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And to the loups-garous of Bayou Goula, till keeping the faith. Laissez |es bon tempsrouler, and have
adancefor me at the spring reunion.

PART
ONE

Acquainted With Grief

Chapter One

| close my eyesand wait for the pain, not wanting to open them and catch sight of the moon. That's
something | missterribly: looking at the moon. | used to think it was the most beautiful thing, floating there
placidly, glossed with Slver or sometimestinted with amystic amber.

| was an imaginative kid with a classical education, and 1'd read al about the Moon Goddess before |
wasten. | used to imagine that the color indicated the Goddess's mood.

Yes, wdll. | know it makes me sound like aweird little boy, but | wasn't. On the contrary, | wasa
graight-arrow kid from a conservetive family, and those nighttime foraysinto imagination made my life
more interesting.

The dark never held the terrorsfor methat it did for other children. Even asavery young child, | loved
the night, loved the magical darknessin which al things were possible and all dreamswere madered.
After | had been tucked into bed and the light put out, 1'd creep quietly toward the window to look into
the sky and fed that crigp air on my face, air that seemed more invigorating without the sunlight init.

| was convinced that there were wonderful secretsto be mastered, daring deeds to be done. | was sure
that the world changed under moonlight, the mundane daylight shapes becoming aive and fantadtic.
Moonlight made my imagination wander, bewitched meinto strange, heroic fancies.

People changed under the moon. They became more mysterious, stronger, more beautiful.
God, how naivel was Though time has proven meright, | suppose. Still, being right is no comfort.

Now, even on my normal nights, | can't bear to look at the moon, asif abeloved Judas has betrayed me
with aslvery kiss. It seduced me once, and it tortures me now.

But | will concede that not every werewolf feesthisway. There are other werewolvesin
Louisana—they're called loups-garous here—but none of them, so far as| cantell, livesunder acurse,
They don't seeit asacurseat dl, but arare gift, and they've developed a complicated system of ethics
for themsdves.

I've never been able to accept that.

Looking at the moon, at the source of his strength, is supposed to be something awerewolf loves, even
craves. But | can't doit. | go out on the bayou, | wait for the pain, and | never look up. | don't need to;

my body tells mewhat's happening in the sky.



Themoon. Ah, yes, | can fed her. There sheis, my deceitful lover, hanging there asvirgina asthe
Goddess hersdlf, cdling me again. And I'll go, damn her, I'll go... I'll do dl the things she asks and more
besdes, until my bruised body aches with exhaustion and my soul shrivelswith guiilt.

And when the sun rises, then what? What am | supposed to do? Go back to my church and say aMass
for the dead? Make my confession and blurt out my own perverted passion as the blood of Christ spills
from my shaking hands?

| was gtting in the pastor's study last night, trying to write my sermon as the choir rehearsed in the
sanctuary, when the poignant strains of Handdl distracted me. A contralto, her lush voice wrought with
equd partsof artistry and emotion, sang in the dark tones of abronze bell,

He was despised,
rejected of men,
a Man of Sorrows

and acquainted with grief.

And, setting aside my pen and prayer book, | gavein to acleansing purge of self-pity.

If my congregation knew, | wonder what they'd do. Stone me? Burn me at the stake? Blast me with
Slver bullets?

But my tragedy isthat | can't stop being apries, it'sal that holds metogether. And | keep thinking that it
will save me, inthe end, that faith will give me away out of thiswhen everything else hasfailed.

So when the moon isfinished with me for tonight and | stagger home, blinded by blood, I'll begin the
story of the Marley werewolves, anagty little tale of agood family gone bad. Theré'sjust so much of it:
research papers, journds, letters, persona memories—amazing that with al this documentation, so little
about the Marley curse was known. No one wanted to talk about it, you see? It was like some mad aunt
locked intheattic. Only onein every generation of Marleys knew anything about it at dl, and they
certainly weren't going to tell. Then there arethe things | found out for myself, through the most profound
kind of pain. | want to try and make sense of it, put al the pieces here on the paper and fit them together
so that | can see somekind of pattern, find some common pathway that |eads this whole nightmare to an
end.

Thisisfor the next loup-garou to read in case | don't make it, to give him aplaceto start where | |eft off.
| want him—or her—to know exactly what's happening to him and why, to know what's been tried and
hasn't worked, perhaps to take a perverse comfort in the fact that he's not thefirst. Hell, heisn't even
aone. | want him to understand what it isto be achild of God with abroken heart, and | want to give
him the opportunity, in some small manner, to salvage hisown soul.

