on the lady's couch. Smiling strangely, she
approached from the direction of the locked door, her hands clasped behind her back. My dull
mind saw nothing to fear. If she had sought to escape she could easily have taken the key from my
clothes. But as| madeto sit up her expression changed, became charged with hatred and lust. Not
the human lugt of last night but the inhuman lust of the vampire. Her hands cameinto view, and
clasped in one of them was a splinter of oak ripped from the shattered door panel. A sharp knife of
hardwood!

"You'l put no stake through my heart, lady,’ | told her, knocking the splinter from her hand and
sending her flying. While she hissed and snarled at me from acorner | dressed, went out, and
locked the door behind me. | must be more careful in future. She could easily have dipped avay
and unbarred the castlé's door for Faethor - if he il lived. Obviously she'd been moreintent on
putting an end to me than on seeing to hiswell-being. Her master he may have been, but that wasn't
to say sheld relished it!

| checked the castle's security. All stood as before. | looked in on Ehrig and the other woman.
At first | thought they werefighting, but they were not...

Then | went up onto the battlements. A weak sun peered through dark, drifting clouds heavy
with rain. | thought the sun frowned on me. Certainly | did not enjoy the sensation of itsfeeblerays
on my naked arms and neck, and in avery littlewhile | was glad to return indoors. And now | found
myself with time on my hands, which | put to use exploring the castle more fully than before.

| searched for loot and found it: some gold, very ancient, in plate and goblets; a pouch of
gems, asmall chest of rings, necklaces, bangles and such in precious metals. Enough to keep mein
dylefor an entirelifetime. A normd lifetime, anyway. Asfor the rest: empty rooms, rotten hangings
and wormy furniture, agenera air of gloom and decay. It was oppressive, and | determined to be
onmy way as soon aspossible. But first | would like to be sure that the Ferenczy was not lying in
wait.

Inthe evening | dined and drowsed in front of afire in Faethor's quarters. But as night drew on
it brought thoughtsto disturb and niggle in the back of my mind, disquieting ideas which would not
surface. The wolves were gprowl again, but their howling seemed dismd, distant. There were no
bats. Thefirelulled me.

“Thibor, my son,' said avoice. '‘Be on your guard!'

| started awake, leaped to my feet, snatched up my sword.

'Oh? Ha, ha, ha!' that same voice laughed - but no one was there!



'Whoisit? | cried, knowing who it was. ‘Come out, Faethor, for | know you're herel'

"You know nothing. Go to the window.'

| stared wildly dl about. The room wasfull of shadows, lesping in thefirésflicker, but plainly |
was aone. Then it cameto methat while | had heard the Ferenczy'svoice, | had not ‘heard' it. It
had been like athought in my head, but not my thought.

'Go to the window, fool!" the voice came again, and again | Sarted.

Shaken, | went to the window, tore aside the hangings. outside the stars were coming out, a
moon was rising, and the eerie crying of wolves floated down from distant peaks.

'‘Look!" said the voice. 'Look!"

My head turned asif directed by some other'swill. | looked up, away to the ultimate range, a
black silhouette against the sunken sun'sfast fading glow. Up there, afar weary distance, something
glinted, caught the rays of the sun, aimed them at me. Blinded by that effulgence, | threw up anarm
and staggered back.

'Ah! Ah! See how it hurts, Thibor. A taste of your own medicine! The sun, which once
was your friend. But no more.'

It didn't hurt!" | shouted at no one, stepping to the window again and shaking my fist at the
mountains. It merdly startled me. Isthat redlly you, Faethor?

"Who else? Did you think me dead?'

'l willed you dead!’

"Then you are weak willed.'

'Who travels with you? | asked, surrendering to the strangeness of it. 'Not your women, for |
have them. Who signals with your mirrors now, Faethor? It isn't you who casts the sun about."

Themirror flashed a me again but | stepped aside.

'‘My own go where | go,’ came hisvoicein answer. "They carry my scorched and blackened
body until it iswhole again. You have won this round, Thibor, but the battle is undecided.’



'Old bastard, you were lucky!" | boasted. 'Y ou'll not be so fortunate next time.’

'‘Now listen." Heignored my bluster. "You have incurred my wrath. You will be punished.
The degree of punishment is up to you. Stay and guard my lands and castle and all that is
mine while I'm gone, and | may be merciful. Desert me -

'‘And what?

And you shall know hell's torment for eternity. This|, Faethor Ferenczy, swear!

'Faethor, I'm my own man. Evenif it werein meto serve, | could never cdl you master. Y ou
must know that, for | did my best to destroy you.'

"“Thibor, you do not yet understand, but | have given you many things, great powers. Ah,
but I've also given you several great weaknesses. Common men, when they die, lie in peace.
Most of them.'

That last was some sort of threat and | knew it. It wasin hisvoice,aDOOM ddivered in a
whisper. 'What do you mean? | asked

'Only defy me and you shall find out. | have sworn. And for now, farewell!"

And hewas gone.

The mirror twinkled once more, like abrilliant star on the far ridge, and then it too was gone.

| had had enough of vampires, male and femae. | locked my bedmate of last night in the
dungeon with her agter, Ehrig and the burrowing thing, and dept inachair infront of thefirein
Faethor's gpartments. Come day-break and there was nothing to hold up my departure. Except...
yes, there were certain things | must do before leaving. The Ferenczy had made threats, and | was
never oneto suffer threetslightly.

| went out of the castle, shot two fat rabbits with my crossbow, and took them down to the
dungeon. | showed them to Ehrig, told him what | wanted and that he must help me. Together we
tightly bound and gagged the women, dumping them in one corner of the dungeon. Then, though he
protested loudly, | dso bound and gagged Ehrig and put him with the women. Findly, | cut open the
rabbits and threw their crimson carcasses down on the black soil where the flags were torn up.

Then it wasamatter of waiting, but not for long. In alittle while atentacle of leprousflesh
cameto explore the source of the fresh blood; came groping up through the crumbly soil, pushing it
asde, andinatricel took what | wanted. | left Ehrig and the women tied up, barred the door on



them, and went up into the base of the tower. Above the dungeon the steps wound about a central
stone pillar. | broke up furniture, piled the pieces around this pillar. | scavenged through the castle,
breaking furniture wherever | found it and sharing the wood between the towers. Then | poured ail
on al thetimbers of the battlements, in the hal and rooms where they spanned the gorge, down al
the stairwells. At last | was done, and the work had taken me half-way through the morning.

| 1eft the castle with my loot, walked out alittle way from it and looked at it again, one last
time, then returned and set afire in the open door and on the drawbridge. And never looking back,
| started out to retrace my steps to Moupho Aide Ferenc Y aborov.

At midday | met my five remaining Wallachs cometo find me. They saw me coming down the
cliff-hugging path and waited for mein the stony depression at its base. 'Halo, Thibor!" the senior
man greeted me when | joined them. He looked beyond me. 'Ehrig and Vasily, they are not with
you?

"They are dead.’ | jerked my head towards the peaks. '‘Back there." They looked, saw the
column of white smoke reaching like some strange mushroom into the sky. The house of the
Ferenczy,' | told them, ‘which | have burned.’

Then | looked at them more sternly. "Why did you wait so long before coming to look for me?
How long hasit been, five, Six weeks?

"Those damned gypsies, the Szgany!' their spokesman growled. 'When we awoke, the
morning after the three of you left, the village was al but deserted. Only women and children | ft.
Wetried to find out what was happening; no one seemed to know, or they weren't saying. We
waited two days, then set out after you. But the missing Szgany menfolk were waiting dong the
way. Five of usand more than fifty of them. They blocked the way, and they had the advantage of
good positionsin the rocks." He shrugged uncomfortably, tried not to look embarrassed. Thibor,
we'd have been of use to no one dead!”

| nodded, spoke quietly: 'And yet now you have come?

'‘Because they are gone.' He shrugged again. "When they stopped us, we went back down to
their so-called "village". Y esterday morning, the women and kids started to drift off in onesand
twos, small parties here and there. They wouldn't speak and looked miserable assin, asif they were
in mourning, or something! At sun-up today the place was empty, except for one old grandad chief
- a"prince", he cals himsdf - his crone and a couple of grandchildren. He wasn't saying anything,
and anyway helooks half smple. So, | came up thetrail done, sticking closeto cover, and
discovered that al the men had gone, too. Then | called up these lads to come and look for you.
"Truth to tell, we'd long thought you were agoner!

I might well have been,' | answered, 'but I'm not. Here - ' | tossed him asmall leather sack,
‘carry this. And you - ,' | gave my loot to another, 'you burden yourself with this. It's heavy and I've



carried it far enough. Asfor thejob we cameto do: it'sdone. Tonight we stay in the village;
tomorrow it'sback to Kiev to see alying, cheating, scheming Prince Vladimir Svyatodavich!

'Ugh!" The spokesman held out his sack at arm's length. 'There's acresture in here. It moves!'

| chuckled darkly. ‘Aye, handleit carefully - and tonight put it in abox, sack and all. But don't
deep with it next to you..

Then we went down to the village. On the way down | heard them talking among themselves,
mainly of the trouble the Szgany had given them. They mentioned putting the villageto the torch. |
wouldn't hear of it. 'No,' | said. 'The Szgany areloyd in their way. Loyd to their own. Anyway,
they've moved on, gone for good. What profit in burning an empty village?

And so they said no more about it.

That evening | went to the ancient Szgany princein hishut and called him out. He came out
into the coolness of the clearing and saluted me. | stepped close to him and he looked hard at me,
and | heard him gasp. 'Old chief,' | said, 'my men said burn this place, but | stopped them. I've no
quarrel with you or the Szgany.'

He was brown and wrinkled as alog, toothless, hunched. His dark eyeswere dl adant and
seemed not to seetoo clearly, but | was sure they saw me. He touched me with a hand that
trembled, gripped my arm hard above the ebow. 'Wallach? heinquired.

‘That | am, and I'll return there soon,’ | answered. He nodded, said, 'Ferengi! - you.' It was
not a question.

‘Thibor'smy name," | told him. And on impulse:

‘Thibor... Ferenczy, aye.’

Again he nodded. Y ou - Wamphyri!'

| began to shake my head in denid, then stopped. His eyes were boring into mine. He knew.
Andsodid |, for certain now. 'Yes,' | said. 'Wamphyri.'

Hedrew breath sharply, let it out dow. Then: "Where will you go, Thibor the Wallach, son of
Old One?

‘Tomorrow | go to Kiev,' | answered grimly. 'I've businessthere. After that, home.'



‘Business? He laughed a cackling laugh. 'Ah, business’

Hereleased my arm, grew serious. 'l too go Wallachia. Many Szgany there. Y ou need
Szgany. | find you there!

'Good!" | said.

He backed away, turned and went back into his hut.

We came out of the forest into Kiev in the evening, and | found a place on the outskirtsto rest
and buy askin of wine. | sent four of my fiveinto the city. Soon they began return, bringing with
them prominent members of my peasant army - what was|eft of it. Half had been lured away by
Vladimir and were off campaigning againgt the Pechenegi, the rest remained faithful; then had gone
into hiding and waited for me.

There were only ahandful of the Vlad's soldiersin the city; even the paace guard were awvay
fighting. The prince had only a score of men, his persond bodyguard, at court. That was part of the
news, and thiswas the rest: that tonight there was to be asmall banquet at the palace in honour of
some boot-licking Boyar. | invited mysdf aong.

| arrived at the palace done, or that isthe way it must have appeared. | strode through the
gardensto the sound of laughter and merrymaking from the great hail. Men at arms barred my way,
and | paused and looked at them. Who goes there? aguardsmaster challenged me.

| showed mysdif. "Thibor of Wallachia, the Prince's V oevod. He sent me on amission, and
now | am returned.’ Along the way | had walked in mire, deliberately. Thelast timel was here, the
Vlad had commanded that | come in my finery, unweaponed, al bathed and shining. Now | was
weighed down with arms; | was unshaven, dirty, and my forelocks al awry. | slank worsethan a
peasant, and was glad of it.

