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IN THE ECHO NG CAVERN OF THE PIT

"This one nust not be wasted,' Anthony Francezci cautioned his unseen father. 'Her know edge
can't be lost. W paid for her, dearly. W nmay never see another opportunity like this. And
renenber, Father: what threatens us threatens you ..."' | understand, yesss. Send her down. 'But
you are hungry, we know, and occasionally ... inpatient? And if-' -SEND HER DOMWN ... NOW There
was nothing else for it. Franeesco Francezci operated the machinery, and together the brothers
manoeuvred the platformand girl into position over the pit. Finally Anthony broke an anpoul e
under her nose, and she groaned a little. But before she could wake up nore fully, they sent her
on her way to hell. Her weight was neasured on a dial. She sank sixty, seventy, seventy-five
feet... She nust surely be awake by now ... And suddenly her wei ght becane zero. 'Get it up!'
Ant hony croaked, as Franeesco reversed the gears. The platformcanme up enpty. Wile from down
bel ow -A shriek to end all shrieks!

Christened 'Snaith' in Edinburgh in 1957, the infant Harry was the son of a psychic sensitive

not her, Mary Keogh (herself the daughter of a gifted expatriate Russian |ady), and Gerald Snaith,
a banker. Harry's father died of a stroke a year later, and in the winter of 1960 his nother
remarried, this time to a Russian dissident, Viktor Shukshin. In the winter of '63 Shukshin
murdered Harry's not her by drowning her under the ice of a frozen river; he escaped puni shnent by
al l eging that while skating she'd crashed through the thin crust and been washed away. Shukshin

i nherited her isolated Bonnyrig house and the not inconsiderable nonies left to her by her first
husband. Wthin six nonths the young Harry ' Keogh' had gone to live with an uncle and his wife at
Harden on the north-east coast of England, an arrangenent that was nore than satisfactory to

Vi kt or Shukshin, who could never stand the child. Harry comenced schooling with the roughneck
kids of the colliery; but a dreany and introspective sort of boy, he was a | oner, devel oped few
friendships - not with his fellow pupils, anyway - and thus fell easy prey to bullying. Later, as
he grew towards his teens, Harry's daydream ng spirit, psychic insights and instincts led himinto
further conflict with his teachers. Hi s problemwas that he had inherited his naternal forebears
medi um stic talents, which were developing in himto an extraordinary degree. He had no

requi rement for 'real' or physical conpani ons as such, because the many friends he already had
were nore than sufficient and willing to supply his every need. As to who his friends were - they
were the nyriad dead in their graves! Up against the school bully, Harry defeated himw th the

tel epathi-cally conmmunicated skills of an Kt-ex-Arny physical training instructor, an expert in
unar ned conbat. Punished with nmaths honework, he received extra tuition froman ex-Headnmaster of
the school. But here he required only a little help, for in fact he was sonething of a

mat hemati ci an hinsel f. Except Harry | eaned nore towards the netaphysical; his intuitive grasp of
numbers was lateral to the point of sidereal; his nuneracy was as alien to nundane science as his
telepathic intercourse with the dead was to speech. In 1969 Harry gained entry into a technica
college, and until the end of his fornmal (and orthodox) education, did his best to tone down the
use of his extraordinary talent-and be a 'normal, average student.' Aware that he nust soon begin
to support hinself, he began witing, and by the time his schooling was at an end several short

pi eces of his fiction had seen print. Three years later, he finished his first novel, Diary of a
17t h- Century Rake. Wile the book fell short of the bestseller lists, still it did well. It wasn't
so much a sensation for its storyline as for its historical authenticity; hardly surprising
considering the qualifications of Harry's co-author and collaborator - nanmely a 17th-century rake,
shot dead by an outraged husband in 1672! By the sunmer of 1976, Harry had his own unassumi ng top-
floor flat in an old three-storey house on the coast road out of Hartl epool towards Sunderl and.
Perhaps typically, the house stood opposite one of the town's ol dest graveyards; Harry was never
short of friends to talk to. But by then, too, his headnmaster of a few years ago had di scovered
his grotesque secret, and passed it on to others nore secretive yet . . . Blithely ignorant of the
fact that he was now under wary scrutiny, Harry let his talent devel op. He was the Necroscope, the
only man who could talk to the dead and befriend them Now that his weird talent was fully forned,
he coul d converse with exani nate persons even over great distances; once introduced to a nenber of
the Geat Majority, thereafter he could always contact himagain. Wth Harry, however, it was a
poi nt of common decency that whenever possible he would physically attend themat their

gravesi des; he wasn't one to 'shout' at his friends. In their turn (and in return for his
friendship), Harry's dead people loved him He was |ike a pharos anmong them the one shining |ight
in an otherw se eternal darkness, their observatory on a world they'd thought |eft behind and gone
forever. For contrary to the beliefs of the living, death is not The End but a transition to
incorporeality and immobility. Geat artists, when they die, continue to visualize magnificent
canvases they can never paint; architects plan fantastic, continent-spanning cities, that can
never be built; scientists follow up research they commenced in life but never had tinme to
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conplete . . . At his flat in Hartlepool, when he wasn't working, Harry entertained his chil dhood
sweet heart, Brenda. Shortly, finding herself pregnant, she becanme his wife. But a shadow out of
the Necroscope's past was rapidly becom ng an obsession. He brooded over dreans of his poor
drowned nother, and in nightmares revisited the frozen river where Mary Keogh had di ed before her
time. Finally, Harry resolved to take revenge on his evil stepfather. In this as in all things he
had the bl essings of the dead, for knowing only too well the horror of death, col d-blooded mnurder
was a crime the teem ng dead could never tolerate. In the winter of 1976-77 Harry tenpted Viktor
Shukshin out onto the ice of the frozen river to skate with him as once the nurderer had skated
with his nother. But his plan backfired and they both crashed through the ice into the bitterly
cold water. The Russian had the strength of a madman; he would surely drown his stepson . . . but
no, for at the last nmoment Mary Keogh - or what renmi ned of her - rose fromher watery grave to
drag her nurderer down! And with that Harry had di scovered a new talent; or rather, he now knew
how far the teeming dead would go in order to protect him- knew that in fact they would rise from
their graves for him. . . The Necroscope's weird abilities had not gone unnoticed; a top-secret
British intelligence organization known as E-Branch ('£ for 'ESP' or ESPionage), and its Sovi et
counterpart, were both aware of his powers. But he was no sooner approached to join E-Branch than
its head, his contact, was taken out, 'with extrene prejudice,' by Boris Dragosani, a Ronani an spy
and necromancer. Dragosani's terrible "talent' lay in ripping open the bodies of dead eneny agents
to steal their secrets right out of their violated brains, blood, and guts! Harry vowed to track
Dr agosani down and even the score, and the Great Majority offered himtheir help. O course they
did, for even the dead weren't safe froma man who viol ated corpses! What Harry and his friends
couldn't know was that Dragosani had been infected with vanpirism Wat was nore, he had nurdered
a col | eague, the Mongol Max Batu, to learn the secret of his evil eye. The necromancer could now
kill at a glance! Tinme was short; Harry nust follow the vanpire back to the USSR, to Soviet E-
Branch Headquarters at the Chateau Bronnitsy south of Mdscow, and there put himdown . . . but
how? A British 'precog’ - an esper whose talent enabled himto scan fragments of the future - had
foreseen the Necroscope's involvenmrent not only with vanpires but also with the twisted figure 8 or
"eternity' synbol of the Mobius Strip. In order to get to Dragosani, Harry first nust understand

t he Mobi us connection. But here at |east he was on faniliar ground; the astrononer and

mat hemat i ci an August Fer di nand Mobi us had been dead since 1868 - and the dead woul d do anyt hi ng
for Harry Keogh . . . In Leipzig Harry visited Mbius's grave and di scovered himat work on his
space-time equations. Wiat he had done in life he continued, undisturbed, to do in death; and in
the course of a century he had reduced the physical universe to a set of mathematical synbols.

Mobi us knew how to bend space-tine! Tel eportation: an easy route into the Chateau Bronnitsy. For
days Mobius instructed Harry, until the Necroscope was sure that the answer lay right there in
front of him- just an inch beyond his grasp. But the East German GREPO (the Grenz Polizei) were
wat ching him and on the orders of Dragosani tried to arrest himat Mbius's graveside . . . where
suddenl y Mobi us's equations transformed thensel ves into doorways into the strange i rmateri al

uni verse of the Mbius Continuum Using one of these doors to escape fromthe GREPO, finally Harry
was able to project hinself into the grounds of Soviet E-Branch HQ Calling up fromtheir graves
an arny of long-dead Crinmean Tartars, the Necroscope destroyed the chateau's defences, then sought
out and killed Dragosani. But in the fight he, too, was killed ... his body died; but in the |ast
monent his mind, his will, transferred to the netaphysical Mbius Conti nuum And riding the Mbius
Strip into future time, Harry's identity was absorbed into the as yet unfornmed infant nmentality -
of his own son! August 1 Drawn to Harry Jr's all-absorbing mind like an iron filing to a nagnet,
Harry Keogh's identity was in danger of being entirely subsuned and wi ped clean. Hi s only avenue
of freedomlay in the Mbius Conti nuum which he could only use when his infant son was asl eep

But while exploring the infinite future timestream Harry had noted anbng the nmyriad blue life-
threads of Mankind a scarlet thread: another vanpire! Wrse than this, in the near future he'd
seen that red thread crossing the innocent blue of young Harry's! The Necroscope investigated. He

was incorporeal, yes, but so were the teem ng dead; he could still comrunicate with them and they
were still in his debt. In Septenber of 1977 he spoke to the spirit of Thibor Ferenczy - once a
vanpire - at his tonmb in the Carpathian Muntains; also to Thibor's 'father', Faethor Ferenczy,
who died in a Wrld War ||l bonmbing raid on Ploiesti. Harry was cautious. Even when dead, vanpires

are the worst possible liars, devious beyond neasure. But the Necroscope had nothing to | ose
(literally), and the vanpires had nuch to gain; Harry was their |ast contact with a world they had
once planned to rule. Thus, by trial and error, playing oh so dangerous cat-and-nouse word-ganes
with the Wanphyri, he pieced together the terrible truth: that in the late 1950s Thi bor had
"infected' a pregnant English woman, Ceorgi na Bodescu, who |later gave birth to a son. And Thibor's
spawn, Yulian Bodescu, was the source of the threatening red thread! In Romania, Al ec Kyle and
Fel i x Krakovitch, current heads of their respective ESP-ionage rings, joined forces to destroy the
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remai ns of Thibor in his Carpathian nmausol eum There they burned a nonstrous remant of the

vanpi re, but not before Thibor sent Yulian a dream nessage and a warni ng. Thi bor had hoped to use
his English '"son' as a vessel in which to rise up again and resune his vanpire existence. But
since his | ast physical vestiges were now destroyed, instead he would use himto take revenge on
the Necroscope, Harry Keogh. As for killing Keogh: that should be the very sinplest of things. The
Necroscope was incorporeal, a bodiless id, his ow infant son's sixth sense. Only renmove the child

and the father would go with him. . . Meanwhile in the USSR Alec Kyle stood fal sely accused of
mur der. Russi an espers were using a conbination of high technology and ESP to drain him of
knowl edge . . . literally all know edge! This process would | eave himraped of his mnd, brain-

dead, and physical death would soon follow. And in England Yulian Bodescu was on the prow . Intent
on destroying Harry Jr, he headed for Hartlepool. His trail was bloody and littered with dead nen
when finally he entered the house where Brenda Keogh lived and clinbed the stairs to her garret
flat. The nother tried to protect her small child . . . she was hurled aside! . . . Harry Jr was
awake; his mind contained Harry Keogh ... the nonster was upon them powerful hands reaching!
Harry could do nothing. Trapped in the infant's whirlpool id, he knew that they were both going to
die. But then: Go, little Harry told him Through you |I've |earned what | had to learn. | don't
need you that way any longer. But | do need you as a father. So go on, get out, save yourself!
Harry was free; the nmental attraction binding himto his son's mnd had been rel axed; he could now
flee into the Mbius Conti nuum And what the father could do, the son could do in spades; he was a
Necr oscope of enornous power! And in the cemetery just across the road, the dead answered Harry
Jr's call. They came up out of their graves, shuffled and fl opped fromthe graveyard into the
house and up the stairs. Bodescu the vanpire attenpted his first and | ast metanorphosis: adopting
the shape of a great bat, he flewfroma window. . . and took a crossbow bolt in his spine. And
as he crashed down within the grounds of the cenetery, so the incorporeal Necroscope instructed
the dead in the nmethods of eradication: the stake, decapitation, the cleansing fire . . . Harry
Keogh was free, but free to do what? He was a mind wthout a body. Except he now felt a different
force, an attraction other than his infant son's magnet id, a vacuum seem ngly eager to be filled.
Exploring it, Harry was sucked in irresistibly - into the aching enptiness of Al ex Kyle's drained
m nd! Enpl oying ultra-high explosives to blow the Chateau Bronnitsy to hell, and his powers as a
Necroscope to correct other anomalies, at last Harry could take the Mobius route hone. H s work,
for the moment, was at an end. It was the late autum of 1977, and he had taken up pernanent

resi dence in another man's body. Indeed, to all intents and purposes, and to anyone who didn't
know better, he was that other man! But he was al so the natural father of a nost unnatural child,
a child with awesone supernatural powers. So now Harry must face up to other, nore mundane duti es:
those of a husband and father. But how mi ght he performthose duties with the face and formof a
di fferent man? What of his poor wife, Brenda, who had already suffered nore than her fair share of
strangeness and horror? How could he ask her to share her life with a husband who wasn't the man
she knew? Finally, what of the child . . . if Harry Jr could still be considered a child? But
perhaps the nost difficult questions the Necroscope nust ask hinself were these: how nuch greater
than his own talents were his son's? How di fferent were they? And perhaps nore inportantly: how
did he intend to use then? Thus the world of Harry Keogh was a vastly conplicated place- -Wich
wasn't about to get any sinpler . . . The story that follows concerns itself mainly with certain
epi sodes of the Necroscope's |ife, between the previously chronicled Wanphyri! and The Source. But
it is not alone Harry Keogh's story. For without that the Wanphyri were there before him (and
despite the paradox of their springing fromhin, it could even be said that Harry hinmself woul d
not have been necessary: wi thout a disease there's no need for a cure. In short, this story is
also theirs: part of the lost history of the Wanphyri. . . PROLOGUE The powerful, silver-grey
stretch linmo, fanmiliar in itself however unusual - but |ess than unique - on an island of ancient
Fiats and sputtering Lanmbrettas, bunped carefully over shifting cobbles under a baroque stone
archway into the courtyard of Julio's Cafe and Restaurant in the eastern quarter of Palerno. The

| one survivor of a World War Il bonbing raid, the walled enclosure was once the smallest of four
gardens containing a mddling villa. The other three gardens were rubble-strewn craters; only
their outer walls had been repaired, to create sonething of an acceptable fagade in the district
of the Via Delia Magi one. The courtyard was set out |ike a fan-shaped checker-board: square tables
decked with white covers, standing on black flags of volcanic stone; the whole split down the

m ddl e by a ' hinge' of vehicles parked herringbone-fashi on on what was once a broad carri ageway. A
pal mfringed gap in the wall at the point of the quadrant marked the vehicular exit into the dusky
eveni ng. Sone three dozen patrons sat eating, drinking, chattering, though not too energetically;
a pair of sweating, white-aproned waiters ran to and fro between the tables, the bar and kitchens,
each serving his own triangle of customers. Even for the third week in May the weather was
unseasonably warny at eight-thirty in the evening the tenperature was up in the high seventi es.
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The east-facing wall of the courtyard contai ned what was |left of the old villa: a two-storeyed
wing three roons wi de and three deep, with a bal cony supported by Doric columms that nore than
hinted of better tines. The central, ground-floor roomwas fronted by a marble bar which spanned
the gap between the pillars; kitchens to the left of the bar stood open to the inspection of
patrons. Amazingly, in this bonbed-out relic of a place, wide arches in the wall to the right

di spl ayed the sweep of the original grand marble staircase winding to the upper roons and bal cony.
Better times indeed! On the bal cony - whose tables were reserved for 'persons of quality' - Julio
Scl af ani hinmsel f | eaned out as far as his belly would allow to observe the arrival of these

| atest, nost elevated of all his customers: Anthony and Francesco Francezci, cone down fromthe
hi gh Madoni e especially to eat at Julio's. It was wonderful that they came here, these nen of
power, ignoring the so-called 'class' restaurants to dine on Julio's sinple but worthy fare. And
they'd been doing it for six weeks now, ever since the first signs of inprovement in the weather.

O ... perhaps it was that one of them or even both of them had noticed Julio's Julietta? For
Scl af ani ' s youngest, still unmarried daughter was a stunner after all. And the Brothers Francezci
were emnently eligible nen ... But what a shane that she wasn't at her best! It nust be the

pollution of Palernb's air. The fumes of all the cars and nopeds, the stagnation of all the
derelict places, the breathing of dead air and the winter danp that cane drifting in off the
Tyrrheni an Sea. But spring was here and summer on its way; Julietta would bl oom again, just as the

i sl and was bl oomi ng. Except... it was worrying, the way she'd come down with - well, wth whatever
it was - just four or five weeks ago; since when all of the colour had seened to go out of her

all the joy and vitality, everything that had made her the light of Julio's life. To be back there
on her couch, all exhausted, with an old biddy of a sick-nurse sitting beside her - 'in

attendance,' as it were - as at soneone's deathbed! Wat, Julietta? Perish the thought! As fof the
old crow Julio supposed he should consider hinself |lucky to have obtained her services so
reasonably. Al thanks to the Francezcis, for she was one of theirs. But here they cane even now,

smling up at him- at him - as they mounted the marble staircase. Such elegant . . . such
eligible nmen! Julio hastened to greet themat the head of the stairs, and usher themto their
table on the balcony . . . Al npost exactly one hour earlier, Tony and Francesco Francezci had

departed Le Manse Madonie in the nountain heights over Cefalu en-route for Julio's and the
supposed gournet pleasures of the cafe's 'cuisine.' The quality of Julio Sclafani's food was,
ostensi bly, the sole reason for the Francezcis' weekly visit to the crunbling, by no neans
decadent but decidedly decayed city. Ostensibly, yes. But in fact the brothers didn't nuch care
for the food at Sclafani's, nor for the eating of common fare anywhere else for that matter. They
could just as easily dine at Le Manse Madonie, and do far better than at Julio's, w thout the

bot her of having to get there. For at the Manse the brothers had their own servants, their own
cooks, their own . . . people. And so as Mario, their chauffeur, had driven the brothers down the
of ten precipitous, dusty hairpin track fromthe Manse to the potholed 'road" that joins Petralia
in the south to the spa town of Term ni Inerese on the coast - where according to | egend the

buried Cyclops 'pisses in the baths of men, to warmthem - so Francesco had turned his nmind and
menory to the real reason for their interest in Sclafani's piddling cafe: the fat man's daughter
Julietta. Francesco's interest, anyway . . . It had been six weeks ago to the day. The brothers

had been in Palernp to attend a neeting of the Dons: the heads of the most powerful Fanmilies in
the world, with the possible exception of certain branches of European Royalty and nobility, and
other so called 'l eaders of nen' or business, politicians and industrialists mainly, in the United
States of America and el sewhere. Except there's power, and there's power. That of the Francezcis
was | anded and gilt-edged . . . and ancient, and evil. It lay in the earth (in territory, or rea
estate); in the wealth they'd been heir to for oh-so-many, many years, plus the additional wealth
whi ch the principal and their unique talents had accunul ated and augnmented; and not |east in those
peculiar talents thenselves. For in fact the Francezcis were advisers. Advisers to the Mfia,

still the main force and power-base in Italy and Sicily; and through the Mafia advisers to the
ClA, the KGB, and others of the same ilk; and through them advisers to those governments which
allegedly 'controlled them And because their advice was invariably good, invariably val uable,
they were revered as Dons of Dons, as every Francezci before them But to actually speak of them
in such a connection . . . that would be quite unpardonable. It was understandable; their socia
standing . . . As to that last: they had the reputations of the gentlest of gentlenmen! Their
presence had been requested - even fought over - for every major social event on the island for
the last fifteen years, ever since they cane into their inheritance and possessi on of Le Manse
Madoni e. And their bloodline: there had been Francezci Brothers for as long as men could renmenber.
The famly was noted for its male twins, also for a line that went back into the di mmest nists of
history - and into sone of the darkest. But that last was for the brothers alone to know. Thus the
i mrenorial and ongoi ng connection of the Francezcis with certain of the island' s (and indeed the
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worl d's) |ess savoury el enents was unsuspected; or if it was it wasn't nmentioned in polite
circles. Yet in their role of freelance intelligence agents for the Mob or nobs - as advisers in
the field of international crine, various kinds of espionage, and terrorism- the Francezcis were
an unparal |l el ed success story. Where or how they gained their intelligence in these diverse yet
connected fields: that, too, was for the brothers alone to know, and for others to guess at. But
to the Dons it seemed obvious that they had corrupted the incorruptible on a world-w de scal e

. Francesco's thoughts had strayed fromtheir course. As the linmpo glided, or occasionally
bunped, for the junction with the A-19 nmotorway into Palernp, he redirected his nind to that
eveni ng six short weeks ago: After their neeting with the Dons (whomthey had advi sed on such
probl ens as what or what not to do about Aldo Moro and his kidnappers the Red Brigade, in Italy,
and President Leone, who had becone an enbarrassnent) the hour had been late. Driving back through
Pal ernb and turned aside by a diversion where road works were in progress, Tony had noticed
Julio's Cafe and suggested they pause a while for refreshments. Indoors in the roomof the marble
staircase, the brothers had ordered Julio's 'Geek Island Specialities.' They'd picked at spicy
sausages, stuffed vine-leaves, and various dips prepared in olive oil - but no garlic - all washed
down with tiny neasures of Mavrodaphne and a chaser, the bracki sh Vecchia Ronagna, sipped from
huge brandy-bow gl asses. By nine-thirty the kitchens had closed; the brothers dined alone. Julio
had excused hinself - a toothache! He'd called a dentist who, even at this late hour, had agreed
to see him His daughter, Julietta, would see the brothers off the prenises when they were done.
Per haps Francesco had drunk a little too nuch Mavrodaphne, too |large a measure of brandy. O it
could be that in the gloomand draughty enptiness of the place, with the picked-at food gone cold
on their plates, and the know edge of |owering skies just beyond the arches, the wonman had | ooked
nore radiant, nore lumnous . . . nore pure? Wiatever, Francesco had | ooked at her in a certain
way, and she had | ooked back. And Anthony Francezci had gone down to the Iinp on his own, while
his brother . . . At which point the silver grey hearse of a car had swerved to avoid a dead
animal in the road - a goat, Mario thought! - and again Francesco had been shaken from his
reflections where he lolled in a corner of the back seat. Perhaps it was as well. They had been
passing close to Bagheria; in a nmoment they'd be making a sharp right turn. Oh, yes, for Tony
woul d surely want to park a while at a place he was fond of: the Villa Pal agonia. 'Wat, drawn to
your nonsters yet again?' Francesco's comment had been petul ant, alnbst angry; he was irritated
that his nmpod and nenories had been broken into. 'Qur nonsters!' Tony had answered inmediately and
sharply. For it was true enough: both of the brothers knew the inspiration behind the lunatic
array of stone beasts that adorned the walls of the villa. The carved dwarves and gargoyles, the
creatures with human hands and feet, and other Things that defied description. Sone two hundred
years ago the owner of the villa, Prince Ferdinando Gravina, had insisted upon visiting Le Manse
Madoni e, home to the Ferenczinis, as their name was then. Rich as Croesus, he had been interested

to di scover why the equally wealthy Ferenczinis were satisfied to dwell in such an 'out-of-the-
way, austere, alnost inhospitable sort of place.' And Ferdinando's nania for grotesques - or his
mania in general - had later energed as a direct result of that visit. But in any case Francesco

had shrugged, saying, 'According to Swi nburne, these scul ptures have their origin in Diodorus's
tale of the freakish creatures that canme out of the Nile's sunbaked mud.' And before his brother
could answer: 'Perhaps it's better if that legend prevails? It was a long tine ago, after all. Too
I ong ago, for such as you and | to remenber!’' At which Tony had scow ed and answered, ' Ferdinando
| ooked into the pit, brother - the pit at Le Manse Madonie - and we both know it!' And then
sneeringly: 'Let's be discreet by all nmeans, but in the privacy of our own car in a place |ike
this, who is there to eavesdrop?' Then, as at a signal, Mario had driven on for Palerno . . . And
now they were there, at the Cafe Julio, and the fat little sod seating themat a table on his
preci ous bal cony and detailing his odious 'cuisine,' fromwhich list they ordered this and that: a
fewitems to pick at, a carafe of red wine. All a sham a show, the brothers noved the food about
their plates, waiting for Sclafani to nmention Julietta. And eventually, returning upstairs from

sonme small duty in the kitchens: 'Gentlenen, I'"'meternally in your debt!' Julio bowed and scraped,
pl ucked nervously at the towel over his armas he sidled up to their table. "Er, | nean with
regard to your kindness in providing a ... a conpanion for ny daughter. | cannot bring nyself to
call the old lady a nurse - can't adnit to any real sickness in my girl - but the woman is a
godsend neverthel ess. She fetches and carries, sees to ny daughter's needs, and | amleft free to
attend ny business.' 'Julietta? Francesco contrived to | ook concerned. 'Your daughter? |Is she no

better, then? We'd wondered why she wasn't around . He | ooked down over the bal cony into the
courtyard, casting here and there with his dark eyes as if searching. Julio turned his own eyes to
the night sky and flapped his hands in an attitude of despair or supplication. 'Ch, ny lovely
girl! Wak as water and pale as a cloud! Julietta will get better, | amsure. But for now

she reclines upon her bed, with shadows under her eyes, and conpl ains about the sunlight creeping
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in her roomso that she nust keep the curtains drawn! Some strange |lethargy, a nalaise, a weird
phot ophobi a.' The brothers | ooked at each other - perhaps quizzically - and Francesco finally
nodded. And to Julio: 'Sclafani, we have business tonight. A nman of ours returns from an inportant
trip out of the country. Meanwhile we're out for a drive, passing a little tine. It's a very

pl easant evening, after all. Alas, we nay be called away at any nonment, which is why we didn't
order nore extensively fromyour nmenu. But this thing with Julietta: we -find ourselves

concerned for you.' 'lIndeed,' Tony nodded. 'We Francezcis are delicate that way ourselves - with
regard to strong sunlight, | nmean. VWhich is why we're not often out and about when the sun is up.
"And,' Francesco went on, thoughtfully, '-who can say - perhaps we find ourselves in a position to
be of further service? Qlio could have fainted! Wat, the Francezci Brothers, of service to him
and his? O further service?) 'You see,' said Tony, 'in three days a man will fly from Ronme. A

doctor, a specialist. You are right: there is a certain nmalaise or anaeni a abroad. Servants of
ours in Le Manse Madonie are laid low by it; we ourselves feel a definite |lethargy. Qur bl ood

seems . . . weak? But at least in the heights we have the benefit of clean air! While here in the
city . " He shrugged. Open-nouthed, Julio | ooked fromone brother to the other. 'But what do
you propose? | nean, | scarcely dare presune-' '-That our doctor friend should take a | ook at

Julietta, and perhaps keep her under observation a while?'" Francesco cut himshort. 'But why not?
He's our own private doctor and comes with the very highest reconmendati on! Moreover, he's been
paid in advance. In such an arrangement, surely there are no losers! So, it's settled.' He nodded
his head as in final confirmation. 'Settled? 'W shall send our car for Julietta three evenings
fromnow - Saturday, yes. And the old woman shall stay with her at all tinmes, of course. But that
is to look on the gloomy side, for in the event that she should recover between now and then

whi ch naturally we hope she will. . ." "I... amstunned!'Julio choked out the words. 'No need to
be,' said Tony, delicately dabbing at his nmouth. Take our card. |If your Julietta shows signs of
recovery, call us. Qherwi se |ook for our car Saturday night. After that, you may inquire after
her at your conveni ence. But remenber: we're private nmen. Qur tel ephone nunber is restricted. And
rest assured, Julietta will be attended to in every circunstance.' It was done. Hardly believing
his stroke of good fortune, the fat man went about the night's business in a daze; the brothers,
apparently unnoved, continued to pick at their food . . . until Julio was observed busying hinself
at the tables in the courtyard bel ow. Then: 'Watch the stairs,' Francesco said. 'If he cones up,

i ssue a warning or distract him' But as he stood up and noved back a pace fromthe bal cony: ' Now
who is being indiscreet? Tony smiled up at himwith eye-teeth that were white and needl e-sharp in
a too-wi de nouth. Francesco | eaned towards his brother - |eaned at a peculiar angle -and answered
through clenched teeth in a voice that was suddenly as bl ack and bubbling as tar, 'Wat, but can't
you snell that bitch back there?'" 1n another nonent he straightened up, coughed to clear his
throat, and continued in a nore nornal tone of voice. 'Anyway, we need to be certain the fat fool
will accept our offer. So drink your wine . . . and watch the stairs!' He turned away. Two paces

t ook hi macross the bal cony and through a curtained archway into a corridor. He passed a
gentlemen's toilet on his left, a ladies' on the right, and entered a door marked 'Private' into
Julio's office. Skirting the desk, he passed through a second door into Julietta's sick-room And
there she lay, with the old biddy Katerin, eighty years old if she was a day, in attendance. The
crone was nodding. Startled, she glanced up at Francesco through rheuny eyes. 'Wo? Wat?' Then
recogni zing him she sniled, nodded and nmade to rise. 'No, stay,' he told her. 'Best that you're
here, in case that oily little fat man should |l ook in.' Katerin nodded again and sat still. In the
di mess of the room the grandam s eyes were yellow as a cat's watching her master. He sat half-
way up the w de couch where Julietta lay, and his sudden wei ght woke her. O perhaps she'd already
been awake . . . waiting. Her eyes opened big as saucers; her jaw fell open; know edge and horror
pai nted thensel ves with rapid strokes upon her |lovely, oval, oddly pallid face. But in no way odd
to Francesco. And before she could cry out, if she would: 'Did you think I would desert you? Ah,
no!' he told her. And his hand crept under her bl anket, under her nightgown, to her thigh, so that
she could feel his fingers trenbling there. 'No, for having | oved you once, | shall |ove you al
the days of your life.'" But he did not say 'ny life.' As his hand clinbed higher on her thigh, so
Julietta's mouth closed and her fluttering breathing steadi ed; she began to breathe nore deeply -
of his breath. Hs essence was init, as it was in her. And his eyes were uniformy jet, like
nmoi st bl ack marbles in his face and unblinking, or like the eyes of a snake before he strikes.
Except he had already struck, on that night six weeks ago. And the poison had taken. He sniled
with his handsone, devil's face, and the horror went out of her as she lifted her arns to enbrace
him But that could not be. 'Soon,' he told her. 'Soon - at Le Manse Madonie! Can't you wait? A
day or two, ny Julietta. Just a day or two, | prom se.' Her sigh, and her breathing suddenly

qui ckening; the long | ashes over her dark eyes fluttering, as Francesco's cool hand di scovered the
i nside of her hot thigh. Then her nod, and a gasp of weird ecstasy as her head fl opped to one side
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i n sudden shane, or defeat, or surrender, and her thighs lolled open. He held her |ips open with
his thunb and smallest finger, and let the mddle three elongate into her. H's hand was quite
still, but the three central fingers stretched with a caterpillar's expansion, throbbing with the
effort of metanorphosis like a trio of sentient penises, with pouting |ips opening in their tips.
And into her body they crept, while his thunb and smallest finger closed on her bud, to gentle it
like a nipple. And with the old crone watching and knowi ng everything - |aughing silently through
a gap-toot hed nouth whose eye-teeth at |least were still sharp and white - so Francesco found the
artery he sought and used his fingers to pierce and sip at the soft centre of Julietta's sex where
the marks, if he left any, would never be found, and the blood, if any continued to flow, would
have its own explanation. Then, in a few seconds, a nminute - as the girl went, 'Ah! Ah! Ah!' and
turned her head this way and that, until her eyes rolled up - slowy Francesco's jaws cracked open
inagrinor agrimce, allowing a trickle of saliva to slop froma corner of his withing Iips.
In that same nmonment his own eyes turned to flame, and then to blood! Julietta's bl ood. But:
Brother! It was Anthony; not a call as such (for the brothers were not gifted with the true art),
but a warning definitely. Atingling of nerves, a prenonition. Julio was com ng! A nonent to
withdraw from Julietta, and another to | ean forward and kiss her clamy brow. Then he was out of
the room flowing fromSclafani's office into the corridor, and the door marked ' Men' cl osing
softly behind him And his penis steaning as he plied it in the privacy of a cubicle, once, twice,
three times, before it spurted into the bowl. And even his spermwas red where Francesco pul |l ed

the chain on it ... In the corridor, Sclafani was waiting for him 'Ah! Forgive ne! | supposed you
woul d be in there. Your brother asked nme to tell you . . . Your nan has returned from Engl and

And your driver, Mario? . . . A radio nessage? He fluttered his hands, as if that were
expl anati on enough. Which in fact it was. Francesco was cool now. He smiled his gratitude, and
made for the balcony with Julio hard on his heels. 'It's been such a pleasure to have you,' the
fat man was babbling. 'l can't possibly bill you. Wat? But |'malready too deeply in your debt!’

At the table, Mario stood by in his uniformand cap while Tony spoke into a portable radio-

t el ephone. Francesco wheel ed on Julio and al nost knocked himover. 'My friend,' he said hurriedly.
This is a private conversation. You understand? As for the bill: the pleasure was all ours.' He
pressed a wad of notes into the proprietor's hand, nore than enough to cover what they had not
eaten. As Julio waddl ed off, Tony was standing up. 'ETAin forty-five mnutes,' he said. 'Even if
we go right now, still the chopper will beat us to the Manse.' He shrugged. Francesco nodded
and said, Til speak to Luigi en route.' In the linm Francesco sat up front beside Mario. CQutside
Pal erno the static cleared up and he was able to nmake hinmself understood on the car's

comruni cation system ' Your patient? 'Sedated,' cane back a tinny, alnpst casual voice. Threw up

alittle . . . doesn't seemto travel too well. The sedative, | suppose.' Fromthe back of the
limo Tony said: 'Well, purging can't hurt. They'll be seeing to that anyway, at Le Manse.'
Francesco gl anced back at him 'l left instruction, yes.' And into the radio: 'Any problens at the
ot her end?" 'None. Snooth as silk. Everything should be that easy!' 'Good,' Francesco was pl eased.

"And this end? Control?" They've cleared ne on to Le Manse Madonie. No problem® (O course not.
The Francezcis' man in Air Traffic Control at Catania had picked up nore than a year's wages for
this!) 'Qur people at the Manse will see to your patient,' Francesco finished. 'W' Il be al ong
later. Ch, and well done.' Thanks, and out,' the unseen pilot answered. There were no frills, not
on the air ... At Le Manse Madonie, the brothers | ooked on while their people sawto the girl from
the helicopter. Still sedated, she'd been stripped and bathed by the tine they got there. The rest
of it would take nmost of the night. They watched for an hour or so - the enenmas, the operation of
the punps and nechanically forced voiding, the "purification,' as it were - but after that they

| ost interest. The manicuring of nails, the cleansing and polishing of teeth, application of fast-
acting fungicides to her various openings (lotions to be renoved later in a final bathing), all of
that would go on and on. Cinical but |less than beneficial: health wasn't the object of the
exercise. Only cleanliness. 'And all wasted,' Tony Francezci shook his head in disgust as they
made for their apartnments about m dnight. They woul dn't sleep but nerely rest; time for sleeping

when it was over. 'Wasted?' his brother answered. 'Not at all. Wll, the girl herself, maybe, but
not the effort. He Iikes themclean, after all. And she can't lie to him can't hide anything.
Qutside her mnd, we could nerely prise for clues. Inside it ... he can lay everything bare down
to the electrons of her brain and patterns of her past, the menories in the nush of her grey
matter.' 'Poetic!' Francesco's brother seemed appreciative, but his voice al nost inmrediately
turned sour. 'Ah, but will he divul ge what he discovers? O wll he obscure and obfuscate, as he's
so wont to do? He gets nore difficult all the time.' "He'll tell us something of it, at |east,’
the other nodded. 'It's been a while and he's hungry. He'll be grateful, and she'll make a rare
tidbit. Wiy, | could even fancy her nyself!' Tony gave a snort. 'Wat? But you could fancy old

Katerin, if that's all there was!' And as they parted conpany at the top of a flight of stairs and
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made for their own rooms: 'Oh, and on that same note: did you have Julietta, in Julio's backroon?

"Something like that,' his brother |eered back at him 'If you're asking will we be sending for
her . . . yes, we will. Wiy? Wuld you perhaps |ike her for yourself? 'Not really,' Tony told
him 'For you've been there before ne.' There was no nalice in it, nor in Francesco's answer: 'It
never stopped you before,' he said, evenly ... In the hour before dawn, the Francezcis net again
in the secret heart of Le Manse Madoni e. Beneath extensive cellars and ancient foundations, at a
pl ace deep in the bedrock - a place known only as '"the pit' - they came together to attend
personally to the final stage of the operation: the lowering of the girl into an old, dried-out
well. The nouth of the well was maybe fourteen feet across, wall to wall; the walls were three
feet high, and of mmssive blocks of old hewn nasonry; a 'lid of electrified wire-nesh in a

circular frane was hinged to the walls on opposite sides, covering the opening like a grille. But
the pit was silent for now, sullen and sinister even to the Francescis. Down there sonmewhere, at a
depth of some eighty feet, it opened into a cyst that had once contained water. Now it housed
their father. A mechanical hoist stood to one side, its gantry reaching out over the pit.
Suspended by chains, a netal table slowy rotated. The girl |ay naked on the table, with her hands
fol ded on her stomach. In her entire |life she had only once been cleaner, less toxic: in the wonb,
in the days preceding her birth before the first human hands were [ ain on her. Now mhunman hands
woul d be lain on her. But first the interrogation; not of the girl but the A d Ferenczy, the
monstrously rutated Francezci in his pit. Only the brothers were present; it wasn't work for

| esser, nore easily influenced or corrupted minds. But then, how m ght one corrupt the Francezcis?
The cavern containing the pit was a natural place, made unnatural only by its grotesque

i nhabi tant. Rocky | edges swept back into darkness, but the pit itself was illum nated: a bank of
power ful spotlights shone down on it fromthe nitre-streaked dripstone walls. Were the shadows
crept, stone steps had been cut back into a shaft that clinbed in a spiral to the Manse - the
aerie - high overhead. At the foot of the steps an electrified pneumatic 'door,' a grille of two-
inch steel bars, guarded the exit. The door's control panel was set well back within the brightly
lit shaft. Like the cover over the old well, this door to the exit shaft wasn't designed to keep
anyone or thing out. Yet the place wasn't specifically a prison but nore properly a refuge, a
sanctuary ... an asylum And just this once, perhaps the Francezcis were of a single nmnd where
they stood at the rimof the well and Francesco quietly comented: 'It's as if the "Mad"-in
Madoni e were deliberate . . .' Tony at once cautioned him 'Al ways renenber, brother: he can hear
you. Even when you're sleeping - or lost in your lust with sone slut - he can be there. And he's
here even now.' And the other knew it was true. Down here their father's presence was everywhere
It was in the echoes of their voices; and despite the glaring lights - or because of them- it was
in the novenent of the bl ackest shadows back there where there should be no novenent. It perneated
the very atnosphere, as if the place were haunted. But the O d Ferenczy was no ghost. Nor would he
ever be, so long as he was their oracle. Francesco | ooked at his brother. 'Wll, are you ready?
Tony licked his fleshy lips, and nodded. He woul dn't ever be 'ready,' not really, but what nmust be
must be. He had al ways been the O d One's favourite, 'spoiled by a father who had had tinme for
him As for Francesco: he had been too precocious; his father had never had tinme for him Know ng
sonet hing of the future - indeed, of nobst things -perhaps the pit-dweller had foreseen the tine
when Francesco would relish his ... incapacity. The electricity was off, the grille safe.

"Father,' Tony | eaned over the rimof the old well and gazed down through the nmesh on a receding
funnel of massive bl ocks of masonry. 'We've brought you something. A snmall tribute, a gift - a
girl!" Agirl. . . agirl. . . agirl, the well repeated, an echo carried on the m asma. But a

m asma, here? A wisp of mist, anyway, rising fromthe pit. The heat of the spotlights vaporized
it, turning it to stench. The thing below nm ght not be especially active, but it was there. It was

breathing, and . . . '. . . Listening!' said Francesco, who was sensitive to such things. 'Ch, he
hears you, all right!' 'Father,' Tony |eaned out nore yet. 'W've brought a gift for you, but we
have our needs, too. There are things we need to know . ' For a nonent there was nothing, and
then the well seened to sigh! It was physical - in that a gust of foul ness rushed up from bel ow -
but it was also nmental: the Ad Ferenczy's telepathy, which in the brothers' case had skipped a
generation. And despite that they were not nentalists, still their father's power was such that
finally they '"heard" him Only ask, ny son . . . after you have sent ne ny tribute. But if the

message was sinple, its delivery was dramatic. It reverberated in their heads like a shout, and
was acconpanied by a tunult of tittering, crazed background 'voices' that were all their father's.
He had concentrated part of his mind on his answer, but the rest of it was engaged in its own
activity ... the way a nmadman m ght often seemcalmon the outside, while in fact he seethes
within. And the many personalities of the thing - his diverse identities - were |like a bickering,
uncontrol | abl e, heckling audience to the efforts of the part which now attenpted to comunicate
with the world outside itself; in fact with the thing's son. Tony reeled at the rimof the pit;
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his brother caught his shoulder to steady him the nental babble subsided, along with the 'echoes
of their father's true or 'sane' voice. And: 'Dangerous!' Tony nmuttered. 'He isn't in control.’
"Or is he sinply playing with us? Francesco scowed. 'His split-personalities, multi-identities:
it wouldn't be the first tine he'd used themto confuse us . ' Tony nodded, grinmaced, and

called down: 'Father, plainly you are not yourself. The girl will keep, and we'll try again
later.' He made hinself believe it - in his mind - in case his father was |istening. But then, as
they reached for the netal platform hanging over the pit, as if to swing the girl aside: NO cane
that enornous nental grunt frombelow. NO WAIT! And a nmoment later - less forcefully, alnopst

pl eadi ngly now, as they paused - Does she come of her own free will? Is she pure? |Is she

cl ean? And the brothers grinned at each other, nodding in unison. For this tine there had been no
background 'static,' no babble of crazed, secondary voices. Wien the thing in the pit desired it,
he could control hinself and shut themout. Tony waited a nonent, then said, 'She has no will. As
for purity: it's hard to find, father, in today's world. But clean? She's as clean as we can nake
her, yes. Except . . .' Yessss? 'She knows things, which we would know. She's yours, but before
you use her, will you not first exam ne her? For us?" For a |long nonment there was silence, until
But. . . why don't you exanine her, ny son? Before you give her to ne? The old thing's nenta

voi ce was sly now, wickedly intelligent. 'He knows,' Francesco grunted, coldly furious. 'He knows
that we can't ask her, that even the best drugs won't open her up, because she's been forbidden to
speak! Her mind' s been tanpered with, |ocked frominside, and only he can get in. And he knows
that, too! The old devil wants us to beg!' And: Oh, ha! ha! ha! |aughed the thing, as the

"masma,’ his breath, thickened. Ch, but |I hear and know you, ny son, my . . . Francesco? The
| aught er ceased and the nmental voice turned cold as ice. And still you have no respect. . . 'Hah!
Francesco scow ed. 'He thinks he's a Don!' 'He was,' Tony rem nded him 'A Don of Dons, one of the

first. So don't annoy him don't even think, but let ne handle this!" And directing his thoughts
and voice into the pit: 'Father, it was you who gave word of a certain threat. W acted on your
word. For two centuries we have acted on it, and at last we have a lead. This girl has secret
know edge, buried in her mnd. Nothing we do will give us access. But you . . .?" And in a nonent
when they could al nbst hear the brain bel ow working, and the body seething - / can do it, yessss!
"But will you?' Yessss! Send her down. 'She nmust not be wasted,' Tony cautioned. 'Her know edge
can't be lost. It was risky bringing her here; we paid for her; we may never see another
opportunity like this. And always renenber, father, what threatens us threatens you . . .' /
under st and, yessss. Send her down. 'But you are hungry, we know, and occasionally . . . inpatient?
And if-' SEND HER DOMWN - NOWN There seened nothing else for it. Francesco operated the gear to
open one flap of the grille, and together they nmanoeuvred the platformand girl into position over
the open half of the pit. Finally Tony broke an anpoul e under her nose, and she groaned and shook
her head a little. But before she could wake up nore fully, they sent her on her way to hell. Her
wei ght was measured on a dial on the control console. She sank skty, seventy, seventy-five feet.
and her weight became zero. 'Get it up!' Tony croaked, as Francesco reversed the gears. The
pl atform came up enpty. But down bel ow. Suddenly the nmental emanations - the blasts of raw,
terrible enption - were like a gale blowing in their heads! The brothers reel ed, recovered,
qui ckly closed and activated the grille. Wiile in their mnds, despite that they were scarcely
gifted in the art, and that for once they were glad of it: Flesh, bone, and bl cood! The openi ngsss

of her body, her face! The entrancesss to heaven, to hell! Ch, | ama nonster! Yesss, for a man
coul d never do thisss! But | amnot a man! | am Wanphyri! Wamphyyyrrriii! And above it all, a
scream just one - but a shriek to end all shrieks -as the girl canme awake and felt. . . what? Her

cry of shock, outrage, disbelief, was a sound to grate on the nerve endings forever. It cane and
went, as her nouth, ears, nostrils and head entire were cramed full of the thing, filled to
brimming with him as was her body. And not only the hamerbl ows of the A d One's thought
processes, but pictures to acconpany them of a creeping, flow ng, foam ng sonething, never a
human being, but with hands - oh, a great nany -and nouths, and eyes, all converging on, soaking
into, and expanding within, the girl. Then the bloating, the stretching, the rending! And the ni st
over the pit gradually turning pink, stinking where its nolecules came in contact with the grille
A while later the Francezcis were surprised to find thenselves close, touching, trenbling,
and slow y di sengaged. M nutes had ticked by; the cavern was qui et again, or unquiet, and the
pit... was just a pit, an old well. Francesco | ooked at his brother quizzically, but Tony shook
his head. 'l won't, couldn't, talk to himright now So let himrest. Later, maybe ..." But as
they made to pass out through the steel-barred door into the exit shaft: HE LL BE UP! HE WLL BE
UP! HE WLL BE UP! It was alnost a cry of triunph, but quickly turning to sick terror. Hh-he wll
be up, yes - in just a few years, three, or four at nost - and then . . . then he'll seek ne out.
seek us out. . . seek us all out! "Who will? Tony tried to ask. But dazed as he was fromthe
mental blast, his voice was a croak. It nmade no difference, for he already knew, and his father
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had heard hi m anyway. Who? cane a fading, awed, even frightened whisper in their mnds. Wo else
but Radu? Who but Radu Lykan, eh?! And then a ringing cry like a soul in torment, or one |ost

forever in outer inmensities: Raaaddduuu! And once again a whisper: Raaaddduuuuuu! . . . that
shivered into a shuddering silence. PART ONE THE NECROSCOPE . . HARRY KEOGH? A DEVI QUS THI NG
Getting up in the nornings was the worst of it, when he was obliged to | eave his dreans behi nd.
For in his dreans he was usually hinmself, while in his real life the Necroscope Harry Keogh had
become soneone else entirely. O not entirely, for on the inside he was still him But on the
outside . . . ... It was confusing, dizzying, frightening, naddening . . . especially naddening

And not only for Harry but for his wife, too. Indeed, nore so for Brenda, for she could not and
did not want to understand it; she only wanted things back as they had been. As for her baby son
Harry Jr: well, who could say about that one? Wio knew what he was thinking, planning, working on?
But then again, who but a fool or a lunatic would believe that an infant of eighteen or so tender
nmont hs was capabl e of working on anything? Oh, he worked on getting fed or changed or attended to
the sane as any baby: by screaming for it. And he worked on collecting his audience of adnirers
the sane way, too: by burping and farting and smling in that gorm ess-innocent way that
defencel ess infants have, with their fat little faces seening to slide off to one side, and their
eyes getting crossed, and the drool dripping down off their wobbly little chins. Conpletely
disarmng, and utterly charming, of course. At a year and a half nost of that was over now, but as
for defenceless.. Harry Jr was an angel - but one who had cone face to face with the devil, and
won! Himand his father both. But that had been only one battle; the greater, bloodier wars were
still to come. Right now neither one of them knew that, however, which was just as well. Were it
ot herwi se, they mght not want to go on. The future has good cause to guard its secrets . . . But
as his father was nore than just any nan, so Harry Jr was nore than just any baby. It was when he
was being . . . well, the other thing -when his expression was other than a baby's, and his

t houghts nore than the groping, fuddl ed denmands or inquiries of an inchoate nind in an untrained
body - that the espers of E-Branch were especially interested in him It was when they felt,
sensed, experienced the awesone, alien power washing out fromhimas he experinmented, or did
whatever it was he did, that they knew for sure he wasn't nerely a baby. And when those baby-bl ue
eyes of his |it with a far-away expression seen previously only in his father's eyes, and they
knew t hat he conversed with a teem ng najority no one el se but he and Harry Keogh coul d hear and
talk to ... Getting up nornings, the Necroscope would think of these things and, |ike Brenda,
renenmber when it had been very different; when the world was a different place and he'd been a
different person. It was easy to renmenber, for in his dreans he was still that other person. Hell
he was that person, even when he was awake! But only on the inside; which is to say, inside his
head. For outside - in Harry's body and face and entire external appearance, and especially in the
mrror - he was soneone else. A nan called Alec Kyle. Wich took sone getting used to. That was
probably why he clung so tightly to his dreams and was reluctant to | et them go: because they were
a formof wish-fulfilment, a place and a tinme when the world was a different world and the