—Andrew Marley New Orleans

Chapter Two

Beauty and the Beast



Georgiana Marley von Eisenbach, 1910

It was often said that Stephen Marley had the face of a suffering medieva saint and the soul of agrasping
black spider. One would have thought that something dreadful had happened to him, some tragedy so
deep that it left aphysicad mark. Certain devastating events did change him, but those came later. In his
early thirties, however, the sharp planes of hisface and histurquoise eyes set in theframe of his
prematurely gray hair and short, silvery beard gave him alook of aesthetic monkishness. But hisingtincts
in busnesswere unfailingly predatory.

Gentlemen doing businesswith Stephen for thefirst timeinvariably mistook his distracted, unworldly
attitude for weakness. They treated him with condescension right up to the moment he plunged his knife
into their hearts and added their businesses to his own. More experienced men could have told them
some grim tales, but in the presence of Stephen's quiet demeanor, they would never have believed them.

Stephen was an unerring observer. He missed nothing, and he aways cdculated the exact moment to
strike with a swift ferocity that seemed demonic. He had arrived in New Orleans with nothing. A year
later he had acquired hisfirst ship. Four years later he was magter of his own fleet, and the Marley Lines
were famous dl up and down the lucrative Mississppi routes.

But if hewasramrod sted in business, he wasjdly in the hands of hiswife and children. He had waited
late to marry, being occupied with building hisfortune, and he missed the comforts of afamily. Now that
he had them, he was going to enjoy hisfour children to the fullest. If they were happy, he was happy.

And now Georgiana, his oldest child, was getting married and there wasn't ayoung man in New Orleans
who wasn't desolate about it.

It wasn't that Georgianawas blindingly beautiful. Although she had inherited her father's startling turquoise
eyes, shewas pretty but not extraordinary. In fact, nobody could quite put hisfinger on what it wasthat
made people love Georgiana. Her father came closest to it when he remarked, "Geo has spirit.” 1t was
that energy, that unashamed joy of living, that attracted people to her, and in the gathering darkness that
would soon be adevastating world war, they moved closer to Georgiana, asif her levelheaded optimism
could recharge their lagging spirits. To Georgiana, the mere act of day-to-day living was awonder. She
away's seemed to be having agood time, even doing the smplest things.

It was no accident that she was having twelve bridesmaids. She privately told her mother that she thought
twelve was way too showy, but she just couldn't cut the list down: the girlswere dl closefriends of hers.

Georgianawas a prime example of the kind of girl the South turns out so well, the southern princess. So
nobody was redlly surprised when Geo decided to marry an authentic prince.

She had met him when she and two other girls had taken the grand tour after graduation. The girlshad
been drictly chaperoned againgt just that sort of thing, but Geo, never shy about talking to strangers, had
falen into conversation with the young man at the operain Vienna. The prince's father had done quitea
bit of shipping on the Marley Lines over the years and knew Stephen quite well. Stephen took the news
of the engagement aswell as could be expected for an overprotective father.

Stephen and Georgiana stood now in the foyer of St. Louis Cathedral, surrounded by adozen young girls
in floating blue silk, Stephen afidgeting wreck, and Georgiana gill asaclear harbor on aquiet afternoon.
She seemed weightless as air to Stephen, buoyed by clouds of white satin, pearls, and pink roses, trailing
afountain of lace behind her. She looked as perfect as he had ever seen her, and so young asto break
hisheart.



She glanced through the doors, then back at her father, and caught the stricken look in his eyes.
"Papa, don't be so upset!" she said with alaugh. "It's only marriage!™
"And | thought | looked properly happy."”

"You look perfectly ghastly. In fact, you look every bit as bad asKiril." She peeked through the doorsto
glance & her prince, just emerging shakily from the side door with his best man, Georgianas
eighteen-year-old brother, Robert. "Y ou don't think helll be this nervous tonight, do you? He doesn't
look like hell survive the wedding night.”

Six of the bridesmaids had dready started down the aide. The Six remaining gave shocked little giggles.
Trust Georgianato say something daring a atimelikethis,

"Good God, Geo!" Stephen said, "I thought I'd raised you with more modesty than that!"

She amiled wickedly. "I'm going to give you al those grandchildren you're forever talking about.”

"l don't want to think about it."

Thelast bridesmaid stepped through the doors.

"Pgpal" Geo said in avoice that was suddenly small and fearful. "Kiss me before we go.”

Stephen felt hiseyesburn ashedid.

"l loveyou, Papa. Try not to missme."

"Not missyou! Y ou're my firstborn, Geo. | don't even know how to begin to tell you what that means.”

"I guessI'll find out for mysdlf. I'm going to be awife and mother, Papal It'sdl | ever wanted. My lifeis
beginning now."

Stephen knew that was true. Georgiana had never wanted anything other than a husband and children,
unlike her younger sster Mdissa, who—God help us dl!l—was talking about women's suffrage and
making every indication that she was going to help her two brothers run the Marley Lines someday,
instead of getting respectably married. Stephen had no doubt &t al that Melissawould do it too, and
embarrassngly well.