You'd gointherelikethat? The Guardsmaster was astonished. He wrinkled his nose. 'Man,
wash yoursdlf, put on fresh robes, cast off your wegpons!”

| glowered a him. 'Y our name?

'What? He stepped a pace to the rear.

'For the Prince. HEIl have the bdls of any man who impedes methisnight. And if you've none
of those, helll have your head instead! Don't you remember me? Last time | cameit wasto a
church, and | brought a sack of thumbs." I showed him my leather sack.



Hewent pale. 'l remember now. I... I'll announce you. Wait here.’

| grabbed hisarm, dragged him close. | showed him my teeth in awolf's grin and hissed
through them, 'No, you wait here!’

A dozen of my men stepped out of the trees, held cautionary fingersto their lips, and bundled
the Guardsmagter and his men away.

| went on, entering the palace and the great hal unimpeded. Oh, true, apair of roya bully-boy
body-guards closed on me at the door, but | thrust them aside so hard they dmost fell, and by the
time they were organised | was among therevellers. | strode to the centre of the floor. | stood stock
gtill, then dowly turned and gazed al about from under lowered brows. The noise subsided. There
came an uneasy silence. Somewhere alady laughed, atitter which was quickly stilled.

Then the crowd fell away from me. Severa ladieslooked fit to faint. | smelled of ordure,
which to my nogtrilswas fresh and clean compared to the scents of this court.

The crowd parted, and there sat the Prince at atable laden with food and drink. Hisface wore
afrozen smile, which fell fromit like aleaden mask when he saw me. And at last he recognised me.
He straightened to hisfeet. 'Y ou!

'None other, my Prince.' | bowed, then stood straight.

He couldn't speak. Slowly hisface went purple. Findly he said, ‘Isthisyour idea of ajoke?
Get out - out!" He pointed atrembling finger at the door. Men were closing on me, hands on their
sword hilts. | rushed the VIad'stable, sprang up onto it, drew my sword and held it on his breast.

Tdl them to come no closer!’ | snarled.

He held up his hands and his bodyguard fell back. | kicked aside platters and goblets and
made a space before him, throwing down my sack. 'Are your Greek Christian priests here?

He nodded, beckoned. In their priestly robes, they came, hands fluttering, jabbering in their
foreign tongue. Four of them.

At last it got through to the prince that he was in danger of hislife. He glanced at my sword's
point lying lightly on his breast, looked at me, gritted histeeth and sat down. My sword followed
him. Pale now, he controlled himsdlf, gulped, and said, Thibor, what isdl of this? Would you stand
accused of treason? Now put up your sword and well talk.'

'My sword stayswhereit is, and we've time only for what | haveto say!' | told him.



IBLIt'I

‘Now listen, Prince of Kiev. Y ou sent me on a hopeless quest and you know it. What? Me
and my seven againgt Faethor Ferenczy and his Szgany? What ajoke! But while | was away you
could steal my good men, and if | were so lucky asto succeed... that would be even better. If |
talled - and you believed | would - it would be no gresat loss." | glared at him. 'It was treachery!’

‘But-" he said again, hislipstrembling.

‘But here | am, diveand well, and if | leaned alittle on my sword and killed you it would be
my right. Not according to your laws but according to mine. Ah, don't panic, | won't kill you. Let it
aufficethat al gathered here know your treachery. Asfor my "mission”: do you remember what you
commanded meto do? Y ou sad, "Fetch me the Ferenczy's head, his heart, and his standard.” Well,
at thisvery moment his standard flies atop the palace wal. Hisand mine, for I've taken it for my
own. Asfor hishead and heart: I've done better. I've brought you the very essence of the

Ferenczy!'

Prince Vladimir's eyes went to the sack before him and his mouth twitched at one corner.

‘Openit,’ | told him. Tip it out. And you priests, come closer. See what I've brought you.'

Among the thronging courtiers and guests, | spied grim-faced men edging closer. Thiscouldn't
last much longer. Close by, a high-arched window looked out on abal cony and the gardens
beyond. Vladimir's hands trembled towards the sack.

'‘Openit!" | snapped, prodding him. He took up the sack, tugged at itsthong, tipped the
contents onto the table. All stared, aghast.

"The very essence of the Ferenczy!" | hissed.

The part was big as a puppy, but it had the colour of disease and the shape of nightmare.
Whichisno shapeat al but amorbid suggestion. It could be adug, afoetus, some strange worm. It
writhed in thelight, put out fumbling fingers and formed an eye. A mouth came next, with curving
dagger teeth. The eye was soft and mucous damp. It stared about while the mouth chomped
vacuoudy.

The Vlad sat there white as degth, hisface twisting grotesquely. | laughed as the vampire stuff
wriggled closer to him, and he gave acry and toppled himself over backwardsin hischair. Thething
had intended no harm; it had no intent. Larger and hungry it might be dangerous, or if it were done
with adesping man in adark room, hut not herein thelight. | knew this, but Vladimir and the court
didn't.



‘Vrykoulakas, vrykoulakas!' the Greek priests began to scream. And at that, though few
could have known what the word meant, the great hall became the scene of furious chaos. Ladies
cried out and fainted; everyone drew back from the huge table; guests crushed together at the door.
To givethe Greekstheir due, they were the only oneswho had any ideawhat to do. One of them
took adagger and pinned the thing to the table. It at once plit open, dipped free of the blade like
water. The priest pinned it again, cried, 'Bring fire, burn it!"

In the pandemonium now reigning, | jumped down from the table, up into the window
embrasure, and so on to the low balcony. As| vaulted the balcony wall into the garden, apair of
angry faces appeared at the window behind me. the Vlad's bodyguard, al brave and bristling now
that the danger was past. Except that for them it wasn't yet past. | glanced back. The two were now
out onto the balcony.

They shouted and waved swords, and | ducked low. Boltswhistled overhead out of the dark
garden; one pursuer was taken in the throat, the other in the forehead.

The noise from the hall was an uproar, but there were no more pursuers. | grinned, made
avay.

We camped that night in the woods on the outskirts. All of my men dept, for | posted no
guards. No one came near.

In the morning light we sauntered our horses through the city, then turned and headed west for
Walachia My new standard till fluttered from its pole over the palace wall. Apparently no one had
dared remove it while we were near. | left it there as areminder: the dragon, and tiding its back the
bat, and surmounting them both the livid red devil's heaed of the Ferenczy. For the next five hundred
yearsthose arms would be mine.

'‘My tale'sat an end,’ said Thibor. "Your turn, Harry Keogh.' Harry had got something of
what he wanted, but not everything. 'Y ou left Ehrig and the women to burn,” he voiced his disgust.
"Thewomen - vampirewomen - | think | can understand that. But would it have been so hard to
give them a decent deeth? | mean, did they haveto burn... likethat? Y ou could have madeit easier
for them. Y ou could have-*

'‘Beheaded them?' Thibor seemed unconcerned, gave a menta shrug.

'And asfor Ehrig: he had been your friend!"

‘Had been, yes. But it was a hard world a thousand years ago, Harry. And anyway, you
are mistaken - | didn't leave them to burn. They were deep down under the tower. The
broken furniture | piled around the central pillar was to shatter it, bring the stone steps down
into the stairwell and block it forever. Burn them, no - | simply buried them!"



Harry recoiled from Thibor's morbid, darkly sinister tone. That's even worse, he said.

"You mean better," the monster contradicted him, chuckling. 'But better far than even |
guessed. For | didn't know then that they'd live down there forever. Ha, ha! And how's that
for horror, Harry? They're down there even now. Mummied, aye - but till 'alive' in their way.
Dry and desiccated as old bones, bits of leather and gristle and - ' Thibor came to an abrupt
hat. He had sensed Harry's keen interest, the intense, calculating way in which he seized on dl of
thisand analysed it. Harry tried to back off alittle, tried to close his mind to the other. Thibor
sensed that, too.

'l suddenly have thisfedling,” he very dowly sad, 'that | may have said too much. It
comes as something of a to learn that even a dead creature must guard its thoughts. Your
interest in all of these mattersis more than merely usual, Harry. | wonder why?"

Dragosani, for so long silent, broke in with aburst of laughter. 'Isn't it obvious, old devil?' he
sad. 'He's out-smarted you! Why is he so interested? Because there are vampires in the world
- in hisworld - right now! It'sthe only answer. And Harry Keogh came here to find out about
them, from you. He needs to find out about them for the sake of his intelligence organisation,
and for the sake of the world. Now tell me: does hereally need to tell you the present
circumstances of that innocent you corrupted while he was still in his mother's womb? He
has dready told you! The boy lives - and yes, heisa vampire!' Dragosani's voice died away.

There was silence in the motionless glade, where only Harry's neon nimbus it the darknessto
give any indication of the drama enacted there. And finaly Thibor spoke again. 'Isit true? Does he
live? Ishe-?'

'Yes,' Harry told him. 'Helives - asavampire - for now.’

Thibor ignored theimplications of that last. But how do you know heis... Wamphyri?

‘Because dready he works his evil. That's why we have to put him down - myself and others
who work for the same cause. And certainly we must destroy him before he "remembers’ you and
comesto seek you out. Dragosani has said that you would rise up again, Thibor. Now how would
you set about that?

‘Dragosani is a brash fool who knows nothing. | fooled him, you fooled him - so well,
indeed, that you helped him destroy himself - why, any child could make a fool of Dragosani!
Take no notice of him.'

'‘Hah! cried Dragosani. A fool, am | ? Listen to me, Harry Keogh, and I'll tell you exactly
how this devious old devil will use what he has made. First -



'BE SLENT!" Thibor was outraged.

'l will not!" Dragosani cried. 'Because of you, | am here, a ghost, nothing! Should | lie still
while you prepare to be up and about? Listen to me, Harry. When that youth - But that was as
much as Thibor waswilling to let him say. A hideous mental babble started up - such ablast of
telepathic howling that Harry could unscramble no single word of it - and not only from Thibor but
aso Max Batu. Understandably, the dead Mongol sided with Thibor againgt his murderer.

'l can hear nothing,' Harry tried to break into the din and through it to Dragosani. 'Absolutely
nothing!"

The telepathic cacophony went on unabated, louder if anything, more insstent than ever. Inlife
Max Batu had been able to concentrate hatred into aglare that could kill; in death his concentration
headn't failed him; if anything the mental din he crested was greater than Thibor's. And since there
was no physica effort involved, they could probably keep it up indefinitely. Quiteliteraly,
Dragosani was being shouted down.

Harry attempted to lift hisvoice above dl three: 'If | leave you now, be surel won't be back!'
But even asheissued histhreat he redised that it no longer carried any weight. Thibor was shouting
for hislife, the sort of life he had not known since the day they buried him here five hundred years
ago. Evenif the others did quieten down, he would go right on bellowing.

Stdemate. And too late, anyway.

Harry fdt thefirst tug of aforce he couldn't resst, aforce that drew him asacompassis
drawn northwards. Harry Jnr was stirring again, coming awake for his scheduled feed. For the next
hour or so the father must merge again with theid of hisinfant son.

Thetugging strengthened, an undertow that began to draw Harry along with it. He searched
for aMadbius door, found one and started towardsit.

Inthat same ingtant of time, as he made to enter the M 6bius continuum, something other than
Harry Jnr stirred, something in the earth where the rubble of Thibor'stomb lay scattered. Perhaps
the concentrated menta uproar had disturbed it. Maybe it had sensed events of moment. Anyway,
it moved, and Harry Keogh saw it.

Great stone dabs were shoved aside; tree roots snapped loudly where something massive
heaved its bulk beneath them; the earth erupted in ablack spray as a pseudopod thick as a barrel
uncoiled itself and lashed upwards dmost as high asthe trees. It swayed there among the treetops,
then was drawn down again.