Necroscope a different person; hinself. This nmorning was the sane, or should be ... For sone,
especially the young, waking up to a new day is a renewal, |ike being born all over again: the
first day of the rest of their lives. Despite that Harry seened to have done an awful |ot of
living, he was still very young: twenty-one years old. But his body - or Alec Kyle's body - was

ten years ol der. And knowi ng that this was what he nust always wake up to, Harry really didn't
want to. It wasn't that he was suicidal about it; the fact that he now inhabited an ol der and
alien body scarcely made himlong for death, (not the Necroscope Harry Keogh, a man who'd had it
fromthe horse's nmouth nore than once what it actually felt |like to be dead, who knew what it
really neant to be incorporeal!) It nmerely made himreluctant toward life, nmade it safer to be
asl eep and dreami ng- -Well, sonetines. It depended on what you were dreaning about. Currently he
was given to dreama recurrent thene of life (but his life, before all this) where, like the
proverbial drowning man, he clung to the straws of his past existence only to feel them grow

wat er | ogged and slip one by one fromhis straining fingers. Each straw was a scene fromthe tines
he had known and the life he had lived, the chronol ogical story of his oh-so-strange adventures.
So that like a drowning nman facing his i mmnent, inescapable death, the dream drowni ng Necroscope
saw it all skipping before his eyes like a scratched, comically accelerated, badly edited
monochronme film H's chil dhood in Harden, on the north-east coast of England, where he had
attended primary and secondary schools with the roughneck colliery kids; his retreat fromthe

mundane world of the living into the minds and 'lives' of the Geat Mijority; his secret being
di scovered by Sir Keenan Gorm ey, then Head of E-Branch, and his subsequent return to 'the rea
world' ... his acceptance of his condition, the fact of his unique talent, and his willingness to

use that talent by taking sides against the nonstrous evils rooted in the USSR and Ronani a. And
superi nmposed on these accelerated glinpses out of the past, his lifelong relationship with Brenda,
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a sinmple colliery girl whose [ove had forned the strongest single |link between Harry and the

ort hodox world, one of the few things that kept his feet planted firmy on solid ground when often
as not his mnd was under it. And superinposed even over this, a glowi ng picture or nmenory of his
nmot her - radiant as any |oving nother as visualized by her child: her soap and rose-petal scent,
the sweet warnth of her sigh, a golden aura all around her, as if the sun had risen behind her to
di ffuse her brilliant silhouette - all too soon snuffed out by a naniac, who in his turn had been
snuf fed by Harry. Wich was al ways the point where the Necroscope's blue, poignant dreans turned a
dark, vengeful red. For after Viktor Shukshin there'd been Thi bor Ferenczy, Dragosani, Yulian
Bodescu, Theo Dol gi kh, Ivan Gerenko . . . The list was a |long one. And what of Faethor Ferenczy,
that 'father' or grandfather of vanpires? Faethor had been dead for a long tinme now, true

but so had Thi bor before him and even a dead and buried vanpire is a threat. Harry still couldn't
be one hundred percent certain that the O d Ferenczy hadn't |left other remants (or revenants?) to
fester in the earth like Thibor, waiting out their tine until a grand return . . . Coloured by his
fears and anxieties, the Necroscope's dream was qui ckly becomi ng confused. H s mind was Harry
Keogh's, but the brain that housed it had once belonged to Alec Kyle, a precog for E-Branch
Harry's truths - his thoughts, menories and enptions - dwelled nowin those sane vaults of

conpl ex, convol ute cerebrum once Kyle's, where still the odd crevice or corner renai ned, not yet
conforming to Harry's contours. Kyle's weird talent had been governed by the 'shape' of that

brain; his precognitive glinpses had used to cone to himduring those vague, confused periods of
ment al hi atus between dream and waki ng proper, at that point in tinme where the conscious and
subconsci ous mi nds separate, allowing a dreanmer to surface to reality. Nothing was left of Alec
Kyl e now, but the shape of his brain had not yet changed entirely; perhaps sonme small part of his
talent lingered on. For on the point of waking, suddenly Harry's dreans underwent a rapid
transformation, nmutating into sheerest nightmare! And because precognition is the dubious art of

seeing the future - and the future is not a dreambut a series of as yet unrealized events - it
was as if everything that the Necroscope experienced was real as life. And the difference between
these two dreamstates was . . . electrifying! Mst people, including Harry, 'know that they are

only dream ng, but on this occasion he didn't. As before it was a kal ei doscope of scenes, fast-
fleeting, over which he had no control. But where before he'd considered hinself accustoned to
strangeness . . . He stood in a place that wasn't of this world, at the rimof a desiccated plain
of boul ders that sprawled in one direction to an aurora-lit horizon, and in the other nerged with
foothills clinbing steeply into mountains. C ose by, a huge |unm nous donme was set in a walled
crater like the eye of sonme fallen Cyclops in its buried skull, giving off a cold white light. The
dorme was |ike an alien pharos - but for what weird travellers? On high, the disc of a tunbling
moon was lit half with the gold of an unseen sun, half with blue starshine; its surface pattern
was in a state of flux, caused by the eccentricity of its orbit and rotation. Cinging to what he
knew of the geography of his own world, Harry's instinct told himthat the aurora signalled north;
odd, because that neant that the unseen sun lay far beyond the nountains in the south. But this

was after all an alien world- -To which he'd been sent. . . been sent by ... by Faethor? Here his
reasoning faltered. To see the future is dangerous enough, but to try to renenber what is yet to
be . . .! Yet for a nonment Harry had known that Faethor Ferenczy had sent himhere, that his being

here had at |east been advised or guided by that father of vanpires, that Lord of Lies. And al so
fry Mobius? But for what reason? A quest, obviously - but why obviously? And if a quest, then
for what, for whon? He | ooked all about. The nountains on the one hand and the seemingly endl ess
boul der plains on the other, and between themthe enigmatic Gate, its cold white light flooding
outwards to silhouette the scattered, nenhir-Ilike boul ders, casting unevenly concentric rings of
shadow out into the Starside night. The Gate? Starside? But these words, concepts, were
meani ngless to him. . . weren't they? Now what the-!? In the north-east he spied distantly
rearing stacks, fantastic rock formations crowned with. . . turrets? Towers? Tessell ate stonework?
Battlements? O was the effect sinply the work of an alien Nature? Harry thought not, for
there were lights up there. Smoke curled fromtall chimeys; notes noved with purpose in the dark
air around the upper levels. At this distance they were notes, anyway . . . Suddenly Harry was
awar e that someone wat ched him Spinning on his heel he fell into a crouch. On the boulder plain
only a short distance away, there stood a figure, slim nale, with a face of gold, burning in the
reflected glare fromthe Gate. He held up a hand, gestured, said sonething, but Harry heard
not hing. He was allowed to see but not to know . . . the future guarded its secrets. Harry knew
instinctively that there was no danger here, not fromthis one, at least. And filled with strange
enotions, he noved towards the other. Yet while he woul d have approached hi m anyway, his notions
were involuntary, the flow ng, naddeningly ungovernabl e nechanics of dream- or rather, of
precognition. But the gol den-faced one had comenced to make urgent gestures, pointing into the
sky to the east. Harry | ooked. And now there was danger here! Those notes circling the great
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stacks -but no longer notes! Dark blots, rapidly taking on grotesque outlines, descendi ng out of
the sky fromthe direction of the aeries, and- -Aeries? Wthin his dreamself, Harry recoiled from
the word. But his future-self continued to nove towards The Dweller. -The Dweller? Finally he
accepted that he was not given to know everything and concentrated on reaching the one who waited
for him But |ooking back he saw that the things in the sky were fast approaching, and that they
were |ike nothing he had ever seen or nightnmared before. One was w nged, shaped sonething like a
manta. The other was . . . incredible, nonstrous, gigantic! It squirted through the sky like a
squid in water. And now Harry could see that the first creature had a rider - Shaithis of the
Wanphyri ? - and knew that the second was one of his constructs, a warrior. Harry was close to The

Dneller now. . . Shaithis aboard his flyer was swoopi ng down out of the sky . . . the wind from
the flyer's nighty manta wi ngs bl asted dust and grit up fromthe plain into Harry's and The
Dweller's faces . . . the creature's shadow fell on themas it shut out the stars! The Dweller
held up a wing of his cloak. Harry | ooked at him at his golden nask, the scarlet eyes behind it,
the m nd behind the eyes . . . and knew that nind! Yet he couldn't possibly knowit! And for al
the strangeness, still he was unable to stop hinself as he stepped - or flowed -forward into the
shadow of The Dweller's cloak, and felt it wap about him. . . . . . And the kal ei doscopic

pi cture changed. Harry had known what woul d happen next - except it didn't! Instead of finding
hinself in The Dweller's garden (whatever that mght be) Alec Kyle's wild talent had snatched him
into yet another possible future, or the sane one but further down the tinmestream Now he was in
the | ast great aerie of the Wanmphyri . . . Karenstack? And furtive as a thief, he pursued the Lady
Karen as she descended to her larder. Sinister and silent as snmoke, Karen flowed in through a dark
doorway; followi ng her, Harry kept to the shadows while she activated a trog and brought it out of
its cocoon. He watched her |ead the shanbling, conatose neanderthal to a stone table where it |ay
down, stretched itself prone and bent back its ugly, prehistoric head for her. Then the Lady's
jaws opened . . . opened . . . gaped! Blood slopped fromher crinmson nouth; scythe teeth sprouted,
poi si ng over a sluggishly pulsing jugular. Her nose winkled, flattening back on itself, and her
eyes burned as red as lanterns in the twilight room 'Karen!' Harry heard hinself attenpting to
cry - in the nonent before the kal ei doscope scene changed, taking himforward again in tinme, but
only alittle way this tine . . . . . . The Necroscope sat absolutely still, waiting . . . (for
what he didn't know, couldn't say, only that he felt tense as never before), in the deepest

dar kest shadows of the aerie. And eventually it came: Karen's vanpire! By what route it had |eft

her body, Harry neither knew nor wanted to know, sufficient that it was here, where he . . . where
he wanted it? It was a long | eech, corrugated, cobra headed, blind-and it had pointed udders, a
great many. Swaying its head this way and that, it inched forward . . . then sensed himand

comrenced a hasty retreat! Curling back on itself, it wiggled like a blindworm for now it nust
get back to safety, return itself to Karen's undead flesh. But the Necroscope wasn't about to |et

t hat happen. Using his flamethrower, he burned it. . . dying, it issued eggs, dozens of them
whi ch spun and skittered, vibrating over the stone flags towards him Sweating, but cold inside,
Harry burned the eggs, too, every one of them And as if froma mllion niles away - as if from

sonmeone el se's dream - he heard the awful screanm ng, which he sonehow knew was Karen's. Then
abruptly, leaving himdizzy, disoriented, the scene changed yet again: To a hi gh bal cony where he
| eaned out and | ooked down, and knew why he was dizzy: the terrible height! And way down there,
crunmpl ed on the scree, the Lady's white gown . . . no longer entirely white but red, too. Karen
(or what he and the future-Harry thought was Karen), was inside it. And terribly, achingly, none
of it made sense to him or fleeting sense at best - there one mnute and gone the next. Another
junmp: Cold liquid burned his face, got into his throat and stung him caused himto cough. It was
al cohol ? Certainly it was volatile. It snoked, shimering into vapour all around him And .
he saw that he was lying in it! He struggled to his hands and knees, tried not to breathe the
fumes, which were rising up into some sort of flue directly overhead. . . A blackened flue
Fi re- bl ackened? Harry kneeled in a basin or depression cut fromsolid rock, kneeled there in this
pool of volatile liquid. |Inpressions came quickly: he must be in the very bowels of the castle
(but what castle?), down in the bedrock itself. . . a huge cave. And agai nst the opposite wal
wher e rough-hewn steps clinbed to unseen higher levels . . . there stood Janos Ferenczy, Wanphyri,
wat ching him The nonster held a burning brand aloft, its fire reflecting in his scarlet eyes.
Their eyes net, locked . . .}anas's |lips drew back fromhis unbelievable teeth in a hideous grin.
He spoke . . . but the Necroscope couldn't hear him could only sense the threat. Janos's gaze
transferred to the torch in his taloned hand, then to the floor. Harry | ooked, too: at a shall ow
trough or channel cut in the rock, which ran fromJanos's feet, across the floor, to the lip of
the basin where Harry kneeled. And Janos was slowy lowering his torch! Jesus! Harry nust use the
Mobi us Continuum - but couldn't! H's power had been taken away fromhinl He was no | onger master
of Mobius space-tine! Again Harry knew this w thout knowi ng how he knew. H s deadspeak was stil
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available to him but. . . . . . Deadspeak? Since when had it been called that!? But no, he
mustn't attenpt to renenber that which had not yet happened! Best if he sinply accept it: that
whil e the Mbius Conti nuumwas no | onger a viable proposition, still he had his deadspeak, his

ability to talk to the dead. Werefore, why not use it? Wiy not ask them- the teenmi ng dead, the
Geat Majority - what all of this was about? Too | ate! Janos's torch touched down and fire cane
racing in a blue-glaring blaze! Searing heat gouted up in a whooshing tongue of shinmmering flane,
roaring into the chimey overhead. Liquid fire singed the hair fromHarry's head and face and set
his clothes abl aze. Leaping erect, he cavorted like a human torch! Until yet again -perhaps
mercifully this time - he felt hinself snatched a little way into the future . . . . . . To where
he stood in antique ruins as dark as night, yet clear as daylight to him For while he was
scarcely aware of it, the Necroscope was a changeling now, an alien Thing was inside him He
waited warily, patiently in the ruins of Castle Ferenczy;, waited there with . . . with a dead nan
Wth the resurrected Thracian warrior, Bodrogk. Briefly, nomentarily, flickeringly, Harry knew why
they were here. His precognition told himthat nmuch, at least. And in a little while two wonen
came up frombelow. One was Sofia, Bodrogk's wife of centuries, who flew into her husband' s arms.
Bot h Sofia and Bodrogk were dead; they had been called up fromtheir ashes. But they were not as
dead as the other woman! She was Sandra and was or had been Harry's wonman - and | ater Janos
Ferenczy's! The difference now was all too obvious. ForSandra cane ghosting in the way of vanpire
thralls, her yellow eyes alive in the night. But Harry knew in his way that she was |ess than
Sandra now. O nmore. Once she had |l oved, or lusted after him for hinself; now she would | ust
after all men -for their blood! She flew into his arms, sobbed into his neck. And hol di ng her
tightly -as nuch to steady hinself as to steady her - he | ooked over her sallow shoul der to where
Bodrogk and Sofia enbraced. If only their enbrace could be the sane. But of course, it couldn't.
For Sandra's beautiful, near-naked body was cold as clay where it pressed against him and Harry
knew there was no way he could ever warmit. She sensed his intention and drew back a little, but
not far enough. His thin sharp stake, a splinter of old oak, drove up under her breast and into
her heart. She took a final gasping breath, a staggering step away fromhim and fell. Bodrogk
seeing Harry's anguish, did the rest. And Harry junped again . . . This tinme it was different, for
the dreamHarry wasn't init. O he was, but stood apart fromit, watching it happen to his future-
sel f. Which was probably just as well, for surely this had to be the end of hin? Yet despite that
in this instance he was nerely an observer, still he was given to understand sonethi ng of what was
happening . . . and wi shed that he wasn't. For in Starside, close to the glaring hem sphere Gate,
the Necroscope Harry Keogh was burning. A vanpire, finally he paid a vanpire's price for a fata

m stake: to have let hinself get too close to the Wanphri! He burned inside and out: fire on the
outside, and a burning, consuning hatred within. For Shaithis, who even now took the Lady Karen
(but Karen . . .?) by force right there in front of Harry's cross. She seened exhausted where

Shai thi s savaged and ravaged her; she resisted not at all as he tore at her. The dreamHarry woul d
go to their assistance . . . except he was rooted to the spot. He was an observer, forbidden to
interfere. And as the flames |icked higher around the Necroscope's funeral pyre, so Shaithis
taunted him- but all in silence, |ike some hideous formof nmine - while the fire ate at Harry's
lower trunk. It was perhaps the cruellest thing that the dreamHarry had ever seen or could ever
have i magi ned. Perhaps too cruel -for even as an observer he was beginning to feel his own future
agony! Events speeded up, becane a blur - a fury of fear, fire, arid frenzied flesh! - and light!
Blinding light! The Gate was its source: a ball of silently expanding but all-consuming light. It
ate Shaithis, Karen, the Necroscope - the entire scene - and it sent the dreamHarry . . . . . .

El sewhen. * * * Again Harry and his future-self - the one a dreaner, and the other a physical if
future reality - were in the nmetaphysical Mbius Continuum hurtling down a past-tinmestream
rushi ng back through tinmes that were | ong gone and forgotten, anong the nmyriad blue, green and red
life-threads of Sunside-Starside, into their renpte begi nnings. And again the dreamHarry was the
observer, who couldn't help but observe that his future self was dead. Neither asleep nor undead
but dead, truly dead (in this manifestation any way), and gone forever . . . or going. Going where
no one would ever be able to find him into the far past of an alien, parallel vanpire world. But
bei ng the Necroscope, the dreamrHarry knew that it wasn't like that: the body of his future self
was dead, yes, but the mind would go on. Except this time . . . well, who could say where it would
go to? O perhaps this was the very end of the road, albeit right back at the begi nning. A paradox
- but wasn't everything? Horrified, because he knew that this was or would be him the dreamHarry
wat ched his own future-corpse where it tunbled head over heels into past tine. Fire-blackened and
snoul dering - with its arns flung wide and its steaning head thrown back in the final agony of
death -it was the one grimanonaly in a darkness shot through with the thin neon bars or ribbons
of blue, green and red life-threads; for where they sped forwards in tinme, the dead Harry fel

back. Then . . . . . . An astonishing thing! For as that burned caricature of hinself fell away
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fromhim- in the space it left behind as it tunbled fromview - a glorious bonb-burst of golden

splinters, like sentient spears of sunlight, breaking up and speeding out of this place into

Into a hundred different worlds and tines! Harry knew it w thout knowi ng how he knew. that
whil e the Necroscope was gone, still he had gone on. Knew that he - the dreamHarry hinself -would
go on! But as for now. Still plunging headl ong down the tinestream- a dreaner, incorporeal - he
went only into the past. But. . . the future-Harry's past? Wich of course could only lead to his
own present! Even by a dream s standards, it was confusing. . . The present, the now, his now (O

if not now, then the imrediate future. For of course his dream was precognitive). And this tine
Harry was hinself. Not nmerely part of - or an observer of hinself - but actually hinmself. And the
action was happening to him The i mmediacy of the thing stood his hair on end, caused a cold sweat
to break out on his face and neck. This was real, and he was . . . the victin? So far, in al nost
everything he had been allowed to see - in each phase of it - there had been a victim And Harry
suspected that the sane general theme would apply here, too. O nore than suspected; it was just
the feel of everything, enough in itself to bring on these synptons of extreme anxiety. Very well:
a victim Probably. But of what? He could only wait and see. As to his location: It was

subt erranean, a great cave, but not too far underground. Beans or curtains of |ight, however dim
filtered down from several diverse sources, setting disturbed clouds of dust glowi ng |ike smal
silver galaxies in their faint searchlight rays. Harry was in notion; he nmoved with purpose if a
little uncertainly through the gl oomof the cavern, to a spot where the |ight was stronger

Looki ng up, he saw a rough-contoured ceiling of unusual stratification, as if the pressured

bedrock had been tilted al nost on end. Up there, like rows of jagged teeth set in the closed jaws
of the ceiling, several harder, inpervious |ayers projected downwards where softer strata had
fallen away. Higher still, where even nore | oose stone had weat hered out, narrow, uneven gaps

reached up to daylight - or as Harry now saw, to starlight. These crevasses, filled with mainly
unwi nki ng stars on a backdrop of dianond-sprinkled sky, were the |ight-source. The | ack of
scintillation could be caused by the Necroscope's subterranean viewpoint, or by a thin atnosphere,
or both. He was loath to hazard a guess. Still sweating (despite that he sensed the col dness of
the place), Harry | ooked around on his own level. And now that his eyes were nore accustoned to
the smoky gl oom he could nake out nmssively slanting colums, walls and chi meys of rock that
clinbed fromfloor to ceiling, and slabs of fallen rock tunbled into tiers and tangles in every
direction. The cave was a veritable labyrinth of upended, mainly fractured strata; a geol ogica
freak whose ceiling seened held aloft only by those mighty colums forned of harder layers. Wile
around and through this G ant's Causeway of natural, angular supports - gloom ng over the rubble
of shattered rock like enpty, stony eye-sockets - a network of fissures, leaning lintels and
gapi ng crevices fornmed doorways to uninviting, unknown routes through a forbidding and probably
treacherous maze of doubtful extent. In a nutshell, it would be an easy place to get lost in.
Except. . . Harry seenmed to know where he was going. Certainly he did; for if this was a
precognitive glinpse, then he had al ready been here -but in some near-distant future tine. Not so
strange; for tine, as the Necroscope was well aware, is relative. But in any event he had no tine
to ponder it, for he was noving on. On through the junble, seeming to drift in his dreamstate
over the debris of fallen ceiling stones which had been deliberately rearranged, laid in a rough-
and-ready crazy-paving style to forma pathway or ways through the great maze. And because it
seenmed the safest way to go, Harry foll owed the nmain pathway. And suddenly he was there, at his
destination . . . his rendezvous? A place where the tiers of fallen slabs and colums of rock
fornmed a natural if junbled stairway up the inwards-curving wall of the cavern to a level area
some eighteen feet wide by twelve deep, where stood - a table? An altar? Sone kind of neolithic
sar cophagus? But Harry knew, that his last 'guess' was right, and that it hadn't been a guess;
knew that he had been here before, and that indeed this solid-seening block of stone standing
central in the levelled, paved area under the alcove in the rough rock wall was . . . a nmassive
stone coffinl Now his sweat ran colder still; it stood out in droplets on his brow, and stuck his
shirt to his back between his shoul der-bl ades. He paused to | ook around, to hold his breath,
listen, absorb sonething of the atnosphere of the place. He had a feeling that he wasn't al one,
and was of fered evidence to confirmhis suspicion; evidence, at |east, that soneone el se had been
here, and recently. As dreans (even precognitive dreans) are wont to do, this one was unfol ding
itself sequentially, adding details along the way. Now Harry saw the torches - or becane aware of
them- in their brackets in the walls, and especially at the base of the great stone coffin. Ol
or resin-soaked faggots, bedded in gaps in the flags of the floor, and burning so close to the

sarcophagus that their flanmes were blackening its base. And there was this sweet snell in the air.
A scent renenbered from. . . Zante? O Sanps? Fromthe Greek Islands, definitely. It was in the
snoke: a snell of. . . pine forests? WIlIl, at |east the torches accounted for the snoky

at nosphere. As to who had set them burning: that woul d soon be nade clear, Harry was certain. They
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woul d be back, those . . . worshippers? Those acol ytes, anyway. Back to witness the G eat Return.'
What ? A Great Return?! The Necroscope grimaced and felt a strengthening of his resolve. Hah! The
reani mati on of an alien abom nation, nore like - the resurgence of an ancient evil. And that was
why he was here: to prevent it! Mwving nore naturally now, but sweating still, and anxious, he
comrenced clinbing the junble of stone to the dais and sarcophagus -and was arrested by a nournfu
sound echoing in the confines of the great cave. Murnful, yes ... a sobbing ululation ... a
how i ng! At which he felt the short hairs at the back of his neck stiffening in spontaneous
recognition. Time was short and Harry forced hinmself to clinmb faster. The steps | eaned this way
and that, sonme of themalnost as tall as hinself, so that he nust actually and physically clinb
them and at each | evel adjust his stance and bal ance. But forty feet up the log jamof fallen

bl ocks and toppled colums, finally he stood at the corner of the omi nous nausol eum Were the
hi gh dais backed up to the side of the cave the wall was forned of a series of black, near-
vertical stacks conpressed together into the alnost crystalline forns of hexagonal columms. A
hori zontal fault had caused weak sections to topple, creating zig-zaggi ng chi meys and, deeper

still, cracks or wi ndows passing right through the rock to the open air of the outside world. The
rins of these vents or fissures were lined in pallid starlight, so that Harry inagined the entire
cavern conplex as located at the edge of a crunbling ravine. Except. . . he nore than nerely
i magined it, he knew -That he was in fact in Scotland, somewhere in the high G anpians, the
Cai rngorns east of Ki ngussi e! The know edge canme . . . and was gone again, as quickly as that. But

the Necroscope's urgency - those sensations of nanel ess anxiety -renained the same. And as a
second bout of how ing sounded, he gave a start, ran his tongue over dry |lips and approached the
great stone coffin. The heady snell of resin was nuch stronger here, curling up in the snoke from
the torches at the base of the sarcophagus. It was then, for the first tinme, that Harry noticed
the 'decorations' of two-inch dianeter holes bored through the bottom edges of the four slabs that
made up the coffin's sides. He saw them and at once recognized their function: not nerely as a
crude decoration, but as outlets for the contents of the sarcophagus. There were six of them al ong
the nine-foot-long coffin's front edge, and three along each of its al nbst five-foot-1long end
panels. Warned to a thick fluidity by the heat of the torches, a glutinous yell ow substance was

oozing fromthe rows of holes, dripping down the base of the sarcophagus, gradually filling the
cracks in the paving and forming gluey puddles on the floor of the dais. And this substance was
the true source of the evocative 'scent' - warmresin, of course. The sarcophagus was al nost five

feet high; the Necroscope took up one of the central torches fromits niche at the front of the
great box, and | eaned over to | ook inside. What with the gloom the snoke, the heady reek and all
his eyes were watering badly; it was hard to nake out the contents of the coffin. But the very
terns he'd applied - 'sarcophagus', and 'coffin' -had in thensel ves been sufficient of a clue or
forewarni ng. For what else would one expect to find in a tonb, but a corpse or corpses? Except,
and as Harry Keogh was only too well aware, there are corpses and corpses. The scattering of
torches in the walls cast their flickering light down; the brand in Harry's hand set the surface
of the translucent, semi-solid resin in the coffin glow ng |ike burnished bronze; the vague
outline of... of sonething, but sonething grotesque al nost beyond belief, suddenly becane visible.
Whi ch was when what had started as a dream - a precognitive glinpse - turned into sheerest

ni ght mare! The figure trapped in the resin was at |east seven feet long, two and a half broad at
the shoul ders, and narrow at the waist and hip. Still only hal f-discernible but obviously a huge
man, still there was that about it that snmacked of the un-, the in-human. It lay on its back, arns
fol ded across its chest, and despite its dinmensions Harry felt that it was sonmehow shrivell ed,
reduced, as if tine had taken its toll on it. As to the precise nature of the thing: Qite apart
fromthe earlier phases of his dream Harry was acquainted with the Wanphyri. Indeed the

Necr oscope knew nore about vanpires -real vanpires - than any other man in the world. He had seen
Dragosani at the end of their bloodfeud, in the fullness of his Wanphyri change, and he'd al so
been face to face with Yulian Bodescu, in the very flux of metanorphosis. He knew exactly what a
fully-fl edged vanpire | ooked like; that in fact it |ooked something like . . . like this! And yet
this was like nothing he'd ever seen before. But one thing for certain: it exuded evil as surely
as its great sarcophagus exuded pungent resin. And now it seened the precognitive nature of the
Necroscope's dream was over, and that purest nightnmare was taking full sway. At |east he hoped so;
for if the rest of it was a glinpse into his future, then he wanted none of it! Suddenly aware

t hat shadows were creeping where no shadow had been, Harry stepped back fromthe sarcophagus, fel
into a crouch and | ooked all about. There had been furtive novenent, he was sure, there on the
paved causeway where it passed under crazily tilting lintels . . . and in the shadows al ong the
walls . . . and anbng the countless junbles of fallen rock. Grey shadows, flowi ng, fleet-footed .
. And a renewed burst of howling, near-distant at first, but then answered fromcl ose at
hand. Very close at hand! Harry's left hand held up the flaring torch; his right was on the rim of
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t he sarcophagus. And even as he | ooked again into the coffin, at the barely discernible yet

unm st akabl e outline there, sonething came bubbling up out of the gluey mess to grab his wist! It
wasn't a hand, or barely. O awed, black, trenbling and shrivelled, yet strong with some inner
fever, it was hal f-hand, half-paw, all horror! And it drew on Harry with an irresistible strength
until in a monment he found hinself half-over the stone side of the coffin and into the resin. But
at the last his wits were returned to him and drawi ng back with every ounce of his strength,
finally he broke free of the thing that held him O rather, it broke free of its armi How Harry
danced then, with the alien hand still clasped around his wist, as he tried to di sengage, free
hinmsel f fromthat unearthly grip. But he'd hauled so hard that he'd dragged the owner of the
shrivelled claw erect in its great coffin. And, God help him the triangular eyes in its resin-
dri pping, half-numified head were slowy opening. . . and its dog's jaws were splitting apart in
a nmonstrous grin! 'Jesus! Jesus!' Harry yelped as the Thing reached for him And: 'Jesus?' it
replied, its awful voice a surprised cough, a snarl, a bubbling-up of centuries-trapped phl egm and
mucus. And tilting its head sardonically on one side: 'Ah, no, not Jesus!' it told him 'If you
would call me anything, call me Lykan . . . Lord Lykan, of the Wanphyri! O perhaps, in your case-
"(its great arns were folding himin, while its eyes blazed |ike yellow |l anterns, branding his
soul as it growed), '-in your case | shall nmake an exception. Aye, for it were best if you cal

me ... father?' Harry did no such thing. Starting awake he called out for his Ma, all Brian
Lural ey nud and bones and weeds in her watery grave nearly four hundred niles away in Scotl and.
For cold and terrible as she might seem (to anyone el se), she was the warnest, safest thing in
Harry's world. But as has often been stated, the future is a nost devious, difficult thing, and
not much given to displaying itself to common curiosity. Even the Necroscope, the | east common of
men, could not be allowed to know or renenber too nuch. And as is frequently the way of it with
dreans, this one was already fading fromthe eye of nmenory. In a nonent all that remai ned of it
was the fear of it, whatever it had been. That and the cold sweat, and Harry's tunbl ed bedcl ot hes.
And his sweet nother's anxious query, sighing in his netaphysical mnd across all the nmles
between: What is it, son? Harry stopped panting, took a deep breath and let it out slowy, and
told her, Nothing, Ma. Just a dream that's all. A nightmare. And: Well, she said after a little
while, and isn't it to be expected? (He could picture her troubled frown.) After all, you' ve known
some strange tines, Harry. Oh, yes, she was right there! And there were also tinmes when the
Necroscope's Ma was the very master (or mistress) of understatenent. But: Strange tines, yes,
Harry answered quietly, wyly. Then, in a nmonent, seeing her son was all right, she was |ighter at
heart. When will you conme to see ne, Harry? You' ve always a hone here with me, you know. Her words

m ght easily have chilled another man to the bone, but Harry felt only her warmth. Soon, | think
he told her. Pretty soon. But right now ... He sighed and shivered a little, for the sweat of fear
was beginning to dry on him Oh, you know. . . there are problens. He sensed her nod of
under st andi ng. There always will be problens, Harry, anong the living. And, as you know wel

enough, even anong the dead! But whenever, |'ll be waiting here, know ng that soon you'll be close
tome . . . Her incorporeal voice faded slowy away. Problens anmong the living, and anong the G eat
Majority. And all too often their problens were Harry's. Hi s nightnmare had di sappeared conpl etely
now, forgotten, sunk back into the depths of his subconscious mind ... but however briefly, his
not her's words had struck a chord there. Problens anong the living and the dead. And ... the

undead? |1 BUT WHERE | S HARRY KEOGH? ' Er, Harry?' Darcy C arke stuck his head round the door of
the Necroscope's E-Branch 'suite': a long, narrowroom really, fitted out like a snmall hotel room
for Harry's convenience, until he could find the time and opportunity to | ook round for a place
for hinself and his famly in London . . . if he could convince his wife to stay. Ri ght now,
though, the way it was going with Brenda and all, Cdarke considered it a hell of a bigif. . . In
fact, in years gone by when this entire top-floor conplex had bel onged to the hotel below, Harry's
apartment had been one of the roons. In front, it was sinmply an overni ght bedroom sone four or
five paces square. At the rear, partitioned behind a sliding door, there was a wash-basin, a
shower and WC. The fl oor space of the mmin roomwas occupied al ong one wall by a computer console
with a swivel-chair and space beneath for the operator's feet; it was of little or no use to the
Necroscope, who had his own uni que ways of solving problenms. In a corner a wardrobe stood open
Sone itens of Harry's clothing were hanging there; others |ay folded on shelving to one side.
Harry had been about to shave. He wore a towel round his waist and foamon his face, and was

| eani ng over the wash-basin with a plastic shaver in his hand. And he |l ooked just a little sick
pal e and sick and tired. Well, Darcy thought, he's | ooked pale ever since |I've known him.

ever since |'ve known himas Harry, anyway! Because of course that had only been for seventeen
nmont hs; but he'd once known hima |lot |onger than that as soneone else. It was that previous
person whom Darcy was | ooking at now - on the outside, at |east. Harry was only twenty-one, but
his body (or Alec's) was ten years older. The Necroscope's hair was russet-brown, plentiful and
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naturally wavy; but even in the last few nonths a lot of the lustre had di sappeared, and the odd
strand of grey hair had appeared anong the brown in the tenples. H's eyes too were honey- brown;
very wide, very intelligent, and (strange beyond words) very innocent! Even now, for all they'd
seen - for all that he'd experienced and | earned - they were innocent. Darcy knew it could be
argued, however, that certain nurderers have the sane look. But in Harry the i nnocence was nminly
genui ne. He hadn't asked to be what he was, or to be called upon to do the things he'd done - but
he had done them His teeth were strong, not quite white, a little uneven; they were set in a
mout h that was unusually sensitive but could al so be cruel, caustic. He had a high brow, a

strai ght nose, cheeks that seemed just a fraction sunken. Not surprising, that last, for the
Necroscope had | ost weight. Alec Kyle had been perhaps too well-fleshed - once. Wth his height it
hadn't mattered nuch. Not to Alec, whose work in E-Branch had been in |large part sedentary. But it
mattered to Harry Keogh. It had been bad enough carrying around those extra years, let alone the
extra weight! He was trying to find tinme to get his new body in training, bring it to its best
possi ble condition. He'd be better off, darke thought, if he got his mind sorted out first! He
suspected Harry's mnd nust feel sonething Iike a nervous cat in a new house - prow ing around and
trying to get used to the layout. But it was already nore than a year. 'Wat is it, Darcy?' the
Necroscope asked, his voice listless as his |ooks - listless, but not |ost. The nan m ght be
little nore than a boy, but still he carried a ot of mileage. And his tone of voice, the depth of
his penetrating gaze, his obvious intelligence, carried a whole world of authority. But his | ooks,
Harry Keogh's | ooks! They were the stunbling bl ock, and not only for C arke but for every esper in
the Branch. The fact that each time they spoke to Harry - or even thought of him- it was on the
tip of every tongue to call himAlec, just as C arke had barely avoi ded doi ng a nonent ago. And
this despite that he'd been deliberately rehearsing to hinself, Harry, Harry, Harry, all the way
down the corridor. Carke forced hinself back to earth. '"It's late,' he said. 'And, well, one or
two of the gang just happened to mention you mghtn't be ... you know, feeling too good?' He cane
in, closed the door behind himand sat on Harry's tunbl ed bed. The Necroscope gave a shrug of his
shoul ders and offered a mirthless, 'Huh! They just "happened” to nention it, right? |I mean, it's
not that these espers of yours have been into my mnd or anything. Hell no! But they just kind of

"suspected" | might be a bit down this nmorning.' He frowned and gave a snort of derision. 'Christ,
give it arest, can't you, Darcy! | nean, surely you know |'ve been feeling them groping away in
my head norning, noon and night every day for well over a year now' C arke fl opped his hands
uselessly. "But they're . . . well, espers, Harry!' he said, making it sound Iike an apol ogy. 'And
they do manage to keep their talents pretty much to thenmselves. | mean, we have our code, you
know? But we can't help worrying about you ..." O thinking about you, and about Al ec. Wndering

what kind of a freak you are; how you feel about it. And what about that poor girl downstairs; how
she feels. Because we told her you were dead! And now you're alive, but no longer you! And as for
Al ec, he's gone forever. W know how it was -you' ve told us how it was, and Ben Trask has
corroborated it - but we wonder anyway . . . The Ben Trask of Carke's silent reflections was

anot her Branch operative, a human |ie-detector. The Necroscope | ooked at O arke and he | ooked
back: at a man he'd known as the precog Alec Kyle. O rather, he | ooked at the shape of Kyle with
Harry's mind init. And so back to that again: a conplete fuck-up of a situation! And d arke
thinking: But if it can fuck me up like this, what nust it be doing to himand his fam|ly? O arke
continued to |l ook at Harry where he'd scraped the first tentative swath through the foam - and
where he'd i nmedi ately stopped shaving, and was now staring at his reflection in the mirror over
the bowl. darke couldn't possibly know what the Necroscope was thinking (tel epathy wasn't Darcy's
talent), but he could take a stab at it: Looking at hinself and wondering who he was . . . and
where he was! Knowing that in fact the Russians woul d have cut the real himup |ong ago, to study
his guts and brains. And that they'd have done a far nore thorough job of it - and certainly a
more clinical one - than the necromancer Boris Dragosani had ever done on one of his victins.
Trying to concentrate on what he was doing, Harry crooked his nouth and said, 'You know, sonetines
when | cut nyself I'msurprised it hurts? It's true: I"'mhaving to learn to be a ot nore carefu
with nmyself. It's |ike when you borrow a book out of a library: you don't nuch care how you handl e
it because it isn't yours. Except this tine it isn't like that, because nowit is mne and | have
to look after it. And I'mnot just tal king about a book but a body: nmy body, now And not even a
snowbal |l in hell's chance that I'I|l ever get another. So | have to take care of it - despite that

I don't much care for the damm thing!' He finished shaving: a patchy job, but he hadn't actually
cut himsel f. Tossing the shaver into the basin, he splashed his face, patted it dry, and stepped
into the bedroom And letting the towel fall paradoxically wasel fconsciously fromaround his

wai st, as he started to dress he asked: 'So what do you think? How do we | ook, Darcy?' Darcy knew
it wasn't a so-called royal we. The Necroscope was asking about the two of him Well, of course,
the recently elected Head of Branch could lie, but he chose not to. 'How do you | ook?' He shook
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his head in unfeigned concern. 'Not too good, Harry. In fact, you look like shit!' And finally
Harry had to grin. He | ooked like shit. This from Darcy C arke! Not that Darcy |ooked Iike shit,
no - but then again he didn't | ook |ike much of anything! For Darcy was possibly the world' s nost
nondescri pt man. Nature had nade up for this physical anonymty, however, by equipping himw th an
al nrost unique talent. He was a deflector: the opposite of accident-prone. Only et himstray too
cl ose to danger, and sonething, sone parapsychol ogi cal guardian angel, would intervene on his
behal f. He had no control over the thing; indeed he was only ever aware of it if he stared
deliberately in the face of danger. O occasionally when danger came creeping up on him The
talents of the others - telepathy, scrying, precognition, oneiro-mancy, |ie-detecting - were nore
pliable, applicable, obedient; but not Darcy's. It just did its own thing, which was to | ook after
him It had no other use. But because it ensured Darcy's longevity, it nade himthe perfect man
for the job. Continuity was inportant in E-Branch. The anomaly was this: that he hinmself didn't

quite believe in it until he felt it working. He still switched off the current before he would
even change a light bulb! But maybe that was just another exanple of the thing at work. To | ook at
Darcy C arke, then, no one would ever suspect he could be the boss of anything - |let alone head of

the nost secret branch of the British Secret Services! A job that Darcy hoped agai nst hope he'd
soon be able to hand over to Harry. O middl e-height, nousy-haired, showing early signs of a
slight stoop and a small paunch, he was niddling in just about every way. He had sort of neutral -
hazel eyes in a face not much given to laughter, and an intense nouth whi ch you just night
renenmber if you renenbered nothing el se, but other than that there was a general facel essness
about hi m which made Darcy instantly forgettable. Even the way he dressed, was . . . conservative.
And indeed | ooking at him Harry thought: He's a very ordinary, extraordinary nan! And however
much the Necroscope might dislike the situation, it was a very difficult thing to dislike someone
like Darcy Clarke. So: 'Wat's on the nenu for today?' he asked him glancing at his watch. It was
9.45 and Darcy was right: it was late. By now, the rest of E-Branch would be buzzing. But before
Darcy could reply to Harry's first question, he followed it up with: 'And what about Brenda? Did
you see her yet this morning? 'W had breakfast together, downstairs,' Darcy answered. 'She's .
well, fine." But he didn't seemtoo sure about it. And nore hurriedly, eager to change the
subject: 'The baby is just beautiful! | nean, he's really coning along . ' Harry stared hard at
him Right now he wasn't interested in the baby. 'She still doesn't want to see nme, right?" Darcy
flapped his hands. 'Harry, it's only been-' '-A year and a half,' the Necroscope cut himoff. And
he was right. Tine had flown. 'Ckay,' Darcy nodded. 'But give Brenda - give yourself- alittle
more tine! | nean if you, we, aren't used to this yet, how can you expect her to be? She's just a
girl, and she went through a hell of a lot." The Necroscope continued to stare hard at himfor a
long tinme, then nodded, shrugged, gave a deep sigh. Darcy was right, he knew. Life had to go on
and Harry's life for the noment was here at E-branch. He had to involve hinself, becone part of
it. He'd be okay as long as there was sonmething to do. Well, apart fromthese endl ess fucking
debrief-ings! It was as if Darcy had read his thoughts. 'W think there may be work for you
Harry,' he said, beginning to breathe easier as he sensed the Necroscope's spring w nding down a
little. "Work that should suit you right down to the ground.' But Harry only wondered: And bel ow
it? Much in accord with Harry's own deliberations, it was the general consensus of opinion in the
Branch that if they could keep the Necroscope busy, it would be best for himand everyone el se
concerned. They had a tel epath, Trevor Jordan, who despite the mainly unspoken Branch code
occasionally cane into contact with Harry's junbl ed, anxi ous thoughts; a |ocator, Ken Layard,
whose talent drew himto the Necroscope like a noth to a lantern, so that his m nd kept bunping
into him and an enpath, Ray Betts, who couldn't help but sense the Necroscope's overw ought
enotions. But these were only the special cases; every E-Branch nenber was affected by Harry's
presence one way or another. For to a man or wonman, and in their own ways, all Branch operatives
were talented, and all nust feel for a fellow psychic. They knew what the Necroscope was; they
were aware of his awesone, even frightening powers. But they al so knew what Harry had done for
them for the world, and how he was paying for it. If they could keep himwith them keep him
working, it could be he'd eventually get over the nultiple traumas of past and present. Certainly
he was the type who worked best under pressure. Making use of a case that only the Necroscope
coul d possibly handl e, Darcy C arke was about to apply just such pressure. In his office at the
end of the corridor, the recently-appointed Head of Branch waved Harry into a chair and told him
This . . . could be a nasty one.' Harry nodded and said drily, 'My kind of work, right?' He waited
for Darcy to get on with it. But before he could begin: The intercom came cracklingly alive and
blurted an urgent, 'Sir?" Simultaneously, an alert button on Darcy's consol e began flashing red.
Keying all-points connections with the Duty Oficer, he said: "What is it?" 'One for us, | think.
The DO s voice was tense. 'Put it on screen,' Darcy answered. And a nonent |ater his desk screen
di spl ayed a comuni cation fromthe M nister Responsible. Harry, seated opposite, saw Darcy's jaw
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drop as his face alnpost visibly paled. 'Christ!' Darcy hissed. The Necroscope stood up, paced to
Darcy's side of the desk, glanced at the screen: Origination: MnRes. Destination: Director

I NTESP. Duty O ficer INTESP. Al Agents INTESP. IRA Alert! A few mnutes ago the Metropolitan
Pol i ce received anonynous advance warning that a device will be planted in Oxford St., set to
detonate at 10:25 today. Any chance you can do sonething, M darke? Sorry for short notice. No
reply required -action will suffice . . . 'Your Mnister Responsible has a sense of hunour!'
Harry's tone was dry. Then ... the Necroscope blinked, staggered, and grabbed the edge of the desk
to steady hinself! Darcy scarcely noticed; made breathl ess by haste, he was already getting back
to the DO 'Is Trevor Jordan in?" '"He's on it,' cane the inmmediate answer. '|I caught himon his
way to the office and diverted him' '"I'mon it, too,' Darcy snapped. 'But no one else! Get ne a
car, then get in here and take over.' There's a car waiting out back.' As Darcy left his chair and
headed for the door, the Necroscope said, 'How about nme?' Darcy skidded to a halt, whirled around.
‘"No way! There's only one you, Harry, and this is-' '-Dangerous? Harry was hinself again; he
grinned, however coldly. 'I've seen a | ot worse places than Oxford Street, Darcy.' Darcy shook his
head. Speaking rapidly but precisely, he said, 'You can be hurt, Harry. You can be killed! But
with me, it's not very likely. My talent won't even let ne get close to that bonb, which neans |
can help the police find it. Were ny legs won't take ne, that's ground zero! As for Trevor
Jordan: he knows the risks - but he also knows the mind of just about every |RA bonber working in
Engl and! If this bloke's still out there on the street, Trev can probably find him But you-' He
m ght have gone on, but Harry held up a hand. 'You've made your point. Don't let me hold you up.'
In the next monent, Darcy had wheel ed and di sappeared out into the corridor. In his wake he left
an ol d-fashi oned wooden coat-stand teetering where he'd grabbed his overcoat. It swayed first one
way, then the other. It might even have toppled; but com ng fromnowhere, a sudden swirl of air
straightened it up. The door hadn't yet slanmmed shut behind Darcy's back; his running footsteps
were still echoing in the corridor; his conmunications screen" still carried the Mnister
Responsible's cry for help. But already his office was quite enpty. Against Darcy O arke's orders,
against all logic, and definitely agai nst commpnsense, the Necroscope had taken a Modbi us short cut
to Oxford Street. For to Harry it didn't feel like he was putting hinself at risk at all. And he
could hardly be putting Alec Kyle at risk, now could he? For Kyle was already dead . . . wasn't
he? And his talent, too? But if so, then what was it Harry had seen, experienced, in the nonment
after reading the M nister Responsible' s nessage on the viewscreen? How to explain what had cone
and gone in the briefest possible tinme, like a crack of lightning illum nating sone secret part of
his brain and causing himto stagger? For he'd seen ... a Mdbius door, but horizontal! A Mbius
door, shinmmering, hovering lengthwise in md-air, superinposed on reality. Then, as quickly as it
had cone, the extraordinary vision had di sappeared. But in its split-second exi stence, the
Necroscope had seen the door shaken, had seen it withing |like a ring of snoke in a sudden draft- -
And he'd seen what it vonited, |ike some nonstrous vol cano, high into the suddenly darkening sky!
Harry scarcely knew London at all. Despite that the Necroscope was much, far, and extrenely
strangely travell ed, London hadn't been an extensive part of his itinerary. He had visited Oxford
Street, however, and so knew several co-ordinates; enough that he wouldn't enmerge in the niddle of
the road in heavy traffic, anyway. Not that that ever happened; in doubt, he could always | ook out
through his exit door before stepping through it. But as for the Street itself, its junctions,

i di osyncrasies - its 'personality' - he really didn't know one end fromthe other. He energed in
the entrance of a shoe store perhaps nidway along the street. An extrenely tall nman in spectacles,
| eaving the shop in a hurry, bunped into him |ooked surprised, and at once apol ogi zed. But Harry
was al ready | ooking around, getting the feel of things. It was m d-week but there were plenty of
peopl e about. Up and down the street, he saw policenen; already they were thick on the ground. And
somewhere out there would be Trevor Jordan, probably in the conpany of a couple of plain-clothes
officers. As for Darcy Carke: he wouldn't even have reached his car yet. But once at the driving
wheel he'd be here before you could say boo! And he'd very probably be mad at Harry, who coul dn't
even say why he'd cone here agai nst good advice. A sign said Hyde Park to the west, Oxford Circus,
Hol born, and Central to the east. Looking along the street towards Hyde Park, Harry saw t hat
police activity was hotting up. There was no panic as yet, but things were happening: barriers
appearing as if from nowhere, being dragged across the road; traffic being diverted, stopped from
coming this way. Werefore the suspect area nust lie to the east, towards the city centre. Sure
enough, in the direction of Holborn, traffic and pedestrians alike were being diverted off the
mai n road down side streets, and several of the police down there were using |oudhailers. A great
many of the people on the street seenmed used to it all; they began to nove a little faster but
were still mainly unhurried. Most of them|ooked irritated by the disruption of their everyday
routi nes, but were neverthel ess obedient to the law as police activity grewin proportion to the
nunmber of officers arriving on the scene. On the other hand, sone paid little or no attention to
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it all but went about their business as if there were no interference whatsoever. A string of six
red-robed Hari Krishna types with shaved, bowed heads, beads galore, and their arns fol ded up
their wide sleeves went single-file, in an alnost nechanical pitter-patter shuffle, along the
pavenent. Wth their heads down |ike that - the way they seened intent upon their own feet and
nmoving with that rapid, rhythmc, apparently blind |loconbtion - it astonished Harry that they
sonehow managed to avoid collision with anyone or thing in their way! Their |eader, and the one
bringing up the rear, carried tiny golden bells that chined in tine to their precise, alnost

clockwork motion . . . Except Harry wasn't here as an observer of |life but as a foil against
death. Fine, but howto go about it? So he stood there undecided, until a young policeman of about
his own age approached and said, 'Best to get well away fromthe barriers, sir. W'll be clearing

the whole street in alittle while.' Harry | ooked himin the eye and said, 'Look, some friends of
m ne -E-Branch people, Trevor Jordan and Darcy Cl arke? - are hel ping you blokes out. Now, it's
possi bl e you never heard of these people, but your seniors very definitely have. Since | fancy ny
friends are a lot closer to the action than | amright now, that's where | need to be. So |I'd be
obliged if you would, well, direct ne? Wiere's it all happening? Listening to Harry, the
policeman had at first |ooked surprised; then his eyes had taken on a bl ank expression; now they
went hard and his eyebrows came together in a frowm. 'E-Branch? Sorry, pal, but you're right: |

never heard of it. Press, d you nean? But in any case, and since it isn't in ny orders, | have to
ask you to nove on.' The pavenent was still alive with people. Harry pointed at them saying,
"What, just me? | nean . . . can't you get this lot noving first? Wat about the Hari Krishna

types?" Now the young officer was really ruffled. Hs lips tightened and he said, 'Look, chunmy,
we have to start somewhere and you're it! So just |leave out all the lip and nove your backsi de out
of here!'" Harry refused to display his annoyance. He sinply nodded, conjured a Mbius door and
stepped through it. He wasn't there any nore. The young officer started to say, 'And if | can give
you a word of advice and stopped short. He wasn't speaking to anyone and people were starting to
|l ook at him He turned a couple of stiff-Iegged, conplete circles, |looked for Harry and failed to
find him finally shuffled sideways into a shop doorway and out of sight. . . The Necroscope
energed fromthe Mbius Continuumat the junction of Oxford Street and Regent Street, and knew
that he must be pretty close to the venue. Policenen in uniformwere everywhere, working
frantically to clear the street. Gancing at his watch, Harry saw the reason why: it was 10:16. |If
i ndeed a bonmb had been planted, it was due to explode in sonmething |less than nine mnutes' tine.
Caught in a crush of people being shepherded down Regent Street, he stepped to one side and | ooked
about. Then, just as he was about to be caught up again, he spotted Trevor Jordan on a traffic
island in urgent conversation with two uniforned senior policenen. Sidestepping the cordon, he ran
towar ds Jordan, shouting, Trevor, can | be of hel p?' Jordan saw himand quickly spoke to the
i nspectors; one of themwaved off a policeman who was hot on Harry's heels. And as he skidded to a
halt, Harry was apologetic. 'I ... just thought it mght be a good idea to be in on this,' he
gul ped. Jordan shrugged and said, 'Right now | don't see what you can do, but since you're here

' He shrugged again. Jordan was the easy-going sort generally, but it was obvious fromhis tone
of voice that in the current situation he saw the Necroscope as an encunbrance. There weren't any
dead people to talk to here ... not just yet, anyway. A seasoned if occasionally variable
tel epath, Jordan was thirty-two years old. His |looks fitted his character precisely: he was
usual Iy transparent, open as a favourite book. It was as if he personally would like to be as
readable to others as they were to him as if he were trying to nake sone sort of physica
compensation for his netaphysical talent. His face reflected this attitude: oval, fresh, open and
al nost boyish. He had | ank nousy hair falling forward above grey eyes, and a crooked nouth that
strai ght ened out whenever he was worried or annoyed. Mostly, people |iked hin having the
advantage of knowing it if soneone didn't |like him Jordan would sinply avoid that person. But,
rangy and athletic, it was a mstake to msread his obvious sensitivity; there was plenty of
determination in him too. Harry asked him 'Is this where it will happen?' He scanned all about,
trying to work out what was going on. In his tine (just seventeen nonths ago), the Necroscope had
been the author of a considerabl e anbunt of bombing of his own, but he told hinself that that had
been different and even necessary. O was it all in the eye of the beholder? Wll, maybe, except
this wasn't a nest of m ndspy thugs and megal omani acs in sone nightnare-riddl ed chateau in the
USSR, but a busy thoroughfare in the heart of London. The people who could get involved, hurt,
killed here, were innocent of any crime other than being here. And there were still far too many
of them A flood of shoppers was even now i ssuing fromstores both east and west, adding to the
crushes down Regent, Portland and New Bond Streets. And police activity had grown even nore
urgent. There were dog-handlers, with sniffers straining at their |eads; |oud-hailers booned to
| eft and right, issuing raucous instructions; notorists were |leaving their blocked-in cars and
hurrying on foot in what they hoped was the safest direction. 'Chaos!' Harry said, guessing that
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Jordan hadn't answered his question because he didn't know The nane of the ganme, sir,' one of the
police inspectors harshly answered. The three "D's. To cause as nuch di sruption, death and
destruction as inhumanly possible. Chaos, yes. But if you're with M Clarke's Branch - and if this
is newto you - where've you been?' 'Ch, places,' Harry looked at himin a certain way of his, and
was glad that Al ec Kyle had been the sort who kept hinself to hinself. And turning to Jordan