"Well, | guessit'sour turn, Papa,”" Geo said. Her sudden nervousness was gone and with it every trace of
her childhood. To Stephen, she looked dready married; it was asif he could see his daughter as she
would be, a confident wife, a superb mother; till his child, of course, but someone else aswell.

Stephen brought his daughter down the aide of the cathedral and entrusted her into the care of another
man. Oddly enough, he felt much happier about it than he thought he would.

Georgianaand Kiril were spending their wedding night at the Marley summer house on Lake
Ponchartrain.

At two in the morning, Stephen's wife, Cyrie, was awakened by asingle, strangled word spokenin the
darkness. The voice was S0 eerie that Cyrie clutched her pillow in sudden fright. Then she saw Stephen
Sitting up next to her, shaking, his nightclothes soaked with svedt.

"Stephen?’ Cyrie asked. "Who is Blanche?!



His head jerked and his eyes widened in terror. "Where did you hear that name?
"Yousaditinyour deep. It wasthe strangest sound | ever heard. Y ou said ‘Blanche' in thiseerie voice.”

Stephen tried to remember if he had been having another nightmare: nothing €lse had ever produced this
kind of terror. He wiped his deeve across his forehead and rested his head on his knees. Blanche, he
thought, after all these years, she still comes after me. Just when | think I've forgotten, she sends another
nightmare.

Cyrieturned up the bedside lamp and pulled on her robe. "'I'm going to get you awet cloth for your
head,” she said, "and anice cup of tea. | think you may be starting acold.”

Hisfear darted to conged into something real, and he knew that the center of it lay in the summer house
onthelake.

Hetried to be quiet as he pulled on his clothes but he was shaking so badly that he kept dropping things
and bumping into furniture. He knocked over asmall table just as Cyrie came back.

"Stephen, you shouldn't be up,” Cyrie said, "you're white as a sheet!” Shetouched hisarm. "And you're
freezing! Get back into bed immediately and I'll call—"

"There's something wrong at the lake house," he said tightly, pulling on his shoes. "I've got to get out
there”

"Areyou insane?It'sther wedding night!"
" tell you, there's something awful happening there. | can't tell you how | know, Cyrie, but | do know!"

Shetook hisarm. "Don't do this. Y ou'll hate yoursdlf forever for it. Y ou're just upset at losing your baby,
you had abad dream, and you're probably till alittle drunk from the reception. Redly, Stephen,
Georgianasfine.”

Hekissed her quickly. "If sheisnt, you'll hate mefor not doing anything. | promiseyou I'll use discretion.
Geo and Kiril will think of me as smply adoddering old fool; on their anniversary they'll laugh about this
and I'll become afamily anecdote.”

"Stephent”
Hewas dready gone.

Ashe got closer to the lake house the sense of a cataclysmic horror grew stronger. It was so bad that by
the time he knocked on the front door a blanket of weakness smothered him. He leaned against the door
to keep from fdling, and it sSwung wide open againgt his hands.

Suddenly hewas confused. It struck him that he had created an inddlicate Situation, and most probably
for nothing. Cyrie wasright; his panic was smply nothing more than amiddle-aged man's refusal to admit
that his children were growing away from him. He hesitated to go in, standing immobile in the doorway
trying to decide what to do.

He had just decided to turn around and salvage his dignity when an ugly sound distracted him.

It was asavage, repulsive noise, aripping and sucking sound, asif an enormous starving animd were
feeding.

A faint light showed down the hall, through the half-open bedroom door upstairs. Stephen pulled himsalf



up stair by stair, having to overcome a fresh fear with each one, as the sound became louder, more
greedy, mixed with soft animal grunts and the thud of aheavy body shifting position.

Stephen couldn't help it: ahdf-muffled scream came rolling uncontrollably out of him.
The sound from the bedroom stopped instantly.

He pushed open the bedroom door, and the smell of blood in the room was so overpowering that, at
firgt, he didn't see the body.

Kiril had most likely been trying to get out of the opened window, asif hisway to the door had been
blocked and the window was his only escape. He had been caught by the window, then dragged back
across the room, leaving ahuge, smeared track of blood across the floor. Histhroat was torn out and his
body mutilated, ared gorge ripped through the | eft Side, broken white ribs pushing through the torn
tissues. Two of theribslay beside the body, asif whoever had killed him had discarded them like usdless

paper packing in abox.

Stephen would have fainted right there if it weren't for his panic about Georgiana. She was nowherein
sight. The need to get out of that room, away from the sight and stench of violent death, overwhelmed
him. He made aquick, frantic search of the house, terrified of what he might seeif he found her, but she
was gone.