Harry saw this - and then he was through the door and into the M obius continuum. And



incorporeal ashewas, still he shuddered as he sped across hitherto hypothetical spaces towardsthe
mind of hisinfant son. And uppermost in hisown mind this single thought: 'Ground to clear,
indeed!"

Sunday, 10.00 A.M. Bucharest. The Office of Cultura and Scientific Exchanges, (USSR),
housed in a converted museum of many domes, standing conveniently closeto the Russian
University. The wrought-iron gates being opened by ayawning, uniformed attendant and a black
Volkswagen Variant accelerating out into the quiet streets and heading for the motorway to Pitesti.

Inside the car Sergei Gulharov was driving, with Felix Krakovitch as front-seat passenger, and
Alec Kyle, Carl Quint and an extremely thin, hawk-faced, bespectacled, middie-aged Romanian
woman in the back. She was Irma Dobresti, ahigh-ranking officia with the Ministry of Landsand
Properties and atrue disciple of Mother Russia.

Because Dobresti spoke English, Kyle and Quint were alittle more careful than usua how
they spoke to each other and what they said. It was not that they feared they'd let something dip
about their mission, for she would see more than enough of that, but smply that they might err and
make some comment about the woman hersalf. Not that they were especialy rude or churlish men,
but Irma Dobresti was avery different sort of woman.

Shewore her black hair in abun; her clotheswere dmost auniform: dark grey shoes, irt,
blouse and coat. She wore no make-up or jewellery at al and her features were sharp and mannish.
Where womanly curves and other feminine charms were concerned, Nature seemed to have
forgotten IrmaDobresti entirely. Her smile, showing yellow teeth, was something she switched on
and off likeadim light, and on those few occasions when she spoke her voice was deep as any
man's, her words blunt and alwaysto the point.

'If I were not thinly,' she said, making a common enough mistake in her attempt at casua
conversation, ‘thislong rideis most uncomfortable.” She sat on the extreme left, Quint in the middle
andthenKyle.

The two Englishmen glanced at each other. Then Quint smiled obligingly. 'Er, true,’ he said.
'Y our thinlynessis most accommodating.’

'‘Good.' She gave a curt nod.

The car sped on out of the city, picked up the motorway..

Kyle and Quint had spent the night at the Dunarea Hotel in the city centre, while Krakovitch
had spent most of it up and about making connections and arrangements. This morning, looking
haggard and hollow-eyed, held tuned them for breskfast. Gulharov had picked them up and they'd
driven to the Office of Culturd and Scientific exchanges where Dobresti had been getting her



ingtructions from a Soviet liaison officer. She had met Krakovitch the night before. Now they were
on their way into the Romanian countryside, following aroute Krakovitch knew fairly well.

‘Actudly,’ he said, stifling ayawn, ‘this not too surprisng. Coming here, | mean.' He turned to
look at hisguests. 'l know this place. After that business at Chéteau Bronnitsy, when Party Leader
Brezhnev give tie my gppointment, he ordered meto find out everything | could about... about what
happened. | suspected Dragosani was at root of it. So | came here!’

'Y ou followed his old tracks, you mean? said Kyle.

Krakovitch nodded. "When Dragosani have holiday, he always come here, to Romania. No
family, no friends, but he come here.’

Quint nodded. 'He was born here. Romaniawas hometo him.'

'And he did have onefriend here,' Kyle quietly added. Krakovitch yawned again, peered at
Kylethrough eyes which were alittle red in their corners. 'So it would seem. Anyway, he used to
cdl this place Wadlachia, not Romania. Wadlachiais a country long gone and forgotten, Hut not by
Dragosani.’

'Where exactly are we going? Kyle asked.

'l was hoping you could tell me!' said Krakovitch. 'Y ou said Romania, aplacein thefoothills
where Dragosani was aboy. So that iswhere we are going. Well stay at alittle village he liked off
the Corabia-Calinesti highway. We should be there in maybe two hours. After that,” he shrugged,
'your guessisasgood asmine.’

Oh, we can do better than that,’ said Kyle. 'How far is Satinafrom this place where we're
daying?

'Satina? Oh, about - '

'One hundred twenty kilometres," said Irma Dobresti. Krakovitch had earlier told her the name
of the place they were staying - a difficult and meaningless name to the two Englishmen - but she
had known it fairly well. A cousin of hers had lived there once. "About an hour and haf to traveling.'

'Do you want to go straight to Satina? Krakovitch asked. 'What'sin Sating, anyway?

‘Tomorrow will do,' said Kyle. "We can spend tonight making plans. Asfor what'sin Satina- '



'Records,’ Quint cut in. Therell bealoca registrar, won't there?

'Pardon? Krakovitch didn't know the word.

'A person who registers marriages and births,’ Kyle explained.

'‘And deaths,’ Quint added.

'Ah! | beginto see said Krakovitch. 'But you are mistaken if you think asmall town's records
will go back five hundred yearsto Thibor Ferenczy.'

Kyle shook his head. 'That's not it. We have our own vampire, remember? We know he, er,
got started out here. And we more or less know how. We want to find out where Ilya Bodescu
died. The Bodescus were staying in Slatinawhen he had some sort of skiing accident in the hills. If
we can trace someone who was involved in the recovery of hisbody, well be within an ace of
finding Thibor'stomb. Where Ilya Bodescu died, that's where the old vampire was buried.'

'‘Good!" said Krakovitch. 'There should be a police report, statements - perhaps even a
coroner's report.’

'Doubting,’ said Irma Dobresti, shaking her head. 'How long ago this man die?

'Eighteen, nineteen years," Kyle answered.

'‘Simple desth - accident.' Dobresti shrugged. 'Not suspicious - no coroner's report. But police
report, yes. Also, ambulance recovery. They make report, too.'

Kyle began to warm towards her. 'That's good reasoning,’ he said. 'Asfor getting hold of
those reports through the local authorities, that's your job, Mrser -

‘Not Mrs. Never had time. Just call me Irma, please.’ She smiled her yellow-toothed smile.

Her attitudein dl of this puzzled Quint alittle. "Y ou don't think it'sabit odd that were here
hunting for avampire, er, Irma?

Shelooked at him, raised an eyebrow. 'My parents come from the mountains,’ she said.
'When | am little they sometimestalk about wampir. Up therein Carpatii Meridiondi, old people
il believe. Once there were great bears up there. And sabretooth tigers. Before that, big lizards -
er, dinosaurs? Yes. They are no more - but they were. Later, there was plague that swept the
world. All of thesethings, gone. Now you tell methat my parents were right, there were vampires,



too. Odd? No, | not think so. If you want hunt vampires, where better than Romania, eh?

Krakovitch smiled. 'Romania,’ he said, 'has dways been something of anidand.’

"True,' Dobresti agreed. 'But that not always good. World isbig. No strength in being small.
Also, being cut off means stagnation. Nothing new ever comesin.’

Kyle nodded, thinking to himself, ‘and some of the old things are things you can well do
without.'

It had been arough night for Brenda Keogh.

When Harry Jnr had finished his small hours feed, he hadn't wanted to go back to deep again.
Hewasn't bad about it, just wouldn't deep.

After an hour or two of rocking him, then cradling and crooning to him, sheld finaly put the
baby down and gone back to bed herself.

But at 6.00 A.M. held been right on time again, crying for his change and another feed. And
sheld known from the way he twisted hislittle face and clenched hisfiststhat he wastired: hed been
awake right through the night, from no cause that Brenda could discover. But good? What a good
little chap hewas! He hadn't cried at dl until he was hungry and uncomfortable, just lay therein his
cot through the night doing his own thing - whatever that might be.

Even now hiswill to stay awake and be apart of the world was strong, but his yawning told
his mother that he couldn't. With dawn an hour away, Harry was going to haveto go to deep. The
world would have to wait. No matter how fast your mind grows up, your body goes more dowly.

As his baby son went to deep, Harry Snr found himself free and was struck with athought as
strange as any held ever had, even in histhoroughly strange existence.

'‘He's leeching on me!" hethought. "The little rascal's into my mind, into my experiences.
He can explore my stuff because ther€'s lots of it, but | can't touch him because there's
nothing in there - yet!"

He put the extraordinary ideato the back of hismind. Now that Harry Jnr had released him he
had placesto go, people - dead people - to talk to. There were things he knew which he was
unique in knowing. He knew, for instance, that the dead inhabit another sphere; dso that in their
lonely nether-existence they go on doing al thethingsthey've donein life.



The writers write masterpieces they can never publish, each line perfectly composed, each
paragraph polished, every story agem. Wheretimeisn't a problem and deadlines don't exi<t, things
get doneright. The architects plot their cities of the mind, beautiful agrid constructs flung across
fantastic worlds and spanning sculpted oceans and continents, each brick and spire and sky-riding
highway immeaculately positioned, no smallest detail missng or botched. The mathematicians
continue to explore the Formulae of the Universe, reducing THE ALL to symbolsthey can never
put on paper, for which men in the corpored world should be grateful. And the Great Thinkers
carry on thinking their great thoughts, which far outweigh any they thought inlife.

That had been theway of it with the Great Mgority. Then Harry Keogh, Necroscope, had
comedong.

The dead had taken to Harry at once; he had given their existence new meaning. Before
Harry, each one of them had inhabited aworld conssting of his own incorporeal thoughts, without
contact with the rest. They had been like houses with no doors or windows, no telephones. But
Harry had connected them up. It made no differenceto the living (who Ssmply weren't aware) but it
made a great dedl of difference to the dead.

M 6bius had been one such, mathematician and thinker both, and he had shown Harry Keogh
how to use his Mobius continuum. Hed done so gladly, for like al of the dead held quickly cometo
love the Necroscope. And the Mdbius continuum had given Harry accessto times and places and
minds beyond the reach of any other intelligencein al of man'shistory.

Now Harry knew of aman whose one obsession in life tad been the myths and legends and
lore of the vampire. His name was Ladidau Giresci. How wasit going for him now, Harry
wondered, in the aftermath of his murder? Max Batu had killed him with his evil eye, for no good
reason other than that Dragosani had ordered it. Killed him, yes, but not Giresci'slife-long
penchant for the legend of the vampire. What had been an obsesson in life must certainly have
continued afterwards.

Harry could no longer make any headway with Thibor, and Thibor would not let him get
through to Dragosani. His next best bet had to be Ladidau Giresci. How to reach him, however,
was adifferent matter. Harry had never met the Romanian in life; he did not know the ground where
Giresci's spirit lay; he must rely on the dead to supply him with directions, see him on hisway.

Acrossthe road from Brendasflat - once Harry and Brendasflat - there sprawled a
graveyard hundreds of years old, containing alarge number of Harry'sfriends. He knew most of
them persondly from previous conversations. Now he drifted towards the lines of markersand
occasiondly leaning tombstones, his mind drawn by the minds of the dead wherethey lay in their
graves communing. They sensed him at once, knew that it was him. Who € se could it be?

'Harry!" said their spokesman, an ex-railway engineer who'd lived al hislifein Stockton, until
hedied in 1938. 'It's good to talk to you again. Nice to know you haven't forgotten us.'



'How are thingswith you? Harry inquired. 'Still designing your trains?

The other came aglow inamoment. 'I have designed the train!' he answered. 'Do you want
to hear about it?

‘Unfortunately | can't.' Harry was genuinely sorry. 'My visit is purely business, I'm afraid.’

'Well, spit it out, Harry!" someone e se exclaimed, an ex--bobby of Harry's acquaintance,
late of Sir Robert Pedl'stime. "How can we help you, sir?”

‘There are some hundreds of you here,' Harry answered. 'But is there anyone from Romania? |
want to go there, and | need directions and an introduction. The only people| know there are... bad

people.

Voicesrosein something of ababble, but one of them cut through, speaking directly to Harry.
It wasagirl'svoice, sweet and small. 'l know Romania,’ it said. 'Something of it, anyway. | came
here from Romania after the war. There were troubles and oppressions, and so my elder
brothers sent me away to an aunt who lived here. Srange, but | came all this way, then
caught a cold and died! | was very young.'