There are only six mnutes left, and people all over the place!' But Trevor Jordan wasn't
listening. He was half-collapsed in the back of a squad car parked on the traffic island, with a
pai ned expression on his face and his hands to the sides of his head. The policenen | ooked at each
other, went to question him Harry stopped them saying, 'He's at work. Leave him' The police
cordon in Regent Street had let a car through the crush. It slewed across the road, bunped up onto
the traffic island al ongside the squad car. And Darcy Cl arke got out. He saw Harry at once and

began to protest, 'Jesus, Harry-!' But the Necroscope had gone down on one knee besi de Jordan, who
was muttering: 'It's ... it has to be ... Sean!' 'Scan?' Harry gripped his shoul der, stared hard
into his squeezed-up face. 'Sean MIligan,' Darcy hissed in Harry's ear. 'He's one of their best,
or worst!' "Armed,' Jordan gasped. 'And with nore than just a bonb! He ... he hasn't prinmed it

yet. Too nany police around. Sean knows he'll be spotted, knows they'll get him He's thinking

of ... of creating a diversion. Yes, that's it, a diversion!' Jordan's eyes blazed open. 'Ch, fuck
Now he's prinmed it!' 'Prined!' Darcy snapped at the two officers, who at once turned away and

began speaking into wal ki e-tal kies. Up on the roof of a building, Harry caught the glint of nmeta
as a marksman took his position behind a parapet. 'Prined, yes ..." Jordan's eyes were squeezed
tightly shut again, and sweat rivered his face. 'And he's set the timer for ... just one and a
half mnutes!' 'God!' Darcy was trenbling; he | ooked |ike he mght nake a run for it, which told
him- and Harry Keogh - a lot. Trevor,' the Necroscope spoke softly. "Wth only ninety seconds

| eft, Sean has to be on the nove. Which way's he headi ng?' But Darcy C arke babbled, 'Oh, | can

tell you that!' And Harry continued to speak to Jordan: 'Has he still got the bonb?
"Yes!'Jordan's gasped answer, as he squeezed his tenples nore yet. 'But he knows he nmust get rid
of it, and now Jesus, fifteen pounds of sentex!' 'Christ!' Darcy suddenly yelped. 'Let nme in the
car. 1've got to get out of here!" He nmade to scranble for his car, tripped and went spraw ing
across the back of the police vehicle. And it happened. A tall thin man with a pale, badly pock-
mar ked face, wearing a |oosely flapping overcoat and carrying a sausage-shaped holdall, cane at a
run down the nmiddle of the road. Jordan | ooked up, saw him yel ped: 'Sean!' And the recognition
was mutual. Not that MI1ligan recognized Trevor Jordan, but seeing the squad car, the senior

policemen, and three civilians all grouped on the traffic island - and all staring at him- he did
know that he'd been made. The right-hand side of his coat went back and the snout of an ugly,
short-barrell ed machi ne-pistol swng into view Harry sensed hasty nmovenent on a roof, the re-

al i gnment of a weapon; MIligan sensed it, too, and the gun in his hand swept up, his thin lips
drew back, and both he and his machi ne-pistol snarled their abuse! Bullets chewed the high parapet
of the building, causing the marksman up there to duck down out of sight. And over the chatter of
MIligan's gun, Harry heard Jordan cry out: 'Getaway! He's | ooking for the getaway car!' MIIigan
was maybe forty feet away, pointing his gun here, there, everywhere, trying to choose a nain
target. A secondary crowd of people had cone bursting out of a large store onto the street, but
they weren't a threat to the |RA man. On the other hand, the sausage-shaped holdall in his hand
was definitely a threat to them And it was rapidly beconing one to Sean MIligan, too. As the
Necr oscope gl anced again at his watch and saw that there was sonmething |l ess than a mnute to go,
two things happened. Darcy Carke had finally got into his car, started the notor, and was naking
to drive away. His car had just lurched off the traffic island onto the street when a second car

| ow, dark, fast and nean, cane careening through a traffic barrier in a tangle of tw sted netal.
The two vehicles collided; Darcy's car was thrown back onto the traffic island and the rogue car
gl anced off, smashed through a pair of bollards, nmounted the kerb and nose-dived through a store
wi ndow. Scan MIligan woul dn't be making his getaway after all. He knewit, and it was time to
apply the crazed logic of the total terrorist. The sniper on the roof couldn't get off a shot at
Sean because of the people on the street; Sean had to get rid of his holdall in the next twenty
seconds and then make one hell of a run for it, but first he had to get these people out of his
fucki ng way and he couldn't shoot themall. He ainmed his gun at the parapet hiding the sniper

pul led the trigger and stitched the wall of the building with a tracery of bullets. Then, as the
m | 1ing people scranbled for cover, Sean chose his target. Not so difficult, for there was only
one target after all: the City Centre itself, and what could only be a bunch of top-ranking
officials and police officers. By now he shoul d have been shot dead, and he knew that, too. Which
meant there were no armed policenen on the ground in the imediate vicinity. So maybe he stood a
slight chance after all... (/there was still tinme. Panting, sweating, cursing, he ran towards the
group on the traffic island and, pivoting |like a discus-thrower, whirled the holdall. Which was
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when he saw Harry Keogh. Harry had conme forward onto the road, putting hinself between his friends
and Sean MIligan. Still pivoting, preparing to release his deadly mssile, Sean let rip with a
burst of wild fire fromhis gun. Harry had guessed how the other would react; he'd al ready
conjured a Mobius door between hinself and MIligan. Stray bullets ripped past him but Scan's arc
of fire was restricted by the door, which no one el se but the Necroscope could see. The nmin
stream of bullets crossed the threshold and passed right out of this universe. Wile up on the
roof, the sniper finally had MIligan in his sights and fired one hurried shot. Ht in the hip
the IRA man tripped and went flying. Hhmand his holdall both, flying right in through Harry's
door! And the Necroscope knew what he nust do. If he sinply collapsed the door there' d be
questi ons, because people just don't vanish into thin air like that. But Harry had a picture in
his mind that he couldn't shift, which told himhow it nust be. And with only three seconds to go,
he tilted the door on its side. His nind westled with the alien, metaphysical math of the thing
and won! And as if the invisible door's top edge were hinged, it swng upwards through ninety
degrees into the horizontal. And the Necroscope hurled hinsel f backwards away fromit as it bl ew
Fi fteen pounds of sentex in the Mbius Continuum a place where even thoughts have weight, and a
spoken word can be deafening. And only the frail however savage shell of a human body to take the
blast. Wth one exception it was exactly as it had been during that split-second of precognition
in Darcy's Clarke's office; the exception was sound. For even though the Continuum acted as a
baffle, still there came the subdued roar of the explosion, as the immterial frame of the door
buckl ed and warped and finally blinked out of existence. But not before the Continuumhad rid
itself of a hideous contam nation, and a jet of wet red stinking human debris had erupted |like a
vol cano, flinging the guts and brains and shit and shattered bones of a nman up and outwards
agai nst the high walls and wi ndows of the street. And then the sliny, spattering rain, that
smel l ed of cordite and copper and many a crime corrected . . . It was over but as yet the street
was still and strangely silent. Street-cleaning vehicles had been ordered-up and were on their
way; somewhere in the near-distance police and anbul ance sirens wailed their unm stakabl e dirges;
a handful of unfortunate uniformed officers were picking up ... whatever pieces were |arge enough
to be gathered off the street. A man, staggering and bl oody, was being |l ed away froma shattered
store wi ndow, where the rear of his car stuck up at an odd angle. 'You,' one of the police
i nspectors said to Harry, with a hand on his shoulder, 'are a hell of a l|ucky man. You were the
closest to it when that bonmb went off.' But suddenly his voice was very quiet. 'Wat did you .
see? | nean exactly what was it that happened there?" Carefully, he dabbed specks of bl ood and
other matter fromhis forehead. Darcy C arke was fully recovered. Breaking into the conversation

wi th what he hoped would be a useful lie, he said, 'l saw everything. Wen Sean was shot he fel
on top of his hold-all. Then there cane the explosion. H's body muffled the sound but took the
full force of the blast. He just. . . flew apart.' Harry nodded. 'Sonmething |ike that,' he said.
"Actually, | was looking away fromit.' As luck would have it, nost of them had been | ooki ng away
fromit. But behind the parapet wall of a tall building, white-faced and wondering, a police

mar ksman exam ned his weapon and thought, what the hell. . .? For it was one thing to shoot at a
man, but quite another to hit himand see himfall - and then watch hi mdi sappear right out of

this world! Not fifty feet away fromthe group on the traffic island, Harry's Krishna types
huddl ed in a shop doorway. For once imobilized, they stared at the scene of what coul d have been
an enornous disaster. Harry saw t hem | ooki ng. Their sandals m ght have been stilled for once, but

their slanted eyes were still full of the action that had been, and that they'd seen. One of them -
their |eader? - was lowering a canmera. Harry couldn't hel p wonderi ng what he'd been phot ographi ng,
and why . . . Amazingly, Darcy's car looked like it mght still drive, however dangerously. The

seni or | awnmen seened uncertain about it, but before they could advise Darcy against it he'd
bundl ed t he Necroscope and Trevor Jordan inside and driven off. On the way to E-Branch HQ he
said, 'It seens we should never underestimate you, Harry. | don't know what you did, or how you
didit, but I do know it was you.' And Jordan said, 'My telepathy seens |ike a toy by conpari son!
"W all played our parts,' Harry shrugged. 'W've worked together before, and it's starting to

|l ook |ike we nmake a good team' But before they could misinterpret that, and perhaps his future
intentions, he added: 'Well, this time it worked out, at least.' Darcy nade a derisory noise in
his nose. 'But sonetines | feel like such a ... such a bloody coward, that's all!' 'l shouldn't if
| were you,' Jordan told him '"GCh, it was Harry who saved the day, right enough, but was it al

hi n? How do you know he wasn't pronpted by that guardi an angel of yours, Darcy, taking care of you
as al ways?' Which gave themall sonething to think about on their way home . . . Back in Darcy's
office, after he and Harry had cl eaned up and things were quieter, the Head of E-Branch took up
the conversation with Harry where it had been interrupted by the M nister Responsible's call for
hel p: 'Harry, we know that we can't overload you. By that | nean we know you could give us the
solution to every unsolved nmurder there's ever been, certainly to the ones where the victins knew
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their nurderer. Except-' '-Were they know their nurderers, you nmean,' Harry cut in, correcting
him And Darcy knew he was right. For Harry was the Necroscope and tal ked to dead nen. To him
when a man died, he didn't just stop. H s body stopped, yes, but his mnd went on. And Harry's

tal ent gave himaccess to such incorporeal mnds. Any ordinary policeman nust find clues, discover
evidence to bring a killer to justice. But Harry could have it 'straight fromthe horse's nouth',
as it were. To himthe dead weren't, well, departed - not all the way - but noved aside. As if
they were in another room where he could speak to them across the threshold of his amazing
talent. He could sinply ask a victimwho had done it! ... O perhaps not so sinply. No, definitely
not sinply. This thing he had was al nost unique; it would still be unique, if Harry Jr hadn't cone
al ong. Which was the problemin a nutshell: how do you use a unique talent to best effect? For
exanpl e, you surely wouldn't enploy Al bert Einstein as an accountant! And what of the Necroscope,
Harry Keogh? In a world where brutal nurders and terrorist atrocities were now ' comonpl ace'
crinmes (God help us), Harry might easily find themhis [ife's work! Was that why he had been born
into this world and time? His only reason for being? Was that all? Darcy thought not. 'Wat |'m
saying,' he continued, 'is that you - we, the Branch - can't be expected to do the work of the
police. Well, not all of their work. W do sonme: a lot of big-tine crime, or the occasional case
that's so abhorrent soneone has to be nade to pay for it. O sonetines an "urgent" job, like
today's thing in Oxford Street. But in the main we're spies . . . mindspies. It isn't so nuch

i ndividuals we protect as the country, our way of life - "western civilization," if you like -
fromforces that oppose it. But | know you've heard all of this before, and from sonmeone far nore
el oquent..." Harry nodded, know ng that Darcy neant Sir Keenan Gorm ey, first Head of E-Branch
who had recruited himinto the service. By coincidence, that had been just such a case. Abhorrent,
yes, to say the least... for Boris Dragosani had butchered him But w thout Sir Keenan, w thout
havi ng spoken to his remains, Harry might never have gone on to his discovery of the Mbius

Conti nuum and to his re-discovery of life, in the brain-dead body of Al ec Kyle. Except he mnust
stop thinking of it in that way, because Kyle was no nore while he, Harry Keogh . . . was. 'So
currently you're worried | might think that this job of yours, whatever it is, is beneath nme, too
mundane,’' he said. 'You think I mght reckon it's just a red herring to divert ny mnd from ot her
nore personal problens - and that's probably exactly what it is! But you and | are on the sane
side in nmore ways than you think, Darcy. The fact is, | need this job, whatever it turns out to
be. That's why | got nyself involved down in Oxford Street today - yes, | know, against your best
advice - because it was a diversion . . . Wll, and maybe for a couple of other reasons, too.
Ckay, so this other job you're talking about is no big deal. At least it will keep nme busy. That's
my reasoning, anyway. And it's yours, too, |I fancy. So why don't we just get on with it?" Darcy
nodded, seened relieved. 'Ckay. But it isn't just a coincidence that | nentioned the police. This
time they've actually asked us for our help. Ch, we get requests fromthem. . . fine! Like today,
when they know we have soneone who can help. |I'mtal king about Jordan, whomthey've used
frequently enough in the past. But even to the top brass in the police he's just soneone with a
weird knack, a lucky guesser. That's how they view us: as a pack of fortune-tellers, literally
"psychics" in the popular or worst possible nmeaning of the word. As if they see us sitting around
a tabl e hol ding seances or sonething - which isn't too far fromthe truth, | suppose! Anyway,
we're always their last resort.' '"But not this tinme,' Harry nodded. 'Because this time ... is it
sonet hing that involves the police directly? Darcy |ooked himstraight in the eye. 'Right. It's
because they're getting nurdered, Harry. By a nmadnan. And | nean literally, a genuine dyed-in-the-
wool lunatic! A serial killer with a grudge agai nst policenmen.' The Necroscope thought about it,
and finally said: There nust be a | ot of people holding grudges agai nst the police.' 'Just about
every crimnal in the book,' Darcy answered. That's what nakes it so hard to catch the bastard!
The files are crammed with people this could be. Suspects? Everyone who ever conmmitted a violent
crime! And thirteen thousand reported in the |last twelve nonths! So you see, this could be the
break we've been looking for with the police. W already have a good record of co-operation with
Speci al Branch and the other secret services, but we were never on a sure-footing with the conmon-
or-garden "Bobby" on the beat. If we can show themthat we' ve really got sonething here, not just
an old lady called Madane Zaza with a crystal ball in a Gypsy caravan ... | nean, there could be
all sorts of weird stuff the police bunp into and we never get to hear about it. This could be a
breakt hrough.' 'Weird stuff? | thought you said this was nundane.' 'No, you did. If you want to

call grotesque, bloody nurder mundane, then yes, it is. Except... it just could be something el se.
If | sound hesitant, it's because we're not quite ready to believe that this is ... what it's nade
out to be.' Harry frowned. Then you'd better tell nme what it's nade out to be. Wiy are you hol di ng
back?' Darcy answered frown for frown, finally glanced awmay. 'Ch, | don't know,' he answered at

| ast, but his voice was nuch quieter now, darker, even a little shaky. 'But maybe - just maybe,
you understand -this really is your sort of thing, after all. . .'" |1l DEAD RECKONING 'It al ways

file:/lIG|/rah/Brian%20Lumley/Brian%20Lumley%20-%20The%20Lost%20Years%20Volume%201.txt (23 of 208) [2/13/2004 10:21:09 PM]



file:///G)/rah/Brian%20L umley/Brian%20L umley%20-%20T he%20L 0st%20Y ears%20V olume%201.txt

happens at the full noon,' Darcy said. 'Wat does? And now Harry was quiet, too. The nurders,"’
said Darcy. They happen at the full noon. And after each nurder a bout of howling, and the bodies
of the victinms are found . . . torn.' Torn?" Darcy nodded. 'As by an animal. A big dog, or naybe a-
" '-Awlf? The Necroscope finished it for him yet could never have said what had pronpted him
to cut in. Just that Darcy's nmention of howing, and a big dog, had seened to set sonething in
motion. It could be something he'd dreaned. But if so it was gone now, and only its echo left to
trouble him Taking a deep breath, he tut-tutted; perhaps significantly, he didn't grin. 'Wat are
we tal king about here, Darcy? A werewol f?' ' Someone who thinks he's a werewol f,' Darcy shrugged.
'O wants us to think it.' He relaxed a little, feeling pleasantly surprised that the Necroscope
had got straight to the heart of the matter. Harry Keogh had al ways been precocious, of course,

but there was a ot nore than that to him There was his history, too, his know edge of the darker
side of life. "And we don't believe in werewol ves, right?" (Was there a touch of sarcasmin the
Necroscope's voice?) 'W're E-Branch,' Darcy went on the defensive anyway. 'W can't afford to
sinmply disregard or disbelieve anything - not after what we've seen and what we know. But in this
case, it's nore that we'd like-' '-That you'd |like sone proof? That you' ve sinply got to know one
way or the other? Because if this is the unthinkable, you can't let it go on?" Again Darcy's
shrug, a little nervous but in no way carel ess. Two years ago we woul dn't have turned a hair. But

since then . . .' Helet it tail off, and of course Harry knew why. For since then there'd been
t he Necroscope and everything that went with him Nanmely vanpires! Upon a tine, people hadn't
believed in themeither. 'But a werewolf is ... sonmething else,' Harry was thoughtful now, his

gaze sharper, less soulful. And staring at Darcy: 'You said you think these nurders are the work
of "someone who thinks he's a werewol f." But as you also pointed out, this is E-Branch. So what do
you think?' Now Darcy's face was grim even gaunt-looking. Hi s eyes, suddenly vacant, seened to
scan the past. 'It feels like only yesterday,' he answered. '| can hardly believe it was - what,
ei ght een nonths ago?' Again Harry knew what Darcy was tal king about: the Bodescu affair. 'l was in
on nost of it, down there in Devon,' Darcy went on. 'l saw . . . saw what becane of poor Peter
Keen. Hell, I was the one who found him or what was left of him But you know, we never did make
up our mnds just what did that to hin®? Yulian Bodescu? Well, maybe. O was it that godawful dog
of his, that Thing that was nmore than just a dog? | don't mind adnitting, | still have ni ghtnmares
about it, Harry, and | suppose | always will. We thought we had Harkl ey House contai ned. Huh! How
wrong can you be? Yulian escaped, and his bl oody dog very nearly got out too! But that was only at
the end, the finale. And what |'ve been asking nyself ever since, is-' '-1 know,' the Necroscope
cut himoff again. 'You know how hard it is to kill such things. You' re wondering if sonmething -
sonmething |ike that dog, maybe? - m ght have escaped before you noved in for the kill, before you
razed Harkley to the ground.' The other nodded, then changed his mnd and said, 'Wll, not really.
W were fairly well satisfied that we nailed down everything that could be nailed down. But the
Dragosani thing, then the Bodescu affair and all - the whole chain of events - seened designed to
make us aware that we espers aren't the only different things in creation. W're one side of the
coin, yes, but for white there's black, and for good there has to be evil. W knew that, of
course, but we weren't aware of the different bands of evil. | nean, we didn't know just how dark
they could get.' 'So now that you know, what do you think? About this so-called werewolf, | nean.
"Personally? It's like | said. | think, | hope, that he's a man - but only a nan! A lunatic,
affected by the nmoon at its full, trying to nmurder as many policenen as he can before they get
him' 'But why policenen? Wiy should a "werewol f discriminate in that way? When his bl ood and the
moon are up, surely a victimis a victin? That is, if our understanding of the "I egend" of the
beast is correct.' "But that's why | think it's a man!' Darcy nodded. 'It's one of ny reasons, at
least; | mean quite apart fromlogic and comobnsense telling ne it's a nman! This is soneone who
reasons and discrimnates, soneone who knows the police will hunt himdown. So if he nmust kill,
who better to take out than the ones who are |ooking for him threatening hin?' Harry found

hi nsel f interested, and no | onger just because it was sonmething to keep hi moccupi ed. For of al
men, the Necroscope had experience of the strange things of the world, and knew that sone of them
shouldn't be allowed to continue. Finally: 'Ckay, |'mconvinced,' he said. 'Convinced that
sonet hi ng needs sorting out, anyway. So how about the details? 'W don't have any,' Darcy shook
his head. 'Just a set of utterly senseless nurders. On the one hand a couple of police officers

al ready down in the ground, and a third in the norgue waiting to go. And on the other hand their
friends, 'Colleagues and families nourning them grief-stricken. And dead-centre, a yawni ng great
gap called "notive" and "evidence". | nmean, it's an old cliche, | know, Harry, but this tine it's
also a fact: we just don't have a clue.' 'But we do have sonmewhere to start,' said the Necroscope,
grimMy. And in fact he had three somewheres . . . Sonetines | can take it, JimBanks told Harry. /
tend to sleep a lot, like I'"'menotionally exhausted, you know? But it's when |'m 'awake' that it's
rough. They try to confort me ... | have that at |east. But even so, it's hard. Ch, | know | had a
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long way to go and a tough road ahead. My life wasn't easy, and it wasn't about to get any easier
but it was a life! Banks had been one hard copper; the Necroscope could sense the sob behind his
unbodi ed voi ce, but Banks never once let it break through to the surface. Harry supposed he'd done
nost of his crying and cursing earlier on, when finally the dead - and his situation - had got
through to him The 'they' he had nentioned were the teem ng dead, of course, the Great Majority
of manki nd who were there before him 'laid to rest' in the cold, cold earth, or gone up in snoke
into the sky. Banks was of the forner variety: buried in a north-London cemetery under a marker
that gave his name, dates and a nmotto, and a sad farewell fromhis famly. The notto was in Latin

and said, Exenplo Ducernus. Harry wondered about that. | was an M°, a MIlitary Policeman, for
twel ve years, Banks expl ained. SIB: Special Investigation Branch. That's the Corps notto, Exenplo
Ducenus: By Exanple We Lead. Now, in this place, |I'mjust another follower -following all the poor

bastards who beat ne to it! Maybe | should have stuck to a sinple Requiescat in Pace, eh? Except,
as Harry knew well enough, the dead don't rest all that easy but find ways to occupy their

i ncorporeal mnds. JimBanks's way would be to keep on doing what he'd done in life. A cop
currently he nmight easily be investigating his own nurder, if only in his incorporeal mnd. He
woul d be investigating it, certainly - or at least trying to think it through - but just like his
coll eagues in the world of the living he didn't have nuch to go on. Only the fact that he'd been
very close to sonmething. Too close by far. '"But you'll tell nme as much as you know?' Not nuch to
tell, Harry. A nonth ago | was the detective in charge of investigating a ring of car thieves. |
got as far as a pub in the East End one night, and that was where ny | ead petered out. But after
that until he got me, whoever he is-I don't know, it was . . . weird! / had this feeling I'd been
made, that soneone had cottoned on to ne. Yet | had no reason to feel like that! | hadn't even
known | was that close to anything! Scanning the ranks of old headstones, sone |eaning, Harry

| ooked around. Hi s gaze followed the tracks of wandering, white gravel pathways between dreary

rows of markers, to a high stone boundary wall. Beyond the wall, a distant hill stood sil houetted
agai nst the snmoky evening sky, where lights were just beginning to come on in a clunp of darkly-
huddl ed houses. The cenmetery was located in a quiet backwater; well in keeping, distant traffic

sounds hung faint as ghosts on the greasy air. It was a |ate February night, danp and m serable as
only London ever gets to be. On the other hand, Harry had to adnmt that it was peaceful here.

Well, to anyone else . . . But there was pain in the earth, the Necroscope knew, and in sone of
its inhabitants. Banks was one of them and already Harry had made up his mnd that Ji m Banks nust
be avenged. For only the teeni ng dead -and the one man privileged to talk to them- knew how truly
precious was life, and howterrible the act of stealing it away. Harry's thoughts, except when he
shielded them were just as audible to the dead as his spoken words. Banks had overheard him and
was quick to point out: This nmad bastard didn't sinply 'steal it away,' Harry! |If you nean he was
stealthy, well, yes, there was that in it. But there was a ot nore than that. Sonething strong
and fast and furious. Sonmething that slid into nmny chest like the tines of a pitchfork, to puncture
my heart and stop it, and nme, dead! 'Do you want to show it to ne?" The Necroscope knew that it
could be easier that way. 'If you don't want to talk about it you can just... let it happen. That
way | get nore of the flavour of it.' Flavour? Bank's incorporeal voice was suddenly sour. It
wasn't ice-cream Harry. 'Bad choice of words,' Harry said, by way of an apol ogy, and he cursed
hinself roundly. But it was okay; Banks would do anything he could to help bring his killer to
justice. You want to feel sonmething of it, right? You want to get the nmood of it? 'Just the night
in question, the start of it,' Harry told him He had forgotten for the nmonent that he was talking
to an ex-policeman, but Banks was quick to straighten himout: You'd better have what led to it,
too, he said. And Harry gave a nod, which he knew the dead man, |ong gone into corruption, siXx
feet deep in his grave, would sense. Because | have this feeling it all sprang fromthat night in
the pub where ny | ead gave out on nme. My | ead ended there, yes, but | think that's where he nust

have pi cked ne up! Looking back on it, | reckon nmy nistake was a sinple one. The thing is, |

wasn't | ooking for violence, you know? | was hunting car-thieves, not some crazy, vicious,
murdering bastard! So ... maybe | was a little I oose with nmy enquiries. 'You gave yourself away?
The Necroscope sensed a sigh fromthe imuaterial mnd of the man in the grave. Yes, probably .

No, better than that, | know | gave nyself away. 'How? | nmean, I'mnot a policeman, Jim If | know

what it was you did to attract attention to yourself, maybe | can duplicate it and swing a little
action ny way.' The other was at once alarmed. Wiat? You' d use yourself as bait? No way, Harry!

Jesus! | had the training, | knew what to expect. But | never expected this sod! Al right, so
you're the Necroscope. But you've just admitted you' re no Janes Bond. And you're certainly not
Muhanmmad AH ' No, but | do have a lot of . . . friends? You know what | nmean? |'m never al one,
Jim and |I'mnot above accepting a few tips fromthose who went before. Believe nme, | can | ook
after nyself.' Really? Well, so could I, or so | thought. Banks had settled down again, but he was
bitter and angry . . . with hinself, not with Harry. Harry was only the trigger, a reninder of
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what had been lost, the fact that there was still a decent world up there with sone decent people
init at least. Up there beyond the final darkness, yes. And so: Ckay, this is howit started ...
A nightclub owner's Porsche had been stolen. Banks hadn't felt too bad about the theft because
he'd known that the owner, one Geordie King, had a |l ot of previous hinself; he'd been a right old
Jack-the-Lad in his tinme, a gangl and hoodl um fromthe good old days. That was a |long tinme ago,
however; now he was a 'businessman' and 'going straight.' But, still having contacts in the
underwor | d, Geordie King had done a bit of investigating of his own. Wat he'd managed to turn up
wasn't much, but it was better than nothing. An informant who owed Geordie a favour had told him
he should watch out for a man called Ski ppy, who could be identified fromthe spider 'or

sonet hing' tattooed on the back of his right hand. A spider with five legs and a sting. Wiat's
nmore, this Skippy was from'up north': Geordie's old patch in Newcastle, where the 'used car'

busi ness was all the rage. His thick northern accent would give himaway at once - especially to a
fellow 'Ceordie.' So King had put it about that he was interested in having a chat with a certain
Ski ppy bl oke fromup North; various contacts in the pubs and clubs had kept an eye out for the
spider tattoo; soon the reports had started to cone in - in the formof om nous warnings! Skippy
was only one nenber of the gang, and they weren't the sort to nmess with. In other words, coll ect
on your insurance, Ceordie, and let it go at that. At the sanme tinme, however, King had heard on

t he grapevi ne that Skippy was known to frequent a boozer not far fromhis own East End club. Well
despite King's chequered history he was well past his sell-by date. So he'd taken good advice and

fromthere on kept his nose out... but it hadn't stopped himpassing on the information to the Ad
Bill, nanely JimBanks. It was a matter of principle, so to speak. Honour anong thieves, and al
that. Wi ch was how Banks had happened to drop in on the pub in question that night just a nmonth
ago . . . 'But you hadn't told anyone about your |lead? Harry found it a bit odd. Bank's

i ncorporeal shrug. Rivalry. It was ny case. Maybe | was out of line, out to prove sonething - out
of touch? But this is England, not the USA, and there was a time when policenen didn't get killed

too often in the line of duty, you know? And as far as | was concerned, | was still investigating
a gang of car-thieves. Maybe | should have taken a | eaf out of Geordie King' s book and stepped a
bit nore cautious. 'You think there's nore to it, then? More than just auto theft?" No, | think

they're car-thieves, plain and sinple. Mainly young and crazy, and probably into drugs, too. And,
fairly obviously, at |east one of them doesn't give a kiss-ny-arse about hunman |ife! Especially

the lives of policemen . . . Tell ne about the night in question,' said Harry. / thought you
wanted to 'see' it? 'Can we save that until later? Like ... the end?' And after a pause: MW
murder? "If it's not too - oh, shit!' (For Harry had al nbst said 'painful'). He sensed Banks's
grin, however grim Hey, don't sweat on it, Harry! Let's face it, | don't choose ny words any too
carefully either! Then, quickly sobering, he continued: It was a civvies job, which goes without
saying. | nean, | haven't worn a uniformin a long time. Nothing fancy, though, because this pub

had a rep as a bit of a rough-house. The night was miserable: rain, sleet and all sorts of shit
hamering down out of the sky. It was a Friday and the bar was packed with all kinds of sub-human

specimens. | had a rumto warmup and bought one for the barman, then asked himif Skippy was in.
Good question - bad timng! A bloke just three stools away strai ghtened up |i ke someone had
stabbed himin the back! |I'd already checked himout in the bar mrror: about twenty-six or so,

pal e and pinply, white and ugly, |ong-jawed, |oose-lipped and shifty-eyed, and a crewcut |ike the
bristles on a shaving brush. Hardly inconspicuous! Put it this way: you wouldn't want your sister
dating this one. But his hand stayed w apped round a beer on the bar. And that's what settled it.
And it dawned on ne: ' Skippy' was probably a foreshortened version of a nicknane that nust have
sounded a bit over-the-top - a bit too Hollywod? -for this bl oke's Newcastle chuns. So they'd cut
' The Scorpion' down to Skippy. That's what was on the back of his hand: not a spider but a
scorpion. Five legs (what, artistic licence?) stretched their hairy joints down his four fingers
and t hunb; the beady eyes of the beast were | ocated on his index-and third-finger knuckles, to
make t hem stand out when he clenched his fist; its sting was at the end of a segnmented body
stretching four inches along his wist. And sone other stuff: Skippy was in paint- and oil-stained
overalls. His hands were dirty, and there was fresh paint under his fingernails. But fromthe
monent | nentioned his nanme he'd been looking at ne - glaring at ne - in the mrror. Suddenly the
hand di sappeared, and Skippy with it. He was out of there. Wll, like | said, the bar was crowded;
I couldn't really take off after himlike Kojak. (One, it would give ne away conpletely. Two, the
bl oke was young and fast - probably a sight faster than nme - and he woul d know where he was goi ng.

Three, | was sure he'd have sonme previous; | could find out all about himfrompolice records in
Newcastl e or New Scotland Yard). So ... | had another drink, hung about for fifteen mnutes or so,
finally went back out into that |ousy night. And | think that was ny second nistake. | should have

got straight out of there. See, these new gangs are nore audacious than the old crowd. In Geordie
King's day ifaperp thought the filth had | ocked-on, he'd head for the hills and keep right on
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going. But nowadays . . . |I'd made him so he would nmake me. As Banks paused, Harry turned up his
col l ar agai nst a sudden squall of wind and drizzle. It had occurred to himthat if anyone shoul d
see himsitting here on this slab and talking to hinself, they' d think he was out of his nmind and
probably call the police! / amthe police, Banks reminded him wth an entirely i muateri al
totally hunourless grin that Harry sensed rather than saw. And you probably are out of your m nd
Why didn't you cone to see ne in daylight? 'Because | wanted to get on with this,' the Necroscope
answered. 'See, |'ve got problenms of ny own, and this should help nme to forget about them For a
whil e, anyway.' So talking to dead people is therapeutic, is it? . . . But in the next nmonent, in
a far nmore conciliatory tone: What sort of problens are we tal king about, Harry? Bad ones? ' Not
desperate,’ Harry told him Not as bad as bei ng dead, anyway! Even though that |ast thought was

full of his usual conpassion, still it mght sound flippant; and so Harry kept it to hinself. And:
"Go on with what you were telling nme,' he said. Wien | left the pub | had a tail, Banks went on. /
wasn't sure about it then, but! amnow | nean, |'ve had lots of tine to think things out, you
know? And that was when it all started to go weird on ne. It was like . . . I don't know. . . in
away it was pretty rmuch like this, like talking to you. It felt like - howcan | explain it? -
like I wasn't alone . . . inside! 'Inside? Inside ny head. 'You were talking to soneone in your
m nd?' (The shake of an incorporeal head). No, not talking, |istening! And not ne, soneone el se.
As if someone - a stranger - was in there! Sitting there grinning to hinself, in a comer of ny
nmnd, listening to nme think and . . . watching ne! That's what it felt like, Harry: | just knew/
was being observed! It was a feeling that grew on ne fromthen until. . . well, right to the

bitter end. Weird, eh? In his time Harry had cone across weirder things; for the nonent he would
keep those to hinself, too. But having listened carefully to all Banks had told himso far, it
struck himthat Darcy O arke was probably right, and on both counts. For one: he was already
engrossed with the case, to such an extent he was sure it would divert his mind fromthe
psychol ogical pitfalls of constantly querying who or what or where he was. And two: it |ooked |ike
this really was somet hing he woul d have to follow through to the end, a job that only the
Necroscope hinmsel f (but hinmself, Harry Keogh's self) was qualified to handle. And the nore he
listened to JimBanks - and felt of his shock, his horror - the nore convinced he woul d becone .
That was how it started, and pretty nuch how it stayed, Banks continued in a while. It wasn't
with me all the tinme, only when | was actually working on the case. But the closer | got, the nore
I was aware of its presence. Except it wasn't an '"if, it was a him Sonmeone as real as you are,

Harry, and as real as |I. . . was. 'You're talking about a telepath,' Harry told him 'A nentalist.
Soneone who can get into a man's mnd |ike that has got to be-' -A fignment of his own inmagination?
Yeah, | know, Banks stopped himshort. O | thought | did. But: "Not. . . necessarily,' said

Harry, thoughtfully. For the Necroscope renmenbered Boris Dragosani's story: how the vanpire Thibor
Fer-enczy, the old Thing in the ground, had invaded his nmind in order to sway Dragosani to its
will. Also, he knew the nind-spies of E-Branch were capabl e of just such nmental eavesdropping.
Tel epathy was real, not just an idea out of fantasy or a fignent of wild inmagination. Wiy, his own
t houghts on the subject, on this occasion, were a formof the selfsanme tal ent; which was sonething

el se that Banks overheard, of course. So | was right, he' said in a while. Call it by sonme other
fancy name if you like, but what you're doing right nowis the same sort of thing. 'Wll, not
exactly,' Harry answered, with a shake of his head. 'As far as | know there are only two of us who
can talk to the dead. The other one is ... ny son! The talent seens to have passed down to him

fromne. And plainly we are not spying on you! You know |I'm here and you're not obliged to talk to
me or even suffer ny presence. True telepathy, on the other hand, is nmental comunication between
the living . ' And sonetinmes the undead? Which was a thought he al so kept back; pointless to
further conplicate matters. 'Also,' he went on, 'telepathy doesn't have to be intrusive; it can
provi de genui ne two-way conmuni cation. | have certain friends who m nd-spy, yes - for the
protection of society, our way of life, just as you through your work protected those sane ideals -
but the way these friends of mine describe their skills, they aren't in any way this sinister
thing that you experienced.' No, because that was intrusive! Banks declared enphatically. And nore
than that, it was also frightening. If it hadn't finished when it did, the way it did -1 don't
know -1 think I nmight well have gone crazy. Hah! Instead | went. . . dead! But at first, 1 really
was starting to believe that | was suffering fromsone sort of persecution conplex! | thought it
was all in ny head! | nean literally! It was only afterwards, recently, that | sawit as sonething
el se. 'As what, then?" As ... a distraction! Banks answered. 'Soneone was deliberately crowdi ng
your mind, in order to distract you fromyour investigations? |Is that what you're saying? Like an
irritating snokescreen, yes, Banks was convinced. But | fought it, pushed on, kept coning. And

since he couldn't frighten me off, finally he- '-He killed you off.' Yes. But even at the end he
was hel ped by this telepathic trick of his. |I nmean, he knew when | was going to cone for him and
where from And so he beat me to it. . . 'So what did you find out about hin? This fellow with the
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scorpion tattoo, | nmean?' Harry sensed Banks's nod. As |'d suspected, he had lots of previous. But
all petty stuff. He'd done tine up north, plenty of it, all short term But | did get sonething
useful : Skippy was on a year's probation, but they'd |l et himnove dowmn to London to take a job in
his cousin's garage in the East End. Sone sort of cock-eyed rehabilitation programe: see if
giving hima decent job would straighten himout. | nean, Jesus, Harry! This shifs 'therapy' was
to do face-lifts on stolen cars! The paint under his fingernails? Harry lifted a querying
eyebrow. 'It was all coming together for you.' Too true! 'So what next?' Next? Have a | ook inside
that garage, what else? It was the bottom fl oor of a condemmed munici pal car park. The upper
storeys had been nade safe, reduced to a towering netal skeleton, but the ground floor and
basenment had been converted i nto workshops, inspection pits, paint bays and what have you. Al the
gear: your typical auto-repairs garage on a grand scale. | figured nost of the work would be
legitimate, a front for the real earner: the conversion of stolen cars. But it would have to be a
superfast turnaround. Tea-leaf a posh nmotor, give it a quick face-1ift, and ship it out. Ten to
twel ve hours maxi num nost of it at night, after hours. 'And did you check it out? And is that
what got you . . .?" . . . No. | didn't have tinme. Just thinking about doing it, and getting ready
to set the thing up, is what got ne killed! Because he, the gang's -what, mndspy? - wasn't about
tolet it go that far. He was on ne all the way, and it happened the night before | would have

taken out a search warrant. 'And before you could | et anyone else in onit..." Harry was qui et but
couldn't keep a tone of censure - and of anger, at the waste of JimBanks - out of his voice.

Banks accepted it. / was out of line. | just wanted this one for nyself, that's all. Rivalry, like
| told you. It would have been a feather in ny cap. But instead - it was sonething that felt like
a pitchfork in nmy heart! 'And that's why there were no clues to your death - well, other than the

ones you've given ne. Because you chose to play it close to your chest?' Right. Banks was
downcast. It was in his imuaterial voice, and Harry could sense it wasn't just because he'd paid
the ultimate price for his errors. Banks was privy to his thoughts, of course, and at |ast
rel eased a sob that no one in the world but the Necroscope Harry Keogh could ever hear. You pays
your noney and takes your chance, Harry. But the voice in Harry's mind was racked with . . . what,
guilt? "Jim don't torture yourself,' Harry told him 'You didn't do anything wong.' And ny
famly? My wife and ki ds? Were they guilty of something? But still they're paying, Harry. And

and the others, and their famlies? Wat about thenP But no, | had to play the |oner, ahvays the
loner. | wouldn't feel so bad if 1'd paid for it the sane way, on ny own. But those poor guys had
to pay for it, too. Because of ne! 'Because of you? | don't see it, Jim You were only doing your
j ob, and when you'd gone soneone picked it up where you'd left off. You had nothing to do with-' -
But I did! And now | ask nyself over and over again, if they'd had the whole story, would it have
been different. . .? The Necroscope shook his head. 'l don't understand. Wat do you nean, "if
they'd had the whol e story?" Your colleagues? But they didn't have any of it, did they?" Do the
names Stevens and Jakes mean anything to you? The dead nman was sonehow nmanagi ng to keep hinsel f
under a senbl ance of control, but his anguish was |ying just beneath the surface. The other
victims?' Banks's incorporeal nod. Those two were the closest | had to friends on the force. |

mean, | had friends, you understand, but those two were . . . close. | asked themif they'd like
to be inon it when | closed down the biggest auto-theft gang in London. And like a fool | told
Derek Stevens, who was cl osest of all, about the garage. And all the tinme that bastard thing was

in ny head, listening to everything! Now Harry understood Banks's stored-up grief. Not for hinself
but his friends. And he sensed the dead man's nod of confirmation. / told themtoo little too

| ate. Just enough they'd be sure to try to square it for ne after . . . after I. . . But for the
monment he couldn't go on. So Harry finished it for him 'After you' d been nurdered? Yes, (a
fading sob). They'd investigate the garage w t hout know ng how dangerous it was, and so put
themselves in the firing line?" Yes . . . God, yes! 'And they wouldn't know a thing about this
mentalist, his telepathic trick, because you yourself hadn't known. You said it yourself, Jim

that you thought you were going crazy.' Don't |ook for excuses for ne, Harry. 'I'mnot, because
you don't need any. You were only trying to uphold the law, and so were they - and so will |I.' He
was in now, like it or not. 'Ckay, Jim you' ve given nme enough to go on. A starting point, anyway.
But now | need to feel it: your pain, your anger. | need to feel angry enough to want to put it
right. Call it incentive, for want of a better word.' The night it happened? How it happened? Wat
| saw? 'All of it, yes.' Gve ne a nonent, Banks told him And in a little while, in direct
contact with the Necroscope's netaphysical mind, he began to think it through, relive it exactly
as he'd experienced it that night. And Harry was with himall the way . . . Banks's place was a
stone's throw from Peckham H gh Street. It was nothing special: a tall, terraced house with a yard
at the front, a balcony on the first floor, a small round w ndow spying out froman attic room
and a vegetabl e patch at the back, crushed between nei ghbouring gardens. Al of the houses in the
terrace | ooked the sanme, with only slight variations of exterior decor. But the roons were big and
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hi gh-ceil i nged, and there was plenty of space for the kids. No space for Banks's car, though; his
garage was one of a dozen in a |ow, asbestos-roofed block of badly constructed concrete boxes at
the end of the terrace. This nmade for a walk (or a run when it was raining) of a hundred yards
after he'd | ocked up. And when the weather was really bad, as tonight, it pissed himoff to have
to go rushing into the house spraying droplets |ike a hosed-down dog. These were sone of the

t hought s that occupied his nmind as he switched off the motor, snatched his keys fromthe ignition,
ranmed the door open with his el bow and made a dash for the up-and-over garage door. And this was
another: Fuck it! Wiy can't | ever renenber to take the garage key off the fucking keyring? Now
(as usual) he'd have to start up the car again to drive inside! Standing under the | eaky garage
guttering, he finally funbled the correct key into the release handle and turned it - only to

di scover when he yanked on the handle that he'd | ocked the damed thing! But even as warning bells
comrenced their nmental clanour, as suddenly and as sinisterly as that, he was there again! That

om nous presence watching and waiting, his silent snigger grown to a snarl now in the back of
Banks's m nd! God! Banks thought in a nonment of panic. / nmust really be losing it! And: Bastard,
bastard, bastard! as he concentrated on what he was doing, turned the key the other way, and
haul ed on the handle to swing the door into its up-and-over position. Inside the garage it was

ni ght-dark, cluttered with household junk at the back. And the light switch . . . wasn't working
Shit and dammation! But it was okay; the car's headlights would give himall the |light he needed
to park up. But. . . was that novenent back there? A pair of dark figures nmoving forward,

sil houetted against the greater darkness behind them and Banks frozen to the spot, transfixed by
the utterly unexpected! But in that single nmonent he put the whole thing together, and the warning
clanmour in his mind - and the sniggering -went up several decibels. The garage door: he al ways
checked twice that he'd locked it. But you could buy these fucking cheap keys in any hardware
store. And the light: he'd replaced that bulb just a week ago! And that sniggering in his mnd: it

wasn't in his mnd anynore but ... but right here in front of him First the sniggering, and then
a | ow warning grow! Banks unfroze ... but too late. The figures com ng toward hi mout of the
dar kness of the garage converged with him fastened on him One of them briefly illunmined in the

rain-lashed glint of a street |anmp, was Skippy, Banks would swear. But in the next nonent an arm
went round his throat, and the scorpion-tattooed hand swept a glittering knife on high! Then-

"No!' said the second figure. "He's mine. This piece of... filth is mne!'" But the voice itself
was filth - full of bile and phl egm and hatred -and Banks knew that this was the nanel ess nmenta
intruder. No |onger a bodiless, spying, sniggering spectre but a living, breathing reality. And to
corroborate it, coming to himin his mnd again, but audibly now Your balls are mne, you
stinking cop scunbag! Then Ski ppy's knee in Banks's back, thrusting himforward onto sonething
that ripped himopen |like a paper bag. Pain! Unbelievable pain! And the slash, slash, slash of
silver-flashing steel as sharp as razors ... the hot surging wetness of Banks's blood fromhis
face, chest, belly and genitals as he went down. In just a couple of seconds he |ost pints of

bl ood. That al one would suffice to stop him the shock alone: of feeling his face torn open to the
bone, his belly in ribbons, his manhood shorn fromhimin a tearing of upward-sw nging scythes!
And the sl ashes not stopping but continuing to rain down on hi mwhere he slunped, then craw ed,
then coll apsed. But the pain . . . mraculously the pain was going away, |ike a dull ache
recedi ng; so that only the tearing of shuddering but no |onger protesting flesh remained to rem nd
hi m of his nmurder. Because Banks knew that that was what it was: The End of him with all his

bl ood | eaking out onto the floor, to mix with the rain and the oil-clogged dirt . . . He lay just

i nside the garage, looking out. After a while (it might have been hours but could only have been
seconds), his eyes focused one last tinme on the rain-blurred street lanp. It was either that, a
focusing, or the nucus of his eyes drying on the nervel ess eyeballs to sharpen his dying vision
But as his brain prepared to switch off, soneone or thing -a face, anyway - |eaned down and | ooked
himin his own torn and bl oodi ed face. But god, that the last thing he woul d ever see should be
that face! It wasn't Skippy; it wasn't human; it wasn't anything Banks night ever have believed
in. But it was as nonstrous as the death it had delivered. So that he didn't just die but went out
screani ng, however silently. And as if in nocking answer, the last thing he ever heard seened to
be a distant howing . . . . . . Banks was still doing it, silently screaming - but in the eye of
menory now, a scream of rage and frustration as well as horror - as that rabid wol f visage
gradual ly faded fromhis nind, and the drizzle worked its way inside Harry's collar, and Bank's
sobbing frombeyond lit a fire in the Necroscope's guts that he knew couldn't be extingui shed as

Il ong as this went unresol ved, unpunished. Until he'd 'seen' the face of the wolf for hinself,
Harry had al nost forgotten what Darcy Clarke had told him the werewolf theory. Having seen it,
his senses were as shocked as the dead nmind's that transmtted the pictures, as stunned as Banks
had been on the night of his nurder. He couldn't help but wonder if he would have fared any
better. Probably not, not then, but he would now. It was all a nmatter of knowi ng what you were up
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agai nst. Gathering his conposure and his thoughts, he finally said: ' Two of them then. Skippy and
that, whatever it was.' H's voice was colder than the grave itself, so that Ji m Banks knew
Harry wouldn't let himdown even if his own [ife were forfeit. And: Well, what do you think? The
dead man was able to ask himat last. / nean, was | crazy, Harry? O what? 'You' re as sane as |
am' Harry told him And to hinself: Wich right nowisn't saying nmuch! 'But what do you reckon?
Banks shook off the last remmants of his own horror, and answered, Wat do | reckon? Dead
reckoni ng, eh, Harry? But his words contained little or no humour. Al right: | think it was a
bl oke dressed up as a wolf. See, a wolf or big dog goes on all fours, but this bl oke was | eaning
over ne! So ... why the disguise? | nean, if 1'd survived they were goners anyway. | had al ready
identified Skippy. So why that crazy horror mask? 'Wirk on "crazy," ' Harry told him 'A lunatic,
Jim Soneone influenced by the full noon, who thinks he's a werewol f.' Really? The single word
sounded like a sigh of relief to the Necroscope. Even dead, Banks was pl eased to know that his
nmind hadn't been cracking up. Harry squared his shoul ders, tucked his collar in nore yet and
prepared to leave. '| have sone people waiting for me,' he was apologetic. 'But before | go | want
to thank you, Jim for what you' ve told ne. It wasn't easy for you, | know. | nean, | really do
know.' Its okay, the other told him Just don't forget to let me know how it turns out, right? It
m ght nmake all of. . . this, alittle easier to get used to. 'Be sure I'Il let you know,' Harry
told him 'One way or the other, I'Il let you know ..." Beyond the gates of the cenetery, Darcy
Clarke and the locator Ken Layard were waiting in a Branch car. Darcy was at the wheel and Layard
sat slunped in the back seat, half asleep, his mouth lolling open. As the figure of the Necroscope
| oomed out of the weathing mst, Darcy opened the front passenger door for him He got in, |ooked
at Darcy, said: 'You know, there's really no need. Transport is the last thing | require. You
could find a lot better things to do with your time.' Darcy gave a shrug and started up the notor.
"Harry, the way we see it you're our nost val uable asset. W can't be sure how or even if it wll
work out, but eventually, if it's feasible, we'd like you to take over as Head of Branch. Except,
as you know, we've already lost two heads in the last two years! So-' '-So you intend to keep your
beady eyes on me ... yes, | know.' As they pulled away fromthe curb, Layard jerked awake in the
back, said: '"Huh-?'" And, 'Oh, Alec!' Harry felt Darcy cringe down in his seat beside him and
turned his pale face to glower at Layard where the | ocator was already biting his |ip. But
what ever the Necroscope night have said, Darcy beat himto it. 'Ken, were you just born stupid or
does it take a lot of practice? 'I. ' Layard said, glancing at Darcy, then looking into
Harry's face. Finally he shrugged and sighed, '| guess | was asleep. Wat can | say? |'msorry .
Harry.' Followi ng which he tried to change the subject. 'Anyway, how did things go? | nean, did
you get to ... weU, speak to hin?' The Necroscope hadn't been in a good nood to start with; now he
wasn't in any sort of nood at all. "Yes, I ... "well, got to speak to him" ' he m m cked the
other's hesitancy. 'I'd never net JimBanks in life, but we got on pretty well. Funny thing, but
for a total stranger he knew nmy nane right fromthe word go! And he'd only had a few minutes -
which is a lot less than eighteen fucking nmonths!' It was perhaps unfair of him but that was the
way he felt. In any case, nothing nore was said until they reached their second destination
Not hi ng that Darcy or Layard were privy to anyway . . . |V KEENAN GORMLEY, AND OTHER VI CTI M5
Banks had been the first nan to die; or rather, he'd been the first policeman to die. But on the
way to the second graveyard, this tine in the Muswell H Il district, as the Necroscope tried to
relax in the front passenger seat, closed his tired eyes and settled down into the worn | eat her
uphol stery: Harry? The dead voice was one he woul d know anywhere, any tinme: it was that of Sir
Keenan Gorm ey, first Head of E-Branch. Harry? Harry, my boy! | can't tell you how good it is to
know you're alive and well. . . again. Wrd has reached nme about what you re working on. You're
the Necroscope and your thoughts are very strong; sonetines we can't help but overhear them And
of course we've been, you know, 'holding our breath,' as it were, since discovering that you were
back in the land of the living. In fact |1've held back - oh, for a long tinme - fromcontacting
you, for | knew you'd be busy. But as of now | want you to know that if there's anything we can do
.? 'Sir Keenan?' The Necroscope spoke under his breath, the nerest whisper of sound, drowned
out by the car's notor. 'It's good to know you're still around, too.' (Wat does one say to
sonmeone who was crenated nore than two years ago?) '| suppose you know that I'm. . . what? Not
the man | used to be?' Conversing with the dead could be conplicated. W know about it, yes, Sir
Keenan's incorporeal voice was sorrowful, for Alec Kyle. And al so sonething of your problens,
Harry. Your disconfort? But you know, Alec's case was one in a mllion.. He was totally lost, to
the living and the dead alike. But w thout himwe wouldn't have you. So you see, your problemis
our bl essing. Wiere would we ever have been, what could we ever have done, wi thout the Necroscope?
"And for that matter, what can you do now?' The way Harry said it, it wasn't a thoughtless
question. The Great Majority were his friends and very inportant to him he sinply referred to
their incorporeal condition. O rather, their usual condition, w thout that they were engaged in
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any . . . activity on his behalf. But as well as having certain conversational difficulties,
communi cation with the teem ng dead (nuch |ike tel epathy) frequently conveys nore than is actually
said, and Sir Keenan understood that the Necroscope was only showi ng his customary concern and
humlity. Well, for one thing, we can tell you that the deaths you're currently investigating
weren't the first of this maniac's nurders! There have been a dozen here in London, all occurring
near the time of the full nmoon; nmaybe a day or so before, during, or after. But it nust be said
that the victins were no great loss to humanity . . . nor of any special benefit to us! In fact,
and to be frank about it, they are mainly of the crinminal elenment. 'Ganglanders?' Harry wasn't
surprised. There had al ways been gang wars in London and there always would be, mainly for
territory. 'Fromthe East End?' In al nbst every instance, yes. But what a cl ose-nmouthed bunch
Harry! Honour anong thieves and all that rubbish! And of course there was nothing they could do
about their |ot anyway. Ah, but that's all changed now that you are on the case! You're the
Necroscope; which is to say you're not '"Filth,' not the law Wth you, they don't consider

thensel ves informants; it's not |ike 'grassing” in the normal sense of the word. 'How good is
their information?" Harry was eager now. For the fact was that he didn't have a lot to go on. I'm
afraid there's not that nmuch | can tell you, the dead nan answered. And nost of it is conjectura
anyway. But surely anything is better than nothing? Harry gave a nental nod. Tell ne, then,' he
said, 'and let ne be the judge of it.' The nurders had all happened during the |ast three years,
all of themaround the time of the full moon, but not so many that the police would necessarily
make t he connection; there'd been a good many killings in that tine-frane. |Indeed the only thing
that mi ght have connected themlay in their uniformy unsolved status ... In that, and in the fact
that the last three nurders (prior to those of the police officers) had been commtted by a thing
hal f-nan, hal f-wolf, or by soneone in the guise of such a creature. Wich would seemto indicate
that the maniac had only recently adopted his werewolf role. This |ast, however, the use of the
wol f mask, was sonething that other living investigators couldn't possibly know, only the victins
had seen their attacker's face. The victins, and now Harry Keogh, Necroscope . . . It was the
horrific nature of these last three murders - their nodus operandi - along with those of Jim
Banks, Stevens and Jakes, of course, that had finally alerted the authorities to what they now
erroneously categorized as a series of serial killings. That these atrocities were the work of a
lunatic was hardly in question, but 'serial' killings? Sir Keenan Gorm ey and the Great Majority
doubted it. Harry had been right: the initial series of seem ngly unconnected murders had been
territorial. A hom cidal nenber of a gang of car-thieves had begun taking out nembers of
encroachi ng gangs one by one, alnbst systematically. But after a while, following his first half-

dozen killings, maybe he'd started to enjoy it! Maybe he'd sensed his power, the advantage that
his weird talent gave him his ability to get into an eneny's mind and pre-enpt his every nove. A
grudge agai nst the police? Well, maybe. The urge to permanently renove any persistent adversary -

very definitely! An esoteric talent plus a diseased and generally crimnal mnd, equals gruesone
murder. Lycanthropy: not nerely a concept of fantastic fiction but a mania, a recognized and
accepted psychiatric phenonenon. The nmadnan's need to tear his victins to pieces like a wild
animal, and his bl oodlust at the full of the noon, when the lunar orb tugs at the fluid of his
brain no less insistently than it lures the great oceans. H s angui shed how i ng when i nnernost
passions are finally vented in acts of furious mayhem The madness of a rabid animal, then, in
conbi nati on with the warped cunning of an habitual crinmnal. That was what the Necroscope was up
agai nst. And as yet he was still no closer to learning the nurderer's identity . . . 'So what do
you suggest?' he asked Sir Keenan Gorml ey, as the car sped himever closer to the Muswell Hil
cenetery and his second liaison. "Eh?" Darcy C arke glanced at Harry out of the corner of his eye.