The beach was along blank stretch lit by moonlight. Was she there? In the water? Had she been carried
off by the murderer or had she wandered away in shock? Stephen could see nothing there, and the only
sound was the lapping water breaking on the shore.

Something hit him hard from behind, pushing into him so powerfully that it dmaost knocked him off hisfeet
With hisold instincts, he jabbed backward with his elbows, catching the attacker just below theribs.
There was an explosion of foul, carrion breath behind him as he spun around.

He couldn't believe what had attacked him.

It was haf-beadt, haf-human, easily seven or eight feet tall, crouched on the ground like a cowed dog,
curled up and whimpering in pain. It wasn't his backward blow that had stopped it; nothing that he could
have done would have made adent in amonster that big. Something was happening to it.

It Iet out a nerve-shattering how! of pain, raising itsarmsto cover itshead asit shook from sdeto sidein
afear that it couldn't expressin words. It raised its head briefly, extending an arm to Stephen asif to
plead for help, and he caught aglimpse of its eyes, not the eyes of adumb beast as he had expected, but
the eyes of a soul overwhelmed by sorrow.

The pity in him was so unexpected that it was amoment before he recognized those eyes.

Stephen was unable to move, watching the mongter in its metamorphosis. Its pain must have been
excruciating: he could see the muscles stretch benesth the skin, pulling and knotting under the shaggy,
blood-matted coat, the body bending into fantastic shapes asif it were paper being crumpled and
smoothed out again. There was no more howling—the agony must have been too intense for that—but
the panting and the long interval s between breath and silence were more unnerving than the cries had
been.

And when the transformation was over, and his daughter lay shuddering and vomiting in the summer
night, Stephen knew that not even God would save him.

"What have you done?' Georgianasaid. Her voice, rasping and rough, hurt him. Her words ripped him



like aknife through slk.

He put out his hand to her, but she diced at it reflexively with her claws. "Don't touch me,” shesaid. "It's
not finished."

They both watched in repelled fascination as the claws shortened, changed color, and became human
fingernalls
Hetook off hisjacket, intending to wrap it around her, but she flinched as he came near and he stopped,

frozen in humiliation. She put out her hand and took the jacket, not looking at him as she covered hersdlf,
dtill shivering with exhaustion.

" killed Kiril." She spoke dowly and precisdly, asif she were trying to retain control over &t least this
much of her own body. "I became this monster and | murdered him. Every night of every full moon, for
aslong as| live, someone will dieexactly likethat."

Stephen moaned. Blanche, he thought again. And he knew as clearly as he had ever known anything that
shewould never leave him. She was his most congtant lover, thefixed, dark star that would eclipse his
life

But Georgianahad to tdll it, and he had to listen. "'| wasin the bedroom, undressing. Kiril had gone out
for awak on the beach. Then something waswrong, apain so terrible that | couldn't stand up. | was
afrad | wasdying! | felt someone touch me, very lightly, and there was awoman, just about my age, with
the most fantagtic hair. Therewereyards of it, clouds of it, catching the moonlight, just like silver. 1t was
so fascinating that even the pain seemed to stop for aminute.

"| kept looking at that hair and my eyes couldn't focus. It was so strange—asiif her hair had become a
mirror. | waslooking into it, where | could see movement, madness; | could hear adistant, insane
laughter. Shetold methat | was about to make a payment on an old debt. Y ours. That because of what
you did to her, thefirstborn of every Marley generation will suffer, and dways on the most wonderful
night of our lives, when we've gotten what we've always wanted. | asked her—I begged her—to tell me
what you had done, why thiswas happening, but she only laughed.

"And then she said, Tell your father that Blanche has not forgotten him." "
"I remember fainting—I remember that clearly. And when | woke up, | was changed.”

Georgianas voice broke off and her eyes|ooked blank. The silence of the night seemed to be speaking
to her in soundsthat only she could hear.

"What wasit?" she pleaded with Stephen. "Who is Blanche and what did you do to her that she had to
destroy me?'

Stephen was struck dumb.
"Every night," shewhispered, "every night of every full moon."

As Georgiana rocked back and forth on the ground, nestling in despair, Stephen's screams echoed
acrossthe water.

A single name, repeated under the full moon, that had now become an instrument of revenge.

After what they had been through that night, the next few days were not as difficult for Stephen and



Georgiana as they were for everyone e se. They clung together, afather and his shattered daughter, away
from the workings of the police and the grief of the family. The relaives would discover them gtting in
close chairs, their heads together, engaged in long, intense conversations conducted in muted voices that
stopped when someone else entered the room.

No one even suspected Georgiana. Thevery ideaof afrail little woman committing amurder so
malignant was unthinkable. When the police were summoned to the lake house, Georgianawas
understandably incoherent from the shock of having comein from alakeside stroll to find the body. The
police, who knew Stephen as the owner of the powerful Marley Steamship Lines, were respectfully
cautious of the lady's emotiona State.