'And do you know someone | can seek out, who can perhaps help me on my way? Harry
didn't like to seem too eager to be off, but heredlly couldn't help himself. 'It's very important, |
assureyou.'

‘But my brotherswill be delighted to guide you, Harry!" she said at once. 'It's only since
you came that we've all been ableto... well, get together again. We all owe you so much.'

'If | may," Harry answered, 'I'll come back and talk to you again sometime. Meanwhile, I'm
afraid I've no timeto spare. What are your brothers called?

"They are Jahn and Dmitri Syzestu,’ she said. "Wait and I'll call them for you." Shecalled,
and in amoment her brothers answered. They were very faint, like voices on atelephone from the
other side of theworld. Harry wasintroduced.

"Just keep talking to me," he told the brothers, 'and I'll find my way to you.'

He excused himsdlf from the company of hisfriendsin the Hartlepool cemetery, found a
gpace-time door and passed through it into the Mobius continuum. 'Jahn, Dmitri? Are you lill
there?

'We're here, Harry, and we're honoured to be able to help you like this.'



He homed in on them, emerged through another door into the grey Romanian dawn. Hefound
himself in afidd of grassbesde apock-marked wall fast crumbling into ruins. There were poniesin
thefield but of course they couldn't see him; they just stood till, shivering alittle, their coats shining
with drops of dew. Plumes of warm air came snorting from their nogtrilslike smoke. In the distance,
thelast lights of atown were blinking out as the sun rose on the eastern horizon.

'Whereisthis place? Harry asked the brothers Syzestu. 'The town is Cluj," said Jahn, who
wastheoldest. 'Thisplaceisjust a field. We were in prison - paolitical prisoners - and we ran
away. They came after us with guns and caught us here, trying to climb thiswall. Now tell
us, Harry Keogh, how we can help you?'

'Clyj? said Harry, alittle disappointed. 'l need to be south, | think, and east - acrossthe
mountains.

‘Thisiseasy!" The younger brother, Dmitri, was excited.

'Our father and mother lie side by sidein the graveyard in Pitesti. Only a little while ago
we wer e talking to them!”

'Indeed they were,' adeeper, sterner voicejoined in, from some distance away. "You're
welcome to come and visit, Harry, if you can find your way here.’

Harry excused himsdlf - alittle hagtily but with many apologies - and re-entered the Mobius
continuum. In alittlewhile hewasin amisted graveyard in Pitesti. "Who isit you're seeking?'
inquired Franz Syzestu.

‘HisnameisLadidau Giresci,' said Harry. 'All | cantell you isthat he died somelittle time ago
at hishome near atown caled Titu.'

‘Titu?" Anna Syzestu repested. "Why that's nought but fifty kilometres or so away! What's
more, we've friends buried there!" Shewas plainly proud to be of assistance to the Necroscope.
'Greta, can you hear?'

'Indeed | can!" A new voice, sharp and shrewish, answered. 'And |'ve the very man right

here.

‘Thereyou are!' said Anna Syzestu, in atold-you-so tone. 'If you want to meet someonein
Titu, ask Greta Mirnosti. She knows everyone!'

'Harry Keogh?' A male voice now cameto thefore. 'I'm Ladislau Giresci. Do you want to
come closer or will this do?'



'I'mon my way!" said Harry. He thanked the Syzestus and went to Giresci's plot in Titu. And
findly, at last in the presence of the vampire expert himself, he asked, 'Sir, | believe you can help me
- if youwill?

"Young man," said Giresci, ‘unless I'm very much mistaken | know why you're here. Last
time someone came to me inquiring about vampires, it cost me my life! But if there's any way
| can help you, Harry Keogh, any way at all, just ask it!"

"That was Boris Dragosani who cameto see you, right? said Harry. He sensed the other's
shudder. Giresci might have no body, but at the mention of Dragosani's name he shuddered.

"That one, yes," Giresci answered at last. 'Dragosani. When first | met him | didn't know it,
but he was already one of them. Or as good as. He didn't know it himself, not quite, but the
evil wasin him.

'He sent Max Batu to kill you with hisevil eye!

'Yes, because by then | knew what he was. That's the thing a vampire fears most: that
people will discover what he is. Anyone who suspects... he hasto die. So the little Mongol
killed me, and he stole my crossbow.'

"That was for Dragosani. He used it to kill Thibor Ferenczy in the cruciform hills!

"Then at least it was put to good use! Ah, but when you talk about Thibor, you're talking
about a red vampire!' said Giresci. 'if Dragosani, with all of his potential for evil, had lived -
alive or undead - aslong as that one, then the world would have an incurableillness!

I'msorry,’ said Harry, 'but | can find nothing to admire in such monsters. And in any case,
there was one greater than Thibor, who came before him, and outlasted him. His name was
Faethor, and Thibor took his second name from him. Rightly o, for it was Faethor who made him a
vampire. I'm speaking of Faethor Ferenczy, of course!’

Ladidau Giresci's voice was the merest whisper now as he answered: ‘'Indeed, and that was
where my interest in the undead really began. For | was with Faethor when he died. Imagine
that, and him a creature at least thirteen hundred years old!"

"These are the ones | want to know about.' Harry was eager. "Thibor and Faethor. In your life
you were avampire expert; however people might scorn your obsession or ook upon you as an
eccentric, you studied the vampire's myths, hislegends, hislore. Y ou were till studying them when
you died, and it's my guessthat dying didn't stop you. So where's your research led you now,
Ladidau? How did Thibor end up buried there on the cruciform hills? And what of Fagthor between
the tenth and twentieth centuries? It'simportant that | know these things, for they relate to what I'm



doing now. And what I'm doing relates to the safety and sanity of the whole world.'

'l understand,’ said Giresci, soberly. '‘But Harry, don't you think you should speak to
someone with even more authority? | believe it can be arranged.’

'What? Harry was taken aback. 'Someone with more authority than you? Isthere such a
person?

'‘Ahhh!" said anew voice, apowerful voice. It was black asthe night itself and deep asthe
roots of hell, and it seemed to come from everywhere and nowhere at the sametime. 'Oh, yesss,
Haarrry, thereis - or was - just such a one. And I am he. No one knows as much about the
Wamphyri as | do, for no one has or ever will live so long. So very long, indeed, that when |
died | wasready for it. Oh, | fought against it, be sure, but in the end it was for the best. Now
| have peace. And | have Ladislau Giresci to thank for giving me that final, merciful release.
Snce he obviously holds you in the greatest esteem - as do all the dead, apparently - then so
must 1. So come to me, Harry Keogh, and let a real expert answer your questions.’

It was an offer Harry couldn't refuse. He knew who it must be at once, of course, and he
wondered why he hadn't thought of it himsdlf. It was, after dl, the obvious answer.

'I'm coming, Faethor," he said. 'Just give me amoment and I'll beright there.'

Chapter Eleven

To thisday, on the outskirts of Ploiesti, towards Bucharest, there stand gutted ruins, reminders
of the mundane horrors of war. The burned-out shellslie like haf-buried stony corpsesin open
countryside, strangely gorgeousin the summer when the old bomb craters are full of flowersand
brambles and wildlife, and ivy climbs shattered walls to turn them green. But it takes the winter and
the snow to make the devastation visible, to bring into monochrome perspective the gaunt redlity of
the region. The Romanians have never rebuilt in or near theseruins.

Thiswas where Faethor Ferenczy had finally met his death at the hands of Ladidau Giresci
during a Second World War bombing raid on Bucharest and Ploiesti. Pinned to the floor of his
study by a splintered ceiling beam when his home was hit, he had feared the encroaching flames
because dive, vampires burn very dowly. Giresci, working for the Civil Defence, had seen the
house bombed, entered the blazing ruin and tried to free Faethor - to no avall. It was hopeless.

The vampire had known that he wasfinished. With a superhuman effort of will he had



commanded Giresci to make aquick end of it. The old way was il the only way. Since Fagthor
was dready staked, Giresci need only behead him. The flameswould do the rest, and the ancient
monster would burn dong with his house.

The things he experienced in that house of horror stayed with Giresci for therest of hislife.
They were what had made him an authority on vampirism. Now Ladidau Giresci was dead along
with Faethor, but till the vampire stood in his debt. Which waswhy he would give Harry Keogh
whatever assistance he could; at least, that was part of the reason. Therest of it was that Keogh
was up againgt Thibor the Wallach.

It wasn't yet winter when Harry Keogh homed in on Faethor's incorporeal thoughts and
emerged from the M6bius continuum into the cregper- and bramble-grown ruin which had been the
vampiresfind refuge on earth. Indeed, the summer was bardly turning to autumn, the trees il
green, but the chill Harry felt might have suggested winter to the bones of any ordinary man. Harry
wasleast of dl ordinary. He knew it was achill of the spirit, awintry blast blowing on the soul. A
psychic chill, which isonly fdt in the presence of a supernatura Power. Fagthor Ferenczy had been
such, and Harry recognised that fact. But just as surely Faethor, too, knew when he wasfaceto
face with a Power.

"The dead speak well of you, Harry," the vampire opened, his menta voice sepulchral.
'indeed, they love you! That is hard for one who was never loved to understand. You are not
one of them, and yet they love you. Perhapsit is because you too, like them, are without
body." The voicetook on agrimly humorous note. "Why! it might even be said that you are...
undead?"

'If therés onething I've learned about vampires,' Harry answered evenly, ‘it'sthat they love
riddles and word games. But I'm not here to play. Still, I'll answer your questions. Why do the dead
love me? Because | bring them hope. Because | intend no harm but only good. Because through me
they are something more than memories:!’

'In other words, because you are "pure"?' The vampire's words dripped with sarcasm.

'l was never pure,’ said Harry, 'but | understand your meaning and | suppose you're near
enough right. Which might dso explain why they'll have nothing to do with you. Therésno lifein
you, only death. Y ou were dead evenin life. Y ou were death! And death waked with you
wherever you walked. Don't compare my condition with undesth - I'm more aive now than you
ever were. When | arrived here and before you spoke, | noticed something. Do you know what it
was?

'The silence!'

'Exactly. No cock crowing. No birdsong. Even the droning of beesis absent here. The
brambles are lush and green but they bear no fruit. Nothing, no one will come near you, not even



now. The things of Nature sense your presence. They can't speak to you like | can, but they know
you're here. And they shun you. Because you were evil. Because even dead, you're fill evil. So
don't sneer a my "pureness’, Faethor. | shall never be alone!’

And after amoment's sllence, Faethor said thoughtfully, 'For one who seeks my help, you
don't much hide your feelings.'

'We are poles gpart,' Harry told him, 'but we do have amutual enemy.’

“Thibor? Why then have you spent time with him?'

"Thibor isthe source of the trouble,” Harry answered. 'Heis, or was, your enemy, and what he
left behind ismy enemy. | hoped to learn things from him and was partidly successful. Now hell tell
me no more. Y ou offered help, and here | am to accept your offer. But we don't have to pretend
friendship.’

'Guileless,' Faethor said. 'That is why they love you. But you are right: Thibor wasand is
my enemy. However much I've punished him, | can never punish him enough. So ask what
you will of me, and I'll answer all.’

‘Then tell methis,' said Harry, eager once more. 'After he hurled you from your castlein
flames, what became of you then?

'| shall be brief,’ Faethor answered, 'because | sense that thisis only part of what you
desire to know. Cast your mind back then, if you will, one thousand years into the past...'

Thibor the Wallach, whom | had called son - to whom | had given my name and banner, and
into whose hands | had bequeathed my castle, lands and Wamphyri power had injured me sorely.
More sorely than even he suspected. That cursed ingrate!

Thrown down from thewalls of my castlein flames, | was burned and blinded. Myriad minion
bats fluttered to me as | fell, were scorched and died, but dampened the flamesnot at all. | crashed
through trees and shrubs, tumbled in a thousand agonies down the steep side of the gorge, wastorn
by trees and boulders dike before striking bottom: But my fal was broken in part by the foliage,
and | fdl in ashalow pool which put out the flames that threstened to melt my Wamphyri flesh.