"Did you say sonething? Harry gave a slight start, and nmuttered. '"Er, just talking ... to
mysel f.' He knew how the espers of E-Branch | ooked upon his talent, that even with their know edge
of parapsychol ogy, still they found it disquieting. Settling deeper into his seat and switching to

a nental node, he said: Sir? And Keenan Corm ey chuckling in his mind: What do | suggest? Well,
for one thing, if I were you | wouldn't let nyself stray too far fromthat one! Darcy C arke has
to be just about the safest man I know - or knew. But quite apart fromDarcy's talent, he was al so
a good friend. And better to have himas a friend than a foe, Harry, what with that guardi an ange
of his and all! You certainly wouldn't want to go up against himin a duel, now would you? So if
Darcy wants to keep his eye on you, don't conplain about it. I'll try to renenber that, Harry told
him But that's not what | neant. | wasn't tal king about Darcy. No, of course you weren't. But |
thought it worth nentioning, thafsall. I'"'mjust so glad to see that you're still with E-Branch. He
fell silent for a nonent, nulling the real question over in his incorporeal nmind. Then: / think .
(Sir Keenan's di senbodi ed voi ce was nuch nore sober, thoughtful now), that | would probably
try to fight fire with fire. For talking to you about Darcy and the Branch brings back to m nd
some of the ammzing talents you have at your command. Quite literally, yours to command. If you so

file:/lIG|/rah/Brian%20Lumley/Brian%20Lumley%20-%20The%20Lost%20Years%20Volume%201.txt (31 of 208) [2/13/2004 10:21:09 PM]



file:///G)/rah/Brian%20L umley/Brian%20L umley%20-%20T he%20L 0st%20Y ears%20V olume%201.txt

desire them Oh? Harry waited. And shortly: Your quarry appears to be sone kind oftel epath, which
so far has given himan advantage. But you hamall the fully devel oped tal ents of E-Branch. So why
not give hima taste of his own medicine, Harry? Fromwhat | know of you, thafs your way, isn't
it? An eye for an eye, and all that? Harry was interested. / should use an E-Branch tel epath? Now
that you know what you're up against? You' d be a fool not to! And Sir Keenan expl ai ned what he
meant. Harry thought about it a while and said, Maybe, if that's what it comes down to. But right
now | have to be saying goodbye. For shortly I'Il be speaking to Derek Stevens, the second of this
lunatic's three policenmen victinms. But Keenan Gorm ey had al ready drawn back; Harry felt him
shrinking away, as froma scowl or a slap. And he felt obliged to ask: Is there sonething | should
know? He sensed the other's nod and eventually, hesitantly, his answer: Sonetines . . . sone
people . . . just aren't ready for it, Harry. Sone people don't get used to death so readily. And
some . . . well, they don't get used to it at all, ever. Wen | found out you'd be handling this,

| tried speaking to Stevens nyself, just as |'ve spoken to others of the victins: in order to save
alittle time, you know? (Harry sensed his sigh). I'msorry, ny boy, but. . . Derek Stevens hasn't
got used to it yet. Harry felt Darcy C arke's el bow giving hima gentle nudge. Looking up, he saw
that the car was at a standstill outside the Muswell Hill cenetery. And since they were here, it
seermed only right that he should give it a try. Wll, if you nust, | suppose you nust, Sir Keenan
Gormey told him his ghostly echo of a voice fading to a distant whisper in the Necroscope's

met aphysi cal mind. But better you than nme, Harry. Far better you than me . . . Fromthis side of
Muswel I Hill, the fact that the district was el evated was obvi ous. Sout hwards, the nighted streets
of London sprawl ed |i ke sone giant, shimering cobweb woven on the curve of the world. It had done
raining for now, but in Harry Keogh's fertile imagination the cold glitter of distant street |anps
in the noisture-laden air was the reflection of a nyriad jewels of dew on the blacktop strands of
the great web. And the vehicles crawing on the roads were Mama Spider's children, |earning the
skills of the silken tightrope. But evocative though the vista was, it wasn't the Necroscope's
reason for being here. As he penetrated the graveyard, the concerned, concerted, ever-burgeoning
cl amour of incorporeal voices sounding in his metaphysical mnd brought himback down to earth -
and below it -in a nonent. Their concerned clanmour, yes. Full of concern, for Stevens. They
weren't talking to Harry (not yet, for they didn't know he was here), but to each other, and to
Stevens. Trying to talk to him anyway. Discovering the dead man's plot wasn't difficult: it lay
dead centre of the physically silent but psychically noisy babble which, as Harry approached, grew
| ouder by the monent. The brand-new marker, clean gravel chips and fresh flowers provided all the
corroboration he needed. These things and Stevens's nane, his dates, and his epitaph, of course: A
Man of Law & Order, -a Fighter to the Last- Struck Down by the Lawl ess, in the Pursuit of H's
Duty. Sorely Mssed, but Alive in Qur Menories, Always. A very sad thing. But the babbling
creature in its grave was sadder by far ... It was just as sinple as Sir Keenan Gorm ey had tried
to forewarn: the dead couldn't console him Derek Stevens couldn't conme to ternms with his demi se,
woul dn't accept it, wasn't going to lie still for it. And despite that he knew in his innernost
being (or unbeing) that he was dead, still he fought against it and cried his horror of it, unti
his plot and the entire graveyard reverberated with his silent shrieking and his coffin wasn't
merely a box but a cell in a subterranean asylum An asylumin the worst possible sense of the
word, that of the madhouse. A madman? Harry asked of the dead noaning in their graves. Driven mad
by grief, frustration and horror, Necroscope! a shuddering voice answered. For the living aren't
alone in their capacity for grief. W also mourn -for the absence of all the [oved ones we |eft

behi nd,, who don't know that we're still down here . . . and nmust never know Else they'd sit by
our graves all day, and their brief sojourn in the land of the Iiving would be wasted no | ess than
ours in the darkness of death . . . So taken aback by the sheer soul fullness of it, the doom

fraught feeling in the voice, for alittle while the Necroscope said nothing. But then: Excuse ne,
Sir, for | don't know you, (Harry respectfully shielded his thoughts fromthe rest of the
cenetery's dwellers in order to speak to this one alone). But | do know that while you are in the
majority, still you are of a minority: a defeatist anobng optimists. For while |'ve spoken to a
great many dead nmen, | honestly can't say | ever before heard the . . . condition or the lot of
the teem ng dead expressed so mournfully, so hopelessly as you express it. Even vanpires, who have
|l ost not only life but undeath and imortality, too, seema deal nore accepting of their station
than you are of yours! Wich isn't so nuch to put you down as to inquire . . . well, what is it
that's made you this way? For a nonent the other was silent, perhaps shocked. Could this really be
t he Necroscope, whose conpassi on was universally acclai med? Harry sensed the stiffness in the
unqui et night, and to his relief felt its gradual easing. Until eventually: You re right, of
course, said the unknown voice, but without its hopeless trenor now, stoic in the nodern sense,

yet submi ssive when faced with the truth. You nust forgive me nmy doubts and ny regrets, Harry, ny
| ack of conviction. Ah, but it comes hard for a preacher to be preached to, for a man of the Faith
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to discover hinself faithless! Made to discover it, and by one so young at that! And yet you're so

- persuasive!l You put it so very well! Perhaps you should have taken the cloth and been a
preacher? O maybe you'd nake a better phil osopher. Have you studi ed phil osophy, Harry? Sonme, the
Necr oscope answered, which was at least in part the truth. O rather, |'ve played a few word-ganes
innm time. And with experts, too. | know how to argue, if that's what you nean. He expl ai ned no

further than that. But on the other hand, what the dead nan had said to himexplained a great
deal. Al of his life this man had preached of a God and a life after death. But now, in death
where was He? Why had He not taken these souls to His boson? Neither Necroscope nor preacher
coul d answer that question; but in fact He had clained them or would eventually. Except Harry had
al ways had his doubts, which this apparent delay in the prom sed deliverance only served to
exacerbate. The whole truth of the matter was sonething he was yet to discover, albeit in another
worl d, another tine. Harry's thoughts on the preacher's predicament were |ike spoken words, which
the dead nan answered. Again you are right. For if | thought it hard to convince ny flock in life,
how much harder in death, when the anticipated resurrection is not? Harry nodded. It nust be
difficult, yes. But you do still talk like a priest. | still think Iike one, deep down inside!
It's just that now, well, nmy words seemso futile, so enpty. Even to ne, sonetines! And the worst
thing is, | can't put a time on it, can't advise themof the hour of their salvation. But talking
to such as you, and feeling your living warnth, | do believe, of course | do! For if there is
nothing left but this darkness, this purgatory of sorts, then why have you conme to renind us of
the past - if not to provide evidence of a glorious future? For He was, He is, and He shall always
be . . . God' s nmessenger? Harry didn't feel Iike one. But you are! the preacher was insistent. You
bring light in the eternal darkness, Harry, and hope where no hope existed. You . . . rekindle the
flanme! Yes, and | think | know what brings you here: the soul-destroying cries of this denented
one, taken before his time. You are here to confort him Tell ne that I'mright? Not quite, Harry
shook his head, and knew the other would sense it. /// can confort him well and good. But in fact
I'"mhere to question him | want to know who killed him so that | can right the wong. Revenge?
The voice of the preacher was far quieter now An eye for an eye, Harry growled. You can't find it
in you to turn the other cheek? So that the murderer goes free to kill again? It's not ny way,
Harry. Nor mine, not really. But I'll do what | nmust. And in doing so, |lower yourself to the
killer's level? Tell that to the dozen or nore he's lowered six feet under the sod! | can't give
you ny bl essing, the preacher shook an incorporeal head. G ve ne access, that's all | ask. Cal
off the others, for they're doing no good and crowding me out. It was true, Derek Stevens had them
all in a state. Every single -inhabitant? - of the place, brought to the brink of what anmpbng the
dead could only pass for nervous coll apse. They knew no peace with him they could neither
converse nor hear thenselves think for his noise; they flocked to himwith gentle words, and the
hardest of themw th threats, but nothing they did brought surcease for he was inconsol able. To

the world outside, the world of the living, the Muswell Hill graveyard would seem a hall owed pl ace
of peace and rest, but to the ones interred here it was now a Bedlam Well, Harry thought to
hinself, Sir Keenan did try to warn nme, after all. But as he seated hinmself on a nearby slab the

tunmult fell off alittle, and as the teem ng dead felt his presence, they drew back and nade way
for him Then gradually, the incorporeal babble tailed off to a hiss of whispers, and finally a
wel cone silence, as they waited. O alnost a silence. For down there in the earth, unheard except
by the dead and the Necroscope Harry Keogh, there was a sobbing. A heart not yet nelted in
corruption lay broken there, a soul with nowhere to flee suffered all the undeserved grief of the
grave, and a mind bereft of control, cut off fromman's five earthly senses teetered on the brink
of total insanity. to the eye of nenory, fleetingly, the Necroscope pictured an illustration from
sonme ol d book (perhaps the idea of Bedl am had brought it back to nmind): of a man lying in a foetal
position on a bed of filthy, verm n-infested straw over broken flagstones, w th gaunt, drooling,
hol | ow eyed figures shanbling to and fro, aimessly all around. Add to that scene all the protests
and the pleading and even the threats of the Great Majority, and Harry couldn't hel p wondering: is
that what it's like for Derek Stevens? To the teening dead, the unguarded thoughts of the
Necroscope were perfectly audi ble. And: Yessss! Stevens sobbed, and huddled to Harry in his mnd
crushing to himfor his living warnth! Any other man woul d have recoiled at once. To be enbraced,
even in one's mnd, by a corpse, isn't a thought to dwell upon. But Harry was the Necroscope, and
the dead were his friends. He could no nore shrink from Stevens in his grave than froma sick
friend in a hospital ward. And so he instinctively wapped the dead man in his warnth, and let him

leech on it a while . . . but briefly, for something warned himnot to |l et hinmself succunb to the
other's incurable chill. But as he drew away: No! Don't go! Wo are you? What are you? A nurse? A
doctor? You're alive, | know that, because you're warm | can feeljyow warnth! But the others in
this . . . place, they're cold! So tell nme, tell ne, tell me . . . you've got to tell ne they're
lying! I have to knowthat |I. . . that I'm. . . aliiiive! Right at the end it turned to a wail, a
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sobbi ng shriek that sank down as if into the earth fromwhich it issued. 'I'malive, yes,' Harry
spoke out |oud, however quietly now, which was easier for himand nmade no difference at all to the
Great Majority. "But this . . . isn't a hospital, Derek. I'mHarry Keogh, the one they call the

Necroscope, and sonetines | wish | wasn't. This is one of those tines.' There was no other way to
do it. Hs words spoke volunes, told far nore than he'd said, but even in his ears they sounded
like a betrayal. Nooooo! The dead man's wail denied it. My parents, wife, famly, friends. W
whol e wooooorld!. . . Gone? But this tine the final word was a whisper. 'Not gone,' Harry's face
was wet with his own tears, and his voice rang with his own agony. They're still there, Derek
everyt hing, everyone. They have accepted what you can't accept. Because they saw, felt, touched
you, and knew that they had to give you up. Their living senses nade themto know that yours
don't work any nore.' The sobbi ng had stopped now, and for |ong nonents there was only a stunned,
breathl ess silence. It was as if the dead held their breath, waiting for Derek Stevens to gather
his, a renewal of his crazed raving. The Necroscope sensed it coming, and stopped it short: 'I can
tell themyou' re okay now,' he said. 'Your famly, your friends, Ji mBanks and George Jakes. |'m
the only one who can tell them | can nake it easy for them reassure them give themstrength to
carry on. Even those last two, who |ike yourself can't carry on, and have accepted it. O | can
say nothing at all. O ... | can tell themyou're like this. But 1'd really hate to do that, and
| eave themin the same sort of hell, going nmad with worry over you ..." There couldn't be a 'sane
sort of hell,' not remotely! The dead man answered at |ast. But now there was that in his
i ncorporeal voice that hadn't been there before, so that Harry felt like an inquisitor, as if he'd
issued a threat or attenpted to coerce the other. But you did! Stevens told him wth sonething of
a sneer. You threatened a dead man! So nmuch for the 'nmercy' of the Necroscope! And if that was a
lie, what about the rest of the bullshit they' ve been feeding me? At which Harry relaxed a little,
and perhaps”even sniled to hinself through his tears. The word-ganme he was playing was going his
way at last. And: 'You're not crazy, Derek,' he told the other. '"Not if you can still reason as
well as all that!' Crazy? The other seened surprised. Was | supposed to be? Hi s voice was stil
bitter, but Harry sensed that he had definitely turned back fromthe brink. Mad with grief, sure,
(just as the preacher had said). Tortured by frustration, naturally. But | wasn't crazy. Bull-
headed, that's all: a bad loser, and unwilling to give up on a |ost cause or argunent. \Well, hell
|'ve always been that way! O course. And how he'd always been in Iife was how he'd be in death.
But even the worst |oser nmust accept the verdict when he's finally down and out. Harry felt the
soft sighing of the dead, for this was an argunment that was definitely going his way now Except,
as the Necroscope was well aware, it wouldn't go down well if he stuck the boot into an underdog
One shoul d al ways | eave a bolthole, so that the gallant loser may retire with grace. And so:
"Wll, and you'll win this one, too, in the end,' he said, however casually. Eh? How s that?
(Stevens was 'back on his feet' again, the sob gone fromhis voice forever. It was the prospect of
wi nni ng when all had seened | ost. But how coul d everything be | ost when he was still here, stil
fighting?) What? | can still win? 'Can and will,' Harry assured him 'Because in the end
why, we'll all be in the sanme hole! Everyone, eventually.' Wat? (Wnderingly). 'Death is a hel
of along tinme,' Harry explained. 'You ve lost nothing, Derek. Or at worst, your situation is a
tenporary one. But everything and everyone you've said goodbye to, you'll be saying hello to in
some distant future. Except by then, why, you may not want to!' Not want to? (Astonishnent!) /
won't want to be reunited with- '-You'll get old, Derek, and so will they. You'll be old in the
ways of death, and themold in the physical sense. Wich is sonmething you won't have to suffer
They' Il have new friends and be ... different. And so will you. But who knows, who can say? Maybe
they'll be like you, as rebellious as you have been, and need you to show them the way when
finally . . . finally they get here. Just as the dead will show you the way, if you'll let them'
/ can have new friends? 'Even old ones! JimBanks isn't that far away. You should be able to talk
to him if you'll just reach out.' Have | been . . . selfish? 'No, just scared. And you scared the
dead, too, because now and then they | ose soneone |ike you. Now and then, soneone will retreat so
far into his nmisery that he's permanently lost. They thought you were going that way, too, Derek.
And so they called you in . . . Harry shook his head. 'l didn't cone to help you, but to ask for
your hel p! Just as Ji m Banks has hel ped nme, and George Jakes too, | hope.' Jim GCeorge, and ne .
Now t he dead man knew what it was all about, what it had to be about, and Harry felt his
excitenent. Now that really would be a way to finish a fight, right? To hit back fromthe grave
So what do you want to know? Harry told him and what little there was he got: froma seat in the
front row, as usual. . . Afterwards, when the Necroscope had said goodbye to Derek Stevens and was
| eaving the cenetery: Harry, said the preacher, that was just. . . narvellous! And you really do
know how to argue, don't you? Told you so,' said Harry. 'But in fact | had an advantage over you
| knew somet hing you couldn't know.' Ch? 'It was sonething | saw witten on his gravestone,
sonet hi ng that had been put there by people who knew Derek better than either one of us. It said
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he was "a fighter to the last." Except, as we've seen, the fight isn't over yet..." The Necroscope
had to make one nore visit. And this time it was a venue and a neeting that he wasn't | ooking
forward to at all: the police nortuary in Ful ham where George Jakes lay gutted on a slab waiting
for him For it's one thing to talk to the dead, but sonmething else to converse with a nmangl ed
mess that sinply isn't recogni zabl e any nore and snells of the blood, guts, and shit that used to
lie under the skin! Harry steeled hinmself to it, however, and on the way told his esper friends
what Derek Stevens had told him 'Less than Banks, |I'mafraid. When Banks was hit, Stevens didn't
automatically tie it in to what Banks had been investigating. Banks had been onto a gang of car-
thi eves, yes, but he had been killed by sone mani ac who was perhaps responsible for a whole string
of previous nurders. Maybe Banks had been doi ng sonme work on those, too? The only thing Stevens
was certain of was that Banks had a | ead on this East End garage. And he knew it was a job he had
been keen to finish. So Stevens waited and watched, and got together and nade plans with Ceorge
Jakes. And because Stevens and Jakes had had cl ose friendships with Banks, the investigation of
Banks's nurder was passed to another, nore 'inpartial' team Not that there was any rea
inpartiality; a policeman had been nurdered, and the police are cl annish about that kind of thing.
Anyway, Stevens and Jakes were out of it. 'But if there was sone connecti on between Banks's nurder
and his theory about the garage and his auto-theft case, Stevens reckoned business would fall off
a bit now, the gang would keep a low profile until they saw which way the wind blew. In which case

it would be pointless to raid the garage right now, for the place would be "clean." "And in fact,
over the next three weeks to a nonth, there was a noticeable fall-off in reported car-theft. But
that could be coincidental, and Stevens still couldn't tie Banks's nurder to the suspect garage.

In a nonth, however, the noon had waned and waxed anew, toward the end of that period the

i nci dence of vehicle theft had risen again; the taking of a couple of Porsches clinched it, and a
raid on the garage was on ... and the noon was nearing its full. 'Meanwhile, Stevens and Jakes had
| ooked the place over. A run-down, nulti-storey ex-nunicipal car park, the garage was huge and
decrepit, a concrete skeleton. Upstairs it was a gutted ruin; only the ground floor and basenent
were still viable, and housed the garage proper. Access, however, was by no neans easy. There were
no wi ndows on the ground floor and one of the two old entrance/exits had been bl ocked of f. The
remai ni ng entranceway onto the disused ranps was controlled by a manned barrier and a notori zed,

steel -ribbed, retractable overhead door. There was no natural light in the work areas, only
electrical, and the only visitors allowed inside were clients whose vehicles were in process of
repair. A search-warrant was vital. 'But in the course of |ooking the place over, Stevens and

Jakes had experienced the sane kind of invasion suffered by Ji mBanks: something, or one, had got
into their mnds! But a feeling so "strange, unnatural, weird, that neither one of them nore than
mentioned it to the other! Maybe they suspected they might be cracking up a little -certainly
Stevens felt shaky about it - but neither one of them nmade too nmuch of it, not to his partner
anyway. I n fact Derek Stevens put it down to an attack of nerves, and to the | oss of Ji m Banks.

But |'ve spoken to both of themnow, and | know that their synptons were exactly the sane. This
wol f-thing, a self-designated |ycanthrope, was into their mnds. Maybe he'd been alerted by their
giving the garage the once-or twice-over in preparation for their raid. Whatever, it never got
that far ... 'Five nights ago, a day before the full npon, Stevens was driving hone fromwork on
wet roads through a thin drizzle. He stopped at a red light controlling road-works at a bridge
over arailway . . . but the truck followi ng right behind himdidn't! The only warning he got was
that Thing in his mnd, an obscene chuckle, and a gurgling nental voice that told him "Kiss your
asshol e goodbye, fuckhead!" Followed by a howing, like a madman trying to initate a wolf. ' Struck
in the right-hand rear, his car spun left, smashed through a nmakeshift "safety" barrier, and fell
thirty feet onto electrified tracks . . .' Darcy O arke nodded. 'W read about it in the papers.
That woul d probably have been enough - falling |like that and crashing down on that live rail - but
the commuter train that piled into himtwo nmnutes later left no doubt. It was a mracle the train
wasn't derailed and there were no other injuries.' Harry nodded. That was the extent of what Derek
Stevens could tell nme. And now |'mleft with George Jakes. O rather, with whatever is left of
him' "Harry,' Darcy was very quiet, 'I know you've seen sone stuff, but the police have told us
that this one is, you know, ugly. Jakes didn't have any famly, so they didn't pretty himup nuch.
He's . . . just as our mad friend |l eft himthree nights ago. But the police are finished with him
now and he burns the day after tonmorrow. Jakes was a "Green" and that's how he wanted to go,
cremated. He reckoned we're short enough of space as it is, without filling the ground with dead
meat - his words, Harry, not mine! So his boss told ne, anyway.' Harry thought about it a noment,
and said, 'You're right, Darcy, |'ve seen sonme stuff. The Chateau Bronnitsy . . . was full of it!
But thanks for the warning, anyway. | could probably contact Jakes from here, or fromny roomat E-
Branch HQ but that isn't nmy way. See, in ny book, respect works both ways: if you want it, you've
got to giveit. Sol'll go to see himanyway.' And in a little while they were there . . . No two
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dead people are alike, Harry knew that. Jim Banks had been hard, but not really. Derek Stevens had
been hard-headed; he hadn't wanted to admit defeat, wasn't nearly ready to quit, even when the
chips were all the way down. Wth them maybe it was like a suit of clothes you wear to inpress.

They were just people underneath, wearing policenen on the outside. Well, and that was them But
George Jakes was sonething el se. George had been hard hard. And he still was. And he was soft,

too, in places. O as soft as his rigor nortis would allow. But on occasions like this, the

Necr oscope was adept at keeping his thoughts to hinself . . . Harry and his friends had been taken

down into the Unnatural or Suspect Deaths room by a police pathologist in a white surgical snock -
rather, it had started out white, but their guide had just finished an autopsy in another room
Chatting to themin a friendly enough fashion, he cleaned his hands on the snock as he led the
way, then stripped off his thin rubber gloves to let the trio into the | ocked, refrigerated
norgue. And | eaving them he told them 'Drop the key into nmy roomwhen you're finished.' Which
was the only thing they actually heard. The rest of his patter had been drowned out, blurred to a
munbl e by the norbid aura of the place. O arke and Layard followed quietly behind Harry where he
went fromsliding drawer to drawer, exam ning | abels. But when he stopped at a drawer narked

' George Jakes' they stepped back a little. Darcy admitted to still being queasy fromthe ness in
Oxford Street, and Layard didn't want to see stuff just for the sake of seeing it. But if Harry
really needed them. . . ? He shook his head and let them|eave, then slid open the drawer. And:
What's new, Necroscope? said George Jakes, with a grin of horror on his face that he'd wear
forever, or at least until'it rotted off. And before Harry could answer, but in a far quieter
node, as Jakes scanned his visitor's stunned thoughts: Hey, is it that bad? Funny, 'cos | can't
feel a thing! But I can renenber it - and how And seeing it in Technicolor doesn't really help
So what say you switch it off now, Necroscope? | nean, | w as never a one /or watching nyself on
Honme vi deos, either, you know what | nean? By which tinme the hunorous touch had di sappeared
entirely fromJakes's voice. And Harry realized that the dead nan had been | ooking at hinself
through his eyes. He quickly slid the drawer shut, groped for a steel chair to steady hinmsel f, sat
down heavily in it and said, 'George ... |I... Wat can | say? I'msorry.' It didn't seem nmuch, but
what el se could he say? \teSpi XfcX\alAl\fe ta" ex ns, s\\\A, Yisrry co\MstSi see' As contents.
They were printed on his nmind' s eye in all their gory details. But Darcy had been wong: sonmeone
had done something of a job on the corpse, if only to nake it bearable. The stitches were .

| ess than cosnetic. Like a slipshod job on a torn hessian sack, Jakes's corpse seened to have been
sewn together mainly to keep it together, to stop himfalling open or even apart. Harry
deliberately put the picture out of mind - to keep it fromJakes's mnd - and took a deep breath.
Then, renenbering what JimBanks had told him 'But at |least you didn't feel all of it, George,’
he said. 'You couldn't possibly have felt all of it." / felt enough, Jakes answered. Mre than
enough to put nme down anong the dead nen! Cbviously he wanted to forget it, but knew that he

couldn't, not for alittle while. So: Let's get on with it, Harry. | know what you want, so let's
get started . . . | had no fanily, Qakes commenced his story). The only real friends | had, and
few of themat that, were on the force. 1'd been a cop man and boy, since | was eighteen until a
coupl e of weeks ago when | turned forty. And nmuch like you, Harry, | was the one who al ways got

the nasty cases. It just seened to turn out that way: rapists and nmurderers and arsonists, pinps,
perverts and all the sline that wal ks the streets, they all seened to head ny way. Hence ny
reluctance to make nore than a handful of friends, take a wife and raise a fanm ly. Being that

close to all of the shit, |I didn't Iike the idea of contanminating others. O . . . maybe it was a
matter of trust. So many people out there seem bent on making it, even over the bodies of the rest
of us, that | wasn't willing to put nyself in the firing line. |I nean, |I'd be the best sort of cop
I knew how, sure, but 1'd get along just fine on ny own and not rely on anyone else. And | did.
And people - even other cops, unless they were close to ne - didn't nmess with ne. | had this
reputation; | snoked too many cigarettes, and drank too rmuch cheap whi sky, maybe . . . but | got

the job done. Especially if it was a job no one else wanted. And | was hard, for despite all ny
bad habits | kept ny body in good nick. It would have to be one rough son of a bitch who put ne
down. And it was . . . Normally | wouldn't have fallen for it, but these weren't normal tines; |
was feeling for Derek Stevens. | nmean, one day there were two of us, and the next. . . he was
gone! A lousy hit and run traffic accident, of all if only because He | eaves no one to nourn after
hi m when he's gone. | suppose | was bitter, you know? And no way | could tie Derek's or Jim
Banks's deaths together, or connect themto Jims work on the stolen car rackets. But one thing
for sure: warrant or no warrant, tonmorrow | was into that East End garage. And nothing and no one
was going to stop ne! The trouble was, | thought these things while walking the street with ny
hands in nmy pockets and ny fortieth cigarette sticking out of a corner of ny nouth right there
outside the garage, which | was |ooking at one last tine before busting the place. And of course
he was listening to ne! | knew he was there, in ny head, but figured it was just another synptom
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of the blues. Wll, you live and you learn, and then you die . . . Before | left the place | saw a
van rolling down the exit lane onto the road. There were two guys inside, and the van was giving
out a blast of raw jungle-nusic, | nean like that calypso stuff that your nanmesake Harry Bel af onte

used to sing, but a hell of a lot wilder. Hey, | never got past Bill Haley, Little Richard and
Fats Domino, so don't ask nme to be specific! But it was Caribbean Island stuff: Jamaica or
somewhere like that, for sure. And so was the front seat passenger. He was Rasta as they cone,
greasy dreadl ocks and all, and his eyes were black as his plaited hair where they stared at ne as
the van shot by. Those dark eyes seened to be saying, 'W'Il|l be seein' ya 'gain, Honky!' And they
sure enough did! The guy driving was younger by three or four years; he was white - well, a dirty
pale - pinply, sort of |oose around the nouth |ike sone kind of idiot, and wore a crewcut. Yeah
Harry, | know. Wat do you think, |'ve been |ying here doing nothing? |I've had a word or two with
Ji m Banks, sure, and this guy would have to be Skippy. But | didn't know that then. These guys
were what? -Just a couple of yobs enployed by the garage, as far as | was concerned. Yeah, a
coupl e of yobs who were waiting for me in ny flat when | got honme. Like | said, if | hadn't been
so down | mght have sensed it, | mght have known sonething didn't snell right. But by the tine
did snell it, it was too late. My flat is on the ground floor and the other two tenants, upstairs,
al ways work late. So the rest of the house was enpty. It was -1 don't know - sonething-to-seven by
the tine | got home. Qutside, the street lights were already on. But as | turned nmy key (which
seemed to stick in the lock a little), opened the door, stepped inside and tried to switch on the
lights . . . . . . Suddenly | knew But it was already too late. There was a little light froma
street lanp right outside the main door of the house, which shone in through chinks in ny

curtai ned windows. But | hadn't been in there a mnute before | knew they were there. Just a

feeling, or a taste or snell; the fact that nmy lights were on the blink; and shadows where there
shoul dn't be any. | don't know who or what hit nme on the head. But the carpet was wet with ny
bl ood when | canme to, and a spot behind ny ear felt soft. | could only have been down a second or

so, but as | stirred and tried to drag nyself into a sitting position | heard this ugly voice say,
' Tough bastard, isn't he?" in a broad Geordi e accent. And another voice, deep and brown and
guttural, and yet a voice in ny head, saying: 'Yeah. But you Il be softer on the inside, won't ya,
boy?' And when | opened ny eyes to catch a glinpse of that face, which | knew went with the voice
. It was Ji mBanks's wol f-face, of course, but the mad eyes staring out of the sockets
were black and glinty as coal, and human . . . and i nhuman! Then | was ki cked over onto ny back
and the thing seated itself astride nmy upper thighs and showed nme its claw five surgical knives
set in a swarf-glove that he wore over his hand! It was dark in ny flat, as |I've said; the only
light came in through chinks in the curtains fromthe street |anp outside; but it wasn't so dark
couldn't see this Skippy character over the crazy man's shoul der; how pale his face | ooked, and
how he couldn't bear to | ook but must turn away! And then the pain as that Thing ripped into ne,
and didn't stop ripping. . . But you're right, Harry, Jakes sighed after a while, / didn't fee

all of it. You can only take so much, you know? And funny, the last thing | remenber thinking
before | passed out and woke up here, was: 'Jesus, ny flat's going to look a real ness . . .!'
Then he was qui et again,, maybe turning it all over in his own nmind. But as the Necroscope was
about to say thanks, Jakes said: Ch, and there's one other thing. It probably isn't worth

mentioning, but 1'll let you decide. There was this girl. "Grl?" Harry repeated him She was

out side the garage, just wal king up and down the street. | saw her there twice, and again on the
night. . . that this happened. He shrugged the last off, was finally done with it. She was a real
| ooker. Tall, slim slinky, yet natural with it. Maybe Eurasian? Could be, fromthe shape of her
eyes: like alnonds and very slightly tilted. And her hair, bouncing on her shoul ders, seeni ng
black as jet but grey in its sheen, with the light glancing off it. She was the agel ess type,
Harry. | nean, anything fromnineteen to thirty-five. But a | ooker, oh yes! He pictured her for

the Necroscope, who agreed with him yes, she was definitely a |l ooker. 'A custonmer, waiting for
her car to be fixed?' Could be, Jakes shrugged again, and fell silent. The interview was over

V R L. STEVENSON JAM ESON, AND H' S BROTHER . . . Back at E-Branch HQ it should have been tine to
call it a day, or a night, but Darcy had nentioned sone paperwork he nust see to before going
hone. Likew se Ken Layard; he also had work to attend to. And so they had ridden up together with
Harry in the elevator and acconpanied himto his door. O perhaps the paperwork was just an excuse
because they had sensed that the night wasn't quite over yet where the Necroscope was concerned.
The place was quiet. Wth the majority of esper personnel already checked out, the main corridor
m ght easily be nistaken for any corridor in any better-class London hotel. But the Duty O ficer
had nmet the three out of the elevator, and as the Necroscope entered his room and nmade to cl ose
the door . . . suddenly it seemed he heard soneone breathe his nane! He i nmedi ately boil ed over
and, stepping back into the corridor, shouted, 'Hey, look! If I'minvolved, why not sinply involve
me? | mean, don't talk about ne, talk to nel What am|, a social |eper? Layard had al ready
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entered his office; but Darcy and the Duty O ficer, an esper by the nane of John Gieve - a
bespectacl ed, balding twig of a man in rolled up shirt-sleeves, grey slacks and slippers, with a
clipped, precise, mlitary or 'old-school-tie" sort of voice that Harry supposed m ght easily get
hi mtype-cast as an Inland Revenue |Inspector, which he was anything but - were standing with their
heads al nbost conspiratorially close together. 'Wll? he snapped, as they turned puzzled faces
towards him 'Wll what?' Darcy was plainly annoyed. 'We weren't tal ki ng about you, Harry!' 'Er
but we were about to.' John Gieve was less certain and fidgeted with the |obe of his right ear
"Or if not about you, about your wife. And you're perfectly correct: | should have included you.
But | wanted Darcy's opinion first.' Now Darcy was | ooking at Grieve in the sane puzzl ed fashion.
"What ? What's going on?' That's what | was trying to tell you. It's about Brenda.' And quickly,
before Darcy and the Necroscope could break into a bout of angry questioning: 'W seemto have

|l ost her - and the baby.' In the Necroscope's mnd, Gieve's dry, official, alnost enotionless

voi ce seened to ring |like an echo chanber; Darcy's, too. Perhaps it was an irritating effect of
the enpty corridor and roonms, he thought, and put it aside if only for the nonent. But Brenda and
Little Harry, nissing? That was sonething else! 'Lost then?' he repeated Gieve. 'MWy wife and

chil d? What do you nean, "lost" then?' The phrase seened too well-chosen, too final. Harry's tired
eyes were w de awake now, unblinking. 'Have they . . . cone to any harnP' He grabbed the DO s

el bow. Gieve |ooked himstraight in the eyes and said, 'No, not that we know of. Now, do you want
tolet go of my armso | can talk to you in what's left of confort? Harry gritted his teeth but
rel eased him And waiting for Gieve to speak, he re-evaluated what he knew of the man. Gieve had
two talents; one of them'dodgy,' Branch parlance for an as yet undevel oped ESP ability, and the
ot her very remarkabl e and possibly unique. His first gift was that of far-seeing: he was a human
crystal ball. The only trouble was he had to know exactly where and what he was | ooking for

ot herwi se he could see nothing. His talent didn't work at random but had to be directed: he had to
have a definite target. H's second string nmade hi m doubly valuable. It could well prove to be a
reflection of his first talent, but occasionally it was a godsend. Gieve was a telepath, but a

m nd-reader with a difference. Yet again he had to 'aim his talent; he could only read a person's
m nd when he was talking to him. . . but if he knew the person in question, that included when
they were tal king on the tel ephone! Using John Gieve, there was no need for mechanical scranbler
devices. It was one reason why Darcy used himas frequently as possible in the role of Duty
Officer. But. . . had it been sonething of Grieve's talent that the Necroscope had experienced
just a noment ago? Was it even possible? 'You weren't tal king about ne?" Harry frowned and Iicked
his dry lips, his mind returning to that peculiar sensation he had felt when he'd entered his
room the feeling that his nane had been whi spered. And then there was the echo chanber effect,
which was still present: as if his head were hollow - or as if it were . . . what, occupied? By
sonmeone el se? Sonmeone who was spying on his thoughts? 'Wre you thinking about ne, then? And if
so, would | be able to hear you thinking? Suddenly Brenda and the child had taken a back seat in
Harry's order of priorities. O if not that exactly, then he'd seen the possibility of a
connection with their disappearance and this new problem A renote one (he hoped and prayed), but
a possibility. Again Harry gripped Gieve's arm then both of them as he read the other's
negative stare. No, he wouldn't have been able to hear Gieve thinking about him And so: 'John, |
want you to read ny nmind,' he snapped. 'Go on in there and see what you can find. See who you can
find! Do it now, as quickly as you can.' Alnost instinctively Gieve | ooked, and recoiled at once!
He wenched hinself free of Harry, took a stumbling step backwards, said, 'Wat. . .?" 'Wll?
Harry caught up with himand hel d himagainst the wall of the corridor. 'Wat did you see?
(Perhaps not surprisingly, the echo had vani shed now, the voices of everyone invol ved were
remarkably clear and ordinary; there was no whisperer in the Necroscope's nmind). Darcy was | ooking
worriedly fromHarry to Grieve and back again. 'Wat on earth . . .?' he began to say. But Gieve
cut himshort with: Two of you?' (This to Harry). 'A nmonment ago, two of you. But now, only one.
Only . . . you!' Again Harry released him and turned trenblingly away. He had been invaded, his
m nd broken into. Just |ike Banks, Stevens, and Jakes before him For |ong nonents there was an
electric tension in the air, until finally: "Well, is someone going to explain?!'' Darcy shouted.
At which Harry took theminto his roomand |listened while Gieve reported the details of Brenda's
and Little Harry's di sappearance. Gieve didn't waste any time, but the Necroscope was now
sensitive to every second ticking by. And as he listened to Grieve, he also found hinself
listening to - or for - something in his head. But it didn't return. O not yet, anyway. 'She was
shoppi ng in Knightsbridge,' Gieve started. 'She had the baby with her. W had nen on her, of
course, three of the best. The sane people who have watched out for her all the time she's been
here, Special Branch and good at their job. Not espers but the next best thing.' He shook his
head. 'If it were anyone else, |'d suspect their report was a whitewash. But not these bl okes.
They know what they're doing. And if they say she di sappeared, she disappeared . . . 'But not into
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the crowd, you understand, though certainly there were plenty of people on the streets. But she
took young Harry into a baby outfitters, and left the mnders waiting outside. Where they waited,

and waited . . . and finally went in to see what was wong. Wll, there was no exit fromthe rear
but Brenda and the kid-' '-Wre gone,' Harry sounded nuch cal mer now. 'Yes, | get the picture. But
what tinme was this?" 'Five-thirty or thereabouts. You two had already left the HQ wth Ken
Layard. | didn't want to cause a panic or divert you fromwhat you were doi ng. There seened every
chance that we would pick Brenda up again. | nean, we're not |ooking after her because she's under
threat or anything, but mainly because . . . well, because-' '-Because sonetines she doesn't seem
capabl e of | ooking after herself?" Harry cut in again. 'It's okay, go ahead and say it. She has
problens, | know.' And to hinself: Problens, Brenda? That's saying the very least! Al those

weeks, nmonths of debriefing foll owi ng the Bodescu case and Harry's subsequent netenpsychosis, his
rehabi tati on of another's body. Indeed his very being, when Brenda had thought himdead. Wuldn't
that be enough to ... unnerve anyone? And gradually, during the course of all that debriefing, and
Harry's rehabilitation, it had become increasingly apparent that Brenda was in real trouble. But
surely that was only to be expected, and nmight even have been anticipated. For after all, Brenda
had only recently become a nother; she'd still been recovering froman unconfortabl e confinenment
and problematic birth, when for a while her doctor had thought he might lose her. Add to this the
fact of her husband's weird 'talent,' that he conversed with dead people, which Brenda had known
about and which had preyed on her mnd for nonths - and then the fact that her infant child seened
possessed of simlar or even nore frightening powers, so that even anong the espers of E-Branch he
was | ooked upon as something of a freak - and the fact that Harry was now (literally) a different
person, one who was Harry, with all of his past, his nenory and mannerisnms, but living in a
stranger's body; the fact of the absolute terror Brenda had endured on the night when she cane
face to face with the nonster Yulian Bodescu, whose |ike she couldn't possibly have imagi ned even
in her worst nightmares . . . Little wonder her mind had started to give way under the strain. On
top of which she hated London and couldn't possibly return to Hartle-pool in the north-east; her
old flat would be poison to her and full of nonstrous nenories. For it was there that the Bodescu
creature had attacked her, attenpting to destroy both herself and her child! Thus, as her nental
connections with the real world were eroded, Brenda's visits to various specialists and
psychiatric clinics had increased. Until now . . . what had happened here? Had she deci ded that
enough was enough? O was it the work of sone outside agency? Or could it be that the baby
hinself. . .? '"Anyway,' Gieve continued, glad to be off the hook, '"it didn't work out like
thought it would and they're still missing. W have as many Branch agents on it as we can spare.
They're out there in the Cty right now, doing whatever they can.' H's words drew the Necroscope
back to earth. The address of the store?" The |ook on Harry's face was now entirely grim Gieve
took Darcy and Harry to the Ops Room punched up a street map of London onto the big screen. He
showed t he Necroscope the exact location of the store. Harry said, 'Okay, now | have sonething to

do.' Then, to John Gieve: 'l won't be gone long, but in the nmeantine Darcy night like to tell you
about the case we're on.' And to Darcy: '| hope this thing with Brenda has nothing to do with our
werewol f, but ever since we got back here -1 don't know, | can't be sure - but | think |I've been
experiencing the sane sort of nental invasion that Banks and the others described.' 'Christ!’
Darcy gasped as the nmeaning, or a possible neaning, of what the Necroscope had said sank in. 'But
if he knows you're on to him. . . do you think he'd take hostages? Harry held up his hands in a
hel pl ess gesture, but a noment |ater gave a grimshake of his head. 'No, | don't think my son
would let him Let's hope it's just a coincidence. But one thing for sure, | daren't waste
tonight. So while I'm gone perhaps you' d like to call in Trevor Jordan? Better still, |let ne have

his address and tell himto wait there for ne. It's sonething Sir Keenan Gorm ey recommended ..
Usi ng several co-ordinates that he knew, the Necroscope went to the store in Knightsbridge where
he entered the prem ses using the Mbius Continuum His arrival at once set off the store's
alarns, but that didn't bother him in the event that his plan worked, he wasn't going to be here
very long. In Harry's incorporeal days, before his 'repossession' of Alec Kyle, he had been able
to travel into the past and 'inmaterialize' there: he'd been able to manifest a ghostly senbl ance
of hinself on any bygone event horizon. Now, enbodied and fully corporeal once nore, this was no

| onger possible; it would create unthinkabl e paradoxes and perhaps even danage the tenporal flux
itself. He could still travel in tine, but while doing so nmust never attenpt to | eave the Mbbius
Continuumfor the real world. Transferring back to the Conti nuum he found a past-tinme door and
floated for a noment on the threshold, gazing on time past. This was a sight that never failed to
awe him the nyriad blue |life-threads of nmankind, twisting and twining in the nmetaphysica

"vacuum of a previously conjectural fourth dinension; those neon filanments that m ght best be
likened to the 'retinal nmenories' of time, the trails of human lives that had travelled here; or
if not here, in the nmundane world on the other side of the Mbius Conti nuum And way back there in
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t he past, the blue haze of Man's origins, that supernova of human life, fromwhich these streamers
had hurl ed thenselves into the ever-expanding future. It seened to Harry that he heard an
orchestrated, sighing Ahhhhhhh sound, like a single, pure note from sone other-worldly instrunent,
or the nassed voices of a magnificent chorus in a sounding cathedral; but in fact he knew that all
was silence, that it was only the effect of his stunned mind. For if any nman were to actually hear
the tumult of the past, that would be a sound to blast his brain and deafen him forever. Al nost
reluctantly, the Necroscope brought hinself back to the task in hand. This was the place where his
wi fe and son had di sappeared just a few hours ago. Well, he had his own theories about what had
happened to them and now, one way or the other, he intended to prove them And w thout further
ado he | aunched hinself down the past tine-stream But here a curious and paradoxical thing.
Because he had never existed in this particular space-time, Harry had no past life-thread to
follow but nust sinply Iet hinmself plumet, and because this region of the past was now his
present, (and even his future!) his true life-line extended behind himand seemed to unwi nd from
himlike cotton froma bobbin back to the past-tine door. And Harry found the know edge that he
could return to his point of entry via that thread very reassuring . . . Inalittle while he had
reached his destination, arriving at a point in past tine where it would be proved eventual ly that
his son, the infant Harry, had contrived to bring about an anmazing, al nost uni que occurrence. But
that was for the future, not the past! He knew the life-threads of Brenda and her baby at once; he
seermed drawn to them - sucked at by their rush - as they enmerged |ike bright blue nmeteors out of
the past, and hurtled by himon course for the true future. The one a mature blue nucleus at the
head of a trailing thread, its pathway through all the alternatives of tine, and the other

smaller, but brilliant with newlife! This was them or their tenporal 'echoes' after entering the
store, but what the Necroscope desired to discover was their course fromhere on. Quickly
reversing his direction of travel, Harry foll owed behind and gai ned on them for he had the

advant age of knowing that tine is relative, and that in the metaphysical Mbius Continuumwll is
the single cause that brings effect. And indeed he willed hinself to catch up with them 'just in
time.' Speeding behind them intent on follow ng wherever young Harry nmight take his nother, the
Necroscope was witness to an effect that would baffle even him and continue to do so for a period
of seven long years - or 'lost years,' as nuch of that time would come to seemto him For Harry
had forgotten a very sinple fact: that what he could do with the Conti nuum his son could do in
spades! It was sinmply this: that in the space of a single nmonment of tine Brenda and the infant
Harry's life-threads had conme to an abrupt, totally unexpected, apparently violent end! Blinded by
the sudden flash of tw n bonb-bursts, Harry closed his eyes and sped on through what nust surely
be the debris of his famly, scattered atons of |ight occupying the 'space’ where they had been
But then, |ooking back, he saw that their term nation had been too conplete, too utter; that in
fact nothing remained of them Not in this world, anyway- -O rather, not in this place? And so
perhaps Harry could be forgiven for believing that his son had sinply nmoved his nother to some

ot her, safer place in the nmundane world, and that he woul d experience little difficulty in finding
them and going to themlater. But later can be a long tine, as the Necroscope woul d di scover soon
enough. And in his case it mght even be years . . . Back at the baby outfitters, the alarnms were
still going off. As Harry paused there to get his co-ordinates, so the tel ephone started ringing
For a nonent he ignored it, then gave it sonme thought. For who would be trying to call a baby
store at this tinme of night? The answer seemed obvious. Mwving to the front of the store, Harry
found the office, desk, and tel ephone, and lifted the latter fromits cradle. At the other end of
the line, Darcy O arke said: 'Harry? 'Yes? 'Good, |'mglad | caught you! Look, don't go to

Trevor's place. | spoke to himon the 'phone and by now he's on his way in. But, er, he told nme to
tell you that he wouldn't - | mean, not under any circunstances - acconpany you anywhere via your
nmode of travel. Is that understood? Harry grinned to hinmself however coldly, and nodded. ' Yes,

understood,' he said. And: 'Can you reach himin his car?" 'Yes.' Then tell himto go to this
address and neet me there.' He passed on the address of the East End garage. 'And tell himto keep
a lowprofile." "Harry, is this wise? Darcy's concern cane over loud and clear. 'Do you think you
should be following this up? I nean, tonight? 'Probably not, but | didn't start it.' 'Wat about
police or E-Branch back-up?' 'Definitely not! Just Jordan, no back-up. In fact | want you to back
off!' For a nonment there was silence, then Darcy asked, 'Can | hear alarms ringing? 'Probably in
nore ways than one,' Harry answered, and put the 'phone down. And to hinself: Sirens, too! Qutside
the shop, visible through the plate glass, a police car had screeched to a halt. Its siren was

bl aring and blue light rotating. A young policeman canme to the wi ndow, held a hand over the peak
of his cap and scanned the interior. He saw Harry wal k out of the office, shrank to one side,
began tal king excitedly into his handset. Harry waved cheerily at him then wal ked into the back
of the store where it was still dark, conjured a Mobius door and took his departure. Lawren had
irritated the Necroscope nore than enough for one day. Tine to et them do sone expl aining - and
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especially after they'd broken into the store for no apparent reason . . . Harry took the Mbius
route to the East End, and stepped fromhis door into a thin, penetrating drizzle that filled the
night with its msery and turned the cobbles to gleanming jet. Turning up his collar, Harry wal ked
a quarter-mle to the run-down district where the garage was | ocated, and from a nearby street

| ooked the place over. The garage was pretty much as Harry had heard it described. Its supports
and upper floors formed a concrete skel eton six storeys high; the sections making up the outer
safety walls had been knocked out, so that the floors were |like vast lintels supported on giant
steel and concrete stanchions. In silhouette against the night sky, the place m ght be a towering
20th Century Stonehenge, or some surrealist sculptor's 'Ziggurat.' Below, at ground |level, the
ranps at Harry's end of the mainly derelict building had been renpoved, the entrance bricked up

But encl osed behind an ei ght-foot-high brick wall, a maintenance yard extended a further sixty
feet or so beyond the end of the main structure. Ensuring that he wasn't observed, Harry nade a
qui ck Mobius junp into the yard to have a look . . . . . . And retreated in double quick tinme when

he di scovered war ehouse doors standing open at the end of the main building, enmitting a blaze of
electric light and the sounds of human and nechani zed activity. Al so, the yard was full of quality
nmotors; he'd seen a handful of Porsches, even a Lotus! Chviously the people in the garage were
wor ki ng overtine, and the Necroscope knew what they were working on. He only hoped they woul dn't
be working too late, and that Trevor Jordan wasn't going to take all night getting here. For if
the 'werewol f were on duty, sooner or later he'd be bound to discover Harry lurking out here,

whi ch could only result in conplications. But Sir Keenan Gorm ey had advised to fight fire with
fire, and Harry's answer to his unknown adversary's tel epathy was Trevor Jordan's. Maybe Jordan
could block the other out, giving the Necroscope the edge he needed. Wich wasn't to say that
Harry didn't already have an edge; he had a good many edges, and sharp ones at that, but he'd seen
through the eyes of dead nen what he was up against. His plan was a sinple one: Get into the
garage, check out sone plates, engine bl ock nunbers and what have you, get out again and report
the entire operation to the police. The Branch could pass on the informati on about the crazy
wol f man, the nurders he'd conmtted. And if there wasn't enough real, living evidence against that
one . . . maybe Harry could think up sone other way to settle the score. Maybe even to the point
where he'd offer hinmself up as bait. But the lawis the |aw, despite that the Necroscope m ght
occasi onally seem scathing of red-tape officialdom he wouldn't be playing the part of executioner
just for the sake of it. He knew that the nurdered nen, especially JimBanks and the other

policemen, wouldn't want it that way. Well, not if it could be avoided. But if it couldn't- -In
that case, if there were no other way, then Sir Keenan Gormey's | aw would apply. Then it woul d
have to be Harry's way. An eye for an eye . . . Right now, however, deciding that his |l one figure

was too obvious standing there in the blurry, watered-down |ight of the street |anps, Harry nade
his way to an alley on the far side of the road and stepped into its shadows. No sooner had he
done so than he realized that he hadn't been alone in what he'd thought was an enpty street.
Looki ng out into the night, he saw a figure, fermale, walking in his direction but on the other

side of the road, in the lee of the garage wall. Despite that she wore flat black shoes, she
| ooked tall and lithe. Her gloves were black, too, as was her trouser-suit. Her hair was tied back
in a pony-tail, and her nmanner was carefree as she swung a fancy bl ack shopping bag, for all the

world as if she were just returning froma jaunt to sone fashionable outfitters for that specia
little item- and to hell with the rain! Harry couldn't quite rmake out her features but found
hi msel f wi shing that he could, for he felt sure she'd be a |ooker ... At which he renmenbered what
George Jakes had told him Could this be the same girl? She fitted Jakes's picture, definitely.
But if so, what would she be doing here now? Sonme sort of fancy | ookout for the garage? It seened
likely. But then, catching a glinpse of her dark, slanted alnond eyes in a pale, heart-shaped face
as the girl reached the wall of the maintenance yard and gl anced across the street in his
direction, the Necroscope drew back into the alley's shadows. And as his back nmet the wall - at
that precise monent of tinme - a well-known voice spoke suddenly, sharply in his nmind: Harry? Thank
goodness |'ve found you! My boy, you nove so fast, it's hard keeping track of you! Sir Keenan had
spoken to himat a nonent of naxi mum concentration, when his nerves were at full stretch. So that
there in the darkness Harry gasped and gave an involuntary start. The dead man felt it and said,
Oh, and what are you up to now? Way are you so junpy? Harry took a chance and gl anced qui ckly
round the corner. But the girl... was gone? But how? There were no other alleyways cl ose by, and
the street was a long one. Yet fromwhat he could see it was deserted end to end. Even an A ynpic
sprinter couldn't have di sappeared at that speed! And it wasn't likely she'd gone over that wall.
was it? Well? Sir Keenan pressed him Wat's going on? Putting the problemof the girl aside
to explain the nore inportant details, Harry whispered: 'So you see, while | was hal f-expecting
sonme kind of nmental intruder, | wasn't expecting you!' On the other hand, while he engaged in
i ncorporeal conversation with Keenan Gorml ey, he wasn't likely to be overheard and intruded upon
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by any living mind. Even a telepathic 'werewlf can't intercept the thoughts of the dead. Sir
Keenan, however, could hear his thoughts well enough, and told him Harry, you know that normally

I wouldn't bother you, but | believe this to be inportant. Indeed, | think it's what you've been
| ooking for - the identity of the murderer! Harry stiffened at once and said, 'I think | already
have it. O if not an actual identity, a description at least. But it would be good to have

confirmation, yes.' It happened after you visited Banks, Stevens, and Jakes, Sir Keenan told him

Sormeone cane forward. 'A dead soneone?' Oh yes, a victimno |less than the others. Yet if possible
a worse crime than the others, for this was the nurderer's own brother! The Necroscope sensed what
woul d be the sad shake of Sir Keenan's head. Then: Harry, now |l'd like to introduce you to R L.