Because Kiril had been aprince, and because Europe was in turmoil and untrustworthy foreigners
stalked the streets of New Orleans, the police decided that the murder had been the work of an
"anarchid.”

At the next full moon, Georgianadisappeared. When she didn't join the family for dinner, they dl
panicked.

" She could be anywhere! She could be wandering the streetd” Cyriewailed. "1 tell you, that girl isjust
unhinged by grief. | never should have left her donel™

Stephen was about to call the police when Mdissa put her hand on hisarm. He looked at his youngest
child, whose twelve-year-old eyes |ooked much older.

"Shelll be back inaday or two," Mdissasaid quietly.
"What do you know, Melissa?' Stephen said. He could fed the hairs on his neck standing up.

"She left the house about three this afternoon. | saw her, and she saw me but she didn't say anything, just,
smiled and put her finger over her lips. She was carrying alittle overnight bag; it couldn't have had more
than one change of clothesinit. | think," Melissasaid, her brows furrowing, “that Geo just needsto be
alonefor awhile. Everybody deservesto be done sometimes. So they can do what they want and not
have to explain to other people.”

Out of the whole family, Stephen thought, Mdissamay just be the wisest. He decided to give Georgiana
the time she needed.

And Georgianadid return in aday or two, with no explanation of where she'd been other than she'd been
"vigting friends." She wouldn't say who these mysterious friends were.

"| can't stay here," Geo told Stephen when they were done.
"Geo, please," Stephen pleaded, "just give metimeto think of something to do.”

"What isthereto be done?' she said. "My wholelife isbeing reduced to achoice: do | kill innocent
people, or do | do the honorable thing and kill mysalf?'Y ou understand about honor, don't you, Papa?”

Those moments of bitter blame from Georgiana made him wonder why any other curse was necessary.

"I'm sorry, Papa." Her voice sounded tired. "I just can't seem to stop mysdlf from hurting you. Sometimes
| look at you and | fed such hatred. | know it's not reasonable, but if | Say, it will get worse. Eventualy
therell be nothing but that resentment between us. If | go, perhapsI'll get over itintime. And | can't face
the family and friends anymore, knowing how I'm deceiving them—and maybe even putting themin
danger." She sghed and spoke hesitantly. "Besides, I've been. .. given to understand that there might be



some help for me... esewhere.”
"Elsewhere?’ he sad. "Where? What kind of help? From whom?"

She held up her hand to halt the questions. "1 wastold... well, | just can't gointo it. At any rate, | want to
go away. No onewill question that. A grief-stricken widow always needs a change of scene.”

She did leave, the next week, supposedly to friends of her mother'sin Biloxi. But after afew days, the
friends wrote to ask when she was coming, and Stephen knew that Georgiana had followed her own

path.

After another year there was atelegram from awoman who clamed to have been Georgianastraveling
companion in Europe. It said only that Georgiana had died there, and that, according to her wishes, her
body had been cremated and the ashes scattered over the channel. A small package came aweek after
that; agleaming lock of Georgianas hair tied up in aturquoise ribbon just the color of her eyes, and her
wedding ring.

Haunted by his daughter and his knowledge, Stephen became only an observer of hisown family. He
watched without participation as his children grew up and married, hiswork and hisfortune given over
into their hands. He stopped going to Mass because as he knelt before God's sacrifice for man'ssins, it
was too sharp areminder that his own child had suffered for his.

In time, he convinced himself that Georgiana had been mided, and that the curse had expended itsforce
on her.

He never spoke of what happened to her, never even wroteit in hismost persona diaries, certain that the
family, if it suspected, would be afraid to breed and would die out.

But some yearslater, when his oldest son married and had Stephen'sfirst grandchild, Walter, he refused
to look at the baby, terrified that he would see Georgianas eyes still accusing him. That year, ina
paroxysm of strangling grief, he died, his spirit defeated by too much pain and too little hope.

Of dl the guilt that weighed on him, one transgression stood out more sharply: that despite her pleas and
her perfect right to know, he had never been able to tell Georgianawhat he had done to Blanche Pitre.

PART
TWO

TheMark of the Beast

Chapter Three

Walter Devaux Marley, 1961

It was curious that Captain Stephen Marley's great love for the seawas passed intact to his grandson,
Walter. But where Stephen's seawas dl wild wind and swirling water, Walter's was shimmering heat and
unstable sand, or dark Sargassos of African vegetation that vibrated with an unseen, secret life. The sight
of the land stretching away to the horizon gave Walter the same cam that the sea gave the old captain,



and evoked the same mydtery.