Stunned, as closeto true death as a vampire might come and remain undead, till | put out a
cdl tomy fathful gypsesdowninthevaley. | know you will understand what | mean, Harry
Keogh. We share the power to speak with others at adistance. To speak with the mind alone, as
we do now. And the Szgany came.



They took out my body from the till, salving water and cared for it. They carried me west
over the mountainsinto the Hungarian Kingdom. They protected mefrom jarsand jolts, hid me
from potential enemies, kept me from the sun's searing rays. And at last they brought meto aplace
of rest. Ah! And that was along rest: for recuperation, for reshaping, atime of enforced retirement.

| have said Thibor had hurt me. But how he had hurt me! | was sorely damaged. All bones
broken: back and neck, skull and limbs. Chest staved in, heart and lungs amangle. Skin flayed by
fire, torn by sharp branches and boulders. Even the vampire in me, which occupied most parts and
portions, was battered, torn and scorched. A week in the healing? A month? A year? Nay, an
hundred years! A century, in which to dream my dreams of red - or night-black - revenge!

My long conval escence was spent in an inaccessible mountain retreet, but aplace morea
cavern than acastle; and al the while my Szgany tended me, and their sons, and their sons. And
their daughters, too. Slowly | became whole again; the vampire in me healed itself, and then hedled
me; Wamphyri, | walked again, practised my arts, made myself wiser, stronger, more terrible than
ever before. | went aboroad from my aerie, made plansfor my life's adventure asif Thibor's
treachery had been but yesterday and al my wounds no more than a tiffness of the joints.

And it was aterribleworld in which | emerged, with wars everywhere and great suffering, and
famines, and pestilence. Terrible, aye, but the very stuff of lifeto me! For | was Wamphyri.

| builded me asmadl castle in the border with Wallachia, dmost impregnable, and there set
myself up asaBoyar of some means. | led amixed body of Szgany, Hungariansand loca
Walachs, paid them well, housed and fed them, was accepted as alandowner and leader. The
Szgany, of course, would have followed me to the ends of the earth - and they did, they did! - not
out of love but some strange emotion which isin thewild breast of dl the Szgany. Smply say that |
was a Power, and that they associated with me. Asfor my name: | became Stefan Ferrenzig,
common enough in those parts. But that was only thefirst of my names. Thirty years after my full
recovery | becamethe 'son' of Stefan, called Peter, and thirty yearslater Karl, then Grigor. A man
must not be seento live too long, and certainly not for centuries. Y ou understand?

Asfor Wallachia: | avoided crossing the border, mainly. For therewas onein Wallachia
whose strength and cruelty were aready renowned: a mysterious mercenary Voevod named
Thibor, who commanded asmall army for the Walach princelings. And | did not wish to meet him,
who should now be guarding my lands and propertiesin the Khorvaty! No, | would not meet him
now, not yet. Oh, | doubted that he would recognise me, for | was changed beyond measure. But if
| saw him | might not be able to contain mysdlf. That could well provefatd, for in the years of my
hedling he had been active and was grown strong; indeed, he wasin large part the power behind the
throne of Wdlachia He had his own Szgany, but well disciplined, and he dso commanded the army
of aprince; whilel merely led an untrained rabble of gypsies and peasants. No, my revenge could
wait. What istimeto the Wamphyri, en?

For afurther aixty years| bided my time, contained my activities, was subdued, covert. By
now | had accessto aworthy force of fightersfor payment, fierce mercenaries, and | considered
how best to use them. | was tempted to take on Thibor and the Walachs, but any sort of even fight



was not to my liking. | wanted the dog on his knees before me, to do with him as| desired. | did
not want abattlefield confrontation, for | had learned at first hand hiswiles and his strength. By now
he possibly considered me deed; it were best | continued to let him think it; my time would il
come.

But meanwhile | was restless, confined, pent up. Herewasl, lusty, strong, something of a
power, and | had nowhere to channd my energies. It wastime | went further abroad in therailing
world.

Then | heard of agreat Crusade by the Franks against the Modems. The world was two years
into itsthirteenth Christian century, and even now afleet was salling againgt Zara. Originaly the
Crusaders had intended to attack Egypt, then the centre of Modem power, but their armies were
heirsto along hodtility towards Byzantium. The old Doge of Venice, who provided their fleet, and
who was himsdf an enemy of Byzantium, had diverted them first to Hungary. Zara, only recently
won by the Hungarians, was retaken and sacked by Venetians and Crusaders alike in November
1202; by which timel was on my way to that key city with asdect company of my own
supporters. The Hungarian King, 'my magter', believing | was acting for him againgt the Crusaders,
put no obstacle in my way. When | reached Zara, however, | sold mysdlf into mercenary service
and took the Craoss, which had been my intention al aong.

It seemed to me that the best way to venture out across the world would be with the
Crusaders; but if | had hoped for instant action, then it was avain hope. The Venetians and Franks
had aready divided the city's spails - they had argued and fought over them, too, but their
quarrelling was soon over - and now the Doge and Boniface of Montferrat, who led the expedition,
decided to winter at Zara.

Now, the origind intention, the prime purpose of this Fourth Crusade, had been of courseto
destroy the Modems. But many Crusaders believed that Byzantium had been atraitor to
Christendom throughout al the Holy Wars. And suddenly Congtantinople was within grasp, or at
least within reach, of vengeful Crusader passions. Moreover, Congtantinople wasrich - wildly rich!
Madly rich! The prospect of loot such as Constantinople offered settled the matter. Egypt could
wait - the very world could wait - for the target was now the Imperial Capital itself!

| shal be brief. We set sall for Constantinople in the spring, stopped off at severa placesto do
variousthings, and late in June arrived before the Imperial Capital. | will assume you know
something of history. For months running to years there were objections, mord, religious and
political, to the city's sack; avarice and lust eventually won the day. All schemes of going on from
thereto fight theinfidd were finally abandoned. Pope Innocent 111, who had been in large part
responsible for caling the Crusade, had already excommunicated the Venetians for sacking Zara;
now he was once more aghast, but both news - and intervention - travelled dowly in those days.
And in the eyes of the Crusaders Constantinople had become ajewd, their quest's end, and every
man of uslusted after it. Agreement was reached on the division of spoils, and then - Early in April
1204, we commenced the attack! All political scheming and pioustak were put aside at last, for
this was why we were here.



Ah! And how my fierce heart rgjoiced. Every fibre of my being thrilled. Gold is one thing, but
blood isanother. Blood spilled, blood drunk, blood coursing through veins of fire!

| will tell you what we came up againgt. First of al, the Greeks had ships on the Golden Horn
to keep usfrom landing below thewalls. They fought hard but in vain, though their efforts were not
entirdy wasted. Greek fireisaterriblething - it ignitesand burnsin water! Their catapults hurled it
among our ships, and men blazed in the seaiitself. | was scalded, my right shoulder, chest and back
burned near to the bone. Ah! But | had been burned before, and by an expert. A mere scorching
could not keep me out of it. My pain served only to spur me on. For thiswas my day.

Y ou might wonder about the sun: how could I, Wamphyri, fight under its searing ray? | worea
flowing black cloak in the fashion of Modem chiefs, and ahelm of leather and iron to guard my
head. Also, | fought wherever possible with the sun a my back. When | was not fighting - and
believe me there were other thingsto do aswell asfight - then of course | kept out of it. But the
Crusaders, when they saw me and my Szgany in battle - ah, they were awed! Ignored hitherto,
considered arabble to bulk out the ranks and go down as fodder to fire and sword, now we were
regarded by Frank and Venetian alike as demons, as fighting hell-fiends. How glad they must have
been to have uson their sde. So | thought.

But let me not stray. A breach was made in the wall guarding the Blachernae quarter of the
city. Smultaneoudy afire broke out in the city in that quarter. The defenders were confused; they
panicked; we crushed them and poured over them into the mainly empty Streets, where the fighting
was nothing much to mention.

For after al, what were we up against? Greeks with dl of the wind knocked out of them; an
ill-disciplined army, mainly mercenary, sill suffering from years of mismanagement. Sav and
Pechenegi units which would fight only so long astheir chances were good and the payment better;
Frankish units whose members were torn, obvioudy, two ways, the VVarangian Guard, acompany
composed of Danes and Englishmen who knew their Emperor Alexius 111 for ausurper with merit
neither as afighting man nor asaman of state. What work there was for us was daughter. Those
who were not willing to die at once fled. There was no other choice. In afew hoursthe Doge and
Frankish and Venetian Lords occupied the Great Paace itsdlf.

From there they issued their orders: the war- and loot-crazed Crusaders were told that
Congtantinople was theirs and they had three days in which to complete the city's sack. They were
the victors, there was no crime they could commit. They could do with the capital, its people and
possessions whatever they wished. Can you imagine what such orders conveyed?

For nine hundred years Congtantinople had been the centre of Chrigtian civilisation, and now
for three days it became the sinkhole of hell! The Venetians, who appreciated great works, carried
off Grecian masterpieces and other works of art and beauty by the ton, and treasuresin precious
metals near enough to sink their ships. Asfor the French, the Hlemings and various mercenary
Crusaders, including me and mine: they desired only to destroy. And destroy we did!



However precious, if something could not be carried or hauled away it was reduced to
wreckage on the spot. We fudled our madness from rich wine-cdllars, paused only to drink, rape
or murder, then returned to the sack. Nothing, no one was spared. No virgin came out of it intact,
and few came out dive. If awoman wastoo old to be stabbed with flesh she was stabbed with
sted, and no femal e was too young. Convents were sacked and nuns used aswhores - Christian
nuns, mind!

Men who had not fled but stayed to protect their homes and familieswere dit up their bellies
and left clutching their sleaming gutsto die in the streets. The city's gardens and squares were full of
its dead inhabitants, mainly women and children. And |, Faethor Ferenczy - known to the Franks as
the Black One, or Black Grigor, the Hungarian Devil - | was ever in thethick of it. The thickest of
it. For three days | glutted mysdlf asif there were no end to my lust.

| did not know it but the end - my end, the end of glory, of power, of notoriety - was aready
looming. For | had forgotten the prime rule of the Wamphyri: do not be seen to be too different. Be
strong, but not overpowering. Be lustful, but not alegendary satyr. Command respect, but not
devotion. And above all do nothing to cause your peers, or those who have the power to consider
themselves your superiors, to become afraid of you.

But | had been burned by Greek fire and it had merely infuriated me. And rapacious? For
every man | had killed | had taken awoman, as many asthirty in aday and anight! My Szgany
looked to me asa sort of god - or devil. And findly... finally, of course, the Crusaders proper had
cometo fear me. More than al matters of ‘conscience, more than al the murder and rape and
blasphemies they had committed, my deeds had given them bad dreams.

Aye, and they were sore in need of a scapegoat.

| believe that even without Innocent's pious protestations and hand-flutterings and cries of
horror, still | would have been persecuted. Anyway, thiswas the way of it. The Pope had been
enraged by the sack of Zara, at first delighted by Congtantinople, then aghast when he heard of the
atrocities. He now washed his hands of the Crusade in its entirety. Far from hel ping true Christian
soldiersinthelr fight against Idam, it seemed its only aim had been to conquer Christian territories.
And asfor the blagphemies and generdly atrocious behaviour of the Crusadersin Constantinopl€'s
holy places..

| say again: they needed a scapegoat, and no need to ook too far for one. A certain
'bloodthirsty mercenary recruited in Zara would fit the bill nicely. In secret communiqués |nnocent
had ordered that those directly responsible for 'gross acts of excessive and unnatural cruelty’ must
gain 'neither glory nor rich rewards nor lands for their barbarism. Their names should no more be
spoken by good men and true but 'struck forever out of the records. All such great Snnerswereto
be offered 'neither respect nor high regard’, for by their actsthey had shown that they were ‘worthy
only of contempt’. Hah! It was more than excommunication - it was a death warrant!