St evenson Jami eson, and let himtake it fromthere . . . Harry had becone adept at di scerning good
frombad alnost fromthe initial 'sound of a dead voice. And when this one spoke to him at first
tremul ously, and then with growi ng confidence, he knew its owner for a good and honest man. |
reckon | was, yeah, the other agreed, but not wi thout a degree of npdesty. As best | knew how,

anyways. But my brother . . . wasn't. Like |l nmeans, he isn't! You want to hear our story,
Necroscope? See, | think things is gone far enough. | has heard you talking to others bout this
thing, and even though | was a ways off and it weren't nme you talked to, still | felt how warm you
was. So | know why the dead 'uns |ove you so. And God knows that shoul d anythi ng happen to you, ny
name and bones is cursed forever. Well, | don't want that! No way! So ... does you have the tine
to hear me out, Necroscope? And of course Harry nodded his confirmation . . . /'// keep it short,

(R L. Stevenson began his story). W were born in Haiti, Port-au-Prince. By we | means ne and ny
brother, A C. Doyle Jam eson. And before you asks: yes, our Poppy was a hell of a reading man! W
had a ol der sister, too, Shelley. OM W as we sonetinmes called her, 'cos WlIlstonecraft is a

mte long-winded. I was bomin '46 and Art hur Conan cane seven years |later. So you see, he was ny
little brother. But out there in the Antilles it was nuch the sane as here in England, or anywhere
else in the world, | reckon: there's a hell of a difference in sevenyears! What | nean is, | was

brungup respectful to folks, just like Shelley before ne. But by the tine Arthur Conan cane al ong
t hi ngs was changi ng. For one thing, Poppy was getting old. He weren't nmuch good at correcting
anynore. Ma died when Arthur Conan was born, and three years later Shelley got herself married and
nmoved across to Jamaica. Wiich left just ne, ten years old, Poppy, and AL C. That didn't help a
lot neither, 'cos there was no wonenfolk to teach A. C. his manners and put himright when he did
wrong, just ne and Poppy to do our best at spoiling him. . . which we did. By then Poppy was
really old; A C. had been his last spurt, so to speak, if you take ny neani ng. About Poppy. He
had obeah blood in him ne too, alittle, and A C a lot! You know the obi, Harry? Shoot, a
‘course you does! Wiy, this thing you' re doing right nowis . . . well, it's obeah, right? Black
magi ¢! Obi! Those islands is still full of it, | hear. Wole regines has risen and fallen on it!
But nore of it when A/ C and ne was kids. It cane with the black fol ks out of Africa, you know?
The preacher used to say that obi was born in sin and bred in ignorance, and didn't have no pl ace
in a God-fearing world. But | always figured he was nore a-feared of obi than God! Except, Poppy's
obi was gentle stuff, for protection nore than anything else. | nmean, Poppy wouldn't a harned a
soul! He was just happy with his charns and | ove-potions, and never once nessed wi th poi sons or
dead fol ks-1 nean the zonbies, Harry, beggi ng your pardon! Protection, yeah! But Poppy did have
sonething nore than the sinple stuff, and he coulda used it to nake hinself a big man. Wy, whole
governments have bal anced on such as this, in Haiti and the Indies! Yeah! For Poppy had the power
to look into a eneny's mnd, and so know his every nove. Wy, it was even better than that: he
simply knew it when he cane up against a bad one! This thing of his would kick in; right away he'd
be readi ng any bad or dangerous thoughts ained in his direction. And he'd know who was ai m ng
them Not that it happened too often, you understand, 'cos Poppy didn't have no enenmies. There was
special tinmes when Poppy would practise his obi, and the full of the noon was one of them W had
alittle house and garden sheltered by the cliffs in a corner of a shingle bay near Port dePai x on
the south coast. W kept a few chickens, a pig or two, and there was plenty offish in the straits
between Haiti and Tortue Island. What with green stuff out of the woods and the garden, we didn't
do too badly at all. But as Poppy got older and AL C. grew up, |1'd keep getting this feeling that
my little brother wasn't satisfied. There was a whole wide world to play in, and our garden by the
beach wasn't big enough . . . W'd creep on up Poppy at full noon tine. He had what he called his
' obeah house: it was just a wooden shack at the end of the garden, where nostly he'd sit on a old
rocker and tilt a jug. But sonetines he'd burn herbs, nmutter a spell or two, turnin a circle and
scan all around, to 'feel' what was going on in the world. And the next day we'd have chi cken for
dinner, 'cos he'd a used a bird in his practice. But if he'd catch us spying on him ny, how he'd
fly into a rage then! Cbi was sonething he didn't want us having nothing to do with! And he'd get
me on my own and say: ' You has a good aura. Robert, you is chocolate - which is to say, you's a
natural thing. As a forest is green, and a fish is silver, you is chocolate. Like a log is brown,
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and the sky's blue, and the sea's deep green down under, you is the colour of your soul, too. But

son, | tell you your brother is dark. And | mean darker than just his skin! But Arthur's young and
that can change - better had, too, else there's no good ending for him Except | knows |I won't be
here to ook out for him so | got to leave all that to you. You is his brother, after all.' And
that was me stuck with it. Not that | mnded nuch, not then . . . But cone the time A C. was
seventeen, | was a full-tine working man and didn't have a |ot of spare time for him Poppy was on
his very last legs; in fact, |I couldn't see howthe A d Boy was still hanging in there! And ny
brother. . . well, he be just a handful! There was this girl in trouble in Port de Paix (not that
that nmeant a hell of a lot, 'cos she had something of a reputation anyways), and A C. was snoking
a lot of the wong stuff. Al so, | suspected he was big in a gang on the wong side of the aw. And

you got to renenber, Harry, The Law out there in them days wasn't the sane as here in England! No
sir! Men was dying for their political beliefs, or just disappearing off the face of the earth,
whi ch amounted to nuch the same thing. But worse than these things, | also figured A .C. was doi ng
sonme obeah, or trying to do it, anyways. | spoke to Poppy'bout it, and he said, 'Son, it's what |
feared. The blood will out. Cbeah's in ny blood, and in you and your brother's blood, too. Except
I knows that if AL C gets it he'll use it wong. But | also knows that you is there to block him
So long as you is alive ny obeah's split two ways, between you and your brother. So wherever he
goes, whatever he does, be there to square it with the Powers That Be. | nean, the powers that
govern obi. Just be there, and Arthur won't have full command of his skills. But son, | feel | has
to tell you this . . . your brother is strong in obeah. | has known it for, oh, many a | ong year.
I reckon it's why | hangs on: 'cos | know he doesn't cone fully into his own till | is passed on .
." Now Harry, that's a night 1'Il renenber always, 'cos when | was leaving the Od Boy be in his
obeah house, | saw a shadow sneaki ng away al ong the garden, and that shadow was shaped |ike ny
brother . . . Well, Poppy died a few days later, all curled up like an old |l eaf and clutching his
belly as if he ate sonething that didn't agree. | had ny suspicions, but God, | couldn't see A C
doing that! | just couldn't. . .! A couple years went by, and Poppy was right: his obi cane down
to ne and AAC. But as | said before, | got alittle and ny brother got a lot - and all of what he
got, bad! A C. was nineteen and wanted by The Law. Not for any thing you could specify; mainly for
bei ng against the so-called '"authorities.' If they'd got himhe was a goner for sure, and A C
knew it. That al one was enough to turn himagainst any kind of genuine authority fromthat tine
on. He wanted to snuggle hinmself out of the country, and he had the contacts to do it. Al he
needed was papers, which weren't hard conme by to someone who could do a few favours, sone ob
tricks for folks, to get them And he got papers for ne, too. See, | minded nmy prom se to Poppy,
that 1 would go along with A. C. wherever he went, and watch hi mwhatever he did. He was ny little
brother, after all. So we cane to England. | suppose we was illegal immgrants, since our papers
were faked and all; anyway, they never did catch us. Luck - and obeah - were with us. And there's
a lot of island folk over here, you know? There's al ways soneone who be ready, willing, and able
to protect an obi man. | suppose | was | ooked after 'cos people liked nme, and A . C. 'cos . . 'cos
they feared him But trouble follows trouble, Harry, and here in UK, A C just couldn't keep his
nose out of it, same as back hone. Black gangs and what all, pilfering, drugs . . . he was just a
bad lot; he was into everything! | would a given up on himfor sure, but for ny prom se to Poppy.
And | knew that he'd be a lot worse if | wasn't there to keep a balance. But it seened ny.ob
bal anced his and kept himout of trouble. Wll, out of the worst kind of trouble, anyways.
"Ventually we fell apart. | had nme a job, a good one, too, and there was a girl. . . but never
mnd 'bout that. One night A C. cane around to ny place, and he'd had too nmuch to drink. Said he
wanted to talk. Wel |l you know how drunks ranmble. But there's ranbling and ranbling. My brother was
| ooking at me sort of strange and breathing slow and heavy. And you know, Necroscope, | couldn't
hel p but remenber that night when Poppy told nme about the bal ance between our obis, and how A C
Doyl e Jam eson woul dn't conme into his own while Poppy was still alive; and how even then there 'd
be ne to steer a path for him And | adnmit | thought: ' Well, looks like A C.'s about ready to
start steering his own path!' and | thought: 'This boy wants ny obi, too!' Anyways, | asked him
what was the trouble, and he told ne the | eader of another gang was after his skin. But A C. could
only catch a 'glinpse' of this boy every now and then. | nean, an obeah glinpse, you know? Like
when Poppy knew that a eneny was after hinP But this was serious stuff, and A.C. needed to know
this guy's every nove. But he couldn't, 'cos ny obeah was bl ocking his! And | had heard 'bout this
boy and knowed he was real bad stuff. Well, like a fool | told AC. I'd rein back onit, and | did
just that. | hadn't given ny obi hardly a thought since ny talk with Poppy, but now | concentrated
on clearing the way for A C. It weren't nothing physical, all inthe mnd. | just quit from giving
off obi. 1 figure you knows what |'mtal king 'bout, Necroscope, 'cos you be like that. But.
oh, | had bad dreans for a couple nights, '"til A C. cane to see ne again. And by then it's been
the tine of the full nmoon, obi time, and | has seen in the papers how this other guy is dead and
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all tore up. And here's ny brother, A C. Doyle Jam eson, on top of the world, not Iike when | |ast
saw him 'cept just like before | couldn't believe that of him not of ny brother. But just in

case, | lets nmy obi flowagain; | send it out of nme not just to guide but to counter Arthur! And
he knows / done it, o' course. How? 'Cos he picked up on.a eneny - nme! Well, a nonth went by ..
it was full nmoon tine again . . . and after that. . . | nmean it was then that. . . Harry, | was

out of it! But don't ask me to tell you 'bout it, 'cos | won't. Andyou already had it fromthe
others. And it's because you had it fromthemthat | knows it were Arthur. See, the way it
happened to themis how it happened to nme. Just exactly. So in the end | has to face up to it; but
like I always tells nmyself, AL C was ny brother, after all. . . "You will know, of course,' Harry
told R L. Stevenson Jamieson in a while, '"that the best your brother can expect is to be put away,
probably for the rest of his days? And | do nmean the very best he can expect.' And the worst? 'He
thinks he's a werewolf, R L., and to nmy way of thinking he won't be safe even behind bars or in a
padded cell! But the worst is death. If he puts up a fight. . . well, he just has to | ose. Because
if he doesn't, other people will. They'll lose their lives.' He sensed R L. 's nod. / suppose
knowed that, deep down inside. Sure | did, 'cos if |I hadn't, | wouldn't a come toyou. But |
figured if he got to go, best at your hands, Necroscope. '"Not if | can help it, RL.," Harry shook
his head. 'Not now |I've spoken to you. But if it cones down to it . . .' /'// understand, R L.
told him And Harry, if | can be of any help . . .? '"Wll, perhaps you can at that.' For out of
the blue, the Necroscope had an idea. And: 'How s your obi, R L.?" Eh? (And Harry could al nost see
the surprised expression on the other's face). Wiy, it be gone down into the earth with ne! 'On,
really?" For Harry knew it wasn't like that; he knew that whatever a man is or does in life, he'l
usually continue to be and do afterwards. Wy, it could well be that R L.'s obeah had hel ped keep
his brother's identity secret even anong the Great Majority! You think so? R L. obviously hadn't
given it any thought. OCh, ny! You means, | was still |ooking out for A C. even after he killed me?
"It could very well be," Harry told him 'In a way you' ve kept right on protecting him- or his
good nane, at least.' Huh! said R L. H's good name, indeed! 'Yours, then,' Harry answered. 'And
now, well, maybe you can protect nme, too.' Eh? How s that? (Astonishnent, this time!) Harry
explained, and R L. quickly got the picture. He was dead and his obi with him. . .+ or maybe not.
Through the Necroscope he could use it again, for the Necroscope! And in doing so deny its use to
his brother. 'But only if it conmes down to it,' Harry told him -And in the next nmonment gave a
massive start! There in the deep bl ack shadows of the alley, he had been so caught up in his
conversation with the dead man that he'd failed to hear the pad of soft, furtive footfalls as they
approached him Too |late he had heard them- at the sane tine as a hand canme down on his shoul der
"Harry?' Trevor Jordan said, as the Necroscope gasped and lurched away fromhim 'Did | startle

you?' ‘'Jesus Christ!' Harry whispered, falling back against the wall. Trevor . . . Trevor, what do
you think you're doing!?" '"Wiat | was told to do,' the other answered with a shrug and | ooked
perplexed. 'I'mkeeping a low profile, what else? VI AND ONE OTHER Freed of his conversation with

R L., Harry's nmind became a possible target again, as did the telepath Trevor Jordan's. For of
course he, too, was an eneny of A C. Doyl e Jam eson. The extra-sensory presence of both of them
was too nuch; their conbined esp-auras - undetectable to the great mass of nundane mankind -

radi ated out fromtheminto the rainy night in every direction. One direction would have been nore
than sufficient: that of the garage across the road. There cane ... an intrusion! Wich the
Necroscope felt at once. But instead of avoiding it or flinching fromit, he answered back and
tried to get into the mind that was getting into his. Trevor Jordan felt it, too, the blunt
groping of a strange and strangely gifted mnd, and said: 'Wa-?" But Harry held up a hand to
still Jordan's inquiry, husking, '"Listen in if you want, but be sure not to open your mnd to it
for now 1'll let you know when.' And: Huh? The intruder grunted like a pig in Harry's mnd, no

| onger a nmere whisperer but a sentience surprised that the Necroscope had recogni zed his presence
and was reacting to it, but not in the way that the intruder had anticipated. Then, because he
knew he'd been discovered: You . . . again! There could be no nistaking the phlegny, threatening
quality of that voice, or the megal omani ac 'superiority' of its owner. Any other man but a

tel epath born - and a practised one, who had conme into contact with deranged m nds such as this
before - nmust surely recoil fromthe stench, the nental slinme of it, Iike a poison seeping in his
mnd. Atelepath, yes ... or the Necroscope Harry Keogh. For he had spoken with vanpires, and not
all of them dead ones. By conparison -and strictly by conparison - this mnd was al nost sweet. But
as for the rest of it, the actual contact: In fact, this mnd-to-mnd contact with a living person
wasn't unlike speaking to the dead. Except Harry wasn't a true telepath; he couldn't 'send', but
only receive inconmng infornmation; any answers he might originate would only be 'heard' by virtue
of the other's telepathy - which in this case anounted to the same thing. And this time the other -
none other but A C. Doyle Janmieson - had indeed heard the Necroscope's thoughts. But they were
scarcely the thoughts of a frightened man, and definitely not those of one who doubted his own
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sanity! And: Who are you? (There was anger in that voice now, and perhaps sonething of uncertainty

if not downright fear.) What are you? Wat the fuck . . . are . . . you!? 'I'mthe end of the
road, Arthur,' Harry told him 'I'ma big dose of your own brand of obeah bouncing right back at
you. I'ma silver bullet heading for your heart. I'mthe justice of all the lives you' ve taken

hel d back way too | ong, pent up, and now about to burst out and enact itself on you!' But in
Harry's metaphysical mind, irrepressible if not deliberately expressed, there was one other
thought: And I'mthe one they call the Necroscope. A C. got all of it, but especially the |ast

bit. And even though he didn't know what a Necroscope was, it sounded threatening and he didn't
like it. Huh? Necroscope? (The 'scope' ending had stuck in his mnd; finally made sense to him

al beit nmistakenly). 'Scope': a spy! A police spy? Araid? Oh, really? A C. was trying to sneer but
in fact he was pani cking now, and far nore dangerous for it! Finally he broke and snarled: Well
fuck your ass, bro! Hi s presence vani shed abruptly fromHarry's nind. The seconds ticked by. Then
Down the street at the other end of the garage, the overhead door began clattering up on itself,
its long nmetal |eaves concertinaing into the housing. It was easily sixty yards away, but in the
qui et of the midnight street, even at that distance Harry and Trevor Jordan coul d hear hoarse,
angry shouting. And as the darkness was suddenly sl ashed by headl i ght beans, a veritable convoy of
vehi cl es cane roaring dowmn the exit ranp, one after the other onto the road. White and bl ue sparks
lit the night where wings hit the walls of the ranp and chassis jarred down onto the shining
tarmac as the cars and vans turned viciously, squeal-ingly into the road, sone heading in the one
direction and others comng Harry's way. He and Jordan ducked down, shrank against the wall of the
all ey, watched two cars and a van how by, their drivers pal e-faced where they crouched over their
steering wheels. 'Like a pack of rats deserting a sinking shit!' Jordan said in Harry's ear

A ancing at him Harry saw that his eyes were narrowed to slits and his face creased in
concentration. 'But the shit who ordered themout of there is still inside!" "Wat? Harry
frowned. 'You're in contact with hin? But | asked you to stay out of it! We're not sure what we're
dealing with here.' '"W're dealing with one powerful telepath, that much I'lIl grant you,' Jordan
answered. 'Also a frightened one. Sonmething is interfering with his talent. He's trying to |locate
you agai n but sonething is getting in his way. Not me or you but - oh, | don't know - sonething

el se. And anyway, | didn't deliberately ignore your warning, Harry. But with a talent as strong as
this one . . . he's hard to avoid.' 'R L. Stevenson,' Harry offered a grimnod. That's what's
bothering himnost: his brother's obeah. | can alnost feel it flowi ng through nme!' Wich nade
little or no sense to Jordan; he couldn't get the nmeaning of it because he was busy not reading
the Necroscope's mnd. But at that precise nmonent the intruder had chosen to return, and he was

reading it. And: What. . .'.? (He issued a disbelieving croak). R L.? But. . . he's dead! Listen

you white fuck, whatever you are: ny brother is dead! Did you get that? He's dead! / know 'cos |

killed him For that nmatter, so are you dead, or good as . . . and the two you got out there with
you! Two? And Harry wondered: What? Can he feel R L. too? Not just his obeah but. . . R L.

hi msel f? Who you trying to shit, Fuckscope? There ain't no 'feeling’ RL. 'cos RL. 's dead! |
mean your two friends out there! Enemes, all three of you - but only three of you. So cone and

get it, if you got the guts. | nean, three against one . . . what are you waiting for? But
renenber this: | got the noon on ny side! H's fading nental |aughter was |like the barking of a
wild dog. 'He's not scared any nore,' Jordan hissed. 'He's just nad-angry - and mad as a hatter
too, of coursel' 'He's picked up three enenmies, but there are only the two of us,' Harry was
puzzled. 'If he's also reading RL.'s talent, that nakes himsonething of a Necroscope in his own
right!' 'Whatever he is, he craves blood . . . nanely, yours!' Jordan answered. 'But also mine, if
I"ve read himright! W should stop this right here and now and call in the law.' Cowardly

bastards! the thing in Harry's head roared. Fuck you, then. W fight another day! And Harry got a
vivid nental picture of the intruder inside the garage, naking for his vehicle. But the Necroscope
had been chal | enged; worse, he'd been scorned, called a coward. And deep inside there was stil
this feeling that he wasn't at risk. Not the Harry Keogh he'd used to be, anyway. Meanwhile,
Jordan had | ocked on again, deliberately this time, and said: There's nore than just himin there.

He has a friend with him O ... friends? 'Skippy,' Harry answered, junping to the wong
conclusion, or one that was only half-right. They're both in there. And if they get away this
time, who knows when we'll be able to bring themto book.' Jordan saw what was com ng next, and
said, 'Harry, |..." "Are you com ng? The Necroscope held out his arns. Jordan backed off. ' Your
way? Not |ikely! I've seen inside your head, Harry. | know a little of what your Mobius Continuum
is likel 1'll go over the wall.' Allowing no time for argunment, he left the cover of the alley and
made to run across the road, only pausing to turn and toss sonething back. It glinted bl ued-steel
Harry caught it: a 9mm Browning. 'Since you'll be there first,' Jordan quietly called, 'you may
need it.' Reaching the wall, he |ooked back . . . and saw that he was right, Harry was no | onger

there- -But he was inside the garage. And A.C. Doyl e Jam eson knew it! The madman's astoni shnent
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was like triple exclamation nmarks in the Necroscope's nmind, followed by a ripple of terror, and a
barrage of inwardly-directed questions: What? Were? How? Who? . . . and finally a renewed flaring
of anger. His was a mnd full of nobon and rmurder. And Harry was his target for tonight. There cane
silence, physical and nental. . . Soneone switched the lights off; Harry heard the switches trip
And now there was darkness. Only one snall electric bulb, fifty or so feet away in the mddle of a
massi ve concrete ceiling, gave any light at all. And it cast shadows. Moving shadows! Harry saw or
sensed novenent... a netal object clattered as someone stunbled over it or kicked it aside. That
was to the left. But to the right: a slithering of shadows, just a flicker but enough to bring the
short hairs at the back of Harry's neck erect like a cat's brush. His eyes flickered this way and
that, gl anced upwards. Overhead, a system of gantries supported rails and a notorized cabin and

crane; heavy chains were still swinging a little on their pulleys. O nmaybe they'd only just been
set swinging? A. C. and Skippy . . . and who el se? Harry renenbered what Trevor Jordan had said
only a nonment ago: 'He has a friend with him... or friends? Well, great! But how many of then?

Jordan was right: Skippy didn't have to be the only one. Three! said a voice fromthe blue, or
rather fromthe netaphysical darkness behind the Necroscope's eyes. And he at once knew its owner
for RL. Stevenson Jam eson. Three enenies. But whose enemes is harder to say! Two of themis

agai nst you, for sure. As for the third . . . Harry sensed the dead nan's shrug. 'R L.,"' Harry

whi spered, 'you'd best be using your obi to danp down your brother's. | nean, you should save your
efforts for that. Don't waste themtalking to me.' You is there to put things right, Necroscope,
and I'lIl do whatever | can to help you, RL. told him Don't you be worrying 'bout my obi. It is

wor ki ng, believe me. And | just read in your mind ny own brother boasting how he killed ne! So |
won't be holding you to no prom ses, Harry. Don't be holding off for my sake. You go get that son
of a. . . Harry's eyes were now nore accustoned to the gl oomof the place. The shells of cars |ay
in various stages of repair, conversion, and reconstruction, in twin rows of bays equipped with

i nspection pits, overhead hoists, and various hand tools. Jacks and ot her wheel ed nachi nes stood
abandoned in the central aisle, and chains dangl ed everywhere. The garage had been evacuated in a
hurry and was now a mantrap. Even to someone well acquainted with the |ayout, any abrupt or hasty
nmotion coul d prove dangerous to say the least. Harry was shi el ded by one of the massive stee
stanchi ons supporting the high ceiling; he was |ocated just inside a repair bay, where he'd

st epped out of the Mobius Conti nuum Sonme forty or so feet to his left, the warehouse doors that

he knew opened on the mai ntenance yard . . . had been closed! By now Jordan woul d be stranded on
the other side of them and that nmeant that Harry was on his own. And he knew that even if he took
the Mobius route into the yard, still the telepath wasn't going to let hinmself be transported that

way. But in any case what good would it do to get Jordan inside? None: it would only place himin
greater danger. O course, Harry could sinply wash his hands of the whole nmess and take hinself
out of here. But that wasn't his way. And the trouble was that here in the dark and the danger, he
was starting to feel nore nearly hinself; he was nore surely aware of the jeopardy in which he had

pl aced hinmself, the Harry Keogh mind if not the original body. But what the hell, it was all the
same - wasn't it? It had now been brought forcefully home to himthat this was him And he really
was on his own . . . Not necessarily, Necroscope, said the near-distant voice of Ceorge Jakes,

causing himto start a little. Harry, use the - what, Mbius Continuun? Jakes was excited,
uncertain of what he'd 'heard'" Harry thinking. By all neans use it, but not just to cut and run
You need real back-up, Harry, and it just might be that |'ve got the answer. Then, quickly
(indeed, as quickly as that), he outlined his plan. And because Ceorge Jakes was a dead man, whom
only the Necroscope could hear and speak to, no other prying, intruding mnd was privy to it.
Harry listened, |iked what he heard, acted upon it. The idea of placing an ally Iike Jordan in

j eopardy had been sufficient to give himpause, true, but Harry was no fool; he knew he coul d use
George Jakes without worrying about the consequences. And this way he woul d be keeping his prom se
both to R L. Stevenson and to the teening dead in general. He nade a Mbius junp to the police
mortuary in Fulham and in a matter of seconds returned to the East End garage. But coni ng back

he wasn't alone . . . / got him R L. was triunphant, his incorporeal voice greeting the
Necr oscope even as he stepped fromhis door. You was right, Harry. My obeah has conme back to ne,
drawn back through you. It gives ne strength and depletes A.C. He'll have a hard tinme finding you

now. The bal ance is nmintained; you is equals. At least as long as 1 can hold him 'M thanks,

R L.," Harry whispered; but in the enpty, echoing garage his words were plainly audible! Al nost

i medi ately, there were furtive novenments both left and right. . . and overhead? Harry wasn't much
di sturbed by the movenent on the right, which wasn't so nuch furtive as deliberate, purposeful. He
knew t he sounds he heard were the shuffling scrape of CGeorge Jakes's feet where he headed off

al one on his m ssion of vengeance. But Jakes's shape and shadow were grotesque things, nade even
nore grotesque by the glow ng nucleus of the single dimlight bulb, which silhouetted his |unpish
figure in a pale aura, and cast his |long freaki sh shadow on the angul ar nmachi nery and dangli ng
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festoons of chains Iike that of some nightmarish spider on its web. But the novenent to the left?
The door to the maintenance yard was that way. Had Trevor Jordan sonehow managed to force an
entry, or was sonmeone waiting for himto do so there in the darkness? Harry conjured a Mbius door
and junped to the warehouse doors. Standing in the near-absol ute darkness, scarcely breathing, he
could hear nothing inside. But outside: Harry? It was Jordan's tel epathic whisper, the result of a
gigantic effort on the part of the telepath. Can you . . . let ne in? No, Harry thought his
denial. Just stay in touch with ne. Then, if anything happens, get the hell away from here and
call the police! You ve got it, and he sensed the relief in Jordan's mind. But they had al so given
thensel ves, and their situation, away! Hey, you. Fuckscope! (In his mnd, Harry saw a hul ki ng,
menaci ng outline noving in the nmechanical |abyrinth of the garage). / know where you are,

shithead. You're |ocked in and one other nother's |ocked out. And |I'm coming for you, Fuckscope!
The mani ac bayed |i ke a hound, but all in silence. Trevor, did you get that?' Harry spoke out | oud
through a knothole in a wicket gate set in the main door. 'Can you pinpoint hin?' 'Yes,' Jordan's
anxi ous whi sper cane back. 'He's down in the basenment where they keep their personal vehicles. But
he's noving in your direction. He is comng for you, Harry!' Yes, but A C. isn't a Necroscope,
(Harry kept that thought to hinself). And he hasn't got the foggi est idea what's comng for hin
Nei t her had Jordan known it until he saw it in Harry's mnd, and then he recoiled as if slapped in
the face! However, Harry went on, if A C Doyle knows where | am then it's probably a good idea
not to be here. Going on foot this time, using the repair bays as cover, he made his way back
along the central aisle into the heart of the garage. But hal f-way back to the single source of

electric light. . . suddenly it was snuffed! There came the soft tinkle of fragile glass breaking.
Harry froze. \Woever had snmashed the light, it wouldn't be George Jakes. Because light or dark it
woul d nake no difference to him Jakes was governed by ... whatever he was governed by! Love of

the Necroscope, mainly; or Harry's power over the dead, whichever way one chose to think of it.
So, it could only have been A.C. or Skippy - or one other? One other, Jordan told him But | can't

read him. . . or her! This one has a funny mnd. |'ve nmet the Iike before. You can't scan them
any too easily. They sort of deflect tel epathic probes. Like mndsnmog, you know? | don't think
it's a conscious thing, but- I get the idea, Harry cut himoff, and nmade to rel ease the safety on

his 9nm Browni ng. But even as he did so, chains rattled alnost directly overhead! The Necroscope's
gaze jerked upwards. He saw eyes glaring down on himfromthe gl oomof the gantry wal kway. And
sliding down the greasy chains, a lithe, black-clad nmale figure kicked the gun from his hand, not
only disarnming himbut nunbing his armat the sane time. Shocked, caught conpletely off guard,
Harry's thoughts flew in every direction. Funbling, he nade to conjure a Mbius door, tripped and
went spraw i ng over an open box of tools into a pile of fresh swarf. He felt a leg of his trousers
rip, felt his hands sliced as he scranbled to untangle hinself. But suddenly the black-clad figure
was standing over him eyes burning in a black stocking-mask, and a dark gash grimacing where the
nmout h woul d be. Then the nouth forned words, and snarled: 'Just one nore notherfucking copper who
won't come snooping anynore!' A Geordie voice - Skippy - and the Necroscope could picture the
withing of the scorpion tattoo on his wist as he drew back his armfor the killing stroke; but
no need to imagine his weapon. Harry could see that well enough: the long ugly curve of a silver-
glinting machete! The bl ade went up, comenced its arcing sweep forward and down- -And sonething
struck out of the darkness, making first a vibrating thrum then the vicious whuuup sound of cleft
air! But it didn't cleave the Necroscope. The machete flew out of Skippy's hand; his black

sil houette was straightened forcefully fromits killing, feet-apart stance, jerked upright and
tossed back like a carelessly discarded puppet. He tugged at sonething sticking out of his chest,
coughed a spray of black that Harry knew nmust be red, and went down into darkness without another
sound. And stayed down. A shadow noved sinuously close by. Harry heard a straining sound -Iike
sonet hi ng being stretched under pressure - and the sharp click as a catch engaged. And being no
stranger to crossbows, he knew what had hit Skippy. A nonent later: The bright beam of a pocket
torch shone directly into his eyes. He was still tangled in cutting swarf, and dripped bl ood where
he put up a hand to shield his eyes. But before the Iight snapped off he saw the Browning lying in
the swarf and reached for it. This time, before freeing hinself, he prepared the gun for firing.
As he did so, he saw the shadow - a fenal e shape, surely? and one that he'd seen before? but he

couldn't be sure because his eyes were still dazzled - slipping away along the central aisle.
Think straight, can't you! Trevor Jordan snapped in his mnd. And as Harry finally got to his
feet, in a softer, nmore anxious tone: How bad is it? Are you okay? I'll live, the Necroscope

answer ed, hopi ng Jordan woul d hear him But things are getting nasty now and | can't rightly say
what's goi ng on. Get back over the wall and call for backup. Let's have the police in on it. HQ

has been tracking us, Jordan answered. / called for back-up the noment you . . . what, went into
shock? | thought it was all over for you, Harry! No, not quite, not yet, Harry answered. Now for
Christ's sake leave nme be! | need to concentrate. And as Jordan cleared the telepathic ether, so
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Harry took over. He spoke to R L. Stevenson Janmieson: R L.? | hope you ve got your obi going full

blast. A.C. 's going to be pretty mad when he finds out he's |lost a bosompal! 'Fraid not,
Necroscope, R L. canme back at once. You is on your own. My obi maintains the balance, that's all.
But now the balance is all in your favour! And in case you is interested, | wants you to know we
just wel coned a stranger into the ranks of the Geat Majority. O we wll, eventually, when he

quits fussing and screaming, and if he be worth it. Skippy? (Harry scow ed, and knew that R L.
woul d feel the depth of his loathing, the way he shuddered in his soul). Well, he isn't worth it!
But in the nonent of speaking, Harry sensed that the shuddering wasn't his alone. The intruder
A. C. Doyl e Jami eson, was back. Except now he was whinpering |li ke a whi pped dog where he crouched
in Harry's metaphysical mnd - alnost as if he were trying to hide there! Get out of there, A C
Harry quietly, coldly told him / don't want to share your pain with you when finally you die! Let
me show you somnet hi ng, Fuckscope. The other's terror was transforned on the instant, replaced by
rage and madness. Now he no | onger panted his fear but his hatred and bl oodl ust. Let ne show you
how it was for the rest of those bastards who tried to bring the werewolf to heel! But before he

coul d begin: No! the Necroscope refused himpoint-blank. 1've already seen howit was, A C. | know
exactly howit was. So instead, 1'd like to show you sonething: (A nental picture of Skippy,
transfixed by a crosshow bolt, stopped dead - literally - in his tracks, and sprawmed in the

bl oody swarf where he'd fallen). But because that didn't seem enough: Harry opened up his
met aphysical mnd to display all the unknown depths, the gauntly yawni ng vacuum the absol ute

ot herness of the endl ess Mbius Conti nuum A C. saw how Harry was a part of it, linked to it, and
finally sensed the preternatural chill of The Great Unknown creeping in his bones. Then, as the
psychic ether slowy cleared: Wll? The Necroscope was very quiet now. And are you still com ng

for me, Arthur? The answer was a how - but one of anguish, of a diseased nentality frustrated to
the breaking point - that reverberated in the darkness of the garage and went echoing off into a

t hrobbi ng silence. No, A.C. wasn't coning for him A C was running! From somewhere bel ow cane
the cough of a nmotor revved into tortured life, the screamof its abused engine, and Harry
supposed that A C. was headi ng out of here. There was only one way out, down the old car-park ramp
and through the barrier. But if the barrier were | owered? Harry judged the co-ordi nates and made a
hasty junp to the garage entrance, just inside the retractable doors. To his left he saw the dark
tunnel of a two-lane down-ranp to the basenent; down there, headlight beans swerved erratically,
tyres shrieked their shrill protest as the revving roar canme closer. Hurriedly, Harry scanned the
wall s on both sides of the exit for the button controlling the overhead door, to no avail. And it
was too late to cover the thirty or so feet to the barrier's tiny control shack, switch on and

| oner the boom A .C.'s vehicle was already roaring up the ranp fromthe basenent! But: Don't sweat
it, Necroscope, said George Jakes's incorporeal voice in his head. Didn't you hear the bugle
soundi ng the charge? The cavalry's right here, Harry! Harry | ooked, and he saw, and even the
Necroscope hinself scarcely believed what he was seeing. But conversation with the dead often
conveys nore than is actually said, and Jakes showed himthe whole picture in the tine it took for
the battered van to nake it up the ranp; or rather, he showed himthe picture as it had been just
a mnute or so ago: A C Doyle Jam eson, tall, burly, decked out in his wolf-msk and wearing his
gl ove weapon, lurching like a drunkard in the darkness of the basenent, spew ng obscenities |ike
the madman he was as he nade for his van. The vehicle was parked with its driver's door to the
wal I ; A. C. yanked open the front-seat passenger's door and hurled hinself headfirst inside the
cab. But before he could reach the controls the notor coughed into |ifel Soneone was in the
driver's seat, hunched over the steering wheel, andA.C. knew it could only be one of his enem es!
So why hadn't he been able to read hin? The answer was obvi ous, but of course A. C. couldn't know
it: that only the Necroscope, Harry Keogh, can read anything of the dead! The cab rocked as the
van drew out into the central aisle and the driver gunned the notor, heading for the di msquare of
light that marked the exit ranp. Then the headlights blazed on and illum nated a figure standing
dead ahead, a female figure with her armand hand rai sed and pointing -or ainming - directly at the
cab! This was a concerted attack; they were acting in perfect co-ordination, all of A C Doyle's
eneni es together! He yel ped, ducked, turned and struck with his honed steel claw all in one
nmovenment - struck at the face of the man at the wheel. And the face unzipped itself |ike a banana,
its flesh flopping down in strips, then turned to grin at himwith scarlet guns and reddened teeth
and wet, pus-dripping eyes! A C. would have screaned then, but could only go 'Urgh, urgh, urghhh!
as the Thing beside himlay back its grotesque head and gurgled: 'Ownwoooow, wolfman! |fs silver
bullet time!" But in fact it was crossbowbolt tine: a bolt that came smashing through the

wi ndscreen and nailed A. C. 's shoulder to the padding of the seat, where its head jammed in the
al um ni um back-plate . . . Al of this fromJakes's mnd as the van reached the top of the ranp
and bounded onto the ground-floor level, and turned left, not right, to go revving up the skeleta
ranmp to the next floor, and the next, and the one after that. Al the way to the top. And Harry
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seeing it through Jakes's dead eyes, but hearing it with his own ears even over the thunder of the
van's engine: A C. Doyle's shrill, agonized, maniacal screanming, as it finally dawned on hi mthat
a man he'd killed was about to kill him And: Cheers, Necroscope! Jakes crowed in Harry's

met aphysi cal mind, and he ained the vehicle at the parapet wall six storeys up. Thanks for having
me in on this. This is for JimBanks and Derek Stevens, but mainly if s for ne. The tank of this
bucket is full, and | always wanted to go out this way: in a blaze of glory! Oh and by the way,
here's the face of the ugly fuck who caused all of this: And he reached over with a dead hand to
rip AC.'s wol f-mask right off his head. Wich was at the sane tine as the van hit the wall and
went through it in a crunbling of rotten nortar and battered concrete, and a shrieking of tw sted
metal . Harry staggered back against the wall in the entrance to the" garage, flopped there with
his jaw hangi ng slack, |ooking at A C. |ooking at George Jakes. At the nmad, black, screaning face;
the claw hand held up to ward off the very sight of the dead nman; dreadl ocks flying in the

nm dni ght wind as the van's door was shorn fromits hinges. The mad eyes al nbst bursting fromtheir
sockets; the thick, foaming lips; the torso beginning to float in free-fall, but pinned to the
backrest by the crossbow bolt whose flight stuck out fromA C.'s shoulder. Let's talk again some
time, Necroscope, said Jakes. But right now | just want to savour the warnth . . . Harry shook
hinself, had tinme to straighten up and | ook out into the street. . . where even now sonet hi ng was
crashing down in the centre of the road. And Jakes was right: the van's tank nust have been ful

to brinmng. Under a sky clearing of clouds, in which a bloated noon lit the wet-shining streets
of London, A.C.'s van hit like a bonb, nose first, went off Iike a clap of thunder and bl otted out

the night with the abrupt brilliance of his funeral pyre. And of George Jakes's. Wich was the way
one of them had wanted it, at least . . . Harry shook hinmself again. Hs nunb mnd cleared, and he
heard . . . police sirens? O course, and they'd be here in just a few nm nutes. Harry, are you

okay? (It was Trevor Jordan, but faint now that the pressure was off). Yes, Harry answered. Are
you out of it? Well out of it, Jordan answered, with a mental sigh. See you later, Harry told him
noddi ng. But right now. . . there was sonething he had to do, had to know. He had seen the gir
out si de the garage. Then he'd seen her inside (but couldn't be sure), when she'd saved his life.
And he'd seen her a third tine, in Jakes's dead m nd, so that finally he was sure! Now he wanted
to see her again, find out who she was, why she was here. Jakes had pictured her at the far end of
the basenment. To the Necroscope's know edge there was no exit down there, and he knew that the

mai nt enance yard doors on this level were | ocked. She had got in through those doors but couldn't
get out that way. Wiich left only one escape route. She had to cone this way. And she did. She
came panting, alert, aware of the growi ng clanour of the sirens. But Harry was waiting for her

wel |l inside the garage, at the |anding where the down-ranp nmet the ground floor. She canme up the
ranp at the run, still carrying her 'shopping bag.' The Necroscope knew what was in it: her

crosshow. She'd shot two bolts to deadly effect and was probably out of anmunition, else she'd be
hol di ng the weapon. But he still had the Browning. And he'd found the main switch for the lights,

set back in a recess in the wall at the top of the ranp. As the girl drew level he threw the
switch, stepped into view She gave a small cry of surprise, skidded to a halt and blinked in the

suddenly bright light. "Wo . . .? Wat. . .?" "Don't be scared,’ Harry told her. "It's all over.
I just wanted to thank you - for ny life.' "Ch, it's you,' she said, and breathed her relief.
"lI... didn't know which one of you to shoot! | was . . . just lucky, | suppose.' her dialect was a

di stinctive, husky, even sexy Edi nburghian brogue that Harry vaguely recalled and recogni zed from
early chil dhood days in Scotland, and fromlater visits. 'Me too,' he grinned, however wyly.
"Very lucky!' And for the first time he felt the stiffness of his drying blood sticking his torn
trousers to his legs. 'But the one in the stocking-mask,' she continued, '"well, he | ooked the nost
likely target.' She licked her |ips nervously and glanced this way and that, obviously seeking a
way out. She had seen the gun in his hand. 'And the man in the van?' Harry was intent now, staring
at her. 'The passenger? | nean, why didn't you shoot the driver? It would have nade no difference

but he wanted to know anyway. Her eyes went this way and that. 'l ... | saw what | ooked like a big
dog or wolf, sitting in the van, but it was a man in a mask. He attacked the driver, tore at him
And I... I-" "-YOU fired at the one who | ooked the npost dangerous,' Harry nodded. 'So ... were you

hunting them or what?' He stepped closer to her but she didn't shrink away. Qut in the night the
sound of the sirens had grown very |loud, and he could feel the girl's urgency radiating from her.
"Just one o' them' she replied, her brogue thickening as her anxiety increased. And now she noved

closer to Harry. 'Are ye the police? The way she said police it sounded like '"polis." 'No,' the
Necr oscope shook his head, and at the sanme tinme made up his mind about something. This girl should
answer questions - to the lawif not to him- but she had saved his life after all. 'I was hunting
them too.'" "Well, and we got them did we no? But now, |'ve to go . ' She nmade to brush by
him and cars skidded to a screeching halt inmmedi ately outside the garage, where orange flanes lit
up the night and bl ack snoke roiled for the noon. Tell ne one thing and I'll help you,' he gripped
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her arm and she | ooked at his hand where he held her. 'I pronmise, I'Il get you out of this.'
"Better make it fast, then,' she gasped, as running footsteps clattered on the entrance ranp. 'Wy
were you hunting hin?' "Wy were you?' She was drawi ng back fromhim and she was surprisingly
strong. They nurdered friends of mne.' 'And they placed good friends o' mine in ... in jeopardy.
But I'"'mafraid ye're too late to get us out o' here!' Harry reached back, threw the nmaster swtch,
and the entire garage was bl ack as night. Then he conjured a Mbius door, and swept the girl
through it. And: Were to? he asked. Her thoughts were |ike a vastly gonging, cracked and echoi ng
bell: WHAT? . . . WHAT? . . . WHAT? Shhh! Harry told her. Just cling to me, and tell ne where hone
is. Wiere do you want to go? She clung to him just as tightly as she could! And: 'Anywhere out o
here!' she whi spered hoarsely, a whisper that rang like a shout in the prinmal enptiness of the
Mobi us Continuum He went to a place he knew, exited fromthe Continuum and held her upright

until she felt the solid ground under her feet and stopped trenbling. Then, gradually opening her
eyes . . . she reeled for a monment, and abruptly sat down- -On the rain-slick cobbles of the alley
just across the road fromthe garage. But the rain was finished now, and a nmist swrled ankl e-deep
like a river of white-glowing mlk all along the alley, lapping into recessed doorways and
swirling fromthe Necroscope's sudden resurgence. Harry didn't want to answer any nore questions
right now, but |later he m ght have sone for her. "Now |I've to go,' he told her in her own brogue