It was dwaysalittle too much for Walter. He would find himself staring out over the landscape with awe,
thinking, What's under there? What'sit hiding?

For most of hislife, hed prodded the thick skin of the earth until it got used to him and began to trust
him, yielding up itstreasures one & atime, intiny precious bits.

Findly, it rewarded him for the years of backbreaking work, the long stretches of time spent coaxing
ancient stories from unwilling sand. Others had found lost cities, gilded tombs and treasure stores, but
Walter was given something more important. He found the original hand that had shaped them dl. The
gentleman he dug out of the womb of the earth, predating anything yet discovered and changing the ideas
of evolution, was asredl to Walter asthe men he worked with. Touching the old bones with awestruck
respect, he had inssted that the fragile remains be treated with dignity. He saw hiswork as ameans of
becoming reacquainted with the dead, giving them another chanceto tell their Sories.

Wadter Marley'swife, Johanna, and his twenty-two-year-old son, Andrew, were giving him the noisest,
rowdiest party ever thrown for aNobel Laureate.

In the years Walter had been with Tulane University, he had never been sure that some of hisolder
colleagues were capable of moving from behind alectern, but here they al were, smiling and laughing and
sucking up the champagne, generdly enjoying themsalves. Wadter loved it dl. He caught old Dean
Robinson dancing an arthritic but game Lindy Hop. Every movement wasjudt alittle behind the music,
but by God, the old boy was having agood time!

Stephen Marley's venerable house was certainly shaking its foundations tonight. Too bad the old captain
wasn't alivetojoinin, but everyone elsein New Orleans seemed to be invited. Anyone who had ever
known Wadlter in aprofessiona or civilian capacity wasthere.

People dropped in and out; the tide of guests ebbed and flowed around the house. Noisy, laughing guests
of every agefilled the house and overflowed onto the verandas and the lawn. People took bottles of
champagne and glasses, and formed small individua parties on the stairs and in the garden: somefor
serious discussions, some for uncontrollable laughter, some for reunions of old friendswho had been
separated by time and academic fortune. Severd parties of two formed in inconspicuous corners.

Water felt contented, wrapped in araucous, energetic cocoon of laughter, music, and voices.
He saw one of the faculty relics dap Andrew chummily on the back.
"Well, boy," theman said, "I guessyou'e proud of your old man tonight, eh?"

Water figured that Andrew had heard that one at |east fifty times dready, but he marveled at the boy's
ability to make each response sound fresh. Andrew had unusua patience (which he had inherited from
him) and wonderful tact (which could only have come from Johanna).

A creamy redhead with conspicuous cleavage, holding aglass of champagnein each hand, kissed Walter
on the cheek. "Hey, laissez |e bon tempsrouler, swestie. Thisisthe best party I've been to since Mardi
Gras"

Walter laughed. "My, my... you are letting the good timesroll. Are you drinking for two now, Angea?*
"I wish. This other one heresfor Dr. Campbell. He's too drunk to stand up and get hisown.”

"Angea, you've got to say hello to somebody,” he said, motioning Andrew over.



Andrew made hisway over to hisfather. "Andrew, you remember Dr. Winfield? She'sjoined the
department... well, rgoined, rather."

"Goddamn!" Angelasaid in surprise. "Andrew! Jesus, you were eighteen when | saw you last, and that
was... what?'

"Four years ago. Y ou were finished with your dissertation and you were going back home to the
University of Texas. Now, | see, you're the most beautiful full professor Tulanesgot.”

"Honey, that isjust the most sexist and the most appreciated remark I've heard dl year. I'd hug ya, but |
don't want to pill Dr. Campbell's champagne. So what have you been doing with your handsome sdif?
Did you graduate or what?"

Water couldn't help bregking in. "He's sudying for the priesthood, isthet terrific? He's dready been
accepted to aseminary in Wisconsin. Accepted thismorning, in fact, so this party's adouble celebration.”

Angelatook a step back and looked at Andrew—all over—which made him blush. "Well, al | can say,
toots," she said dowly, raising one eyebrow, “isthat it'sagood thing you're an Episcopdian. All that
Catholic cdlibacy isjust not hedlthy, as your daddy would be thefirst to tell you. Episcopdian priests can
fool around, right?'

Andrew looked confused. "Wadll... they can marry, but..."

"Marriage!" Angdasaid with adight gasp, asif shed just said "syphilis" "But, honey, why make one
woman miserable when you can makelots of them so happy?'

Andrew blushed again and hisfather laughed.

"I'm gill aCatholic,” Walter said, "and the Marleysin England are. Do you have any ideahow hard it is
to be an English Catholic? Everywhere you look, the damned Anglicans are there with their confessionas
and their holy water and their incense. Many a confused Catholic wandersinto Canterbury thinking he's
in the sheltering arms of Rome. By then, of course, they've got you by the spiritua short hairs.”