Excommunication... | had taken the Crossin Zaraas amatter of expediency. It meant nothing.



A crossisasymbol, nothing more. Soon, however, | would come to hate that symbol.

We had alarge house on the outskirts of the sacked city, my Szgany and I. It had been a
palace or some such, was now filled with wine and loot and progtitutes. The other mercenary
groups had turned over their plunder to their Crusader mastersfor the prearranged split, but | had
not. For we had not yet been paid! Perhaps| wasin error there. Certainly our loot was an extra
incentive for Crusader treachery.

They came at night, which wastheir mistake. | am - or was - Wamphyri; night was my
element. Some vampire premonition had warned methat all was not well. | was awake and on the
prowl when the attack came. | roused up my men and they set to. But it was no good; we were
heavily outnumbered and, taken by surprise, my men were still haf-adegp. When the place began
to burn | saw that | couldn't win. Evenif | best off al of these Crusaders, they formed only a
fraction of the total body. They had probably diced with ten other equa parties for the privilege of
killing and robbing me. Also, if they had guessed what | was - and the fire suggested that they had -
quite obvioudy my Stuation was untengble.

| took gold and a great many gemstones and fled into the darkness. On my way | carried off
one of my attackerswith me. He was a Frenchman, only alad, and | made aquick end of it, for |
had not timeto tarry. Before he died, though, he told me what it was dl about. From that day to this
| have loathed the cross and al who wesr it, or livein its shadow or under itsinfluence.

Of my Szgany, not aman of them survived to follow me out of that place; but | later learned
that two captives had been taken for questioning. Asit was | stood off and watched the blaze from
afar. And since the inferno was ringed about by Crusaders, | could only suppose that they assumed
| had died in theflames. So beit - | would not disillusion them.

And now | was adone and along way from home. Well, hadn't | desired to see the world?

Now, | have said | was along way from home. In miles on the ground this statement is seen to
be far from accurate. But where indeed was my home? | could hardly return to Hungary, not for
some little time. Wallachiawas no place for me, and my old castle in the Khorvaty, looking down
on Russia, wasin ruins. What, then, was | to do? Whereto go? Ah, but the world isawide place!

To detail my adventuresfrom that time forward would take too long. | shal merdly outline my
deeds and travels, and you must forgive or fill infor yoursef any greet gapsor legpsin time.

North was out of the question; likewise west; | headed east. 1t was 1204. Need | remind you
of asingular emergencein Mongoliajust two years later? Of course not, his name was Temujin -
later Genghis Khan! With aparty of Uighurs| joined him and hel ped subdue and unite the last of the
rowdy Mongol tribes, until al Mongoliawasfinaly united. | proved mysdf a capable warlord and
he showed me some respect. With some small effort | was able to change my features until | looked
the part; that isto say | willed my vampire flesh into anew mould. The Khan knew that | was not a



Mongol, of course, but at least | was acceptable. And later he would have many mercenariesin his
command, so that my participation wasin no way arare thing.

| was with him against the Chin, when we penetrated the Grest Wall, and after his desth | was
there to seethe totd obliteration of the Chin Empire. | passed my 'loyalty' down to Genghiss
grandson, Batu. | could have offered my servicesto other Mongol Khans, but Batu's objective was
Europe! It was one thing to return aman aone, but another to go back asagenera inaMongol

amy!

Inthe winter of 1237-8, in alightning campaign, we smashed the Russian principdities. In
1240 we took Kiev by storm and burned it to ashes. From there we struck at Poland and Hungary.
Only the death of the Great Khan Ogedel in 1241 saved Europein its entirety; there were disputes
about the succession and the westward campaigns were stalled.

Later, it wastime for The Fereng, as| wasknown, to 'di€ again. | obtained permission to
journey to an ambiguous homedand far in the West; my 'son’ would join Hiilegli in his push againgt
the Assassins and the Caliphate. As Fereng the Black, Son of The Fereng, under Hlleg(, | assisted
in the extermination of the Assassins and was there at thefal of Baghdad in 1258. Ah, but alittle
more than two yearslater, & Am Jalut in the so-called Holy Land, we were delivered a crushing
defeat by the Mame ukes;, the turning point for the Mongols had come.

In RussaMongol rule would continue to the end of the fourteenth century, but 'rule’ implies
peace and my taste for war had grown insatiable. | stuck it out forty years more, then parted
company with the Mongols and sought action €l sewhere.

| fought for Idam! | was now an Ottoman, a Turk! Ahal What it isto be amercenary, eh?
Yes, | became a ghaz, aModem Warrior, fighting againg the polytheists, and for nearly two
centuries my life was one great unending river of blood and death! Under Bayezid, Wallachia
became avassa state which the Turks called Eflak. | could have returned then and sought out
Thibor, who had moved with his Szekdly into the mountains of Transylvania, but | was busy
campaigning e sawhere. By the middle of the fifteenth century my chance had passed me by; the
boundaries of the Ottoman state at the accession of Mehemmed |1 were shrinking. In 1431
Sigismund the Holy Roman Emperor had invested Vlad |1 of Walachiawith the Order of the
Dragon - licence to destroy theinfidel Turk. And who was Vlad'sinstrument in this 'holy' work?
Who was his war-wegpon? Thibor, of course!

Of Thibor's deeds, strangely, | heard with no small measure of pride. He butchered not only
theinfidd Turk but Hungarians, Germans, and other Christiansin their thousands. Ah, hewas atrue
son of hisfather! If only he had not been disobedient. Alas, (for him) but disobedience to mewas
not hisonly failing; like myself at the end of my Crusader adventure, he had not practised the
caution of the Wamphyri. He was adored by the Szekely but set himself on aleve with his
superiors, the Walachian princes, and his excesses had made him notorious. He was feared
throughout the land. In short, he had in every way brought himsdlf into prominence. A vampire may
not be prominent, not if he vaues hislongevity.



But Thibor waswild, demented in his crudties! Vlad the (so caled) Impaer, Radu the
Handsome, and Mirceathe Monk (whose reign was so short) had al tasked him with the protection
of Wallachiaand the chastisement of its enemies, tasksin which he ddighted, a which he excelled.
Indeed, the Impaler, one of history's favourite villains, suffers undeservedly: hewas crud, aye, butin
fact he has been named for Thibor's deeds! Like my name, Thibor's has been struck, but the stark
terror of hisdeedswill liveforever.

Now let me get on. When | had lived too long with the Turks, finaly | deserted their cause -
which was crumbling, asal causes must in the end - and returned to Wallachia Thetime waswell
chosen. Thibor had gone too far; Mircea had recently acceded to the throne and he feared his
demon Voevod mightily. Thiswas the moment | had so long awaited.

Crossing the Danube, | put out Wamphyri thoughts ahead of me. Where were my gypsies
now? Did they till remember me? Three hundred yearsisalong time. But it was night, and | was
night's master. My thoughts were carried on the dark winds al across Walachiaand into the
shadowed mountains. Romany dreamers where they lay about their campfires heard me and Sarted
awake, gazing a each other in wonder. For they had heard alegend from their grandfathers, who
had heard it from their grandfathers, that one day | would return.

In 1206 two of my mercenary Szgany had come home - the same two taken for questioning
on the night of Crusader cowardice and treachery, whose lives had been spared - and they had
returned to foster an awesome myth. But now | was here, amyth no longer. 'Father, what shall we
do? they whispered into the night. 'Shall we come to meet you, master?

'No," | told them across dl the rivers and forests and miles. 'I| have work to finish, and | one
must seetoit. Go into the Carpatii Meridiondi and put my housein order, so that | may have my
own place when my work isdone." And | knew that they would do it.

Then... | went to Mirceain Targoviste. Thibor was campaigning on the Hungarian border, a
good safeway away. | showed the Prince living vampire flesh taken from my own body, telling him
that it was flesh of Thibor. Then, because he was closeto fainting, | burned it. This showed him one
way in which avampire may bekilled. | told him the other way, too: the stake and decapitation.
Then | questioned him about hisVVoevod's longevity: did he not deem it strange that Thibor must be
at least three hundred years old? No, he answered, for it was not one man but severa. They all
were part of the same legend, they dl took the same name, Thibor. All of them, down through the
years, had fought under the devil-bat-dragon banner.

| laughed at him. What? But | had studied Russian records and knew for afact that this
selfsame man - this one man - had been aBoyar in Kiev three hundred years ago! At that timeit
had been rumoured that he was Wamphyri. The fact that he till lived gave the rumour ample
foundation. He was alustful vampire - and now it seemed he lusted after the throne of Wallachial

Did I have any proof at al in support of my accusations, the Prince asked me.



| told him: you have seen hisvampire flesh.

It could have been the loathsome flesh of any vampire, he said.

But | had dedicated mysdlf to seek out vampires and destroy them wherever | found them, |
told him. In pursuit of such creatures| had been in China, Mongolia, Turkey-land, Russa- and |
spoke many languages to proveit. When Thibor had been wounded in battle, | had been there to
take and keep a piece of hisflesh, which had grown into what the Prince had seen. What more
proof did he need?

None. He too had heard rumours, had his suspicions, his doubts.

The Prince dready feared Thibor, but what | had told him - mostly the truth, except perhaps
concerning Thibor's ambition - had utterly terrified him. How could he ded with this monster?

| told him how. He must send for Thibor on some pretext or other - to bestow upon him a
great honour! Y es, that would do it. Vampires are often prideful; flattery, carefully applied, can win
them over. Mirceamust tell Thibor that he desired to make him VVoevod in Chief over al Wallachia,
with powers second only to Mircea himsdif.

'Power? He has that aready!"

Then tdl him that eventualy succession to the throne will not be out of the question.’

'What? The Prince pondered. 'l must take advice.'

‘Ridiculoud!" | wasforceful. 'He may have dlies among your advisors. Don't you know his
grength?

‘Say on.'

"When he comes, | shall be here. He must be told to come aone, hisarmy staying on the
Hungarian border to continue the skirmishing. Orders can be sent to them later, dispersing them to
lesser, more trusted generas. Y ou shall receive him aone- at night.'

'Alone? At night? Mirceathe Monk was sore afraid.

Y ou mugt drink with him. I shdl give you wine with which to drug him. Heis strong, however,
and no amount of winewill kill him. It may not even render him unconscious. But it will rob him of
his senses, make him clumsy, stupid, like aman drunk.



'| shdl be close a hand with four or five of the most trusted members of your guard. Well
confine him, naked, in aplace you shal nominate. A specia place, somewhere in the grounds of the
palace. Then, when the sun rises, you will know you have trapped avampire. The sun'srayson his
flesh will beatortureto him! But that in itsalf will not be sufficient proof. No, for above dl esewe
must be just. Bound, hisjaws will be forced open. Y ou shdl see histongue, O Prince - forked like
asnake's, and red with blood!

'At once a stake of hard wood shall be driven through his heart. This, for the greater part, will
immobilise him. Then into acoffin with him, and off to a secret place. He shdl be buried where no
one should ever find him, a place forbidden to men from thistime forward.’

'‘Will it work?

| gave the Prince my guarantee that it would work. And it did! Exactly as| have stated.

From Targovigte to the cruciform hillsis perhaps one hundred miles. Thibor was carried there
at dl speed. Holy men camewith usdl theway, with exorcisms ringing until | thought | would be
sck. | was dressed in the plain black habit of amonk, with the hood thrown up. None had seen my
face except Mirceaand ahandful of officidsat the palace, al of whom | had beguiled, or
hypnotised as you now haveit, to adegree.

Therein the hills arude mausoleum was hastily constructed of loca stone; it bore no name or
title, no specid marks, sanding low to the ground and ominousin agloomy glade, asyou have seen
it, it would in itsalf suffice to keep away the merely curious. Y earslater someone cut Thibor's
emblem into the stone - as an additiona warning, perhaps. Or it could be that some Szgany or
Szekely follower found him and marked the place, but feared to bring him up or lacked the wit.

| have gone ahead of mysdlf.