"How can | find you again? | nean, if | wanted to. O if you. . . wanted ne to?' He held out a
hand, helped her to her feet. 'I... | just dinna believe what happened then!' she gasped. 'I
really dinna believe it!' Her hands fluttered up and down the |l ength of her thighs, brushed water
fromthe wet seat of her trousers. 'I've really got to go,' Harry told her, moving off along the

alley away froma street that flared red and orange in the roaring firelight. 'B.J.'s,' she
breathed. 'Find ne at B.J.'s.' 'Ch?' He | ooked back fromthe dark threshold of a recessed

war ehouse back entrance and cocked his head questioningly. "A wine bar - | nean, nmah wine bar - in
Edi nburgh.' Her nouth was hangi ng open, and her words came out soft as breath. But Harry had had
enough of initials, A°C.s and R L.s, and B.J.s included. 'So what does it stand for? B.J., |

mean?' 'Eh?'" Her nmouth was still open, and | ooked delicious. 'Ch, mah initials? Bonnie Jean,' she
said. The nane rang a bell. Harry renenbered an old nusical he'd seen on the TV in his flat at
Hartl epool - how I ong ago? Now he recalled the title, and the words of a certain song: Go home, go
hone, go home with Bonnie Jean. Go hone, go hone- -II1IlI1'Il... go hone with Bonnie Jean. Wil
maybe ... but not tonight, Bonnie Jean. 'Just like in Brigadoon!' he said. 116 She obviously

under st ood hi s meani ng. For now, accepting the weirdness of things, she closed her mouth, sniled
however wonder-ingly, and said, 'Aye, nah brave | addie, exactly like in Brigadoon. And your nanme .
.?" But then, nonentarily distracted when a police vehicle with blaring sirens went screeching
past the nmouth of the alley, she | ooked back over her shoulder. And B.J. 's question hung
unanswered on the danp night air, for when next she turned to Harry ... all that remained of him
was a swirl of mist, collapsing |like an exorcised ghost on the spot where he'd been standing
Harry made brief stops in several |ocations - graveyards, all of them-to report the results of
the night's adventure. The principal details were already known, however, mainly through the
efforts of one R L. Stevenson Jam eson. Before returning to E-Branch H Q, Harry spoke to R L.
hinself, and said: 'Well, a proven principle is shown to be working still. | nean, what you did in
life you'll continue to do in death. And in so doing, you'll earn the gratitude of all the teem ng
dead. No need to worry about your nane being cursed now, R L.' You tal king 'bout ny obi,
Necroscope? Harry nodded. 'You know | am For in life, you took care of your brother as best you
could - you kept the balance. Now in death you'll go right on doing it." It don't take no effort,
Harry, R L. told him Its a natural thing. 'Specially nowthat I'min touch with Poppy again! See,
| didn't like to bother himwith all this before. But now we is all together, so to speak- Again
Harry's nod. 'No shame attaches to you or your Poppy, R L. And like | said, the dead will always
be grateful to you for keeping A.C. in his place. Wiat | nean is, when the teeming dead talk to
each other it's voluntary; they don't need to feel anything like A C. creeping in their mninds!'
Ch, A.C. be no trouble now, Harry. The werewolf s gone for good. No nore how ing, just the whinper
of a cold, lost little puppy. But he'll be okay, once he learns he's safe in the dark and the
qui et. And: 'Fair enough,' the Necroscope answered. 'Let's leave it at that, then . . .' PART TWD
SEARCHI NG FOR BRENDA, AND FOR HI MSELF Despite his several duty stops, still Harry beat Trevor
Jordan back to E-Branch H Q He found the place just as the tel epath had advised: My activated
under Darcy O arke and ready at a nonment's notice to back himto the hilt ... psychically if not
physically. In the event, and with the assistance of newfound friends, he hadn't needed extra
hel p; also, and right fromthe begi nning, he had asked Darcy to keep out of it. Be that as it may,
the Head of Branch had been ready, willing and able, and it said a lot for the value the espers
pl aced on Harry. Eventually the Necroscope was able to conplete his report, and in the wee snall
hours he sat alone with Darcy in the latter's office. Wth his duties behind him Harry at [ ast
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found tinme to inquire after Brenda and his infant son. Not that his concern was any less than it
shoul d be, or his attitude in any way casual, but he knew that wherever his wife and child were,
it was unlikely that they would come to any harm For all that Harry Jr was a babe in arns, he'd
al ready displayed his ability to protect his nother fromeven the nost dire threat, and Harry Sr
knew t hat what ever nundane things the infant wasn't capable of doing for hinself, Brenda - or the
Geat Majority - would do for him And in answer to his, "Anything . . .?" 'Nothing,' Darcy shook
his head worriedly. 'Not a thing. Every man who wasn't on your case has been on the | ookout for
Brenda and the baby. They've all drawn bl anks. Precogs, tel epaths, hunchnen, |ocators: a dead end
if you'll forgive that expression. Wen Brenda first cane here, it was Harry Jr who brought her
we have to assune he's taken her away again. Wiy, and where to ... is anybody's guess. O course
we shall go on searching for them but right now..." H's shoulders slunped a little. 'I'"msorry,
Harry. You've done so nuch, given so nuch of your tine and energy for us, and we don't seem abl e
to do a thing for you.' "Wich neans |I'll have to do it for nyself,' Harry answered, but w thout
bitterness. 'Darcy, you nust have known from square one that the main reason | let you talk me
into staying here was for Brenda? You had all the contacts, and | hoped the people you brought in
woul d be able to do sonething for her. |I knew she'd be safe here if there were any aftershocks
fromthe work I'd been doing. But that's all over now.' Darcy saw what was comi ng. 'You're noving
out?' 'Lock, stock and barrel. E-Branch isn't for ne, Darcy. | was always a loner, and that's the
way | have to be. And after all - and as you' ve often enough said yourself - do | really want to
spend ny life slopping out mental sewers? | just can't see nyself at the beck and call of the
police, their "pet psychic" who they can call on to solve every grubby little nmurder in the book
Ch, | knowit wouldn't be like that, but it would be sonething like that, and it isn't what |'m

cut out for. So, it looks like it's come sooner than either one of us expected. |'m noving out,
yes.' "Wen?' 'l don't have any ties here. | nean, |I'mnot bosom buddies with any of the people
here, or anything like that. |I have friends here, yes ... | hope you're all ny friends. But no one
I have to say goodbye to. Except naybe you. So, goodbye.' Plainly Darcy didn't know what to say.
"You're our greatest asset - or you were.' 'I'mjust a man,' Harry answered, and nmeant it. 'And
anyway, the Branch has enough going for it.' "But. . . lock, stock and barrel? Harry shrugged
That doesn't anount to nuch. Nothing, in fact. Wiat's in that wardrobe in nmy roomcan stay for

now. Maybe I'Il pick it up sonetine.' That's not what | neant. No contact?" 'Only if you find ny
wife and child. But in any case, |'Il probably find themfirst.' Suppressing a yawn but stretching

alittle, the Necroscope grimced as he felt a scab break on his thigh under new bandages. His
expression was wy as he | ooked at his hands, which were al so bandaged. ' You shoul d have had

stitches,' Darcy was concerned. '|I hate stitches!' Harry answered. 'Not to nmention scars! This way
if 1"'mlucky there'll be no scars.' 'So where will you go? And when? Not tonight, surely? There's
my flat in Hartlepool, which could use sone tidying up before |I sell. It's been enmpty for well

over a year. And ny inheritance up in Bonnyrig, that big old house. | think I'd probably l|ike the
solitude, and | would be that much closer to nmy Ma. As for when: what's wong with tonight?
'Look,' Darcy said, suddenly anxious, 'we're both tired. You especially. You look all in! And we
don't see things right - nobody does - when we're, tired. Spend the night here; have breakfast
with me in the norning; nake up your mind then.' Harry shrugged again. 'It's made up,' he
answered. 'On the other hand, you're right and | amtired. Ckay, tonorrow is soon enough ..."
Darcy | ooked pleased, said, 'And you'll stay in touch - | nean, when you're settled? Harry
sighed. 'If you promise not to bother me ... nmaybe. But let's have it understood right here and
now - |I'mthrough with E-Branch, Darcy. It isn't ne. | wouldn't have tine for the Branch anyway,
no time for anything, until | know about Brenda and little Harry.' Darcy nodded. 'Very well. . .’
And then, on an afterthought: "What will | tell the police? 'Eh?" They found two bodies in that
bur ned- out van. One was our werewol f, yes, but the other . . .? They're bound to identify him you
know. And then there's the one inside the garage, shot dead . . . but with a crossbow?' 'Let's
deal with Ceorge Jakes first,' Harry answered. The big question is going to be: how did Ceorge get
out of a Fulhamnmortuary into a burned out van in the East End, right?" 'You're the |ast one who
saw him er, in designated situ, as it were. If we have to put a nane on all of this - | nean, we
won't, but if we had to-' "It would be mine, yes ..." Harry gave it a few seconds of thought, and
said, Tell themthat A C. Jam eson was an obeah man fromHaiti. They should be able to prove that
easily enough. He nust have stolen Jakes's body so that he could use it to put sone kind of hex on
the police. As for why he chose to commit suicide: who knows? He was a madnan, after all. Al so,
tell themto look for a shrivelled or nelted wol f-mask, and a claw gl ove. Then they'll have al
they need.' 'More than they need,' Darcy agreed. That garage was full of class notors, nost of

t hem knocked off!' '"As for the one inside the garage, "Skippy" . . . maybe that was Jami eson's
work, too. Sure he was a madnman, but nmad like a fox! Killing Skippy, he was covering his tracks.
Simple ..." "And the nurder weapon?' They won't find it,' Harry shook his head. ' Sonething you
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haven't told nme?' 'Sonething | might look into, eventually.' "Well, then,' said Darcy, nodding
thoughtfully, '"it seems we've covered just about everything.' Then the faint half-smile that had
al nost nade it onto his face turned to a frown. "Still, I"'mglad Jakes didn't | eave anyone behi nd.
Family, | nmean.' 'l know what you nmean,' Harry answered. 'It would be hard to explain, right? But
don't go worrying about Jakes, Darcy. | have it on pretty good authority that he doesn't fee

sorry for himself, just glad that he got his nan, albeit after the fact.' Thinking about it,
Darcy's face went pale. He renmenbered the Bodescu case, Hartlepool on the north-east coast, and
the teem ng dead coming up out of their graves. But for the fact that he - what, |iked the
Necroscope? trusted hinf? knew there was no nenace in hin? - he supposed by now his guardi an- angel
talent would be howing for himto run the fuck away fromthe man! 'It just doesn't bear thinking
about,' he said, quietly. "Well, if you nust,' the Necroscope told him 'then think of it this
way: Jakes was only doing what he'd always done in life, and what he did best. He considers
hinsel f fortunate to have had another crack at it, and to have done it well. | say we should al

be so lucky . . ." "Al | know,' Darcy answered, 'is that when |'m dead and gone, all | wll want
todois lie very still!" "Yes, but that's for now,' Harry told himw thout enphasis, but with a
strange light in those eyes that knew so nuch. Darcy was scarcely listening to or looking at him
whi ch was probably as well, but was still considering recent events. The dead thief and nurderer
in the garage, for instance. Harry was right: so far the police hadn't found the nurder weapon -
but they did have the actual instrument of death, the short, hardwood bolt. They had spoken to him
about that, and it was worth nentioning at least. 'Are you sure you don't want to say anything

el se, Harry?' he said. 'About this crossbow thing, nmaybe? | nean, a crossbowis in any case an odd
sort of weapon. But forensic are looking at it and they're puzzled by the fluke, the arrowhead.’
This was sonething new. Harry cocked an eyebrow. 'So what about it?" Darcy shrugged. 'It's a stee
arrowhead, as you'd expect. But silver-plated? You kill werewolves with silver, don't you?' Harry
was good at hiding his thoughts, his enotions, and this tine his surprise. And coning to himas an
extra surprise, it seemed he was getting good at telling lies, or half-truths, too! Never to the
dead . . . but to the living? 'l didn't know what | was going up against,' he said. 'Ch, sure, we
had decided that this was the work of a ... what, a |lycanthrope? Sone kind of lunatic? But what if
we were wong? There are strange things in the world, as we know only too well.' Darcy nodded.
"You did kill him then? Hence the m ssing weapon?' The Necroscope | ooked away, finally nuttered,
"He's dead, isn't he?" But now it was definitely sonething he would have to |l ook into . .
eventually. He stood up a little unsteadily, and said, '|l seemto be nore tired than | thought -
yet how am | supposed to sleep? | have a lot on ny mnd, going round and round. Sonetines | can't
remenber a tine when | didn't have! A pity we can't just switch ourselves off, |ike machines."'
Darcy gave a snall start, as if he'd just renenbered sonething, and said, 'But we can! Wat, do
you think that as head of this bloody outfit | |leave sleep to chance? God, |I'd never get any!'
Harry | ooked at Darcy as he opened a desk drawer, took out a small bottle, stood up and went to a
wat er di spenser. 'Do you have any allergies? He dropped a single white pill in a glass and filled
it with water. The tablet dissolved in a nonent. 'No,' Harry shook his head. 'No allergies that |
know of. But. . . sleeping pills? 'Just one,' Darcy told him 'Does the trick for ne every tinmne.
Just switches ne off.' Harry took the glass. 'Maybe this once,' he said, tilting his head back and
downi ng the water. But as he drank, he didn't notice the fact that the Head of E-Branch seenmed to
be holding his breath . . . After the Necroscope left to go to his own room Darcy called a Branch
"specialist' on his home nunber. Not an esper as such, still this was a man with an extraordi nary
talent. 'Doctor Anderson?' Darcy inquired, when finally the 'phone was picked up. 'James Anderson?
This is Darcy Clarke ..." And in a nonment, answering the tinny, tired voice at the other end of
the Iine: 'Yes, | do know what tinme it is, Anderson, and |'msorry it's so late. But this is

i mportant. Do you renenber that Keogh thing we spoke about? Well, it's cone up.' And in anot her
nmoment: ' Just two minutes ago, yes.' And finally, before putting the 'phone down: 'Good, I'll be
expecting you.' After that there was nothing for Darcy to do but wait for Anderson to get there.
That and to suffer feelings of disgust, self-loathing, |like his substance had devol ved to so much
quaki ng, treacherous scumon the surface of a sucking swanp. On the other hand . . . well, duty
and conscience didn't mx, not in his job. Darcy's first duty was to the Branch (the swanp?), and
he knew it. Hi s conscience would have to take a back seat. . . Maybe the Necroscope's attitude had
been too casual after all, or he had been too sure of hinself. So E-Branch couldn't discover the
wher eabouts of his wife and child ... so what? They didn't have the Mbius Conti nuumto work with.
(Like alittle kid refusing to let the other kids play with his ball - Nyahh! Nyahh! Nyahh! O too
possessi ve and nuch too pleased with hinself that he had a ball in the first place). But as the
sayi ng goes, what goes around cones around, and just like the little kid Harry had di scovered that
you can't play the gane on your own. Especially not hide-and-seek. Fromhis ranbling old house

out side Bonnyrig, he called Darcy O arke and poured out his frustrations; but Darcy could only
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tell himwhat he already knew, (else E-Branch would have contacted himfirst): 'W haven't even
the foggi est idea where they could be, Harry. It's like they' ve vanished off the face of the
Earth!" "A nonth, five weeks?' Harry | ooked at the tel ephone |like he didn't believe what he was
hearing. 'You' ve been on it for five weeks, and nothing? Wat, E-Branch, with your |ocators and
your hunchnen, your seers and scryers and precogs? You haven't the foggi est idea?" Which got
Darcy's back up nore than a little. 'Wiat are you trying to say, Harry?' he snapped. 'That you
don't think we're trying hard enough? That you don't believe we're looking for them is that it?
Well, start getting it together and believe this: that we have as nuch interest in the kid as you
have - if not for the same reasons!' And while Harry didn't much like that last, still he knew it
must be true. O course E-Branch wanted to find Harry Jr. Just because his father had turned them
down, that didn't nean the child would - when it was his turn! But maybe Darcy realized he'd said

too nmuch, and: 'Harry,' his tone of voice was nore even now, 'I ... don't want to fight with you

I mean, Christ, we shouldn't be fighting! We are looking for them you know we are. And | was
wong to fly off the handle like that. What | said . . . wasn't what | nmeant to say.' 'But you did
say it,' Harry answered, and he was quieter, too. 'My son: the next E-Branch dupe! Wat, when he's
fifteen, sixteen? And while you're waiting, you'll be stood off in the background watching him
grow up, neasuring his skills, letting himdevelop? O wll you step in before then, recruit him
like | was recruited: by showing himall the world's evil, and telling himthat with himon the
team E-Branch will have the power to change all that? And what then, Darcy? WIIl he be the one who
ends up slopping out all of those nental sewers? Ch really? Not if | can helpit. . .'" "And not if

/ can help it, Harry!' Darcy's voice was pleading now °'Look, you're not yourself or you wouldn't
be talking like this. And | really didn't mean it the way it sounded. You want ny word on it?
You've got it: we'll never interfere with your son or his way of life. But Harry, the fact is that
none of us will ever have anything to do with him if we can't find him and at the nmonent we
can't.' The Necroscope was silent for a while, then said, 'But you will keep trying? 'O course
we will." "Well, thanks for that, at least.' And Harry put the 'phone down . . . Down by the river
bank, where the water swirled and eddied in a small bight, Harry spoke to his Ma. It was the first
time since the day he'd cone up here al nost three weeks ago, after selling off his flat in
Hart | epool, and the Necroscope's nother was beginning to feel neglected. But his m nd had been
troubled - oh, for along tine - and |ike any nother she'd sensed it. So despite that she could
speak to hi manywhere, any tine, she hadn't intruded. And anyway, she knew how he liked to visit
the people he talked to. It was the mddle of April, blustery but at least dry, and Harry was
wearing his overcoat where he sat at the river's rim But you Il probably catch your death anyway!
she told him feeling the cold breeze in his hair, and scanning the blurred grey mrror inages of
clouds scudding in the river (as seen through his eyes, of course). It's no day to be out, Harry.
She was down there in the nmud and the weeds, her spirit at |east, and probably her bones, too,
even if the rest of her was |ong washed away. But typical of a Ma (of any nother anywhere), even

t hough Mary Keogh no longer felt the cold for herself, she was still able to feel it for her son.
"I'"'mokay,' Harry told her. No, you're not. But she wasn't ready to push it, not yet at least. And
because he didn't seemready to speak: Wl I, how are things with the world, Harry? The rest of the
world, | nean . . . He recognized the ploy: to take his nmnd off his own problens by getting him
to relate the troubles of the world in general. Now that the dead were all |inked up and talking
to each other fromtheir graves and various resting places, they could get the news fromrecent
arrivals, of course. But through the nedium of the Necroscope it was that nuch nore inmediate;
they could see it and perhaps even feel sonething of it, if not actually experience it. Harry was
their one link with the living. And on this occasion especially he went along with it. For his Ma
was right and-he wasn't 'okay'. Not that there was nuch of good news. 'Do you really want to
know?' Is it that bad? 'Well, it isn't wonderful!' He pulled a face. 'You'll have to judge for
yourself.' And recalling a recent newscast: 'Mst of Africa is in turnoil: Zanbia and Rhodesi a,
Mogadi shu, Somalia, Ethiopia. Wiite "supremacy" | ooks to be on its way out in Rhodesia, where
they've just voted for black rule.' But isn't that just right? Aren't all nmen born equal ? Again
his shrug. 'As long as the recently equal are happy to remain equal -1 nean as |long as they don't
want to be nore equal - | suppose it's okay . . .' And quickly, so as to radically change the

subj ect before she could start protesting or noralizing: 'And there's been an atomic neltdown at a
place called Three Mle Island in the United States. It's a power station.' Ch? (She scarcely
sounded i npressed). Sonething nelted? Is it that inportant? Harry had to grin. Wen his Ma had

di ed nucl ear power was fairly new, industrially at least. 'It's pretty inportant, yes. Dangerous
stuff. It kills people, Ma. An unpleasant, invisible, silent death.' The grin was gone now from
his face, and his Ma knew why. She had gathered the rest of it - the seething horror of it - from
his mnd. And he felt her incorporeal shudder. Wat else? she said. 'Well, there's been sone
pretty terrible stuff com ng out of Canbodia, but-' -But Harry couldn't possibly tal k about that,
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not to his Mal He at once bit his tongue and bl anked his mind, wondering where in hell his
t hought s coul d have been wandering that he'd ever nentioned it. Maybe it was because of the way
she, his Ma, had died, but reading about that death-lake in Stung Treng had given the Necroscope

ni ght nares: those two thousand bodies tied together with ropes and weighted with stones . . . She
had caught on fromhis first nmention of Canbodia, however, and quietly said, 'Ch, don't worry,
Harry. For we know all about that. And as for Pol Pot: well, he'll have to conme to us, too, you

know, in the end. But he can have no idea what's waiting for himdown here. 'VWat's waiting for
hi n?' Harry had never thought of the dead as being especially vengeful. After all, what could they
do? - well, without that he, Harry Keogh, the Necroscope, was their notivation? Do? H s Ma at once
answered. We'll do nothing, say nothing, have nothing at all to do, not with him And he'll be so
cold, lost, and lonely, it will be as though he has no existence, not even this kind of existence,
what soever. And eventually he won't have. He'll sinply fade away into nothing. But he will know
why . . . For a nmonent Harry felt the icy chill of her words - the col dness of outer space, the
bl ackness of inner earth - as if it had entered into his soul. But it quickly passed and she was
warm agai n. Strange, but of all Harry's dead people she was the only one who ever 'felt' warm O
maybe not so strange. She was his Ma, after all. 'So, that's it then,' he said after a while, and
shrugged. 'Oh, there's other stuff, but naybe it wasn't such a good idea to tell you what was
happening in the world after all. | mean, when you think about it, that nmeltdown at Three Mle
Island is probably the | east of our worries!" And she was glad to change the subject, too. But if
this . . . '"neltdown?' is so dangerous, then why did they do it? 'What?' (Was her understanding
that limted?) "But it was an accident, Mal They didn't do it on purpose!' Ch! (She gave a little
I augh). Then | suppose it can't be hel ped, can it? But her |aughter quickly died away, and it was
tinme to be serious again. So in fact nothing is very nuch different fromwhat it always was: nen
go on making mistakes. And | don't suppose there's nuch help for that. But now you've got to tell
me what can be hel ped, Harry. Tell me how | can help. And nore especially, how | can help you .

So finally the Necroscope's bel oved nother, his frequently omniscient Ma (where he was
concerned, anyway), had got to the point. She sensed it when his shoulders slunped a little, just

before he sighed and told her: 'l haven't found themyet, Ma - Brenda and ny baby son. Ch, there
are a million places |I've not even thought to | ook yet, I know, but that seens a mllion too many
to even know where to start!' For a while she was silent, then quietly said, Do you want ne to ask
anong the dead, Harry? | nmean, do you think it's possible that. . .? Harry scarcely dared question
her on the subject, but knew he nust. 'Surely not, Ma?' he said, alnost pleadingly. 'If that was
the case, wouldn't you have known by now? If they were . . .?" Not necessarily, son, she said. It
depends where, and when. | nean, if it were you we'd know, be sure! And no natter where or when,
for there's only one Necroscope . . . well, two now And we'd know it at once, if your light went
out. But death is generally a conmon affair: sonmeone is born, lives, and dies. Inevitably. Brenda

is Brenda, just another ordinary person, another life. And if she were to die in some far place,
well that could take sone little time to get back to ne. 'And your grandson, Harry Jr? |Is he just
anot her "ordinary" person? | don't think so - and not just because he's your grandson. He knows
about you! You know about him Wuldn't the Geat Majority know it if his light was extingui shed,
too?' But you have been with us for sone tinme, Harry, she renminded him And the Great Majority
didn't know about you, either, at first. Wy, they didn't even know about each other until you
cane on the scene! Ch, | knew you were different, but then | was your nother! But believe ne, it
took quite a while to convince the rest. Finally, they believed; how could it be otherw se? They
felt your warnmth as you passed cl ose by; they heard your dream ng, and sensed you trenbling when
you were afraid. In those days of your chil dhood, they sprang to chanpion you. Little did they
know t hat one day you woul d be the chanpion of the dead! 'You nean, they don't know himyet? He
hasn't been around | ong enough? But in Hartlepool that time - what, a year and half ago? - they
even cane up out of their graves for him' For both of you, Harry. Ch, Harry Jr called themup
but who did they cone to save? '"Isn't he ... warm then? Like me?" He's warm yes. And the dead
feel himlike a small, kindly flame. But he isn't the light in their darkness, |ike you. One day,
maybe, but not yet. 'You won't knowit, then, if he dies . "It wasn't a question but a
statenment. And in a way Harry was glad. He wouldn't want to be appraised of his son's death, nor

of Brenda's, ever. Neither by the living nor the dead. / would knowit. . . sooner or later, his
not her told him But right now, | can promise you this nuch at |east: nothing of that nature has
reached ne yet. To ny know edge, they are still anong the living. Harry breathed a sigh of relief.

If his nother said it was so, then it was so. And in all truth, that had only been a very snall
fear anyway; he had 'known', been sure, that his wife and son were alive somewhere. But where? His
Ma heard his silent query, and asked him Were would you go, Harry, if you wanted to hide
yoursel f away? Where woul d Brenda go? Surely you knew sonething of her secrets, her fantasies, her
dreans? Suddenly the Necroscope realized how selfish he nust seem Because he hadn't been thinking
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of it fromhis wife's point of view, not really, but his own. And now his nmother, in her way, had
brought it hone to himthat Brenda was a person in her own right, with her own secrets, fantasies,
dreanms. Wth feelings and enptions and passions, all of them danaged now, or contam nated by

contact with Harry's world, until she had only wanted to 'hide herself away' fromit. But: That's

not what | nmeant, son, his Ma told him You know it isn't! It was sinply ny ... ny manner of
expression. Except Harry knew that speaking to the dead often conveys nore than is actually said;
so maybe he'd read sonething of his Ma's true thoughts, after all. And certainly she had touched a

raw nerve in him Perhaps deliberately? Ah, but she had a way of bringing things into perspective,
his nmother - and ways of bringing himinto line!l But at the same tinme her approach to his probl em
had set the Necroscope thinking. For of course Brenda was different, a person in her own right
with her own ways of thinking, her own |ikes and dislikes. So that now Harry wondered where woul d
she be likely to hide herself away, if 'hiding' as such had seemed the only course open to her?
She had never been nuch of a one for the sun but always enjoyed the rain! She'd | oved gardens, the
wind in her hair, dramatic, msted | andscapes. To sit in a windowseat in their garret flat and
listen to the rain on the tiles . . . that had been one of her favourite things. In which case,
Harry's Ma chined in, this place would seementirely suited to her purpose! This very place! 'She
never even saw this place,' he shook his head. But a place |like this one? ' Maybe, naybe not.
Certain coastlines seemed to appeal to her, rugged cliffs and rainy skies . . . and any garden

but nore especially, a garden with a coiner run wild. Long grasses, wild flowers, and a pl ace
where she could lie on her back and watch the clouds. And the stars: the brighter the better. She
didn't know a single constellation, but she |liked them anyway. A place of wildness - a wlderness -
and a lot of stars in the clear night sky: that would suit her perfectly.' You' re a poet and you

don't know it! H's Ma rhyned. '|I wonder where | get it? Harry said. And she sensed that his npod
was lifting alittle. / think it's about time you started checking on those mllion places, she
told him For after all, we nust have narrowed themdown a little by now. And Harry agreed. They

little thought or could ever have guessed that Brenda and Harry Jr were in just such a place as
the Necroscope's Ma had suggested, which her query had brought into vivid definition in his m nd
A place of dramatic scenery, however alien; of long, msted nights, slanting, sunlit days, |ong
grasses and wild flowers. And a garden quite beyond Brenda's previous expectations, her mundane
i magi nati on. For the fact was that at this point of tine it was beyond even the Necroscope's
i magi nation, too, and would stay that way |long after he'd given up any real hope of finding them.
But for now first Harry reconsidered the places he'd already checked out, starting with
Brenda's old home with her folks in Harden, a colliery village on the north-east coast. The m ne
("the pit') itself had been worked out and shut down for sone tinme now, so that the place had
seermed even nore soul l ess than before, but the people were there as always. O course, if Brenda
or the baby were really trying to avoid him if they were actually hiding thensel ves away from him
- which he was forced to believe was true - then this would be the |last place they'd go. Harry had
known that fromthe start, but still he had | ooked. What he'd found had nade hi m nore mi serable
yet. He couldn't sinply approach Brenda's people as in the old days, for he was no | onger him
VWhat, go to themand tell them he was Harry Keogh, and try to explain? They'd never accept any of
that, these salt-of-the-earth - and very much down to earth - north-east folks! Instead he'd
approached Brenda's father in his local pub, introducing hinself as a friend of Harry's, and
aski ng what had becone of him Wich had had a nixed result. To nake a long story short: Brenda
and Harry had got nmarried, and there was a child. Ei ghteen nonths ago, she'd taken the baby to
London to join her husband. He was working there, witing a book or something. She was al ways very
qui et about his work. Nothing strange about that; she was probably a bit ashaned that he didn't
have a 'proper job.' Wat, Harry Keogh? Wiy, he hadn't done a stroke since |eaving school - not
physi cal work, anyway. But whatever he did, witing or whatever, he must be doing all right; she'd
never been short of noney. But then, just a few weeks ago, she'd witten to say that she was
taki ng the baby 'abroad' sonmewhere. And that was maybe a funny thing, for she hadn't nentioned her
husband: just herself and the baby. Still, she'd hinted often enough that Harry did some kind of
hush- hush job with the governnent; maybe that was it. They nust have gone of f somewhere overseas
to sonme enbassy or other. Maybe the witing hadn't worked out, so he was wearing his other hat
now. Maybe the governnent had given hima job as one of these 'special couriers' or sonething:
soneone who carries inportant documents or goods from country to country. O perhaps the witing

had worked out after all, and all of this was a tax dodge. Except. . . well, Brenda should wite
more often. That last letter had been - what? Al of five or six weeks ago? And they were her
parents, after all... In short, they were obviously worried about her, no less in their way than
Harry hinself. And equally obvious, it wasn't a put-up job ... Brenda wasn't with them and they

really didn't know her whereabouts. He got the sane story fromall of her old friends. So Harden
was out; she sinply wasn't there, and no one knew where she was. Then anot her thought had
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occurred, and one that really was worrying. The Necroscope had given the Russian E-Branch (known
to Darcy Clarke and his lot as 'the Opposition') a hard tine of it in the last two and a hal f
years. They'd | ost three Heads of Branch over that same period, and seen their HQ outside Mscow
reduced to so nuch rubble! What if this thing with his wife and baby was sonet hing they had been
engi neering ever since Harry's showdown with Boris Dragosani? Wat if they knew that he, Harry
Keogh, was alive, despite that his body - his original body - was dead? If anyone was likely to
have that information, it had to be the world s ESPi onage organi zations! The Opposition's top

tel epath, Zek Foener, had known it definitely . . . and follow ng the destruction of the Chateau
Bronnitsy, Harry had let her go free. Could Zek have told then? And had they then taken Brenda and
the baby in order to facilitate the coercion of the Necroscope hinsel f? But no, a |large part of
that didn't nake sense; he'd been incorporeal following his fight with Dragosani, and no one in
the world woul d have believed that he'd ever be back, not even Harry hinself! But on the other
hand part of it did make sense. Right at the end of it, up in the Khorvaty region of the eastern
Car pat hi ans, Zek Foener had known that he was back. So she could have given him away after all;
whi ch woul d nean that her Russian superiors had put this thing together all in the space of..
what, ei ghteen nonths? Even after he'd decimated their E-Branch? No way; he hadn't left the

Sovi ets nearly enough machinery to bring it into being! Wich neant it had to be another dead end,
and in a way the Necroscope was glad. He would hate to have to blanme this on Zek Foener; partly
because he had genuinely liked her, but mainly because his last words to her had been a warning
never to come up against himor his again. If a threat carries no weight, then it isn't a threat;
But this way he wouldn't have to enforce it... So ... where had Brenda ever been, that she m ght
want to return to? Nowhere to nention. Wiere had she ever expressed a yearning to go? Again,
nowhere. Since their early teens she'd only ever wanted to be with Harry. And he hadn't been the
nost responsive of sweethearts, either. Indeed, he'd asked hinself a hundred times if he really

| oved her or if she was just sone kind of habit. She had never known his uncertainty (he hadn't
been able to tell her, because she herself had been so absolutely sure), but now he despised
hinself for it anyway. But on the other hand, how do you tell someone who has | oved you for so
long - as long as you can renenber - that you just aren't sure of your own feelings'? Not so easy.
And a | ot harder when she's pregnant with your child. M sted | andscapes, dranatic scenery, cliff
pat hs and gardens grown wild, and starry skies ... It brought a certain picture to nmind, but of
what ? H gh passes and nountain peaks, and stars like chips of ice glinting on high. And a plain of
boul ders stretching away to a far northern horizon under the weave of ghostly auroras. The picture
came and went like . . . like an invention of his own imagination? It had to be, for he had
certainly never visited such a place! But in any case it was already fading, nelting into
unreality like a fantastic dreanscape; which was probably as good an expl anation as any: that in
trying to visualize Brenda's ideal habitat, he'd evoked a | eftover fromsone old dream Not so

old, in fact. . . indeed so newthat the actual fact of it - its basis inreality - was yet to
happen. But the Necroscope couldn't know that, and in the space of just a second or so the picture
had faded entirely. The future was ever a jealous place . . . Anmllion places? Hell no, there

were a million mllion places! Since Brenda had never been anywhere or done anything very nuch,
she could literally be anywhere doi ng anything! But the north-east coast was where she'd been born

and grown up, and it still had to be the best bet. Harry had tried all the towns and vill ages
bet ween Harden and Hartl epool, and had then backtracked all the way to Sunderland and Durham City
to no avail. But he had been surprised how many small villages there were that he'd never

heard of or visited before, and how easy it was to try to find a | ost someone, al beit hopel essly.
Housi ng and buil ding societies, hotels and flats and bedsits, and tenporary acconmodations, these
were the obvious places to check: Brenda had to be living sonewhere, had to have a roof over her
head. She wasn't registered at any of the agencies; the dozen or so girls with small babi es who
were regi stered weren't Brenda. And Harry wasn't greatly surprised, but he'd had to try anyway.
Somewhere abroad: that letter she wote to her father had said she was goi ng abroad, hence the

mllion million places. For if there were a couple of hundred towns in the north-east that the
Necr oscope had never r visited, and five thousand in the rest of England, then what of the rest of
the worl d? Sonewhere abroad. . . . Agarden in a fertile saddl e between ruggedly weat hered spurs,

where dusty beans of sunlight canme slanting through the high passes during the | ong daylight
hours, and the stars glittered like frosted jewels at night, or ice-shards suspended in the warp
and weave of ghostly auroras . . . The northernnost of the North American States? Canada? The
frozen tundras of the northern Soviet Union? Switzerland? (Did they even see the aurora borealis
in Switzerland - and why the northern lights anyway?) But Brenda was a British girl, naive in nost
things even in her native country, even in her native county! And as the Necroscope rubbi shed his
own inward directed queries, so that fleeting picture of sone far, alien |and once nore retreated.
Whi ch was just as well, for search as he might he would never discover it on Earth. Never find
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them. . . never find his baby son . . . never even see themagain . . . not on Earth! Harry
started awake in a cold sweat, in his bedroomin the old house not far from Bonnyrig. A sweat of
fear and frustration, yes, and a feeling of utter loneliness. He lay panting in his bed, danp with
perspiration, feeling his heart racing and his blood punping. So that for a few brief nonents it
wasn't as if Brenda and the baby were nmissing at all but sinply that. . . that he was the | ost

one! And of course the genuine Harry Keogh, the original Harry, was |ost. That again: his body,
gone. And piece by piece his entire world going, too. Was that why he had to find Brenda, in order
to find hinmself? In which case his search was usel ess, for she would only deny him Fuck it...

that was why she'd run away in the first place! Because he wasn't hinm She'd run, or been taken
away. By the baby or by ... soneone el se? The Russi ans? But he'd already been over that and it
seenmed very unlikely. So if not the Qpposition, the nmuch-ravaged Sovi et E-Branch, then who? As his
sweat dried on him so Harry's thoughts cleared and his m nd seenmed to sharpen and focus as he
hadn't been able to focus it for quite some tinme. He went right back to square one: to that night
at E-Branch HQ when he'd first been told that his wife was mssing. At the time he had put aside
the possibility that A C. Doyle Jam eson - self-styled 'werewl f - could have been responsible for

t he doubl e di sappearance. But now? The man had been into his mind, after all... but for how | ong?
Harry had becone his 'eneny' the nonment he becane involved with the dead police officers and took
up their case. Had A. C been 'listening' to him- to his thoughts and worries and problens - from

that time on? In which case he woul d know about Brenda, Harry's one weakness. But surely if that
were the case, ;/ he and his gang of car thieves were responsible for Brenda's di sappearance, then
right at the end when A . C. hinmself had cone under fire, he would have used her as a threat, to
stand Harry off. Yes, of course he would - but he hadn't. So ... ... So, damm it to hell, it was
another blind alley! After speaking to his Ma he'd cone back to the house full of resolve, and now
it was al nost burned out of himagain. But while his nind was sharp he nust pursue the problem It
was so frustrating: to be equipped with his powers - the powers of a Necroscope - and no way to
use themto solve his problem except by trial and error. He got up fromthe bed feeling stiff;
this dammed body of his, which wasn't nearly as flexible as it had used to be. Because it was a
different one, naturally. O unnaturally? The |light com ng through fly-specked wi ndows was grey as
the day outside. He had been down only an hour or two. An hour or two wasted. Down and out.
WIlting. Going to seed. Oh, really? And suddenly Harry was angry with hinself. He had to shake
hinself out of it and get on with the search, get on with [ife. He was ten years ol der than he
shoul d be, sure, but he didn't have to settle for that, did he? His nind was still in shape,

wasn't it? And the mind governs the body, doesn't it? Well then, he'd have to get the fucki ng body
in shape, too! He was dressed; he went out into his overgrown garden and did twenty furious press-
ups, then felt ridiculous and sat hugging his knees in the deep grass and shivering fromthe
difference in tenperature between the house and the garden. And in a while he thought: My Ma's
right. . . 1'll catch my death! Death, yes. Always a close conpanion of Harry's, death wasn't
sonet hing he worried about. Not froma distance, anyway. Close up it would be different, of

course. |If ever death should attenpt his stealthy (or sonetimes abrupt!) approach, then like
anyone el se Harry would be galvanized - to life! But as for the idea of death and the dead

t hensel ves, he knew no fear. |ndeed, he had a thousand dead friends, but not one of them who could
help himnow, not this tine. Wile anong the living . . . did he have any friends at all? Wll,
some - like Darcy Clarke and his people - but even they weren't |ike the dead, because the dead
were true friends and rarely demanded paynent. As for the exceptions to the rule, the one or two
nmonstrous nenbers of the Great Majority who had demanded paynent . . . but they were in the
Necroscope's past now and couldn't resurface. At |least he prayed not. It was a norbid train of

t hought, which he tried to break by nunbering his friends anong the living. These were a handfu

at best; no, not even that, for he couldn't any |onger approach them as Harry Keogh. They woul d
"know that he wasn't! Depression, was that it? Probably. And Harry thought: /// believed in
psychiatry | mght even go and see a shrink. But if he started to explore ny past, how could
explain it? He'd be certain / was incurably insane! O, if |I liked strong drink, | mght go and
get drunk and see how | felt when | woke up. Except. . . | wouldn't know where to go to drink, and
I'd probably feel out of place when | got there. But damm it, | really feel like |I could use a
good stiff drink! And a talk with a genuine friend. Yet | have no one to talk to but the teem ng
dead, and they're the only ones who give a damm anyway! A norbid train of thought, yes . . . But
now the entire chain of his thoughts, ever since he'd started awake in a cold sweat, began to join
up link upon link. And there was one missing link, which was integral to the rest. He hadn't
thought of it until now because it had seened wong, especially when he was searching, or trying
to search, for his wife and child. But there mght be sonething in it at that. Initials withed on
the screen of Harry's mind. Not A.C. Doyle Janmi eson and his brother R L. Stevenson's initials, but
sonmeone el se's. Soneone the Necroscope had studiously avoi ded thinking of until now. But now
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maybe he did have a friend anong the living after all. O soneone who owed him at |east. And
maybe, just maybe, it went a | ot deeper than that. For one thing, the tinme frame was right: the

di sappearance of his wife and child had coincided precisely with this one's advent. And since that
was true, mightn't there be a nore relevant, nore sinister connection? Psychiatry? Maybe that was
the last thing Harry needed. Maybe all he needed was a rest - fromall of this, even fromthinking
about it! O a change. Didn't they say that a change was as good as a rest? Have a good stiff
drink and sleep it off, sleep it right out of his system Cear the air. Christ, he needed a
drink! O was it sinply his body - or sonebody el se's body - that needed it? But... the nind
controls the body, doesn't it? Well, yes, it does, except when the body has habits or needs that
control the mnd! Suddenly things clicked into place in the Necroscope's netaphysical, his lateral-
thinking mind. But his mind in another's body. And a little shakily - shaky with realization

al beit as yet unproven - he went back into the house, to the tel ephone. Darcy C arke was at E-
Branch, and he at once sensed something of the excitenent in Harry's voice. And in answer to the
Necroscope's question: 'What, Al ec Kyle? What did he do when he was under pressure? Darcy said.
"Well, he would just ride it out, Harry. Wen there was work to be done, or a problemto be
solved, he'd work at it all the way until he'd covered every angle, alnbst to the point of
exhaustion. And after that? What did he do for relaxation?' (Harry could al nost sense the other's

grin). "Well, I'"'mnot sure if | should nmention this, you know? | nean - speaking ill of the dead
and all that - but..." '. . . Did he like a drink?" Finally Harry forced the issue. And Darcy's
answer it up his mind |like the crack of dawn on a sumer day: 'Did Alec like a drink? Did he
ever! When he was wound up, so tight it was the only way to unwind . . . then he would drink, yes!
Usual |y at hone, because there he wasn't risking anything and he didn't have so far to fall into
bed. | renmenber one time he invited me round to his place and between us we killed a big bottle of
Jack Daniel's. | stayed over, because | knew | wasn't going to make it to anywhere el se. And

paid for it for three whole days. But Alec was just fine! That body of his could soak up hard
liquor like a sponge.' 'He wasn't an al coholic, was he?" (Sonething of alarmnow, in the
Necroscope's voice). 'God, no! Once in a blue nmoon, that's all. But when he did it, Alec did it
right.' Thanks,' Harry breathed, and put the 'phone down. And now he knew. Knew how to be hinsel f
again: by not being hinself. Feelings of illicit attraction? Chemstry, that's all. Alec Kyle's

chenmistry. And the need to have a good stiff drink following a period of prolonged stress? Again
chenmistry: the ex-precog's body doing its own thing - or rather the thing it had used to do. And
there stood Harry smack dab in the middle, firmin his determination to get used to his new body,
wi t hout giving a nonment's thought to the fact that it must get used to him So maybe a ni ght on
the town wasn't such a bad idea after all. Maybe then he'd be able to get it all going - get body
and m nd working together - and figure sonmething out. And cone to think of it, he did know where
to go to get a drink, and probably a free one at that. She owed himthat nmuch at |east. Alec

Kyl e's personal body chenmistry? Illicit attraction? Sheer |oneliness? Maybe it was all of these
things. And initials, certainly. B.J.'s . . . Il BJ."S It was 3 p.m and just as grey in London as
i n Edi nburgh, and even darker for Darcy O arke, who had been sitting at his desk for the |ast

hour, ever since the Necroscope called him still feeling bad about things in general and

wondering what the hell this latest 'thing' was all about. Alec Kyle's personal habits? Especially
the fact that he'd liked a drink now and then? What in the world could that have to do with
Harry's search for his wife and baby son? Answer: nothing. Wich neant that Harry was stil

dealing with the same basic problem still getting used to the fact of his new body. And as if
that weren't enough, Darcy thought, / had to go and fuck about inside his head!l Or get soneone to
do it for me, anyway. The '"had to' part was the only tiling that et Darcy live with it: the fact
that E-Branch and the security of the people, the country, cane first above all other
considerations. But it had been inevitable fromthe nonent the Necroscope had | et himknow that he
woul d probably be nmoving on. Then, even hating it, Darcy had been obliged to set the thing in
nmotion. But all the time he'd been hoping against hope that it woul d never have to be brought into
bei ng, and he'd kept right on hoping until the monent Harry had said he was through, definitely.
Fromthen on it had all been down to Doctor Janmes Anderson, whose business address was a
consulting roomand a highly rewarding practice in prestigious Harley Street. One hell of a step
up for a man who only three years ago had been working the nightclub circuits as a stage
hypnotist! But E-Branch had found and el evated him which was about the sane as saying that they
owned him And certainly he owed them That was why he'd cone in that night a hal f-hour after
Darcy called for him and why he had done what he'd done. Sinister? But in a way it mght be
argued that everything E-Branch did had sinister inplications for someone. Except this tine it was
being done to a friend. And that was what bothered Darcy the nost: that this tine the Departnent
of Dirty Tricks had cone down on Harry Keogh. Yet for all that Darcy felt guilty about this thing,
the fact was that he hadn't initiated it. That had cone from nuch hi gher up, froma grey, al nost
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anonynous entity known only as the Branch's 'Mnister Responsible'. It had been Darcy's duty
merely to let the Mnister know how things stood, and the Mnister's to order counter measures.
And (Darcy was pleased to renmi nd hinmself) they could very easily have been nuch harsher neasures,
except he'd been able to advise in that respect, too. So Harry had suffered a degree of mnor, or

maybe not so minor, interference: so what? He was still functioning, wasn't he? Darcy gave a snall
shudder as he put what mi ght have been to the back of his mind. As for why it had had to be done
Harry Keogh was potentially the nost powerful force in the world, for good or evil. He was the

Necroscope, and Sir Keenan Gorm ey had 'spotted’ himalnost fromscratch, and honed in on himwth
unerring instinct, recruiting himto E-Branch. But if Sir Keenan had 'discovered" him so to
speak, couldn't a far less friendly agency just as easily find hin? For exanple the Russians. By
now t hey nmust be keenly interested (to say the very least) in Harry's kind of ESP. It was a weapon
he had used against themto devastating effect. Even though Harry 'hinself was or m ght appear to
be dead and gone, still the attention of all surviving nenbers of the Soviet ESP-organization
woul d be riveted upon their British counterparts' every nove fromthis tine on. It was even
possi bl e (barely, but possible) that the Russians al ready knew about British E-Branch's 'new
Necroscope! And woul dn't that be causing them sonme concern! ? Wat, the ex-Head of Branch, Al ec
Kyl e, back in business? Not brain-dead, or physically dead and blown to bits along with the

Chat eau Bronnitsy, but alive and well and living in England? Not drained of all intelligence on a
slab in sone necronmantic ESP-experinment, or pul ped in a hol ocaust of alm ghty proportions, but
sound as a bell and consorting with his old colleagues in London? Good God! By now they'd probably
be thinking that every Englishman was indestructible . . . and they'd be wanting to know why! And
how . . . Darcy found hinself grinning at his own flight of fancy, but of all nmen he knew that
there had never been so fanciful a flight as that of Harry Keogh, Necroscope. And the grin died on
his face as he considered other possibilities. Assumi ng that the Russians knew nothing - that they
were still recovering fromthe Necroscope's onslaught - still there were other ESP-agencies in the
worl d and Harry could conceivably fall into their hands. And not only nindspies but crime

syndi cates and terrorist organi zations, too. Wat a thief he'd make, what an assassin or
terrorist! Brian Luraley Barriers, borders and brick walls couldn't stop him he could disappear

al nrost at will; the teeming dead were in his debt and would go to any lengths, literally, to

advi se and protect him And all the know edge of Earth had gone down into the soil or up into the
air, where it was witten like lore in some mighty volume in an infinite encyclopedia for Harry to
open and read. If he had the time, but he didn't because of his search. Oh, yes: Harry woul d be

i nval uabl e in the hands of any one of a score of crinminal elements. And it was still possible that
his wife and child's di sappearance was connected in some way to just such an organi zation. Wich
was why the Branch was indeed working flat out to discover their whereabouts. Ch, they were doing
it for Harry, too, who had done so nuch for themand for the world, but they were also doing it
for thenmselves, for 'the common good.' And it was for that sane comopn cause that Darcy had call ed
in Doctor James Anderson. Anderson was the best, the very best there was: a hypnotist w thout peer
inall the land, as far as was known. Wbrking wi thout anaesthetics on patients lulled to a
pai nl ess imMmunity under the weird spell of Anderson's eyes and systems, surgeons had carried out
the nost delicate operations; wonen had given effortless birth in exceptionally awkward
circunmstances; nentally traumatized and schi zoid cases had shed their del usions and extraneous
personalities to energe whole and one fromhis healing gaze. And far nore inportantly where Darcy
was concerned, Anderson was a master of the post-hypnotic command. Darcy renenbered how it had
gone that night. . . By the time they had entered Harry's room using a master key, the Necroscope
had been dead to the world, and probably to the dead, too! The drug Darcy had gi ven himhad been a
sleeping pill, but a pill with a difference. Distilled fromthe oriental yellow poppy - and as
such an 'opiate' - the principal active ingredient had the effect of opening the m nd of the

subj ect to hypnotic suggestion while he slept on. The hypnotist would then insert hinself into the
subj ect's dreams, his subconscious mnd, inplanting those commands which the subject would act
upon and accept as routine long after the drug had dispersed and he was awake. Darcy had obt ai ned
the pills from Anderson, who used them when he was treating nental cases. Not that Harry was a
mental case, but it had provided an easy nethod of bringing himunder Anderson's control w thout
the Necroscope hinself knowi ng what was happeni ng. Since he wasn't a patient as such, it was

i nperative that he did not know what was happeni ng. For rather than being a curative treatnent,
this was to be preventative. Darcy had been present throughout and renmenbered the entire thing in

detail. Especially he remenbered his only partly covert, his al nost suspicious exani hation of
Ander son hinsel f: the way he'd considered the hypnotist's attitude to be far too rel axed, too
casual. . . well, in the light of what he was doing and who he was working on. Didn't he know who

this man was? But then he'd had to remi nd hinself: no, of course Anderson didn't know who or what
Harry was. He was only doing what he'd been asked to do. Anderson was young, maybe thirty-five or -
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six years old, tall, and good-looking in a darkly humourl ess sort of way; or perhaps nore
attractive than good-I|ooking. But maybe that was residual of his stage days, when he'd used to
portray hinself as sone inscrutable deity of inner mind. If so, then he' d succeeded very well

i ndeed. Wth his high-arching eyebrows, full, sensual lips - that seenmed too full and sensuous
agai nst the pallor of his face - and the sunken orbits of his eyes, dark as from countl ess

sl eepl ess nights; why, only give hima pair of horns and Anderson would be the very epitone of the
devil! ' A handsone devil,' yes. His hair was a shiny black, swept back and, Darcy suspected,

| acquered into place. His chin was narrow, al nost pointed, and sported a snall neatly trimred

goat ee; his sideburns were angled to sharp points md-way between the |obes of his small flat ears
and the corners of his nouth. And as if to underline or enphasize his | ooks, he wore a cl oak
which to Darcy's mnd was about as theatrical as you could get. Anderson's eyes, of course, were
huge, bl ack, and hypnotic. And his voice . . . was velvet. Inside Harry's room the doctor had
wasted no tine. Darcy renmenbered how it had been: first Anderson sitting by the Necroscope's bed,
and lifting each of his eyelids in turn to check the dilation of his eyes. Then, when Harry's eyes
stayed glassily open, the classic technique: a crystal pendant swi nging on a chain, and the
doctor's soft, snmpothly insistent voice, conmanding Harry that he: 'Watch the lights, the sparkle,
the heart of the crystal. Feel the heartbeat as the crystal swings to and fro, and match it with
your own . ' Then Anderson's hand seeking and checking the pulse in the Necroscope's wist, his
nod of approval, and the pendulum s swing gradually slowing as the doctor's marvel |l ous voice
continued: 'Harry, you can close your eyes and sleep now. You are asleep . . . you are asleep but
you will continue to hear ne. | amyour heartbeat, your mind, your very life and soul. | contro
you; | amyou, and because we are one, you will obey nme. You will obey you, for I amyou. W are
one, and we're asleep, but we hear our mnd speaking to us, and we obey. Can you hear ne, Harry?
If you can hear ne, you may nod ..." The Necroscope had cl osed his eyes at Anderson's conmand. As
he sl ow y nodded his head, so Darcy had found hinsel f holding his breath. 'Harry Keogh, you are a
rare man with rare powers . . . you are a man with rare powers . . . rare powers, yes. Did you
know that ? That you're a man with rare and wonderful powers?' Anderson hadn't known Necroscope:
The Lost Years - Vol. what Harry's 'rare powers' were; only that he was followi ng Darcy C arke's
instructions. And again the Necroscope's nod. 'If others knew of your powers, they would want the
use of them GOhers nmight want the use of these strange powers. Others m ght even use them agai nst
us, to harmyou and nme and the ones we |ove. Do you understand?' (Harry's nod). 'Now listen,'
Ander son had | eaned closer to the nman in the bed, his voice nore deep and sonorous yet. '\W can
only be safe so | ong as others know nothing of our powers. W are safe only so | ong as we protect
our powers. Qthers nust never know what we can do. W nust never speak of our powers. You rmnust
never ever mention your powers to anyone. You nust never disclose themto anyone. You nust never
di splay themto anyone. Do you understand?' (Harry's slow, uncertain nod). 'You may use your
powers as is your right, Harry, but you may never speak of them or display themor otherw se

di scl ose themto others. You may never, ever speak of them or disclose or display themto others,
no matter what the provocation, not even under the stress of extrene pain or torture. Do you
understand?' (Harry's nod, nore positive now). 'Now listen, Harry. You are still you but / amno

| onger you. This is someone new speaking to you - soneone you don't know! You don't know ne, but
you can hear ne. If you can hear ne, say yes.' Harry's head had comenced its al nost robotic,
mechani cal nod; but now it paused, stiffened into imobility, and his mouth fell open. H s tongue
wiggled a moment in the cave of his mouth, then stuttered: 'Y ... ye ... yes.' 'Good! Now then
my friend, my good friend. 1've heard it said that you have amazing powers? Is this true? Answer
me!' The Necroscope said nothing - but his face grew pale, his eyelids fluttered and his tongue
wobbl ed wildly. Wiich was the point where Darcy had begun to wish he'd never set this in notion
except the possible alternative had been unthinkable. 'Let's be reasonable,' Anderson's oh so

per suasi ve voi ce had droned on. 'Let's have a normal conversation, Harry. Your throat is no |onger
dry; your nouth is salivating; your tongue is freed and you can talk normally. Let's talk

normal Iy, shall we? Now, what is all this about these powers of yours? You can trust nme, Harry.
Tell me about them. ' At that the Necroscope had seermed to relax a little. H's eyelids had
stopped fluttering; his nouth closed as he licked his lips; his Adam s appl e bobbed as he

nmoi stened his throat. Then: 'Powers?' he said, enquiringly. 'Wose powers? You have ne at a

di sadvantage. |'mafraid | don't know you, or what you're tal king about.' (At which Darcy had

grinned, for this was nore like it. Harry didn't seem unconfortable any nore - indeed he was
having a 'nornmal' conversation. And he was |lying his head off!) Anderson had gl anced at Darcy,
nodded and said, 'He was a difficult subject. | knowit's hard to believe, that it | ooked very
easy, but you'll just have to take nmy word for it: he was hard to get into, and | could feel him
fighting ne. | always know when they are fighting ne, for | get these terrible headaches ..." He
used a handkerchief to pat several beads of sweat fromhis forehead. 'And you can believe ne, |'ve
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got a beauty right now But let's put it to the ultimate test, eh? He knows you, right? He knows
you for a good and trustworthy friend? So why don't you ask hi mabout these wonderful powers of
his?'" '"What?' Darcy had been taken by surprise. "Just like that? | can . . . talk to himwhile
he's under?' And: 'Wait,' Anderson had told him and turned back to the Necroscope. 'Harry, you
have a friend here, Darcy Carke. Darcy wants to speak to you, Harry, and you will talk to him
just as you have spoken to ne: a perfectly nornmal conversation. Do you understand?' 'O course,
Harry had answered, a half-snmile fornming on his sleeping face. And w thout pause: 'How s it going,
Darcy?' For a nonent Darcy had been taken aback; he hadn't quite known what to say. Then words had
formed and he'd said. '"It's all going well, Harry. And you?' 'GCh, so-so. Better when | know about
Brenda and the baby. | nmean, when | know they're okay.' It was the | ead Darcy had been | ooking
for. "Sure. And as the Necroscope - | nean with your powers and all - it won't take too |ong,
right?" Harry's eyes had stayed cl osed, but he'd cocked his head inquiringly on one side. 'Eh?
he'd finally answered, frowning. And: 'It seens everyone is deternmined to talk in riddles today!
Look, | hate to rush off like this but I'm- you know - busy? Do you m nd?'" And with that he'd
rolled over in his bed, turning his back on both of them At which Anderson had grasped Darcy's

el bow, saying, 'Not even you! You see, he won't even talk to you about it - whatever "it" is.