Sighing, Andrew put hisarm around Walter's shoulder and looked sympatheticaly at Angela. Y ou see
what I'm up againgt. | tried to get him to convert, but he'sterrified that someday helll be making his
confession and I'll be on the other side of the box."

"He hasamemory like an eephant,” Walter declared. "I keep thinking of al thosetimes| forced himto
finish his Brussdls sorouts.”

Dr. Winfidd spped some champagne and thought it over. "Aw, go on, Water. What's he gonna do?
Make you say Sx Hail Marys, take away your car keys, and ground you? Come on, sweet thing," she
said, dragging Andrew away by the arm, "just let me pour this down ol* Dr. Campbell'sthroat, then we
can dance and maybe you'll convert me."

He allowed himself to be led away, and Walter noticed that he didn't even blush thistime.

An hour later, Walter watched Angela undulate against Andrew as they danced. For awhile, they were
doing more laughing and talking than dancing, then the talking turned to whispering and the dancing to
barely moving. Eventudly, when Angelalooked up a Andrew and licked her lips, hishand dowly did
down her back to her buttocks and pulled her closer.

Walter laughed. Andrew might be inexperienced, but he was certainly willing to learn.



A haf hour later, Wdter was able to dip away and into the kitchen for afew minutes of relative privacy.
He expected to find four or five people there, but found only Johanna, franticdly filling more platters.

"Where are the rent-amaids?' he asked, picking up acarrot stick.

"Circulating," shelaughed. "They're probably having abetter timethan | am. The caterer's people are
taking a break on the porch.”

"Speaking of agood time, | think AngelaWinfield's about to seduce our son. Or maybe," he said,
conddering, "it'sthe other way around.”

"What! Oh, Walter, you've got to stop her. She'sten years older than heig!”

"What do you want me to do? Hose them down?' He laughed and nearly choked on his carrot stick.
"He's grown now, honey; he can do as he likes. Besides, Angelas considerate. Shewon't bite him.”

"I've dways been too embarrassed to ask himif hewas... Hill..." She gestured helplesdy. "Oh, you
know."

"If you're worried about his virginity, | think it's about to become amoot point.”

Shelaughed and wiped her hands on atowel. "The worried mom. | should be worried about you. |
haven't seen you for an hour." She put her arms around his neck and pressed close to him. " Some party!
Areyou enjoying it?'

"Well, I'm certainly enjoying this,” he said, feding her body againgt his chest.

"I'm so excited,” she said in ahusky whisper. "I've dways wanted to deep with aNobel Laureste.
They're so distinguished. Let'sgo upgtairs, so | can seeif you do it any differently now.”

"You'rekidding, right? Oh, Jo... don't do that," he said as she started to move againgt him. "A hundred
people out there and why are you doing thisto me?'

He knew the answer to that one. She did it because she could. Twenty-three years of marriage and
nobody had ever moved him like Johanna could.

"Honey, please," he said serioudy, "I fed kind of strange. Can you go out there and be charming whilel
get somefreshar?'

She pulled back and put an anaytical hand on hisforehead. "Oh my, you do fed alittle feverish. Maybe
you should lie down?

"Stll trying to talk meinto it, en? Sweetheart, it'sjust excitement and exhaugtion. Ever sincel got the
notification from Stockholm things have been going nuts. I'm trying to remember when | last sat down,
and I've done plenty of boozing here. If you can just keep everybody happy for awhile, I'll befine.”

"Don't worry about it. Nobody's any soberer than you; they won't notice. Besides, it's late and the party's
breaking up. I'll ask Andrew to cover for you. He knows how to play host."

"I wouldn't count on him," helaughed, starting out the back door.

"Hey, wait aminutel” she said, catching hisarm. "Just don't stay out past bedtime. Remember, to the
victor go the spoils.”

"It1l beashort walk," he assured her, giving her aquick kiss.



She doubted it. Walter's walks sometimes turned out to be interminable nature hikes. He couldn't passa
patch of weeds without telling Johanna about the medicinal uses of each one. He came home with his
clothes stretched out of shape because he'd overfilled his pockets with unusual rocks he might want to
study later. (He never got around to it, though. She always ended up putting the prettiest of them into the
fishtanks)

Once, he'd completely forgotten that he was on hisway to the dentist's because held seen a street
excavation and, glancing down, saw old seventeenth-century house timber that had been built over when
New Orleanswas till digging itsway out of the swamp. Hed eased right down into the gluey mud with
the workmen.

When he took these walks, Johanna was never sure when held show up at home, loaded down with
artifacts valuable only to him, usudly filthy dirty, sometimes with ripped pocket seams.

All of this could have been mildly annoying, but she found it endearing. That curiosity about everything
around him was what attracted her to him in thefirst place.