Wetook him there, to the foothills of the Carpatii, and there he was lowered into his hole four
or five feet deep in the dark earth. Wrapped in massy chains of silver and iron, he was, and the
gake till in him and nailing him securein hisbox. He lay pale as desth, hiseyes closed, for dl the
world acorpse. But | knew that he was not.

Night wasfaling. | told the soldiers and priests that | would climb down and behead Thibor,
and st afire of branchesin his grave to burn him, and when thefirewas dead fill in the hole. It was
dangerous, witcherafty work, | said, which could only be done by the light of the moon. They
should now retrest, if they valued their souls. They went, stood off, and waited for me onthe plain.

The moon, thin-horned, rose up. | looked down on Thibor and spoke to him in the manner of
the Wamphyri. 'Ah, my son, and so it iscometo this. Sad, sad day for afond father, who bestowed
upon an ingrate son mighty powersto be wasted. A son who would not honour hisfather's
ordinances, and istherefore falen in the world. Wake up, Thibor, and let that aso whichisin you



waken, for | know that you are not dead.’

His eyes opened a crack as my words sank in, then gaped wide in sudden understanding. |
threw back my cowl so that he might see me, and smiled in amanner he must surely remember. He
marked me and gave agreat start. Then he marked his whereabouts - and screamed! Ah, how he
screamed!

| threw earth down upon him.

'Mercy!" he cried out loud.

'Mercy? But are you not Thibor the Wallach, given the name Ferenczy and commanded to
tend in his absence the lands of Faethor of the Wamphyri? And if you are, what do you here, so far
from your place of duty?

'Mercy! Mercy! Leave me my heed, Faethor.'

'l intend to!" | tossed in more dirt.

He saw my meaning, my intention, and went mad, shaking and vibrating and generaly
threatening to tear himsdlf loose from his stake. | put down along, stout poleinto the grave and
tapped home the stake more firmly, driving it through the bottom of the coffinitself. Asfor the
coffin'slid, | merely let it sand there on its Side in the bottom of the hole. What? Cover him up and
lose sight of that frantic, fear-filled face? 'But | am Wamphyri!" he screamed.

'Y ou could have been,’ | told him. 'Ah, you could have been! Now you are nothing.'

'Old bastard! How | hate you!" he raved, blood in his eyes, hisnostrils, the writhing gape of his
mouth.

'Mutud, my son.’

'You are afraid. You fear me. That isthereason!’

'Reason? Y ou desire to know the reason? How fares my castle in the Khorvaty? What of my
mountains, my dark forests, my lands?1 will tel you: the Khans have held them for more than a
century. And where were you, Thibor?

It'strue!" he screamed, through the earth | threw in hisface. 'Y ou do fear me!’



'If that were true, then | should most certainly behead you,’ | smiled. 'No, | merely hate you
above dl others. Do you remember how you burned me? | cursed you for ahundred years, Thibor.
Now itisyour turn to curse mefor therest of time. Or until you stiffen into astonein the dark
earth.’

And without further ado | filled inhisgrave.

When he could no longer scream with his mouth he screamed with hismind. | relished each
and every yelp. Then | built asmal fireto fool the soldiers and the priests, and warmed myself
beforeit for an hour, for the night was chill. And eventudly | went down to the plain.

'Farewell, my son,’ | told Thibor. And then | shut him out of my mind, as| had shut him out of
theworld, forever.

'And so you took your revenge on Thibor," said Harry when Fagthor paused. "Y ou buried him
aive - or undead - forever. Wdll, that might have suited your crudl purpose, Faethor Ferenczy, but
you certainly weren't doing the world &t large any favours by letting him keep hisheed. He
corrupted Dragosani and planted his vampire seed in him, and between times infected the unborn
Y ulian Bodescu, who isnow avampirein hisown right. Did you know these things?

'Harry," said Faethor, 'in my life | was a master of telepathy, and in death...? Oh, the
dead won't talk to me, and | can't blame them - but there is nothing to keep me from listening
in on their conversations. In away, it could even be argued that I'm a Necroscope, like you.
Oh, I've read the thoughts of many. And there have been certain thoughts which interested
me greatly - especially those of that dog Thibor. Yes, since my death, | have renewed my
interest in his affairs. | know about Boris Dragosani and Yulian Bodescu.'

'Dragosani isdead,' Harry told him, albeit unnecessarily, but I've spoken to him and hetells
me Thibor will try to come back, through Bodescu. Now, how can thisbe? | mean, Thibor is dead
- no longer merely undead but utterly dead, dissolved, finished.'

'Something of him remains even now.'

'Vampire matter, you mean? Mindless protoplasm hiding in the earth, shunning the light, devoid
of conscious will? How may Thibor use that when he no longer commandsiit?

'An interesting question,” Faethor answered. "Thibor'sroot - his creeper of flesh, a stray
pseudopod detached and left behind - would seem to be the exact opposite of you and me. We
areincorporeal: living minds without material bodies. And it is... what? A living body
without a mind?'



'I've no timefor riddles and word games, Faethor,' Harry reminded him.

'l was not playing games but answering your question,’ said Faethor. 'In part, anyway.
You are an intelligent man. Can't you work it out for yourself?"

That got Harry thinking. About opposite poles. Was that what Faethor meant: that Thibor
would make anew home for himsdlf in acompaosite being? A thing formed of Y ulian's physicd
shape and Thibor's vampire spirit? While he worried at the problem, Faethor was not excluded
from Harry'sthoughts.

'‘Bravo!' said the vampire.

"Y our confidenceis misplaced,” Harry told him. 'l still don't have the answer. Or if | do then||
don't understand it. | can't see how Thibor's mentdity can govern Y ulian's body. Not whileit's
controlled by Y ulian's own mind, anyway."

'‘Bravo!" said Faethor again; but Harry remained in the dark.

'Explain,’ said the Necroscope, admitting defest.

'If Thibor can lure Yulian Bodescu to the cruciform hills," said Faethor, 'and there cause
his surviving creeper - the protoflesh he shed, perhaps for this very purpose - to join with
Bodescu...'

'He can form ahybrid?

"Why not? Bodescu already has something of Thibor in him. He already is influenced by
him. The only obstacle, as you point out, will be the youth's mind. Answer '

“Thibor's vampire tissue, onceit isin him, will simply eat Yulian's mind away, to make
roomfor Thibor's!'

'Eat it away? Harry felt adizzy nausea

‘Literally!"

'But... abody without a mind must quickly die’

'A human body, yes, if it is not kept alive artificially. But Bodescu's body is no longer



human. Surely that is the essence of your problem? Heisa vampire. And in any case,
Thibor's transition would take the merest moment of time. Yulian Bodescu would go up into
the cruciform hills, and he would appear to come down again from them. But in fact - '

‘It would be Thibor!"

'‘Bravo!" said Faethor athird time, however causticaly.

"Thank you,' said Harry, ignoring the other's sarcasm, 'for now | know that I'm on the right
track, and that the course of action chosen by certain friends of mineistheright one. Which leaves
only onelast question unanswered.’

'Oh?" Black humour had returned to Faethor's voice, acertain dy note of innuendo. 'Let me
seeif | can guessit. You desire to know if |, Faethor Ferenczy - like Thibor the Wallach -
have | eft anything of myself behind to fester in the dark earth. Am1 right?'

'Y ou know you are,’ said Harry. 'For al | know it's a precaution dl the Wamphyri take -
agang the chance that death will find them out.'

"‘Harry, you have been straightforward with me, and | like you for it. Now | too shall be
forthright. No, thisthing is of Thibor's invention. However, | would add that | wish | had
thought of it first! Asfor my 'vampire remains’: yes, | believe there is such a revenant. if not
several. Except 'revenant’ is perhaps the wrong word, for we both know there will be no
return.’

'And it - they, whatever - isin your castle in the Khorvaty, which Thibor razed?

‘A simple enough deduction.'

'But have you no desire to use such remains, like Thibor, to raise yoursdf up again?

"You are naive, Harry. If | could, | probably would. But how? | died here and may not
depart this spot. And anyway. | know that you will destroy whatever Thibor left buried in
that castle a thousand years ago - if it has survived. But a thousand years, Harry - think of it!
Even | do not know if vampire protoplasm can live that long, in those circumstances.’

‘But it might have survived. Doen't thet... interest you?

Harry detected something likeasigh. 'Harry, | will tell you something. Believe me if you
like, or disbelieve, but | am at peace. With myself, anyway. | have had my day and | am
satisfied. If you had lived for thirteen hundred years then you might under stand. Perhaps you



will believe meif | say that even you have been a disturbance. But you must disturb me no
longer. My debt to Ladislau Giresci is paid in full. Farewell.'

Harry waited a moment, then said, ‘Goodbye, Faethor.'

And tired now, strangely weary, he found a space-time door and returned to the Mébius
continuum.

Harry Keogh's conversation with Fagthor Ferenczy had ended none too soon; Harry Jnr was
awake and calling hisfather's mind home. Snatched from the Mdbius continuum into the infant's
increasingly powerful id, Harry was obliged to wait out his son's period of wakefulness, which
continued into Sunday evening. It was 7.30 P.M. In England when findly Harry Jnr went back to
deep, but in Romaniait was two hours later and darkness had aready fallen.

The vampire-hunters had a suite of roomsin an old world inn on the outskirts of lonesti. There
in acomfortable pine-panelled lounge they finalised their plansfor Monday and enjoyed drinks
before making an early night of it. That at least wastheir intention. Only IrmaDobresti was absent,
having goneinto Pitesti to make find arrangements for certain ordinance supplies. She had wanted
to be sure therequisition was ready. All of the men were agreed that whatever she lacked in looks
and persona charm, Irmacertainly made up for in efficiency.

Harry Keogh, when he materidised, found them with drinksin their hands around alog fire.
Theonly warning of his coming was when Carl Quint suddenly sat bolt upright in hiseasy chair,
spilling hisdivovitzinto hislap.

Visbly paling, staring al about the room with eyes round as saucers, Quint stood up; but even
ganding it was asif he had shrunk down into himself. 'Oh-oh!" he managed to gasp.

Gulharov was plainly puzzled but Krakovitch, too, felt something. He shivered and said,
'What? What?1 think thereissome-'

"Youreright, Alec Kyle cut him off, hurrying to the main door of the suite and locking it, then
turning off dl the lights except one. There is something. Takeit easy, dl of you. He's coming.'

'What? Krakovitch said again, his breath pluming as the temperature plummeted. 'Whoiis...
coming?

Quint took adeep breath. 'Fdix, he said, his voice shivery, 'you'd better tell Sergel not to
panic. Thisisafriend of ours- but at first meeting he may come asabit of a shock!"



Krakovitch spoke to Gulharov in Russian, and the young soldier put down his glass and dowly
got to hisfeet. And right then, at that very moment, suddenly Harry wasthere.

Hetook hisusual form, except that now the infant was no longer foeta but seated in his
mid-section, and it no longer turned aimlesdy on its own axis but seemed to recline againgt Harry,
eyesclosed, in an attitude dmost of meditation. Also, the Keogh manifestation seemed pder, had
lessluminosity, whiletheimage of the child was definitely brighter.

Krakovitch, after theinitial shock, recognised Keogh at once. 'My God!" he blurted. 'A ghost
- two ghosts! Yes, and | know one of them. That thing is Harry Keogh!'

‘Not aghogt, Felix,' said Kyle as he took the Russian'sarm. 'It's something rather more than a
ghost - but nothing to be afraid of, | assureyou. Is Serge dl right?

Gulharov's Adam's gpple bobbed frantically; his hands shook and his eyes bulged; if he could
have run he probably would have, but the strength had gone out of hislegs. Krakovitch spoketo
him sharply in Russian, told him to Sit, that everything wasin order. Sergel didn't believe him but he
sat anyway, dmost collgpsing into hischair.

‘Thefloor'syours, Harry,' said Kyle.

'For the sake of goodness!' said Krakovitch, feding agrowing hysteria, but trying to stay calm
for Gulharov's sake. 'Won't someone explain?