Well, so far so good. But now l'd like to hamer the point hone. | want to reinforce it and nake
absolutely certain that nmy post-hypnotic conmand is in place. Except | warn you: this is very
repetitious stuff. I'"'mafraid | may bore you to death. O if not that, | mght certainly put you

to sleep, too!' Anderson's success had pl eased him maki ng hi m seem nore warm and human. Darcy had
stayed, however, and seen it out to the end. And Anderson had been right: it was repetitious and
boring, so that by the tine he was done Darcy was i ndeed yawni ng. ' And now he can sleep it off,"’
the doctor had told Darcy, as they turned off the light and let thenselves out of Harry's room
Then, in his- office, Darcy had asked: '\Wat next? |Is there anything else | should do? |'m having
breakfast with Harry tonorrow norning.' Anderson had shrugged. 'He'll probably seema little
confused, reluctant. Watever this big secret of Keogh's is, all of your E-Branch agents
presumably know about it. It's sinmply that you' re keeping it fromthe outside world, right?
That's right,' Darcy had nodded his agreenment. 'W know about it, and Harry knows we know' °'-
Hence the confusion,’ Anderson had finished for him 'If | were you |l wouldn't test it: don't even
bring it up. O if you nust, then have sonmeone else test it. Sone "stranger?" But well away from
this place.' And Darcy had seen the sense in that. "And is that all? Nothing else | should know?
Ander son had | ooked at him pursed his full lips, said: 'He's no | onger one of yours? 'That's
right. He's noving on. He has things to do. But why do you ask? Is it inportant? Again Anderson's
shrug. 'There may be - | don't know - side effects? But before Darcy could show his alarm I
mean, |'ve been into his mind - or not intoit, but I have opened it up a little. In sone people
the mind is like a door with rusty hinges. And as | told you, Harry's door was dammed near wel ded
shut! So I... applied a little oil. You see, it's not sinply the drugs and ny eyes and ny voice,
Darcy - it's also nmy mind. No, |I'mnot an esper like you and yours, but |I'mspecial in nmy own way
just the same. | mean, | can put certain people under just by snapping ny fingers! But Harry
wasn't one of them He was difficult. Except now that |'ve oiled his hinges, so to speak, well, he
could be easier the next tinme.' The next tinme?" 'If soneone did get hold of Keogh, it's possible -
just possible, mnd you - that they'd be able to get into his mind as "easily" as | seened to.'
They coul d undo what you' ve done?' 'Ah, no, | didn't say that!' Anderson had held up a cautionary
finger. '"What |'ve done is done, and as far as | know only | can break it. But the rest of Harry's
m nd nmight now be nore accessible. He night nore readily give in to hypnotic suggesti on. However,

that's a pretty big mght. | shouldn't worry about it if I were you.' But in fact Darcy C arke
hadn't stopped worrying about it ever since, for close on five weeks. It was a terrible idea, a
fearful concept: to have soneone break into a man's id - into him- without his knowing it; to

weaken himin ways he wasn't even aware of, then |l eave the doors of his mind flapping helplessly
to and fro in the wind of sone future nmental intrusion! Not that it was really as bad as all that,

Darcy told hinself, returning to the present. He was sinply over-dramatizing again, that's all. It
wasn't as if the Necroscope was |likely to cone up agai nst another hypnotist, now was it? But
still, it wasn't the sort of thing Darcy C arke hinself would ever want to happen to him Not

Iikely! And of course, it couldn't ever happen to him not as long as his guardian angel tal ent
was wat ching over him On one of the last two counts Darcy was quite wong, and on the other he
wasn't quite right. But then, he wasn't a precog. Wich was perhaps just as well. . . That sane
night Harry took the Mbius route into the heart of Edinburgh and hailed a taxi. It was raining
and he didn't want to wal k -and anyway he woul dn't know where to go, for B.J.'s wasn't in the
book. But his taxi driver should knowit. "B.J.'s,' he told the man, who turned, |ooked back at
him and shook his head sadly. There's a | ot cheaper places tae get pissed, Chief, if ye nust,' he
said. 'But the booze in they dam wi ne bars costs a pretty penny, aye!' He was a 'canny Scot,'
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obviously. Thanks for the advice,' Harry told him "but B.J. 's will do.' 'As ye say,' the other
shrugged. ' Ah expec' it's the young |l assies, aye.' And they headed for B.J.'s. The Necroscope

qui ckly got hinmself lost as the taxi turned right off Princes Street into a maze of alleys, and
the I oom ng grey bul k of Edi nburgh Castle, his principal |andmark, vanished into a rain-blurred
sky, behind the conpl ex and nerging sil houettes of shiny rooftops and archi ng causeways. The
echoi ng canyon wal I s of bleakly uninteresting, alnost subterranean streets and alleys sped by on
both sides, and between squealing, nerve-rending sw pes of the w ndscreen blades Harry could | ook
ahead and see a pale glow of city lights reflected on the undersides of |owering clouds. Tine
seened suspended ... he mght even have dozed a little in the nusty-snelling back seat. But
eventually: '"B.J.'s,' the driver grunted, bringing his taxi to a halt in a narrow street of three-
storey buil di ngs whose shop-front fagades were built onto or extended fromthe old brickwork of a
gently curving Victorian terrace. Harry shook hinself awake, clinbed stiffly out of the taxi and
paid the fare, then turned up his collar and | ooked up and down the street. And as the taxi pulled
away he saw that the area was nore than a little rundown and shabby, and hardly the place he'd
thought it would be. It scarcely matched up to B.J. or what he'd inagi ned of her. But just what
had he i magi ned of her? Wat sort of place had he envisioned? A low, Mdorish dive - but one with
style - on the fringe of some Moroccan Kasbah, like a Rick's Cafe and Casino, magically
transported from pre-war Casabl anca? What, to Edi nburgh? Onh, there were dives here, certainly -

i kewi se in London, Birnmingham Newcastle, Liverpool, and Leicester; and in Berlin, Mscow,

Ni cosia, New York, Paris, alnpbst anywhere - but as for style . . . that was about as far as it
went. Harry had no idea where he was, his physical geographical |ocation, but he did know he'd
never have any trouble finding it again. He had instinctively absorbed the feel of the place - its
aura, its 'co-ordinates' -into his metaphysical mnd. Fromthis tine forward, using the Mbius
Conti nuum he woul d al ways be able to come here. The rain cane squalling slantw se; the street was
al rost deserted; it was too late for run-of-the-m |l shops, and only one late-nighter was it at
the far end of the street. A Chinese takeaway was open maybe hal f-way down, also a pub opposite
the restaurant, letting out a little orange light fromincongruous 'antique' bull's-eye w ndows.
But where was B.J.'s? For a nonent the Necroscope thought his driver had sinply dunped himat The
End O The Known World, until he spotted the illum nated sign, no bigger or brighter than a
cinema's 'Exit' sign, over a shaded door set back fromthe pavenent between a shoe shop on the one
hand and a fish-and-chip bar with a 'For Sale' sign in the whitewashed wi ndows on the other. The
illuminated sign was in dull blue neon and sinply said, 'B.J. 's.' Harry noved into the shadow

bet ween the two shops, making for the door. But as he did so, he sensed nmovenent across the
street. Turning his head, he was barely in tine to witness the brief electric glare of a canera's
flash froma dark shop doorway directly opposite. Now what the hell . . . ? Soneone taking a
picture of him outside B.J. 's? But who could have known he'd be coming here? He hadn't known
hinself until this afternoon! And he certainly hadn't told anyone. He turned towards the street
and nade as if to cross . . . and a slight, bent figure came scurrying out of the shop doorway,
headi ng down the street towards the pub. Bird-bright eyes under a w de-brinmed hat gl anced back at
Harry, as the figure made off in a slap, slap, slap of |eather on wet paving slabs. Harry wanted
to get a better look at this one. Fixing the orange glow of the pub's snall-pane wi ndows in the
eye of his mind, he quickly stepped back into the shadows and conjured a Mbius door . . . and a
monent | ater stepped out of the shadows of the pub into the street, and headed back towards B.J.
's. The nysterious figure in the raincoat and wi de-bri med hat cane al nost at a run, saw the
Necroscope at the last monent and very nearly collided with him As the nan swerved aside, Harry
caught at his arnms as if to steady him and so cane eye-to-eye with him however briefly. Briefly,
yes, because even as Harry stared at him so the small man di splayed a surprising strength and

wi riness, wenched hinself furiously free and nade off down the street again. And this tine Harry
let himgo, all five feet four or five of him watching himdi sappear out of sight down a side
alley . . . Harry felt fairly certain he'd never seen the man before, and therefore that the
stranger didn't know and coul dn't possibly have recognized him As for Harry's use of the Mdbi us
Conti nuum the stranger woul d never believe that the man in front of B.J.'s was the sane one he'd
bunped into on the street just a nonent later! So, nothing much for Harry to concern hinself over
there. But. . . what was it all about? Was it sonme kind of threat, sonething to worry over? O was
it sinpler than that? Maybe Darcy C arke had decided to have Harry watched - or watched over - for
his own good. But if that was the case, how had Darcy known he'd be going to B.J. 's? Maybe the
expl anati on was even sinpler: Like, someone was watching B.J.'s for his own reasons. O perhaps a
private detective for sonmeone el se's reasons? O the police? Wiat if B.J.'s was a front for

sonet hing el se? And what kind of a girl - or woman - was this Bonnie Jean anyway, that she should
go around shooting at nmen with a crossbow? But that |ast was a question Harry had asked hinself
many tinmes before. It was one of the several reasons he was here: to find out if there was any
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connection between B.J. and Brenda's di sappearance. Wl king thoughtfully back to B.J.'s in the
rain, he considered the face he'd seen, or that glinpse of a face, before the - what, observer? -
had wenched hinself free. That face on the little nman, that startled face, that had decided Harry
agai nst any further action at this point. It wasn't that he'd felt afraid of the little nman, just.
surprised? Startled? Even as startled as the snall observer hinself? But by what? There are
| ooks and there are | ooks, and the little man had had one of those |ooks. Like a cornered rat. And
everyone knows that it's best not to corner a rat. Such a look, on the face of the little nan, had
been enough to stall Harry - on this occasion, anyway. But if there should be a next tine - then
he m ght want to know nore. Approaching B.J.'s, he pictured that face again: that winkled old
face with its rheuny, runny eyes. At a distance he'd thought of themas 'bright bird eyes,' but
seen close-up they weren't. Those oh-so-strange three-cornered eyes that one second | ooked grey
and the next shone dull silver, like an aninal's at night... and the next turned grey again; or
maybe it was a trick of the street lights. And the long, heavily veined nose, flanged at the tip
and the too-wi de, loose-lipped mouth in its thrusting, aggressive jaws. And overall, the grey,
aged aspect of the face generally. Just a glinpse, yes, and not necessarily accurate. But it had
been sufficient to give himpause . . . Letting the picture gradually fade in the eye of his mnd
t he Necroscope was satisfied (but not pleased) that he wouldn't easily forget it. Indeed he m ght
just ask BJ. about it. About its owner, anyway. For if she was aware of the little man - if she'd
ever seen him-she'd certainly know who Harry was tal king about. It was just one of the severa
questions he had for her. As for the questions she might have for him. . . well, he'd do his best
to avoid them So he told hinself, anyway . . . The door was heavy and banded with nmetal, and
equi pped with a buzzer, a peephole, and a speaker grille. Harry buzzed, detected slight novenents
within, and felt hinmself observed. Eventually a fenale voice asked: 'Are you a nenber, sir? If so,
hold up your card. If not, state your business.' Cbviously one of the club's 'young | assies,"
Harry thought. 'I'mnot a nenber,' he answered. '| was invited - by Bonnie Jean.' There was
silence for a long nmonent, then:"Wait.' Harry seemed to wait an inordinately long tine, but when
the door finally opened it was B. J. herself who stood holding it open for him And again Harry
wasn't certain what he'd been expecting. He had net her before, yes, but a | ot had been happening
at the tine. Funny, but the best picture he had of her was the one George Jakes had given him A

real looker . . . Tall, slim slinky, yet natural with it. (The shape in Jakes's dead nmind had
been that of Lauren Bacall in that ol d Bogie novie where she says, 'You know how to whistle, don't
you?') Maybe Eurasian? She could be, fromthe shape of her eyes: |ike alnonds and very slightly
tilted. . . And her hair, bouncing on her shoul ders, seem ng black as jet but grey in its sheen
The ageless type . . . Anything fromnineteen to thirty-five . . . But a |ooker, oh yes! And now
the reality. But still the Necroscope couldn't see her clearly enough, not in the dimlight in the

hal | way inside the door. On the other hand, she could obviously see him 'So, it's mah brave

| addie in person,' she breathed, smling at himwonderingly with her head on one side. 'Mah own
wee man W' no nanme.' Then she straightened up, and was still two inches shorter than Harry. 'And
maybe no' so very wee at that! But | was beginning to think I'd never see you again! Cone in, cone
in.' The hallway or corridor was wi de, high-ceilinged, carpeted. Low nusic cane from sonewhere up
ahead; pop nusic, Harry thought, late '50s or early '60s. He quite enjoyed all that old stuff. The
corridor seened a long one; there were pictures on the walls, large tapestries in gilt franes; but
there were no doors leading off to right or left. A peculiar set-up. 'l know what you're
thinking,' B.J. said, leading the way. '|I thought so nyself the first time | sawit - a fire
hazard, right? Aye, well the authorities thought so, too. But in the event of fire - God forbid! -
there are escape routes enough at the back and out into the garden. And we are on the ground
floor, after all.' 'l wasn't thinking about fire,' Harry answered, not | ooking where he was going,
and bunping into her where she paused at a fire door. And: 'Sorry,' he said, as she raised a
queryi ng, perhaps anused eyebrow. 'C unmsy of ne . ' "But you weren't so clunmsy the last tine we

met,' she answered, with the hint of a frowm in her voice. 'Indeed, | mght even say greased
lightning!" If she was fishing for some kind of reaction she didn't get it. Harry nerely shrugged,
and continued: 'No, | wasn't considering the fire risk. | was just wondering: why such a | ong

corridor?" They were standing very close together. He could snell her scented breath when she
answered, 'Oiginally it was an alley between the buildings to right and left. Wen the shop
fagades were built at the front, the alley was roofed over to give safe access to the property at
the rear - ny place, now.' Her Edi nburgh burr had al nost di sappeared, replaced by something Harry
didn't quite recognize. 'Downstairs is B.J.'s,' she continued, turning fromhimand pushing

through the door. '"Upstairs is nmy living area. And the garret... is ny bedroom' Harry foll owed
her, comenting, 'Wen you answer a sinple query, you really do answer it in full, don't you? And
giving himthat | ook again, 'WlIl, at |east one o' us does!' she replied, and a little of the

brogue was back. Then, with a wave of her arm 'B.J.'s,' she announced. Inside was definitely
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better than out. Shrugging out of his coat, which a pretty girl in a not-quite-Playboy outfit took
to the cl oakroom Harry |ooked the place over. There was a | ongi sh nahogany bar with access

hat ches at both ends, behind which two nore girls served drinks - or would serve them presumably,
but at the nonent there were only one or two custoners. And at the far end of the room anot her

girl sat near the juke-box, an original Wirlitzer by its looks, flipping the pages of a magazine
"A"quiet" night,' Bonnie Jean commrented wyly, as Harry perched hinmsel f awkwardly on one of too
many enpty bar-stools, and she went behind the bar to serve him 'It's always the same when it's
raining." There were two other customers ('club nmenbers,' Harry remi nded hinself) at the bar, one
at each end where they nursed their drinks and chatted up the girls, and a group of three seated
at a table in a corner close to a darts board. B.J.'s clients were all over forty, well turned
out, business types. Men with noney, anyway. It |ooked like the taxi driver was right: this

woul dn't be a cheap place to drink. Harry continued to | ook the place over and decided: It's a
converted hol e-in-the-wall pub. And he was right. B.J.'s had been a fairly standard if poorly-
frequented public house at one tine. The ancient punps were still in place behind the bar, and the
oak ceiling beans were dark-stained fromgenuine fire snoke. The open fireplace itself was stil
there, big enough to take a small table, but the flue had been seal ed when central heating
replaced the warnth of a real fire. That fireplace isn't Victorian!' he said: an awkward seem ng
statenment - al nost an accusation! But he was still finding his way, getting used to the place. And
to B.J. To her presence. Or to his presence in her place. She took pity on himand didn't smle,
but answered what he now saw as a dunmb conment with a reasoned reply. 'You're right. This place
isn't Victorian. It goes back a lot further - two or three hundred years at |east. Renenber, it's
set back fromthe "nodern" stuff, the terrace that fronts onto the street. Twenty years ago it got
annexed to all of that al nost by m stake, when they started to convert the whole street on this
side into sone kind o' shopping arcade! But the builder went broke and it all fell through. And a
good thing, too, for this old building was here first. Mre recently it was a pub, but too out of
the way. When | bought it | couldn't afford to nodernize it, and now I'mglad.' And before he
coul d make another stupid coment (what the hell was it about this girl that so tangled his
tongue, Harry wondered?) she went on: This was once a huge living room Wy, it took up nost of
the ground floor! Nowit's split in tw by the wall behind this bar. Back there is a storage room
an original kitchen, nmodern toilets, and access to the garden. And the stairs.' 'Wuat's the
difference?' said Harry. 'Eh?' She cocked her head, and he admired the angle of her jaw, but found
that he couldn't look at her. It was disconcerting. He wanted to | ook at her but couldn't. It was
as though he was a school boy again - his first funbling approach to Brenda? That brought him up
short! What was this Bonnie Jean, sone kind of Lorelei? The difference? she said. "Ch!' He pulled

hi nsel f together. 'Between a wine bar and a pub.' She nodded and sniled knowingly. 'l had' na taken
ye for a drinking man, and it seenms | was right. But while we're on that subject, what woul d ye
like?" 'Hwmm®?' To drink!' Harry shrugged. 'I don't know. A short?' 'Vodka, gin, whisky, brandy,
rum- you nane it.' 'Er, brandy, | think.' 'Cognac? Courvoisier? 'Watever you say.' 'No, no

no!' She laughed. 'It's what you say!' The man at the closest end of the bar had been listening to
their conversation. NoV, sneeringly, he called out, 'Seens ye've got yoursel' a real |live one
there, B.J.!'" He was short, stocky, and seened to have no neck; well-dressed but unconfortable-

| ooki ng. What, a rough di anond? A rough sonething, certainly. Smiling along the bar at him the
Necroscope said, 'Alive one? | guess | am- for the tinme being.' The other didn't know what to
make of that; scowling, he turned back to his girl. And in a | owered voice, Bonnie Jean said, 'He
chats me up fromtime to tinme. The protective type, you know?' She slid a glass of cognac in front
of Harry, and said, 'On the house. 1... don't know your nane?" 'It's Harry,' he told her. 'Harry
Keogh. So what with himand ne, it seens you're well protected, Bonnie Jean.' He sipped at his
drink, which hit himat once and in all the right spots. So now he knew what Alec Kyle's tipple

had been; what his body's tipple still was! '"B. J.,' she told him 'In here I'"'mjust B.J.' But she
had known what he nmeant well enough, and quickly went on, 'I still owe you for that, Harry.'

"Wll, you owe me an expl anation at |east,' he agreed, and gave a shrug. 'You know, of a couple of
small things . . .?" "But not here,' she replied. 'Not now. And there's a good many things | don't

know about you, either Harry knew a word gane when he heard one, and he was good at them
"Yes, but not here,' he said, smling. 'Not now.' Astonishingly, after just a sip or two, the
cognac was | oosening himup! But he'd better not let it |loosen himtoo fast or far. And aware of
her eyes on him finally he | ooked back at her - and | ooked, and drank her in. Finally he had her;
her picture had firned-up, taken on life. And she wasn't so nuch the | ooker that Harry and George
Jakes had thought she m ght be. But undeniably attractive, yes - even to the point of magnetic.
Those eyes of hers, their oh-so-slight slant - and their colour, a deep, penetrating hazel flecked
with gold: feral eyes. Her ears, large but not obtrusive, flat to her head and elflike with their
pointed tips, not quite hidden in the swirl and bounce of shining hair. Her nose, tip-tilted but
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by no nmeans 'cute.' And her nouth: too anple by far, yet delicious in the curve of its bow As for
her teeth: the Necroscope couldn't remenber seeing teeth so perfect or so white!l But she had been

studying him too. 'Funny eyes,' she said. 'Wll, not funny . . . strange. Like sonmeone else is
| ooki ng out of them' Harry could have answered that one, but he kept silent as she went on: They
| ook sort of sad, conpassionate, and ... | don't know, trustworthy? But deep down, nmaybe they're a

little cold, too. Maybe you've been nmade cold, Harry. Have you led a strange life?" 'Wat, have
you been reading ny paln?' He sniled his sad snmile, which was always a part of himand couldn't be
changed, not even by Alec Kyle's face. 'Maybe you've m ssed your calling, BJ. Maybe you shoul d

have been Gypsy Bonnie!' 'I... fancy | mght have conme from Gypsy stock at that,' she answered.
"But how close was |, really? 'Maybe too close,' he answered. 'Maybe right now, you're too
close.' Showi ng feigned alarm she drew back a fraction. 'Ch? And are ye big trouble, Harry?' 'l
hope I'mnot going to be," he told her, honestly. 'And | hope you're not going to be. | do need to

talk to you, BJ.' She drew back nore yet, and nmeant it this tine - not away from Harry, but from

the man who had spoken to himjust a nmonent ago fromthe end of the bar. He had finished his drink
and now knocked a bar stool aside in his stunbling approach. There was an unpl easant sonethi ng on
his face: a question - an accusation - ained at B.J. but intended for Harry. Now he gave it voi ce.

"I's this creep botherin' ye, hon . . .?'" And Harry thought: Protective? Mire the possessive type,
I'd have thought. And seeing the ugly glint in the man's eyes, and wei ghing himup: Two hundred
and twenty pounds if he's an ounce, and every ounce a pain in the backside! Il HOVE WTH BONN E

JEAN And: Sergeant, said Harry to a good friend of his, well over a hundred niles away in the
cenetery in Harden, / believe | have a problem Hs dead friend, an ex-Arny physical training
instructor, and an extrenmely hard man in his tine, was into Harry's mnd at once, |ooking out
through his eyes and reading the picture he saw in the bar room The thing is, Harry went on
whi |l e Sergeant got acquainted, / don't want too nuch ness. Step away fromthe bar, Harry,

' Sergeant' Gaham Lane told him This lad's big and bold, but he's getting old. Wat, forty-five?
And | ook at his gut: he drinks too nmuch, and he's had too nuch tonight, too. The next time he

speaks to you, if he really means to have a go, is when he'll nake his move. Let ne take it from
there . . . Harry noved away fromthe bar into open space, heard B.J. saying: 'Look, Big Jimy, we
were only talking. I've the right to talk to people in mah own place, have I no'?" 'It's the way

he was | ookin' at ye, lass,' Big Jimry answered, speaking to her but narrowing his eyes at Harry.
"I just dinnae like his attitude, his flashy answers!' (Here it came): 'You!' Big Jimwy rasped,
turning nore fully to Harry. 'So ye're a live one, eh?" And he started his swing. 'Wll, not for

I ong, ye fucking pipsqueak!' Sergeant was right there in the Necroscope's mnd, directing him

al nmost controlling him So Harry et himhandle it his way. The bar was on Harry's right, and Big
Jimy noving along it fromthe left, still knocking aside bar stools. The man had swung with his
right hand, a lunbering blowwith |lots of weight but nothing of speed. The Necroscope stepped
forward inside the arc of the fist, caught Big Jimy's wist in both hands, turned and bent
forward fromthe waist. The big man's inpetus carried himforward; Harry's back forned the ful crum
and his opponent's armthe | ever; he rose up, sonersaulted, cane crashing down on a table and

reduced it to rubble. And Harry said: Christ, Sergeant! | said no ness! Wiat ness? The ot her
answered. Ifs over! He's winded but that's all. And nmaybe he'll take it as a warning. Only a total
nmoron woul d push it any further. He's seen how fast we are. Wll, | hope you're right, Harry

answered with feeling, as Big Jinmy got groggily to his feet. 'Wy, ye-' The man took a stunbling
step forward. The Necroscope took a pace back, his arnms lifting and extending forward as his hands
comrenced noving in an unmi stakabl e karate weave. And cocking his head slightly on one side,
warningly: '"Don't,' he said. Sinply that. 'Huh!' The other grunted, stopping dead in his tracks.
"So ye're a hard nman, are ye?' 'You really don't want to find out,' Harry told him And from
behind the bar: 'Ye're leaving, Big Jimmy!' B.J. snapped. 'R ght now, an' ye're no coning back!'
Big Jinmy | ooked at her through little red pig-eyes, cast one nore nmurderous glance at Harry, and
grunted, Tuck ye'all, then!' As he swung around and headed for the door, one of the girls was hot
on his heels with his coat; and B.J. shouting after them 'Tear up his card! No one's ever tae |et
that pig in here again!' Her eyes stopped blazing and she | ooked at Harry, who was finishing his
drink. And regaining a senblance of control, B.J. said: 'Geased |ightning, aye. Maybe ye're
right, and | shoul d' nae have tae do with ye.' Too late for that, B.J.' he told her. 'W're already
had "tae do," as you well know.' He glanced round the room but no one was | ooking his way. They
probably thought it best not to. One of the girls was clearing away the wecked table. 'W have to
talk,' Harry rem nded B.J. She pursed her lips, as if preparing to argue, but finally said,

Toni ght, then, after we've closed. Mdnight, right here. And now perhaps ye' 11 go? Ye're no' a

menber, after all. Ah've mah licence tae think about.' And you should think a little nore about
your accent, he thought, which changes |ike the wind round Edi nburgh Castle! B.J. signalled for
one of her girls to get his coat, then phoned for a taxi: 'Just in case the Big Man's wai ting
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outside for ye . " But he wasn't, and neither was the little man with the canmera. Harry didn't
need the taxi but took it anyway - as far as the town centre. .Then he took the Mbius route the
rest of the way to Bonnyrig. Back home he rummaged around until he found an incredi bly ancient
bottle of Scottish malt whisky that nmust have belonged to his stepfather. There was still an inch
or two of liquor in the bottom and as he poured hinself a |arge shot he couldn't help but wonder
what Al ec Kyle woul d have thought of it. Oddly enough, he still felt buoyed by the single shot of
cognac he'd had at B.J.'s! So what was he to nake of that? A warning? And: |'ve really got to get
this body in training, Harry thought. Wth which he poured the contents of his glass - and the
rest of the bottle -away down the kitchen sink. Once you know your enemy, it's easier to deal with
him And that was the end of that. . . But nmaybe he should have taken a drink if only to lighten
up a little. Doom and gl oom were back by the tinme he used the Mbius Continuumto return to
B.J.'s, alittle after mdnight, and the mseries were on Harry as heavy as ever. Al so, he was
somewhat upset by all this unnecessary hopping about; if B.J. had really wanted to talk to him
why hadn't she sinply taken himinto her back roomand talked to hin? O ... had she needed the
time to set himup? Wiichever, he was alert as never before as he stepped out of the Continuum
across the street fromB.J.'s in the dark doorway where he'd seen the little man with the canera.
If anything he was early; two of B.J.'s girls were just getting into a taxi at the kerbside, and
B.J. herself was seeing themoff. She gave a wave from her doorway as the cab pulled away, then
noved back out of sight. And the illuminated sign blinked into darkness. Harry conjured a door of
his own, noved across the street, rang B.J.'s bell. She hadn't had time to | ock the door yet; he
sensed novenent, heard the rattle of a chain; the door swung open. And seeing him 'Now how in al
that's . . .?" she said, and frowned her puzzlement. 'You weren't here just a nonent ago. |

t hought you weren't coming.' He shrugged. '| saw your girls leaving and waited. Didn't want anyone
to get the, er, wong idea.' 'Ch, really? she raised an eyebrow. 'Wll, maybe ye'd better cone in
t hen, before soneone sees you!' And as he nade to step across the threshold, 'But Harry, you can
believe ne that they wouldn't get the wong idea. So let's have it understood: this is strictly
business. It's not that | want you here, but that you want to be here, right?" Hs turn to frown,

where he paused with one foot over the threshold. 'You invited ne.' 'No,' she denied it. 'You
insisted!' "Well, I'"mhere anyway,' he said. 'And do you still want to talk to ne?" (She half
bl ocked his way). '"If you'll let me in, yes!' Smiling, she let himpass. And wal ki ng al ong the

corridor while she finished | ocking the door, he wondered, now what was that all about? The lights
were low in the bar room Harry stood waiting, until B.J. came in fromthe corridor and turned
them of f altogether. Then he stood in total darkness, until a vertical crack of |ight expanded
into an oblong as B.J. opened a recessed door behind the bar and passed through into the back
room And | ooking back at him she said: 'Wll, are ye no' coning? She was in and out of that
accent of hers like a hungry budgie in its cage, hopping to and fro fromswing to swing! Harry |et
hi msel f through the bar hatch and followed her into the back room or one of them It was a
storage roomwith a door to one side and stairs ascending to B.J.'s private roons overhead. Here
the Necroscope hesitated . . . until fromthe foot of the stairs B.J. said: '|l see nore than
enough of that bar of an evening. So if we nust talk, let's at |east be confortable.' Follow ng
her up the lighted stairs, he admred her figure and the natural swi ng of her backside in her
sheath skirt, which was slit up one side oriental style. B.J. was slimand shapely . . . and
classy, yes. O was it just Kyle's body chenistry? \Wichever, the Necroscope felt it; also their

cl oseness: the fact that they were quite alone here. But (he was quick to reassure hinself) it was
all part of the search for Brenda. This is where | live,' she told him stepping aside on a

| andi ng that opened directly into her living room 'Go on in.' And as he stepped by her into the
room 'Do have a seat, Harry Keogh,' she said. Before doing so he | ooked the roomover, and was

pl eased with what he saw. For where the bar below was a nmixture of different styles, this roomwas
all B.J. - it perfectly reflected her image, or the image that he still had of her. It was
tasteful, yet exciting, too. It pleased the eye, and simltaneously satisfied the mnd. Lacking
pretension or ostentation, still it |ooked rich, |ooked real. . . Iike the woman hersel f? The
carpet was pile, patterned, and obviously wool. Harry could alnost feel its warnth com ng right
through the soles of his shoes. The carpet's pattern was . . . what, Turkish? G eek? But
Medi t erranean, anyway. As were the varnished pine ceiling beans that forned spokes fromthe centre
of the ceiling, conpleting the wheel where they were joined up by curving nmenbers around the
rooms perimeter. Thus the roomhad a circular or at |east octagonal |ook, while in fact it was
sinmply a square room But actually there was nothing 'sinple'" about it. The main |lighting feature,
a snall round chandelier on an extendi ng gol den chain, depended fromthe hub of the pine ceiling-

wheel ; its crystal pendants served to contain the electric light fromthree egg-shaped bul bs, so
that the whole piece was set glowing like a snall soft sun. Its |ight was adequate, but could be
suppl emrent ed by use of shaded wall lights, and by the reading lanmp on its tall white stand near
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the circular central table. The three inner walls were decorated with what | ooked |Iike good
quality old prints in nodern franmes, while in the comers narrow tapestry screens franed i n banmboo
added to the circular effect. In the exterior wall, a wi de bay w ndow and seat took up three-
quarters of the space and opened onto a bal cony overl ooki ng the garden; the Necroscope could see
the gently nobile tops of trees or shrubbery out there, gleaning a lush green in the rain, and a
night-dark hill in the distance (the Castle's Rock, naybe, or Arthur's Seat?) silhouetted against
a lowering sky. Alight-tan |eather |ounger faced two natching easy chairs across the polished top
of the pine table, and a pair of tall, narrow, cramed bookshel ves filled the gaps between the
framed prints along one wall. A television set at the foot of one of the screens that flanked the
bay wi ndow coul d be viewed confortably fromthe | ounger, while a nusic centre on its stand
occupi ed the space in front of the other screen. Behind all four of the screens small chests of
drawers were barely visible; obviously Bonnie Jean kept her clutter in the drawers, well out of
sight of visitors. She was one tidy lady. To conplete the picture, there was a rotating drinks
cabinet on the open landing itself, where B.J. had paused, presumably to prepare drinks, and to
inquire: "A Courvoisier? Harry alnost replied in the affirmative, then renmenbered his vow agai nst

hard |iquor and shook his head. 'Thanks, no.' 'Wat?' she said. 'And am | supposed to sit here
drinking by mahsel f!' 'Nothing hard,' he answered. 'I'mnot one for hard |iquor. Tonight was a one-
off. If you hadn't suggested cognac, | probably woul dn't have thought of it. But |ook, since B.J.
s is a wine bar, why don't you offer ne a glass of wi ne? That seenmed to pl ease her. 'Actually,"
she said, 'l think I'mglad ye're no' a drinker. Hard drink will nmake a fool of a man - like Big
Jimy, for instance. It'Il put an idiot in your head and a braggart in your nmouth, to think and

speak for ye!' The Necroscope was well able to appreciate that: the idea of other people in your
head, speaking and acting for you. And it wasn't too far-fetched, either, except his people were
anything but idiots and usually told the truth! 'As for the difference,' B.J. went on ... '

Eh?' he felt obliged to cut in. 'Between a pub and a wine bar,' she smiled. "OCh!' '"It's the
licence,' she explained. 'A pub's hours are controlled, and its clients often aren't! But ny w ne
bar's a club whose opening hours are satisfactory tonme . . . within the law, you understand, and
with clients that I can pick and choose.' 'Like Big Jinmy?' Harry sat on the lounger. 'It was Big
Jimy's first bad m stake,' she answered, 'and his last.' 'You know,' Harry said, 'that was the
first Jock "Jimmy" | ever met? | know everyone calls everyone Jinmy up here, but are there really
that many Janeses?' r She | aughed, and explained: '"It's like "Johns" in London. O "Bruces" in
Australia. If you don't know soneone's name, you call himJimy, that's all. But Big Jimy really

was one.' Harry grimaced, and agreed, 'He was one, all right!' Til tell ye sonething, though,' she
said, sitting in one of the easy chairs opposite him 'You d best be careful how you use "Jock."
The Scots don't much care for it.' "Ch, | can tell you know about them' Harry said. 'Despite that
you're not one of them. . .?'" B.J. turned her face away and busi ed herself pouring w ne,
general Iy hiding her monentary confusion. She had brought a silver tray bearing a crysta

decanter, a bottle, and glasses, fromthe drinks cabinet. Now she poured a glass of red wine from
the decanter and a glass of liebfraumlch fromthe bottle. Taking up the sweet white w ne, she
offered a toast: 'Here's to you, Harry Keogh.' And the accent had quite disappeared. Harry picked
up his glass and | ooked at it. The glass was many-faceted; its contents were a |light ruby red, but
seenmed nmisty. 'The red's for ne?" he queried. 'But |I thought red wi ne was supposed to give you a
headache? What's this, the "house" wi ne?" That headache stuffs a nyth,' she told him 'In fact |
del i berately chose the red for you because it's not so strong. But it does have nore than its
share of sedinment, which is why | decanted it. | managed to clear nost of it. But if you don't
likeit. . .' she shrugged. 'l can always nmake you a coffee, or sonething el se of your choice?
Harry took a sip. The taste wasn't unpleasant; there was a certain bite to it - a hint of resin
maybe? He took a stab at it. 'You seemtaken by things Mediterranean.' 'Aha!' she said. 'One

m nute an innocent, the next a connoisseur! But you're right: a friend brought a whole crate of it
back from Greece for ne. Probably very cheap |ocal stuff, which nmight explain its quality, but.

S It's okay,' Harry cut her short. 'It tastes fine. And I'mgrateful for your hospitality.
But B.J., | do have to talk to you.' 'I know,' she said. 'About that night?" 'Yes.' 'WlIl good,
because | want to talk to you, too.' 'You probably saved ny life,' Harry went on, 'and |I'm not
forgetting that | owe you for that. But what you did was still a killing, if not downright murder
Al so, you nailed the "wolfnman" to his seat in that van, and so helped kill him too. And you were
very cool, calmand collected about the whole business - which worries me. | nmean, it's not

everyone who goes around shooting people with a crossbow, then shrugs it off like it's sonething
that happens all the time ..." She waited until she was sure he had finished, then said: 'You

could have asked nme all of these things that night, after you . . . well, after | found nyself in
the alley . . . when | was off balance? Let's face it, Harry, if | have a case to answer, so do
you. You said you weren't a policenan, so ... what were you doing there that night, eh? And then
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there's a really big question: nanely, how did you get us out of there? | nmean, | still can't
believe that-' '-Drugged,' the Necroscope lied. 'l drugged you.' (He'd cone prepared for this).
"What ?' Her eyes has narrowed to slits, increasing their tilt, nmaking her |Iook nore feral than
ever. 'You . . . drugged ne? How? When?' Dishelief was witten plain on Bonnie Jean's face. 'Wen
I took your arm | squeezed your armtightly, held you, but still you pulled away. The effort you
exerted to free yourself concealed the fact that |'d adm nistered a drug froma snall device in ny
hand. It had been nmeant for the people | was after, but | hadn't had an opportunity to use it.'
She let that sink in, and thought about it. And finally: 'That... all sounds a bit far-fetched,’
she said. 'Wat, you got ne out of there, unconscious, on your own?' But Harry saw t hat she was
uncertain. 'l wasn't alone,' he went on. 'l had friends in the yard at the back of that place. And
| switched the lights off, renmenber? That stopped the police for alittle while. By the tine they
went inside, we'd bundled you over the wall.' 'OCh?" She cocked her head on one side. 'And then you
carried me across the road, in full view of anyone who just might happen to be | ooking, to the

all ey, where you waited for me to recover, right?" Her sarcasmdidn't quite drip, but it brinmed,
certainly. 'Yes,' Harry nodded, delighted that she herself had supplied the answer to his biggest
problem 'Exactly right. There was a lot of mlling around; nobst of the police were inside, or
gathered at the entrance ranp; their vehicles were all over the place, blocking the road. And
there was the distraction of the blazing van, of course. Also, if we had been seen . . . well, the
people | work for are powerful. And so you see it wasn't really difficult. The drug is quick-
acting, and just as quick to disperse. After a few m nutes you cane out of it. You were a bit
shaken but nothing serious. Surely you remenber sitting down on the wet cobbles? B.J. |ooked very

uncertain now, her eyes blinked rapidly as she attenpted to absorb all of this. 'I was shaken up,’
she finally said. 'l ... didn't know what to nake of things, except that it seened |ike sone kind
of magic. | went to ny hotel and to bed. In the norning . . . well, it was all like a dreanl And I
had no way to contact you or even to know who you were. And | still don't.' She | ooked at him
accusingly. 'l shouldn't have hel ped you,' the Necroscope continued, and took another sip of w ne.
"It didn"t do me nmuch good with ny superiors, the people at the top. | should have left you at the
garage to fend for yourself, and that way the police would have had a suspect for the killings.

But . . .' He shrugged. 'You had saved ny life, and | felt obliged." "So ... you're an agent, of

sorts?" 'Yes.' (It wasn't too much of a lie. He had been one, at that tine, anyway). 'Working ...
for whon?' 'People,' Harry shrugged again. 'Wen the police can't do sonething that needs doing -
when the | aw defeats the lawful - then ny people are there to hel p. Except they're not ny people

any nore. | overstepped nyself, with you.' Her nouth fell open. 'You're out? 'Yes,' he answered.
This is ny last job: to find out why you were there, why you did what you did. Only answer a
question or two, truthfully . . . you'll be in the clear. And |I shall have squared it with ny

people.' They'll take you back?' 'No, but that's okay. | have other things to do.' He sipped again
at his wine, which was in fact excellent. It soothed a sore throat he hadn't even realized he had.
And it was | oosening not only his tongue but his nmind, too, and making everything he'd said seem

reasonable - even to him 'So . " (she was still uncertain). 'After you'd left me in that alley
- '. and that was sonmething of a swift getaway, too, if | may say so! - where did you go? And how
did you di sappear so quickly? 'I went to ny superiors and briefed them on what had occurred.

They' d been after that gang for a long tinme. As for getting away quickly: \ there's a wi cket gate
in that warehouse door in the alley. | sinply | stepped through it.' (Wll, he'd stepped through a

ki nd of door, : anyway, if not a wicket gate). The frown was back on her face. '|I could swear that
when | gl anced away from you, then back again, you had sinmply ... | don't know, disappeared? That
stuff | used on you,' he answered. "It has illusory effects, but i they soon wear off. Also, it
was very misty in the alley. Anyway, what ; are you suggesting? Were's the nystery? | get paid -1
used to get paid' - not to be seen, to arrive unannounced and depart wi thout |leaving a trace.'
Suddenly Harry was slurring his words. Not a lot, but sufficient that he noticed it. 'So what with
the mst and all, and your disorienta- i tion. . .' And there was B.J. refilling his glass. Had

he enptied it that quickly? "Nowit's your turn,' he said, stifling a yam. 'Is my conpany that
boring? B.J. smled wonderingly. O so he thought. Tired!' the Necroscope told her, feeling the
wei ght of his | eaden eyelids. Not surprising, really ... all the chasing about he'd been doing
and the drink . . . and the big question mark still hanging Iike a sword over Brenda and Harry
Jr: their whereabouts, their safety. He | eaned to one side, propping hinself up with one el bow on
the I ounger, and asked: 'Why were you there? Wiy the crossbow? Wiy did you kill that Skippy bl oke,

and try to kill the one in the wolf mask? Just for revenge? You said that they'd put friends of
yours in jeopardy.' (The word 'jeopardy' hadn't cone out very well, but Harry continued anyway):
"Whi ch was enough to nmake you track them down and kill then? Well, all | can say is, you nust

really care for your friends! Why not start by telling nme about that?' 'Are you okay?' she | ooked
alittle worried now, concerned for him 'Me? I'mfinel' But the glass tilted in his hand a
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little. That was okay, there wasn't much wine in the glass anyway. 'Look, be confortable,' she
said. 'I've only just realized how wi ped out you | ook! Here, let nme fix that . . .' And before he
could conmplain even if he'd wanted to, B.J. had placed a couple of pillows under his head. 'You
have hol | ows under your eyes a cat could curl up and sleep in!' she said. But the way she said the
word 'sleep' was |ike an invocation: he could actually feel his itchy eyelids closing, and was too
tired to rub themopen. '"Your . . . turn . ' he said, lolling there- -And barely felt her hands
touchi ng his shoulders, turning himon his back, and easing his head onto the pillows. And: Damn
it! he thought, as he passed out. And a nmoment or an aeon later, even nore idiotically: / hope
didn't drop ny glass! Wien she was satisfied that the Necroscope was well and truly under, taking
her tinme and careful not to disturb himtoo nuch, B.J. unclenched his fingers fromaround the

gl ass, renoved the tray and wine and all back to the drinks cabinet, then returned to Harry and
pul | ed down the crystal chandelier on its retractable cable and chain. Hs story hadn't been so
wild after all. Not to soneone |ike Bonnie Jean Mrlu, who had heard many wild stories and known
many wild things in her long, long life. And what he'd said about drugging her hadn't conme as too
much of a surprise either, except for the fact that she hadn't been able to work out what he'd
done to her at the time. But now? It was far easier to believe that than that he'd sonehow
conveyed her in the blink of an eye fromone place to another, w thout covering the space between!
What, |ike some kind of Genie out of the Arabian N ghts? Wll, Bonnie Jean didn't believe in that
sort of magic, but the 'magic' of secret agencies, like Ms 5 or 6, and m ndbendi ng drugs
especially, these were things she could readily believe in. Yes, for she had experience of the
latter! Indeed her red wine was a case - or a good many bottles - in point. The recipe for that
had been ol d when the sciences were young, and when dabbl ers had been call ed al chem sts. B.J.
didn't know what the ingredients were, but she knew where they were cached and how to brew them
up. And she knew sonething of their origins, too: the islands of the Geek Sea - the
"Mediterranean,' as it was now - and the Bulgarian Enpire (later Romania, or Eflak, or \Wallachia).
Oh yes, and even further afield; for certain of the ingredients had cone fromthe Far East with
the Hsiung-nu (later the Huns), in the form of precious balns and nmedicines. Certainly the wine
had been known in Manchuria and Sinkiang, and to the esoteric Worm W zards of the Takla Makan
Desert, and nmuch later to Arab alchenmists in olden Irem the City of Pillars. In the 14th Century
it had been used by the Bulgars - who were good chenists and w ne-makers both - and by the

Serbi ans and the Qttoman Turks, to ward off the Black Death itself which also had its source in
the east. After that, its secrets had been lost to mankind in the reel and roil and turmoil of a
troubled world. Lost to mankind, aye, but not to Bonnie Jean's Master, who renenbered all things
and told themto her in the hours when she was called up to attend Hm For she was H s watcher
where He lay in state, the Guardian of Hs Place. And the hour of His calling would be soon now .
Co The howling in her mind, that would call her back even from hal f-way across the world -
the cry of the Geat WoIf in H's secret den -that throbbing throat that the wild Carpathians had
known when the Danube was a trade route and Alaric of the Visigoths was yet to sack Rome

Rel uctantly, B.J. drew herself back fromher mental wanderings in space and tinme. After all, these
weren't her nenories but those of her Master, and she was only privy to themthrough H m But
Bonni e Jean had watched over Hmfor two hundred years - |ike her nother before her, and hers
before her - and was a zeal ous, even a jeal ous Guardi an. And now soneone was cone who mnight, just
nmght, threaten B.J., and in so doing threaten Hmin Hi s place. Well, threats weren't new. They
were old as earth, as old as her Master's being here; indeed, sone of them had conme here with him
But the nature of the threat was sonething else. Aye, for there are threats and there are threats.
Now she nust discover what sort Harry was, and decide how best to deal with it. Kill hinP GCh, that
woul d be easy, so easy. She could have done it in the garage - she alnbst had done it - except
she' d thought he was a policenman, and knew that the police don't give up easily when one of their
own is nurdered. She could even do it now, this very minute . . . Ah, but what would foll ow

behi nd? What of these powerful friends of his, these men who could act when the |aw couldn't? And
what was their interest in her? Was it just the way he said it was, or was there a lot nore to it?
No, killing himnow woul d be stupid, dangerous. Especially if he had been sent here, as he

al l eged. Safer to find out about him- discover all there was to know -and then |l et her Master
decide his fate. By now the wine would be right through his system It was time to begin. Bonnie
Jean propped Harry up with pillows until he was in the half-reclining position. She drew curtains
across the bay wi ndows, turned down the chandelier lights to a softly lum nous glow, and gave the
spiral flex a gentle tw st that set the pendants slowy turning. Wnding and unwi ndi ng, they sent
a stroboscopic flicker through the finely sheathi ng menbranes of the Necroscope's eyelids. And:
"My turn, aye,' she said softly, in a while. '"Or are you no longer interested? Don't you want to
listen to ne then, Harry Keogh?' H's eyelids flickered and B.J. snmiled. Ch, he could hear that
hypnotic voice of hers, all right, as in sone especially vivid dream 'No need to speak,' she told
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him 'Sinply nod, or shake your head, in answer to ny questions. Do you understand?' B.J. couldn't
know that this was a 'gane' he'd played before, and that therefore his resistance was weakened. O
shoul d be. He nodded, but his eyelids continued to flutter a little. "Wuld you like to see?" B.J.
wondered out loud. 'If so, then open your eyes. The light won't hurt you; indeed the crystals will
hel p you see nore clearly. They'll help both of us to see much nore clearly.' The Necroscope
opened his eyes, and Bonnie Jean was gratified to note that their pupils were dark pinpricks
swinming on moist mirror irises. 'Now listen,' she said, ensuring that the soft spokes of Iight
fromthe chandelier's pendants were wheeling directly across his eyes and forehead. 'l want you to
listen carefully and answer truthfully. You do want to answer my questions, don't you?' Her voice
was now magnetic, utterly irresistible. (A slight twitch of Harry's head: left and right, left and
right. A shake? A denial? He nust be stronger than she'd suspected! But no, he'd been asked a
question and was only trying to answer it truthfully - just as she had denmanded!) Then his Adam s
appl e wobbl ed, and he gurgled: 'Y-your . . . t-turn ..." Wiy, he was continuing their 'waking
conversation! A different reaction from anything she'd ever known before. Ch, he was a strange
one, all right, this one! But: 'My turn, yes,' she agreed. And why not? Why not satisfy his
queries here and now? Then, whatever his fate would be later, for now at |east he'd be satisfied
that she was innocent of any 'ulterior' notives in connection with the killings in the garage.