Keogh looked at him, at Gulharov, too. "You are Krakovitch,' he said to the former. "You
have psychic awareness, which makesit easier. But your friend doesn't. I'm getting through
to him, but it's an effort.’

Krakovitch opened and closed his mouth like afish, saying nothing, then thumped down into
his chair beside Gulharov. Helicked dry lips, glanced at Kyle. 'Not... not aghost?

'‘No, I'mnot," Harry answered. 'But | suppose it's an under standable mistake. Look; |
haven't time to explain my circumstances. Now that you've seen me, maybe Kyle will do that
for me? But later. Right now I'm short of time again, and what | have to say is rather
important.'

'Fix,' said Kyle, 'try to put your astonishment behind you. Just accept that thisis happening
and try to takein what he's saying. I'll tell you al about it just as soon as| have the chance!

The Russian nodded, got agrip of himsdf, sad, 'Very well.'



Harry told dl that he'd learned since the last time he and Kyle had spoken. Histerms of
expression were very abbreviated; he brought the INTESP men up to date in less than half an hour.
Finally he was done, and looked to Kylefor hisresponse. '"How are things in England?'

'l contact our people tomorrow at noon,' Kyletold him.

'And the house in Devon?'

'l think the time has cometo order themin.'

Keogh nodded. 'So do I. When do you make your move in the cruciform hills?'

'Wefindly get to see the place tomorrow,’ Kyle answered. 'After that... Tuesday, in daylight!’

"Well, remember what I've told you. What Thibor left behind is- big!

‘But it lacksintelligence. And as| said, welll beworking in daylight.'

Again the Keogh apparition nodded. 'l suggest you move in on Harkley House and
Bodescu at the same time. By now he has to be pretty sure what he is and he's probably
explored his vampire powers, though from what we know of him he doesn't have Thibor' or
Faethor's cunning or insularity. They guarded their Wamphyri identities - jealously! They
didn't go around making more vampires unnecessarily. On the other hand Yulian Bodescu,
perhaps because he's had no instruction, is a time-bomb! Frighten him, then make a mistake
and let him go free, and he'll go like wildfire, a vile cancer in the guts of all humanity.'

Kyle knew hewasright. 'l agree with you on thetiming,' he said, 'but are you sure you're not
just worrying about Bodescu getting to Thibor before we can act against him?

‘I might be," the gpparition frowned. 'But as far as we know Bodescu isn't even aware of
the cruciform hills and what's buried there. But put that aside for now. Tell me, do your men
in England know what has to be done? It isn't every man who'd have the stomach for it. it's
rough work. The old methods - the stake, decapitation, fire - there are no other ways.
Nothing else will work. It can't be done with kid gloves. The fire at Harkley will have to be a
big one. A bonfire! Because of the céellars.’

‘Becauise we don't know what's down there? | agree. When | speak to my men tomorrow, I'll
make sure they fully understand. They dready do, I'm sure, but I'll make absolutely certain. The
whole house hasto go - from the cellars up! Y es, and maybe down alittle, too.'

'Good,"said Keogh. For amoment he stood silent, ahologram of thin blue neon wires. He



seemed alittle uncertain, about something, like an actor needing aprompt. Then he said: 'Look, I've
things to do. There are people - dead people - | need to thank properly for their help. And i've
not yet worked out how to break my baby son's hold on me. That's becoming a problem. So if
you'll excuse me.'

Kyle stepped forward. There seemed some sort of air of finality about Harry Keogh. Kyle
wanted to hold out his hand but knew there was nothing there. Nothing of any substance, anyway.
'Harry,' he said. 'Er, give them our thanks, too. Y our friends, | mean.'

' will," said the other. He smiled awan smile and disappeared in arapidly dispersing burst of
foxfire

For long moments there was a breathless silence. Then Kyle turned the light up and
Krakovitch drew amassive breeth of air. Findly he expdled it, and said: 'And now - now | hope
you'll agree that you owe me something of an explanation!'

Which was something Kyle could only go dong with.

Harry Keogh had done dl he could. Therest of it lay in the hands of the physically dive, or at
least with people who still had hands to accept it.

In the M6bius continuum Harry felt amenta tugging; even deeping, hisbaby son's attraction
was dill enormous. Harry Jnr was tightening his grip, and Harry Snr was sure that he had been right
about the infant: he was drawing on his mind, leeching his knowledge, absorbing the substance of
hisid. Soon Harry must make a permanent break. But how? To where? What would be left of him,
he wondered, if he were completely absorbed? Would there be anything left at al?

Or would he smply cease to be except as the future esoteric talent of his own son?

Using the M 6bius continuum, Harry could aways plumb the future to find the answersto these
guestions. He preferred not to know all of the answers, however, for the future seemed somehow
inviolable. It wasn't that he would fed acheat but rather that he doubted the wisdom of knowing the
future.

For like the past, the future was fixed; if Harry saw something he didn't like, would hetry to
avoid it? Of course he would, even knowing it was unavoidable. Which could only complicate his
weird existence more yet!

The one single glimpse hewould alow himsdf would beto discover if indeed he had any
futureat dl. Which for Harry Keogh was the very smplest of exercises.



Stll fighting his son's attraction, he found a future door and opened it, gazed out upon the ever
expanding future. Againgt the sulbtly shifting darkness of the fourth dimension, Earth's myriad human
life-lines of neon blue shot away into a sapphire haze, defining the length of livesthat were and lives
gtill to come. Harry'sline sped out from his own incorporea being - from his mind, he supposed -
and wound away apparently interminably. But he saw that just beyond the M&bius door it took on a
courselying paraléd to asecond thread, like the twin strips of a motorway with a centra verge or
barrier. And this second life-line, Harry supposed, must belong to Harry Jnr.

He launched himsdlf from the door and traversed future time, following his own and the infant
Harry'sthreads. Faster than the life-linesthemselves, he propelled himsdlf into the near future. He
witnessed and was saddened by the termination of many blue threads, which smply dimmed and
went out, for he knew that these were deaths; and he saw others burst brightly into existence like
dars, then extend themsalvesinto brilliant neon filaments, and knew that these were births, new
lives. And 0 heforged alittle way forward. Time was briefly furrowed in hiswake like the sea
behind aforging ship, before closing in and sedling itsalf once more.

Suddenly, despite the fact that Harry was without body, he felt anicy blast blowing on him
from the side. It could hardly be aphysical chill and must therefore be of the psyche. Sure enough,
away out across the panorama of speeding life-lines, he spied one that was as different asashark in
aschool of tuna. For this one was scarlet - the mark of avampire!

And quite ddliberately, it was angling in towards his and Harry Jnr'sthreads! Harry knew
panic. The scarlet life-line drifted closer; at any moment it must converge with hisand theinfant's.
Then - Harry Jnr'slife-thread abruptly veered away from hisfather's, raced off at atangent on its
own amidst an ocean of weaving blue lines. And the thread of Harry Snr followed suit, avoiding the
vampire thread's thrust and turning desperately away. The action had looked for al the world like
the manoeuvring of drivers on some other-worldly race track. But the last move had been blind,
amogt indinctive, and Harry's life-thread seemed now to careen, out of control, across the skein of
futuretime.

Then, in another moment, Harry witnessed and indeed was party to theimpossible - a
calligon! Another blue life-thread, dimming, crumbling, disntegrating, converged with hisout of
nowhere. The two seemed to bend towards each other as by some mutud attraction, before
damming together in aneon blaze that was much brighter and speeding on as one thread. Briefly
Harry fdt the presence - or the faint, fading echo - of another mind superimposed on his own. Then
it was gone, extinct, and histhread rushed on aone.

He had seen enough. The future must go its own way. (Which it surely would.) He cast about,
found a door and sde-stepped out of time into the M 6bius continuum. At once the infant Harry's
tractor id put agrapple on him and began to red himin. Harry didn't fight it but merely let himself
drift home. Hometo his son's mind in Hartlepool, on a Sunday night early in the autumn of 1977.

He had intended to talk to certain new friends in Romania, but that would have to wait. Asfor
his'collison’ with the future of some other person: he hardly knew what to make of that. But in the
brief moment before its expiry, he was sure that he had recognised that fading echo of amind.



And that was the most puzzling thing of all...

Chapter Twelve

Genoaisacity of contrasts. From the low-level poverty in the cobbled dleys and deazy bars
of itswaterfront aress, to its high-rise luxury apartments looking down on the streets from broad
windows and spacious sun-ba conies; from the immaculate swimming pools of therich to the dirty,
oil-blackened beaches, from the shadowy, claustrophobic labyrinthine dleys down in the guts of the
city to the airy, hugely proportioned stradas and piazzas - contrast is everywhere evident. Gracious
gardens give way to chasms of concrete, the comparative silence of select resdentid suburbsistorn
cityward by blasts of traffic noise which lessen not at dl through the night, and the sweet air of the
higher levels gives way to dust and blue exhaust fumesin the congested, sunlessdums. Built ona
mountainsde, Genoaslevelsare many and dizzying.

British Intelligence's safe house there was an enormous top-floor flat in atowering block
overlooking the Corso Aurdlio Saffi. To the front, facing the ocean, the block rosefive
high-cellinged storeys above the road; at the rear, because its foundations were sunk into the
summit of afang of rock, with the building perched on itsrim, there was a second level three floors
deeper. The aspect from the stubby, low-walled rear bal conies was vertiginous, and especidly soto
Jason Cornwell, dias'Mr Brown'.

Genoa, Sunday, 9.00 P.M. - but in RomaniaHarry Keogh was gtill talking to the
vampire-huntersin their suite of roomsin lonesti, and would soon set off to follow hislife-thread
into the near future and in Devon, Y ulian Bodescu continued to worry about the men who were
watching him and worked out a plan to discover who they were and what their interest was. But
herein Genoa Jason Cornwell sat thin-lipped and stiffly erect in his chair and watched Theo Dolgikh
using akitchen knife to pick the rotten mortar out of the stonework of the balcony's aready
dangerouswall. And the sweat on Cornwell's upper lip and in hisarmpits had little or nothing to do
with Genoa's sticky, sultry Indian summer atmosphere.

But it did have to do with the fact that Dolgikh had caught him out, trapped the British spider
in hisown web, right here in this safe house. Normally the flat would be occupied by a staff of two
or three other secret service agents, but because Cornwell (or 'Brown’) was busy with stuff beyond
the scope of ordinary espionage - aspecidist job, asit were - the regular occupiers had been
‘called away' on other work, leaving the premises suitably empty and accessible to Brown aone.

Brown had taken Dolgikh on Saturday, but only alittle more than twenty-four hourslater the
Russian had managed to turn the tables. Feigning deep, Dolgikh had waited until Sunday noon when
Brown went out for aglass of beer and a sandwich, then had worked frenziedly to free himsdlf from
the ropes that bound him. When Brown returned fifty minuteslater, Dolgikh had taken him



completely by surprise. Later... Brown had come to with astart, mind and flesh smultaneoudy
assaulted by smelling salts squirted into his nogtrils and sharp kicksin his senstive places. Hed
found their pogitions reversed, for now he wastied in the chair while Dolgikh was the one with the
smile. Except that the Russan's smile was that of ahyena

There had been onething - redlly only one - that Dolgikh wanted to know: where were
Krakovitch, Kyle and co. now? It was quite obvious to the Russian that he'd been taken out of the
game deliberately, which might possibly mean that it was being played for high stakes. Now it was
hisintention to get back in.

'l don't know wherethey are,’ Brown had told him. 'I'm just aminder. | mind peopleand |
mind my own business!

Dolgikh, whose English was good however guttural, wasn't having any. If he couldn't find out
where the espers were, that was the end of his mission. His next job would likely bein Siberial
'How did they get onto me?

'l got on to you. Recognised your ugly face - details of which I've aready passed on to
London. Asfor them recognising you: without me they wouldn't have been ableto spot youina
monkey-house at the zoo! Not that that would mean alot.’

'If