What she'd told himat that time - that her notive was pre-enptive, defensive - had been a lie
concocted on the spur of the nonent. She had hoped to gain his synpathy by telling himthat those
peopl e had threatened Brian Luraley friends of hers. That way he'd be nore likely to see her as an
i nstrument of his own revenge, which he had. And now was the ideal time, the perfect opportunity,
to substantiate and reinforce his previous opinion. And so: 'My turn,' she said again. 'You want
to question ne, Harry? You want nme to answer those questions you asked ne before you fell asleep?
(Hi s slow, shuddering nod). And B.J. wondering, Wiat sort of mind has this nman, anyway? A

determ ned one, certainly! 'Very well,' she went along with it. 'Except... | shall expect you to
believe everything | tell you. And no matter what | tell you, or say to you, you will only
renenber that |1'minnocent of any crime. You'll only renmenber that |I'minnocent, and anything el se
that | require you to renenber. And in that respect, and with that regard to nmyself, you will only
act when | desire it. At such tines as | require, you'll follow any instructions | may give you to
the letter. You'll follow any instructions | giveyou. . . to. . . the. . . letter! Is that
under st ood?' But his nod was tentative, trenbling. '"If I'mto trust you with the truth, you nust
trust ne,' she insisted. 'Isn't it only fair? 'Y-yes,' he said. 'Very well,' she said. 'Now pay
attention, and let's try to have a normal conversation - except you will generally accept what |
say. But you are allowed to point out any holes in the logic of ny answers. So ... can we try to
talk normally?' Harry's throat worked up and down as he licked his lips. His face rel axed a
little, and he said, 'Sure, why not?' in a perfectly ordinary speaking voice ... but his pinprick
pupils remai ned fixed unblinkingly on the slowy nobile pendants. B.J. was frankly astoni shed: at
one and the same tine he was difficult and he was easy! Perhaps, when these 'people' of his had
trained him they had sonehow strengt hened hi m agai nst hypnotic suggestion. And post-hypnotic
suggestion? |If so, then he was a dead man. He nustn't be allowed to take any know edge out of this
room except what she desired himto know. But that was for the future, while for now 'All right,
then let's take it question by question,' she suggested. 'You wanted to know about ny crossbow?'
‘It's a weird weapon,' he said, attenpting a shrug. "No, it isn't,' she shook her head, despite

that he wasn't looking at her. 'It's a perfectly normal weapon which | use to hunt rabbits in the
H ghlands. | clinb, hunt, and live off the land; those are my hobbies. But | know a crossbow s
power, and that it will kill nen as well as rabbits. Also, it's a silent weapon! Anyway, it served
its purpose admrably, and it saved your |ife. Does that answer your question?' 'Yes and no.' 'Yes
and no? Theft let's deal with the "yes" part first. Wiat do you nean by yes?' 'Your answer goes
part of the way to explaining a coincidence." 'Wich is? That the man you helped to kill - the
one in the van - believed he was a werewol f.' That hit B.J. like a fist! And forgetting for the
monent that she was in control here, she even tried to cover her nonmentary confusion, which Harry
woul dn't notice anyway. But then, regaining control: 'Are you saying that you, or these "people"

of yours, actually believe in werewol ves?' 'No, but the man you shot in the van did believe in
them He thought he was one. If you had believed it, too, you' d use either a silver bullet, or-' '-
A silvered crossbow bolt?" (She had seen it coming). 'Yes. And you did.' She |aughed, however
shakily. 'That bolt was ornanental! Both of themwere. They were taken fromthe wall of a hunting

| odge in the Granpi ans. They were decorations, hanging over a fireplace along with a |ot of other
ol d weaponry. The | odge was ny uncle's place, and when he passed on | got one or two of his

things. The heads of those bolts were silvered for easy cleaning, because silver can't rust!' It
was all a lie; clever, but a lie. But she knew that because it at |east sounded feasible, it would
be that much nore acceptable to her 'guest,' especially in his drug-induced trance. In any case,
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this was a 'normal' conversation and allowed for normal responses. So perhaps Harry had been

| ooki ng for just such an answer; maybe he'd even hoped for one. At any rate he sighed ... a sigh
of relief, it seened to B.J. Yet still she frowned and said: 'But if you and these . . . these
"peopl e" of yours don't believe in werewolves, what nade you think I mght? 'l didn't say that we
did,' Harry answered. 'It was just sonething that required resolution, that's all.' "And is it
resol ved now?' 'Yes.' 'Very well, and now | have a question for you.' 'Ch?" 'Wat else are you
wor ki ng on? You said you weren't concerned that you'd been dropped by your people because you had
other things to do. What things?" Tm searching for ny wife and child.' Stranger by the nonment!

B.J. thought. But he couldn't be faking it. H's eyes hadn't blinked once; they were still fixed
firmy on the crystal pendants where they slowy revolved, continuing to seek their natura

bal ance. 'Are your wife and child lost, then?" 'They . . . went away,' he said. 'Fromne, ny work.
The baby . . . he ... it was a difficult birth. My wife's health suffered, nental as well as
physical - or rather, mental instead of physical.' 'Post-natal depression? 'And other

probl ems, yes.' 'So she ran away? Wth your baby?' 'Yes.' "But in your line of work, with your
experience, you'll be able to find them right? | nmean, like you found ne? I'mnot in the

t el ephone book, Harry.' 'Neither is Brenda,' he answered. 'But | can't sinply ask a taxi driver to
take me to her ' ' That's how you found ne?' 'Yes.' 'So ... where will you | ook for then?'

" Abroad. Canada. Maybe Anmerica. The West Coast. Seattle. That's where |'ll start, anyway.
Probably.' ' And when will you go?' 'As soon as possible. Maybe tonmorrow. But that's a | ot of
questions, and it's your turn again.' She nodded, despite that he couldn't see her; it was just
that their conversation was that 'normal!' 'You asked me if 1'd killed or helped to kill those men
in the garage out of revenge,' she rem nded him "'Well, | did. Revenge pure and sinple. | told you
it was because they had placed friends of mne in jeopardy, but it was nore than that. | don't
much like to talk about it, that's all.' (She was lying again, but trying to nake it sound good).

"You see, one of themused to cone here, into ny bar. He was chatting-up one of the girls, a close
friend of mne. Later he called from London, asked her down to see him She went, and didn't cone

back. But she left a note of the address she'd gone to. | waited, and eventually saw in the
newspapers how her body had been di scovered. After that, | felt it was all up to ne. | |ook after
my girls, Harry. Their welfare is very inportant to ne ..." At least that last part was the truth,
and B.J.'s story as a whole wasn't a conplete fal sehood. About a year ago, she had lost a girl on
hol i day in London. She sinply hadn't cone back and was still nissing, B.J. presuned dead. The work
of her Master's ol den enenies? She prayed not... Meanwhile, though she had fini shed speaking,

Harry wasn't saying anything. So B.J. pronpted him 'Does that sound reasonable? 'Yes,' he
answered tentatively, 'as far as it goes. Skippy was from Newcastle. Edinburgh is a short hop.
Ski ppy was al ways on the run. He m ght have cone up here to get away fromtrouble in Newastle.

But. . . you shot at two nen.' 'One because he was trying to kill you,' she answered. 'It was dark
in the garage, and he was obviously a killer. And . . ." '. . . And the other?" Harry pronpted
her, his eyes as glassy and fixed as ever. 'Because | thought he was trying to run me down!

mean, | didn't actually shoot at anyone, just at the van . . . and | had to get out of there! |
was frightened, Harry!' It was another clever lie. And while the Necroscope's drugged m nd was
absorbing it: 'Your turn, Harry,' she said. 'Just what is this organization you worked for?' 'It's
called E-Branch,' he said, flatly. 'Part of the Secret Intelligence Services. The nost secret of
themall.' "And your job with this E-Branch?' He was silent, but beads of sweat had formed on his
brow. "Well? 'l was a field agent.' 'Doing what?' 'You saw that for yourself. Those louts in the
garage were nurderers and thieves. They were responsible for the deaths of innocent people,

i ncl udi ng policenen, and your friend! I was - oh, a neans of enforcing the |aw, where natural |aws
no |l onger applied.' 'Wat,' she cocked her head on one side, 'they'd given you a licence to kill?'
That wasn't exactly what he'd nmeant, but: '"OCh, |I'mno stranger to death,' he answered. And before
she coul d respond, 'But now it's your turn again. Wiy does an "innocent" girl |ike you have access
to m nd-bending drugs - like the stuff you must have put in ny wine? And why, if you're so

i nnocent, are you afraid of being questioned? Instead of hunting this Skippy and his |ycanthrope
friend down, why didn't you give the police the girl's last known address in London, which you
told me you knew? Last but not |east, why is soneone watching you or your place - this place? A
shrivelled-up little man with a face like ... | don't know Like a greyhound?' But Bonnie Jean had
had nmore than enough of this ganme now. And anyway, he was much too good at it. As for that | ast
question of his: it had shaken her to her roots! So: Enough of this! she thought. Now it was time
to apply the real pressure . . . |V HARRY: WEI RD WARNI NGS BONNI E JEAN: SHE WONDERS AND WORRI ES
Beyond the bay wi ndow, |ow over the distant hills and gleaning palely on the rimof the clouds,
the wani ng noon was five days past full strength. B.J. 's powers - or sone of them such as her
met anmor phi sm - had waned with it. But others had been hers frombirth; they were hers by right.
Her Master's greatest talents had been his nmentalismand, upon a tinme, his netanorphi sm of
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course; and B.J. was blood of his blood. She would have all that was due to her in the fullness of
time . . . even if it took another two centuries for full developnent. But for now -She was a
beguil er. That was her art: hypnotism Aided by the wine, her eyes and m nd woul d exerci se such
power even over this awkward subject, this Harry Keogh, that he would becone as a toy in her
hands: hers to conmand, to do with as she willed. And because she had never failed, B.J. never
once considered the idea of failure. In this she was surely fortunate, for Harry Keogh's

nmet aphysical nmind wasn't at its best. It resisted the Necroscope's contours; echoes of Alec Kyle's
precognitive talents continued to shape it; its defences had been underni ned by previous
tanpering. But Bonni e Jean knew none of this. Now, drawing the small table to one side, she
positioned her chair so that the chandelier hung just to the right of her head, where its
scintillant pendant crystals continued to turn to and fro but on a level with her eyes. And in
this position she faced the nan on the | ounger across eighteen inches to two feet of space, and

said, 'Harry, now we'll do sonething else. Wen | tell you to, | want you to look into ny eyes.

Not now, but when | tell you. Is that understood?" 'Sure,' he said. 'But it's still your turn.'

Ch, he had willpower, this man! But so did B.J., and she also had the wine - and powers other than
will - to subvert the will of others. 'But that gane is over now,' she insisted. 'And at ny
command you will look into my eyes.' And before he could answer, if he'd intended to: 'Harry, this
is no longer a "normal" conversation. Your mind isn't yours to control. You feel the effects of
the wine. You feel ill as never before. Your brain is swiming. The roomis spinning. Only | can

stop it. Only ny eyes can stop it!' Harry's head began to loll on the cushions, to and fro,
backwards and forwards. Mre beads of sweat stood out on his brow, formng danp spots in the

per manent creases of forgotten frowns. But his pin-prick pupils never once |eft the pendants, even
though his eyes rolled to the motion of his face and head. 'You do believe ne, don't you?' she
went on. 'You do feel those effects |'ve described? In conbination with her purring, persuasive
voi ce, the action of the delusion-inducing, suggestion-enhancing wi ne worked on Harry's mind to
the desired effect. He was pale as death, panting now and begi nning to convul se. As rapidly as
that, he displayed all the synmptons of physical illness; inalittle while he night even be sick!
And: Now! thought Bonnie Jean, reaching behind her back to the top of her sheath dress, finding
the zipper, drawing it down, down, and shrugging the garnent off her shoulders. Let it be now For
a nmonent the dress clung to her breasts, then fell forward and exposed her to the waist. She stood
up, stepped out of the dress as it fell, and pushed down her panties. And once again: Now Let it
be now This would take sonme effort; it wasn't her time; the full moon was B.J.'s tine. But she
needed nore than her own strength now, nore than the strength of her human eyes. Ch, Harry Keogh
would listen to her as a wonman, and obey her to a point. But as the OQther she would be nore

power ful yet and have conplete control over him or so nearly conplete that it wouldn't natter

And seating herself naked before him she turned her gaze on the chandelier and let its light fill
her brain. It forned a softly glowing noon floating right there in her room a gloriously ful

noon. A noon of strange powers, and one of change. And Bonnie Jean . . . changed! It was as if her
flesh rippled; it was as if her colours flowed, especially the colour of her hair, out of her head
and into her body. The grey highlights were highlights no nore but solid colour; she was grey,

al nost white. Her coat, pelt, fur, was white! And her eyes: their shape was angul ar now,
triangular, or at least framed in triangles of white fur. And their size was huge, and their

colour - was blood! And Bonnie Jean's lips . . . her nouth . . . her teeth! It was netapl asia, but
al nost i nstantaneous. |t was netanorphosis, nonstrous and i nmediate. |If the Necroscope had been
awake, or other than entranced - if he'd seen it, experienced it - then he would have known what

it was, would have known to cry out. And the one awesonme word he woul d have cried: Wanphyri! But
he hadn't seen, didn't know. And the breath he m ght have felt upon his face, which came from
scant inches away now, was still sweet - not with the sweetness of perfune but an aninal

sweet ness, or nmusk - and the words he heard when she spoke were nore a cough, a grunt, a grow,

but still her words which he nust obey: 'My eyes, Harry. Only ny eyes. If you would put an end to
your sickness, your nmisery, then look into my eyes. Don't look at me ... but only into nmy eyes.'
And he did. Into her furnace gaze, into those eyes which had fascinated Mesnmer hinself, into a
hypnoti c whirl pool that was easily the equal of Doctor Janes Anderson's; except Janes Anderson had
been here first, and his post-hypnotic conmands still applied. They were buried deep, but they
were here and they were still active. And: There,' the creature that was Bonni e Jean husked,
binding Harry to her gaze. 'And all your pain is eased, your sickness is washed away, the whirling
of your brain has been stilled. Nowtell me, is it good, Harry?' The Necroscope tried to answer
but couldn't; his tongue was swollen, his throat parched. But she heard his sigh, and saw how t he
heavi ng of his chest gradually subsided. And finally, conpletely under her spell, he nodded. And
his pinprick pupils were like crinson notes burning in the reflection of her gaze, or tiny planets
swayed by the lure of twin suns ... In the norning, starting awake from sone instantly forgotten
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nightmare, Harry had a splitting headache and felt |ike death warmed up. Then he saw where he was,

knew t hat he'd spent the night here w thout renenbering a thing about it (well, except for the
really inmportant stuff), and felt even worse. B.J.'s living-room her |lounger . . . herself,
energing onto the stairwell landing in a towelling robe. She'd showered and her hair was stil

danp on her collar. The snells of coffee and toast came wafting fromthe tray she was carrying.
"Cod!' said Harry, sitting up and |laying aside the blanket she had thrown over him And he neant
it when he repeated: 'God!' For the last tine he'd felt [ike this was on that norning in London

after taking Darcy Clarke's sleeping pill... She smiled at himwhere he screwed up his eyes,
fingered back his hair and gritted his teeth, and told him 'Wen you went, you went really fast
and never knew what hit you. But | have to admt | asked for it. After all, you'd warned ne that

you weren't nuch of a drinker.' The wine?" Harry grunted. That stuff? How can anything that tastes
so good be so wicked?' 'But isn't that always the way is it?" She |aughed at his pained

expression. 'Anyway, it was either the wine ... or the life of a secret agent is very, very
strenuous!' '"Ah!' he said. 'l told you about that?" (But how nmuch? Had he been that drunk, or ill,
or whatever?) 'Nothing specific - but | would have known anyway. | nean, you were so cal mand

controlled in that awful situation in London. You would have to be sonething special just to be
able to get us out of that place the way you did!'" Wth which nost of it cane flooding back - or
so the Necroscope thought. The words 'that awful situation in London' were a nental trigger, a
trip to release his stored 'nenories.' And now they were there, dropping neatly into place

Her nmotive had been revenge pure and sinple. Her girls were very special to her, and she felt
like a nother to them in alnost every case they'd been in need of care up until the time she
enpl oyed them Also, she had known that Skippy was 'a bad one.' |If the police weren't able to pin
the murder on him he might easily put two and two together and work out that B.J. had fingered
him After that, he might even have cone looking for her! It seened |ike a perfectly sound notive -
to the Necroscope, at |east. Because B.J. had told himit was sound. And the silvering on the
heads of the ornamental crossbow bolts? Perfectly acceptable. Even the odd little chap who had
been watching the place: the father of one of the bar's hostesses, maybe, checking that she worked
in a decent place? Or perhaps a private detective followi ng one of B.J. 's nore dubi ous custoners?
Well, if she had any nore clients like Big Jinmy, that woul d seem reasonabl e enough, too! And so
his nmenories seened whol e, conplete as sone well-renenbered tune, and not a single discordant note
to jar his mind awake to its errors. As far as |last night was concerned, that page of the
Necroscope's mind had been re-witten. Maybe he frowned once or twi ce, and blinked as B.J. sat
down besi de him and poured coffee, but that was all. Harry's main concern right now was that he
hadn't been bothersome to his |lady host. For after drinking her red wine . . . well, the night's
events were vague, to say the least! 'Have you decided, then?' B.J. broke into his thoughts.
Startled, he | ooked at her. 'Decided? She nodded, sighed, said, 'My, but you're having a really

rough tinme of it, aren't you? Have you deci ded when you'll continue your search for your w fe and
baby! It was the very last thing you said to me before you, er, turned in? No, | can see that you
don't remenber. You said that you'd have to sleep on it. You told me it could be as early as
today. But |l ooking at you this nmorning ... | can't say |'d advise you to travel anywhere too far

too fast, Harry Keogh!' Too far too fast.' The word sequence opened another door in the
Necroscope's mind. Brenda and his son. He had cone here to find out if there was a connection

bet ween Bonni e Jean and their di sappearance. Forlorn hope! No, B.J. was just a strong-willed young
woman who believed in taking matters into her own hands. And Harry couldn't deny that if he'd been
in her place he would probably have done pretty much the same thing. An eye for an eye. Her
connection therefore was purely coincidental. And despite his false nmenories, this tine Harry was
absol utely right: where Brenda was concerned, BJ.'s conming on the scene had been entirely
coincidental. So, back to her question. Til think it over - think it out - a while |longer,' he

said. 'Well, for a couple of weeks, anyway.' (A couple of weeks? Yes, he was deci ded. Three weeks
at least... to think it out.) And fingering his scalp again: That is, when | can think again! But
I"lI'l need at least that long to work out some kind of plan - won't 1?" She nodded and shrugged.
"Well, it's none of my business, of course. It's just that | wi sh you |uck. But whatever you do,

you will stay in touch, right? Let nme know how you get on?' Harry wasn't | ooking at her; he was
sitting there holding his head between his hands, blinking his stinging eyes and trying to focus
them looking at his left sock where it hung half off his foot. But her words rang in his mind

like a bell: "Stay in touch ..." He gave a slight involuntary jerk, was unable to stop his
reaction, as a short, sharp series of vivid scenes flooded his nind: A full moon, brilliant

yell ow, |ike burnished gold, sailing a clear night sky. That was all he should have seen, and he
knew it - knew sonething - renmenbered sonething however briefly, like a nane on the tip of the
tongue that cones . . . then slips naddeningly away: 'Wen the noon is nearing its full, stay in

touch!' That was all there should be, yes. But there was nore: A snarling visage: the nerest
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glinmpse of dripping fangs, salivating |l eathery lips, pointed ears and grey fur; and commandi ng
eyes, red as sin - full of sin - carrying some secret nessage that Harry couldn't read. Then the
nmoon agai n, showing the wolfs head in silhouette, thrown back in a silent, throbbing how! The

kal ei doscopi ¢ scenes were there . . . and they were gone. And even the know edge that they'd been
there was gone, except for a fading shadow on Harry's metaphysical mnd. And of course he junped
to the wong, or not entirely correct, conclusion: it had to be Alec Kyle, his precognition! But
had it been a warning, or what? O was it sinply an echo not of the future but the past, a
flashback to the nadness and mayhem down in London? And if so, why? But already it was gone

B.J. had seen himstart; he could feel her watching him He jerked up his head and | ooked at her
catching her off balance. There was a smile on her face - or the vestiges of one - that she hadn't
qui te managed to drop. And know ng she'd been caught out, as it were, she shook her head and sai d:
"So there we have it: no drinking man, you, Harry! Man, ye're rough!' So, she'd been sniling at
his disconfort - right? But a very secretive sort of smle. O maybe a knowing smile? Again Harry
junped to the wong conclusion: B.J. nmust see a good many heavy drinkers in her bar. Alcoholics
even. Let's face it, you could find alcoholics in just about any bar anywhere in the world.

Coul dn't you? The trouble was the Necroscope didn't know nuch about them Only what he'd heard.

For instance: one drink is enough for sone people, while others can drink all night and never show
it for a moment. Wat kind of drinker had Al ec Kyle been, really? A heavy one, maybe? Too heavy? A
secret one? Secret enough to hold down his job at E-Branch? And here was Harry Keogh, | unbered
with Kyle's body. And his addiction? He | ooked at the tray where B.J. had set it on the pine
table. The coffee | ooked good but he really didn't fancy anything to eat. Hi s throat was sandpaper-
dry and his brain felt Iike a wet sponge! But Bonnie Jean had asked hima question. God, he felt

so stupid! Wiat was it she'd asked? 'Wn't | be seeing you again?' She obliged him 'I... | have
your nunber,' he told her. '"I'lIl know where to contact you.' (But why in hell would he want to
contact her, apart fromthe obvious reason? What arrangenents had been made | ast ni ght? He was
sure that nothing had happened here.) Mulling it over, he drank his coffee . . . ' Half an hour
later he left, walking off along the street into a dreary norning. And not |ong after that one of
B.J. "s girls reported back to her and said: 'I followed him I|ike you said. But... | lost him'
"What?' B.J. was angry. She had obtained Harry's tel ephone nunber but that was all. It was a

sinpl e oversight, an error on her part. She'd wanted to know where he lived, howto get there and
what it |ooked Iike - things that she could have asked himlast night. It had seemed such a
perfect coincidence: the fact that he had a place up here close to Edi nburgh! But she'd known that
Harry would 'stay in touch' with her, and so hadn't really considered the possibility that he

m ght be hard to |ocate. She had only sent the girl after himon an afterthought. Now, however,
taking tine to give it alittle nore thought: Harry was (or had been) sone kind of agent. Wuat if
this place of his wasn't 'his' place at all but a safe house? Perhaps it was a good thing her girl
had [ ost him Perhaps these 'people' of his had been waiting for him to whistle himaway, and the
t el ephone nunber was nmerely a contact number. She knew it was listed, which nmeant she couldn't use
it to discover his address. All very irritating! And because the girl hadn't answered her yet:
"How coul d you | ose hin?'" she snapped. 'He went into a newsagent's,' the girl told her hurriedly.

"l thought he'd be buying a newspaper and waited in ny car. But he didn't cone back out.' 'Maybe
he'd spotted you!' BJ. snapped. 'I told you to be careful. He's no fool, that one.' 'l thought I
was careful,' the girl |ooked bewildered. B.J.'s attitude softened, and finally she said, 'Maybe

he went out the back way.' And she left it at that. For after all, Harry was that kind of man. And
in his line of work it nmust be second nature to take precautions against being tailed. Indeed, he
had said as much. He was just good at his job, that was all. Again she renenbered that danp
dangerous night in London: the action in the garage, and how . . . sonething had happened to her
before she canme to her senses in the alley; then how Harry had seenmed to di sappear into the m st.
Oh, yes, he'd been good at his job, all right! But in any case, what difference did it nake? For
BJ. knew he woul d be in touch again, and even when he would be in touch: in just three weeks

time. Gad to be let off the hook, B.J. '"s girl went down to tidy up in the bar room For in fact
she, too, was lost for an explanation as to how she had so stupidly, even ridiculously, |ost her
target. Because as far as she knew - having checked and doubl e-checked - the newsagent's shop in
question didn't have any back way out! Harry's coat was of the volum nous variety, a big heavy
thing that John Wayne mi ght have worn in some wintry Western. Shrugging out of it in the old house
near Bonnyrig, he became aware of an obl ong shape swelling out the left-hand side pocket, and of
extra weight on that side. He would have noticed it sooner, except he wasn't up to noticing nuch
of anything this norning. It was a small, flat bottle of B.J.'s wine; no |abel, but the sane

unm st akabl e red, and | oaded with sedinent. A gift, obviously. Wat, fromB.J. ? But after |ast

ni ght anyone woul d think she'd know better. Red wine and Harry Keogh didn't m x! Maybe she'd
simply dunped it on himbefore soneone el se suffered the consequences. Well, cheers, B.J.! He gave
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it no further consideration . . . because he'd been told not to. There was sonething el se that
B.J. hadn't mentioned about her 'Geek' wine: the fact that it was savagely addictive, far nore so
than any cocai ne derivative. But even if the Necroscope had, known, right then he woul dn't have

been able to so nuch as |ook at the stuff. Not yet, anyway . . . It was md-norning, and Harry was
still tired; he had a stiff neck fromB.J.'s |ounger, not to nention a hellish hangover. Taking
aspirins, he tried to think straight. There were things he had to do this norning - if only he

coul d remenber what they were! But- -Call your superiors. The people you worked for. Get ne off
the hook. We don't want them carrying out any unnecessary investigations on an innocent girl, now
do we? No, of course not. But. . . Bonnie Jean wasn't on the hook, was she? They didn't even-know
about her! Even as these pseudonenories and thoughts crossed his nind, Harry had picked up the
'phone and dialled Darcy's nunber. It was a Saturday, but still Darcy mght be in his office. And
he was. 'Harry? What can | do for you?' And nore quickly: "If it's about Brenda, |'msorry, but-'
"No, it's something else,' the Necroscope cut in. And now he knew what it really was about.
"Darcy, check and see if the police down there have an unsol ved nmurder on their hands, won't you?
An Edi nburgh girl or young woman, nurdered in London about a year ago? If they have, you can tel
themthe case is closed. Tell themit was down to Skippy or our woul d-be werewolf - or both of
them' 'You're still working on that?" 'No, it was just sonething that came up.' 'Ch. Well, thanks
anyway.' 'Ch, and you renenber the silvering on the heads on those crossbow bolts? Well, it was
ornanental . They once decorated a wall over a fireplace in a hunting | odge or sonething. The
silver was to stop themfromrusting.' 'You have been working on it!"' 'No,' Harry sighed. 'Just
checki ng back on everything that was going on at that tine, that's all. The tine when Brenda and
my son . . . you know.' 'Sure,' said Darcy. And: 'Well, thanks again, Harry.' '"Also,' the
Necroscope blurted, before Darcy could put the 'phone down, 'you might be able to tell ne

sonet hing nore about Alec Kyle.' "If | know, I'Il tell you,' Darcy answered. '| asked you if he
liked a drink. You told ne he wasn't a heavy drinker, but that when he did take a nip, then he
really went to town on it.' That's right.' 'Could he have had a problemthat you didn't know
about? | nean, is it possible he was an al coholic and knew it, but he had it nore or |ess under
control ? Except on occasion, when it would break out and he'd have to feed it? Wait! Don't give ne
your answer right off but give it a nonent's thought. It could be very inportant, and | know how

| oyal you are, Darcy ..." Several seconds ticked by, then the other said: 'Wll, it is possible,
of course. In this gane |'ve cone to realize that alnost anything is possible! But | wouldn't have
t hought so. | never knew a steadier man, Harry. On the other hand ... he was a precog, as you

know. They all have this thing about the future; they're all a little scared of it - and sonetines
alot. If, and | nean if, Alec had a problem he kept it pretty well hid. And if he had one, you
can bet your last penny it would have to do with his talent. "Talent": that's a laugh! | sonetines
wonder if we're not all cursed!' Harry thought about that, then said, Thanks, Darcy.' 'No, it's
me, we, us, who should be thanking you,' Darcy told him 'You're welcone,' Harry answered,

automatically, and he started to put the 'phone down - then paused and said: 'Darcy, I'll be up
here for maybe three nore weeks, then I'll probably be out of the country. | think they nust have
gone abroad. But when | go ... | nay be gone a while. | mean, | won't be coning back here each
night. And 1'll need funds.' 'I can swing that,' Darcy told him wi thout hesitation. 'No,' Harry
answered, 'I'mnot going to hit on you or E-Branch for noney. But there is something you can do
for me.' '"Just nention it.' 'Find out where the Russians keep their gold.' 'Wat? (Astonishnent).
"Where the Russians-?' '|I nmean, their repository? Like Fort Knox or something? As the |ast word

fell fromhis lips, so Harry reeled. It was as if for a single second he was no longer in his
room It was just like that time in Darcy's office, in the nonent follow ng the warning of an

i mm nent | RA attack. Except this tine nothing had pronpted it, there was nothing to explain why- -
Way Harry stood in the open, sonewhere else, in bright daylight, and craned his neck to | ook up
and up, at stark yellow and white cliffs . . . and at the squat, white-walled castle, mansion, or
chateau that was perched there on the edge of oblivion. Afortress on a nountainside (fromHarry's
viewpoint), at the very rimof a sheer drop that nust be all of twelve hundred nmetres to the

sl opi ng scree of a rubble-strewn gorge. The scene was . . . Mediterranean? Al sun-bl eached rocks,
brittle scrub, a few stunted pines, and a salty tang fromthe unseen ocean. Their repository?
Darcy answered, abruptly yanking the Necro-scope back to the here and now. 'Wiy, |'msure they
nmust have! And | can probably find out about it, yes. But-' Harry quickly pulled hinself together
It could only have been a nanifestation of Alec Kyle's precognition. As to what it neant. . . who
could say? He tried to carry on the conversation as if nothing had happened. 'Or if not the

Russi ans, soneone or some outfit - maybe the Mafia, or some other organization like that, with
bullion - who you'd like to see | ose sone big noney? Maybe to our advantage? Li ke, gunrunners, or
drug traffickers? I'msure you know what |'m saying.' Darcy |aughed out loud . . . but the
Necroscope didn't even chuckle; he was still recovering fromthe effects of his inexplicable -
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what, visitation? Finally the head of E-Branch said, 'Ahem You know, if | didn't know better
Harry, | mght accuse you of planning sonething decidedly illegal?" 'l suppose it depends whose
side you're on. You'll do it? 'If that's what you want, yes,' Darcy said. Harry nodded, despite
that the other couldn't see him and said, Then do it soon. And Darcy - see if you can find
sonmeone who' ||l give us a decent exchange rate, no questions asked.' This tine, putting the 'phone
down, Harry was smling despite his headache. Because he knew that on the other end of the line,
Darcy C arke wasn't. But even as the 'phone settled in its cradle- -He was there again! But this
time he was up there on the rimof the cliff, and the walls of the keep rising before him Its
medi eval turret towers seenmed sem -sentient - |ike stone sentinels - where he craned his neck to
| ook up at them And he felt his hair noving on his head, perhaps blown by the winds off the
gorge. It cane and it went, and Harry sat there beside the tel ephone again. Wth his hair stil

standing on end . . . Bonnie Jean was worried. About E-Branch: how successful she'd been in
throwing Harry, or 'themi, off her trail.' About Harry Keogh hinsel f, because she believed there
was still sonething about that one that wasn't connecting. Where he was concerned, no sooner was

one nystery cleared up than anot her surfaced! Like how he noved so quickly and cane and went the
way he did, and the way he had el uded her tracker. As to the matter of his druggi ng her that night
at the garage in London - the nore she considered that, the nore utterly ridiculous it seened! But
any alternative was even nore ridicul ous, indeed inpossible! So it could only be true. If only she
had been a little nmore thorough when he was in her power. She could have discovered a | ot nore
about this E-Branch he'd worked for, for one thing . . . And as if all of this weren't worrying
enough, now there was the question of the watcher. A detective, or the father of one of Bonnie
Jean's girls? She thought not. But fromthe description Harry Keogh had given her, B.J. believed
she knew who - or what - it mght be. Well, it had happened before, on several occasions down the
decades. And now it coul d be happeni ng agai n. She supposed she should be grateful Harry had
brought it to her attention, except grateful wasn't part of the equation. But forewarned is
forearned. If indeed this should prove to be the worst possible scenario cone or comng to pass,
then B.J. mnmust look into it and, if necessary, draw their fire away from her Master. She had done
it before - all of a hundred and seventy-five years ago - to lure themfromthe true spoor; and
twice nore in the years fl own between. |nexperienced though she had been on that first occasion

still she'd won; and |ikew se ever since, else she wouldn't be here now It was why she was here,
after all; to guard over the dog-Lord in H's inmrenorial sleep, where He patiently awaited the
advent of the One Foreseen, the Mysterious One. The right one, aye. And yet again BJ. thought of
Harry Keogh, if only for amonment . . . . . . And the tinme of the calling so close now, when again

she must go to Hm But this watcher: If he (or they) were that close, and if they had been
allowed to follow B.J., all unbeknown, perhaps to the very lair? That was unthi nkable -that she
m ght so easily have betrayed a secret so well-kept for six long centuries! Wll, at least it
excl uded Keogh's involvenment with them ! For if he were one of them he never woul d have offered
his help in the | first place. And when he had her under the influence of his drug, he ! could
have done whatever he wanted with her; could have . . . removed \ her, and so dealt with her
Master, too. For without BJ. what was her Master but a poor defenceless thing in a cavern tonb?
But Harry had done nothing except bring her to safety. But oh, what she wouldn't give for Harry
Keogh's extraordinary skills now The way he seened sinply to vanish like that. Wy, wth himon
her side, B.J. would have nothing to fear during the comng visit to her Master! Harry would | ose
any woul d-be trackers as easily as he'd eluded her girl. Wth himon her side ... or, himby her
side? Keogh . . . Keogh . . . Keogh! Wiy was he on her mind so? For after all she, Bonnie Jean
Mrlu, was the beguiler, with the power of fascination! And yet sonehow this Keogh fascinated her
. h? And did that nean sonething? H's eyes, so warm and i nnocent: neither brooding,
conniving, nor flirting (or flirting only a very little); not even especially beautiful, yet
extraordinary in their depth, in the way they echoed the soul behind them They were oh so

soul ful, those eyes of his. And at that B.J. gave an involuntary shiver, for the thought of his

soul was . . . delicious! And if her Master were to give the word, why, she m ght yet taste it,
steal it fromhimin one raw red nonent! Aye, and that would put an end to his mysterious ways,
for sure. H's nysterious ways . . . ? Bonnie Jean started into shocked awareness where she sat

thi nking things out and brooding in a chair in her living-room Harry Keogh: a nmystery nan
appearing on the scene fromnowhere, as if on cue. And BJ. feeling this attraction, a weird
affinity that was hard to place, as if she already knew him So nuch so that when she should have
let himbe killed - or killed himherself - instead she'd entrusted herself to him Then, later

he had sought her out, to bring her a warning. This mnysterious Harry Keogh. Wat was she thinking?
That he might actually be that nysterious one, the Mysterious One, for whomthe dog-Lord waited?
And if he was, and she had sinply et himwal k out of here . . . ? Bonnie Jean had |ived too |ong
to panic, but for a nonent that's what it felt |like. Then | ogic took over. So Harry Keogh had cone
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and gone ... so what? He would be back, and she knew he woul d be back -whenever she call ed!

Thr ough her hypnotism her fascination, he was now as much in thrall to her as she was to her

sl eeping Master. Except he didn't know it yet and probably never woul d. She could be with him-use
him deal with him however she chose - and afterwards he woul d renmenber only what she required
himto renmenber. Her imrediate instinct, to call himon the tel ephone - now, at once -gradually
eased. He was at her beck and call, and not the other way around! And anyway, he wasn't going
anywhere for at |east three weeks. And when he did he'd be going with B.J., to see her Master.
Yes, and then all would be well. If by some miracle Harry should prove to be the one, then she
woul d reap her reward: her Master's eternal gratitude. And if he was not the one, still she would
be rewarded, and the dog-Lord's nost urgent need satisfied. For it would also be the tine of
repl eni shnent, the tine of nourishnment. Bonnie Jean's time, too, as well as that of her Lord and
Mast er and ancestor, the dog-Lord Radu Lykan . . .! Meanwhile, she would put a watch on the

wat cher, and perhaps di scover who or what he was. Using her girls, it would be an easy thing to
arrange a roster of observers - a stake-out? - on the street outside the wine bar. A tiny garret
wi ndow in BJ.'s bedroom | ooked out over the rooftops, but could just as easily | ook down across
the street into the very doorway where Harry had seen him A person mght sit there, unseen and
unsuspect ed behind the window s net curtains all day |ong, and keep watch on the street. Al night
long, too, if B.J. desired it. Then, if sonmeone was watching the place, and if he should be a
terrible soneone, B.J. would soon know about it. And the next tine one of her girls followed
soneone, be sure she would not |lose him She would not dare lose him Not for her life. Not for

all their lives . . . It was that sane afternoon. Sonme niles away in the study of his house
out si de Bonnyrig, the Necroscope Harry Keogh sat absorbed in - and occasionally nodding over - the
list of faraway places which he'd spent hours conpiling in the reading roomof a local library.

Hi s 'system had been el ementary, and flawed: Take a nodern World Atlas and track the |ines of

| ongi tude west fromthe north-eastern region of the British Isles to discover areas of sinilar
climatic characteristics and habitability in the rest of the world; not forgetting the west coast
of England itself, of course, but with all coastal regions given the sane priority. The idea
sprang fromwhat his Ma had said, and what he had later thought: that Brenda m ght have found this
pl ace, Bonnyrig, ideally suited to her personality. Fromwhich Harry had gone several steps
further, extrapolating an inmaginary - yet persistently 'real’' - world or place of dramatic
scenery, msted nights, slanting sunlit days, |ong grasses, leaning trees and wild flowers.

I ndeed, a vast garden run wild, all hidden away fromthe eyes of men. H dden fromHarry's eyes,
anyway. So where to find such a place? And would the climte prove to be simlar along the sane
lines of |ongitude? For the inmagi ned scene - at least with regard to its weather patterns - wasn't
especially dissimlar to the north-east coastal region of Brenda's chil dhood. And the Necroscope
had sinply extended that regi on one hundred and fifty mles north to take in Edi nburgh and the
Firth of Forth. And Bonnyrig, of course. It gave hima band round the Earth bordered by |ines of

| ongi tude 55 and 56 North, including parts of Antrim Donegal, and Londonderry in Northern

I rel and; which was sonmething that Harry hadn't previously considered - that Brenda and his baby
son could be as close as Ireland. It had given himpause, but not as much as the discovery that if
he followed the sane |ines east, they would al so encl ose Mdscow, several thousands of niles of
frozen tundra, the Bering Sea, and Al aska!? Which would seemto put paid to that theory, at |east.
And Harry had shaken his head and grinned, however wily, thinking hinmself a fool that he hadn't

paid nore attention in school. If only his know edge of the world' s geography was as good as his
under st andi ng of mat hs! But there again, the Necroscope's amazing skill with nunbers had very
little to do with his education. Nothing he'd |l earned fromthe living, anyway . . . It was then

as he tossed his pencilled list aside to let his head loll against the back of his easy chair,

that the tel ephone rang. Harry sat up, reached for the tel ephone on the occasional table, paused
and frowned. B.J.'s bottle of red wine was there, beside the tel ephone where he'd set it down. And
the Necroscope was thirsty. He - or Alec Kyle's body - was thirsty. H s eyes stung |like there was
a pound or two of grit in them his throat hurt as if soneone had wire-brushed it on the inside;
his mind felt equally desiccated, dried out. And sonehow he knew that a sip of the wine, just a
sip, woul d ease everything and he'd be able to face up to things. But face up to what things? Just
a nonent ago he had seened okay, and now. . . ? For his life, Harry couldn't say why he had
frozen like that, with his hand stretching hal fway to the 'phone. But the roomwas suddenly
darker, as if a stormwas about to break. O nmaybe it was just the griny patio wi ndows; he hadn't
found the tinme or energy to clean them and what little Iight forced its way in fromthe overgrown
garden was usually grey. The tel ephone rang again, insistently, drawing his hand just a few inches
closer, to where it hovered nervously above the top of the dusty table. Yet still he held back
from picking up the 'phone. He felt a chill on or in his back, as if a cold wind was bl owi ng al ong
the marrow of his spine, and shivered uncontrollably. In the |ast few seconds it was as if the
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whol e room had gone cold as the grave! Now what the hell. . . ? Pick it up, idiot! he heard his
own voi ce demandi ng from deep inside his head. Pick up the dam tel ephone! What in the world's
wrong with you? But he wasn't expecting a call, was he? O was he? There was sonet hing he should

renenber about the tel ephone, but when he went to think about it, it kept giving himthe slip.
Like a word on the tip of his tongue that he sinply couldn't renenber. And his brain was fuzzy

fromall the planning he was . . . well, supposed to be doing! WAs he expecting a call? Maybe he
was, but not yet, surely? And what call was it anyway? The 'phone rang yet again, and this time -
despite that he knew it was coming - it caused himto start in his chair. So why not pick the

fucking thing up, answer it and find out? But find out what? Sonething that he really woul dn't
want to know? Maybe. And what had nade himthink that, anyway? Questions, questions! And nothing

in his head but a ball of fluff, or rather a tangle of barbed wire. H's stinging eyes ... his sore
throat . . . and B.J.'s bottle of red wine sitting there oh-so-tenptingly . . . and the- Rrrr-
iiiing!. . . Rrrr-iiiing! -Dammed tel ephone! Harry went for it, curled his fingers around it,
picked it up ... and the roomwent dark as night, so that he knew it had to be a storm Now the

thunder! he thought. Now the lightning! But the thunder and |ightning never cane. Sonething el se
canme. Al nost involuntarily, Harry tightened his grip on the fur ruff of the tel ephone as he drew
it fromits cradle towards his face ... the tel ephone that wasn't. He drew it at first, but in the
next nonent it was drawing him A straining, bristling ruff that dragged on his armas if he was
wal ki ng an unruly brute of a dog. And he sinply couldn't believe his eyes as he | ooked at his hand
and saw what it was holding in check, but barely: Not a dog, but a snarling, coughing, choking

wol fs head, red-eyed with feral yellow pupils! The thing didn't have a body but grew out of the

t el ephone’'s speaker. And the cable was like a |l eash that |ashed with the living head's frantic
nmotion, then stretched itself taut as the awful thing it anchored strained on it, turning Harry's
arm i nwards towards his gasping, utterly astonished nouth! The head was trying to get at him bite
him crush his face in its slavering, fetid mantrap jaws! 'Alnmighty G God!' Harry gasped,
tightening his fist to a knot in the ruff of coarse fur, trying to force the head back while
bringing his left hand into play as he fought to protect his face. The wol fs gaping, snarling
muzzl e was bl ack | eather flecked with white foam its unbelievable teeth were ivory yellow, its
ears lay flat to its head, seenming to streanline the horror of its intentions as they pointed the
whol e gnashi ng, clashing nonstrosity of a visage at the Necroscope. Then- -That tunnel of teeth
closing on Harry's flapping | eft hand, where he felt bones snap in at |least three of his fingers,
and the searing agony of flesh severed, shorn through! And paws as big as his hands were

el ongating thensel ves out of the tel ephone's speaker, followed by a I ong grey sline-danp body, as
if the tel ephone was giving birth to this Thing! And the jaws were clashing inches fromhis face;
they sl opped blood and bits of nangled, twitching finger! And the grey fur of the beast's ruff
tearing in his right hand, com ng out in scurvy, matted tufts! He ... he couldn't hold it off! And
worst of all, the intelligence in those yell ow cored, murderous, oh-so-know ng eyes, as the red-

ri bbed throat of the nonster expanded to engulf his face, his head! Harry screaned gurglingly but
unashamedly, thrusting hinmself back so spastically, with such force in his driving legs, as to
toppl e his chair over backwards. And as if froma mllion nmles away, the heavy pattering of

rai ndrops on glass, and a flash of lightning at last. Then thunder clattering mghtily close by,
and a gust of wind hurling open the patio doors. Harry's Ma cane rushing in through the doors,

crying: Harry! Good God, son . . . what sort of a dreamwas that!? And his Ma was all nud and
bones and weed, but that was okay because it was how she had al ways been. But he al so knew she
shoul dn't be here, that she wasn't here except. . . except in his head . . . ? Harry? And, 'M!'

he gasped, panted, choked, where he lay sprawed on the floor, with the rain hissing in his face,
and a wind howing fromthe garden, whirling his pages of |oose-|eaf notepaper in a dervish dance
all around the room Drean? OF course it had been a dreaml But had she really needed to ask what
sort? 'A nightmare, Ma,' he told her, where her drowned spirit lay deep in nud and weeds in a
bight in the river that was her grave. 'A f-fucking godawful n-n-nightmare!' For the first (and
probably the last) tine in his life, the Necroscope Harry Keogh had uttered a curse word in the
presence of his beloved Ma. But he needn't worry, for his Ma had 'seen' his dream and understood .
V HARRY: PRESENTI MENTS AND PRECAUTI ONS BONNI E JEAN: THE ROUTE TO THE LAIR 'Ma,' Harry said,

after he'd stopped shivering. 'Do you think it's possible I'"'mgoing . . . well, nmaybe a little
crazy?' Do you nean really crazy? (H s |ong-dead not her was careful how she answered him. Do you
mean mad? |If so, then | think it's highly unlikely. If that were going to happen at all, son, then

surely it woul d have happened sone tine ago? But after all you' ve been through - which really
doesn't bear thinking about -1 think it's very possible that you' re suffering from stress,

anxi ety, pressure. And who knows? Perhaps you're physically ill too. | mean, with an ordinary
illness? 'My eyes? My sore throat? The fluff in nmy head?' He blinked watering eyes and swal | owed
hard to try to ease his throat. Flu, if ever | saw a dose! his Ma told him Al the classic
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synptoms. You're suffering fromthe backlash of living down in London. | was only there once - oh,
thirty years ago, when | was a girl - and then only for a few weeks, but it did the sane to ne!

Al that snpbg, the snoky trains and dirty railway stations. Not only that, but didn't | warn you
agai nst conmng down to the river to talk to ne? Not in this bad weather, Harry! Not when you coul d
just as easily be warmand dry in the confort of the house. Harry shrugged and told her, 'But you
know that isn't ny way, Ma.' Then he managed a wy grin, and added: 'Anyway, that London you're
tal ki ng about was some tinme ago! It's not as bad as that now Don't | recall reading sonewhere

that if you fell in the Thanmes in the 'Forties, when you were a girl, you'd have to be really
lucky to drown - because it was much nore likely you'd die of any one of a dozen fatal infections
i nstead?’ He sensed his Ma's incorporeal nod. / think thafs probably true, yes. But- '-But there
are fish in the Thanes now,' he inforned her. 'Even salnon!' Wll, you wouldn't catch ne eating

them she said. And anyway, you've changed the subject. Because you know what's coming next. "I
shoul d go and see a doctor? He hugged his overcoat nore tightly to him where he crouched at the
rimof the bight, over the grey-gleamng, wind-ruffled water. But there had been something in the
Necroscope's voice (scorn, perhaps? inpatience? or sheer obstinacy?) that caused his nother to

bridle. Huh! She snorted. And is that how you reward good advice? Well, your grandnother used to
say, 'No one can help the man-' '-Wwo won't help hinself,’ Harry finished it. 'Yes, Ma, | know
And | also know you're right. So I'lIl go and see a doctor - tonmorrow.' But why not today? 'Because

it's late in the afternoon. Even if | could find a surgery open it's an odds-on bet there'd be a
queue. And, M, these days you're not much appreciated if you call a doctor out for sonething like
the "flu!" No, she said. You wait until you die, right? And before he could answer: Harry, you're

living al one up here, and you don't have any close friends! Wll, not anong the living. Wat if
you shoul d cone down with sonething serious? He shrugged. 'But | do have a teleph ..." And he
broke of f. And she said: A telephone, yes . . . which you're afraid of? But | can't say | blane
you. That was a very bad dream Harry! 'Or a warning, maybe?' He wondered out loud . . . then
shook his head, and said: 'No, Ma, I'mnot afraid of the 'phone, just a little wary of it... And
I"lIl stay that way until | find out what all of this nmeans.' She picked up on the first part of

what he'd said. A warning? How do you nean? 'Alec Kyle was a precog. That was his talent: he was
able to catch these glinpses of the future. Usually in his dreans, just before waking. And | think
he still does. O rather " You do? (Sonetimes she was quick on the uptake). 'Possibly. That
dreamwasn't nmy first. . . what, warning? But isn't that all to the good? she queried. / nean
surely it's better to know sonething of what to expect than nothing at all? ' Maybe,' he answered
"But just to know that something unpleasant is com ng doesn't help me to understand it. Sonetines

I do and other times | don't. That was how it worked for Kyle, too. Also, he ..." And Harry paused
again. Yes? 'l think that Kyle may have been an alcoholic,' he blurted it out. 'He kept it under
tight control - or as tight as possible - but it was there nevertheless.' Oh, dear! Hs M said,
slowy and sadly. And you . . .? Til have to control it the sane.' You've . . . experienced the

need, the urge, to take strong drink? 'Mre than just the urge.' Harry nodded ruefully, and knew
she woul d sense it. 'My thick head?" he sighed. 'Not the 'flu, as you see.' And quickly: 'But I
prom se you |I'll see a doctor anyway.' She was suddenly thoughtful. So your dream wasn't
necessarily poor MKyle's talent in action after all, then? 'Wat?' But since speaking with the
dead often conveys far nmore than is actually said, the Necroscope had her meani ng well enough
"You nean, sone kind of delusion? Deliriumtrenens, (the nod of her incorporeal head). Well,
possi bly. So as you see, Harry, that makes a doctor inperative! He hugged his coat tighter still,
and sighed his agreenent. 'Yes, Ma, | suppose it does . " It was coming in squally again and
Harry headed for home. Hone: the old house where his nother and stepfather, Viktor Shukshin, had
lived, until the mani ac Shukshin had nurdered her, drowning her under the river's ice. Harry had
been a small child, but he 'renenbered that day well enough - and fromhis nother's point of view
at that! So maybe this new 'thing' was just part of an older skill; maybe he was an 'observer of
times,' like some O d Testanment wizard. For if he was able to so vividly visualize a past he had
never personally known, then why not something of a future that no man had known - as yet? Perhaps
these flashes of the future cane to himvia the Mbius Conti nuum and had nothing to do with Al ec
Kyle at all! Thus Harry's netaphysical nmind ran in contradictory, ever-decreasing circles, while
he continued to get nowhere. Honme: a drab, unkenpt sort of place at best. One day he'd find the
time to do it up, starting with the garden that sprawl ed al nost all the way down to the river
Except to call it a 'garden' was to lend it an unwarranted respectability; in fact it was an
overgrown and weed-infested wildernes