Wel... that was only partly true. Thefirst time she saw him it was an overwhelming physica attraction.
Nothing like that had ever happened to her before.

Sheld been a Sophie Newcomb College journdism magjor on asummer internship with the New Orleans
States-Item, covering adig that the Tulane anthropology department wasinvolved with in Texas. Sheld
asked the supervisor, Dr. Foss, if she could interview some of the students.

"Over there," Dr. Foss had said, pointing to the dig area. "Tak to Walter Marley. He's the best welve
oot

Johanna sguinted into the sun. "Which one is he?'

Foss laughed. "The big one. About six foot three. Black hair. He just started to grow abeard and he
lookslike Bigfoot. Y ou'll know him when you see him, don't worry."

Hewaslying on his somach, patiently brushing dirt away from afoot-square area, wearing tiny track
shortsthat had hitched way up on one side, exposing an absolutely sensational ass. Johannatried to ook
away, but it waslike arabbit staring at a python. When Walter finaly noticed she was there and smiled
up a her, she got the full effect of those turquoise eyes. She was suddenly, terribly confused. She had
aways preferred brainy, bookish men, thekind of intellectuals that varied from the dightly neurctic to the
frankly eccentric. Thistall, tanned anthropologist with his self-confident attitude and his athlete's body
didn't look like any Phi Beta Kappa sheld ever met.

She wasn't confused enough not to redlize that Walter Marley was going to change her life and her ideas
about men, in one way or another.

Later, she asked around and found out that W ter was a Sophie Newcomb legend. Girls who had dated
him tended to get blurry around the eyes when they talked about him, but they al had the same advice:
Don't expect anything permanent, just relax, lie back, and enjoy theridewhileit lasts. It'll be sensational.

After dl theseyears, it dill was.

Johannawas pretty sure sheld fall adeep aone tonight, and tomorrow she'd fed Walter warm and solid
beside her, his nature-walk treasures spread out over newspapers on the kitchen table.

Outside, in the faintly smoky October air, Walter took a deep bregth to clear the dight ringing in hisears.



He looked up at the moon, afull, gold-touched witch's moon, thinking that he would remember this night,
this moment, until hewasvery, very old. Hefixed it firmly in hismemory: A rare moment of contentment
when hislife was complete and everything was good.

The celebratory sounds from the house grew fainter as he crossed St. Charles and faded into the quiet of
Audubon Park. After awhile he was alone in the night-shaded woods, so deep that no sound could
make itsway out. Only the zoo animals, floating their cries acrossthe air, heard Water'sfirst sartled
screams.

The party was, by that time, rolling dong of its own momentum. That the guest of honor was absent was
hardly noticed.

"So tell me about your decison to become apriest,” Angelasaid to Andrew, "and don't tell meyou've
just dways wanted to help people.”

He shrugged and amiled. "I want to hep mysdlf, | think. I've dways thought that a priest learns more
about life and faith from his parishioners than they learn from him."

"Sounds very humbling,” shetold him.

"Itisif youdoitright,” hesaid. "A priest hasto remember that he's no messiah: he'sonly aguide, a
teacher, and the day your students surpass you is the greatest day of your life.”

"And what's your postion on Sn?'
"Missonary," he said without thinking and she laughed.
"I waslooking for a serious answer, but | guess that's serious enough.”

He grew quiet for aminute, thinking. "I'm probably going to come to a misunderstanding with the church
about this, but what most peoplethink of assin, | just can't find terribly sinful. Oh, | guess you could say
that Snisanything you fedl guilty about, but that'stoo facile. Guilt is something you're taught, not
something you're born with. | suppose that sin is anything that haunts you, that cripples you, kegps you
from being happy and content with your life. The church hastrividized Sn: we assgn different weightsto
it: mortd, cardind, venid, asif it were something you could categorize. But committing asinisn't fatd;
living withitis, if you let it destroy you. And | think that agood priest is one who can teach the
difference between red sin and those petty mortal faillingswe dl have, and show peoplethat nothing is
ever unforgivable—even by yoursdf.”

He shrugged, alittle abashed at his own fervor. "At least, that's the kind of priest | hopeI'll be."
Angelalooked frankly into hisface and seemed to be reeva uating him.
"I think you have alot of your father about you," shetold Andrew.

"I suppose | don't have aproblem with that, but I'd like to fed like my own man, judged on my own
merits. That maybe why | turned to religion and not science. Freudian enough for you?”

"That's not what | meant. Walter isaseeker after truth, one of the last of theidedlists. Evenin hiswork. It
isn't perfection helooksfor, it'sthat absolute redlity, no matter how gritty or unpleasant it may turn out to

be. He doesn't care what it looks like or smellslike or actslike so long asit'strue. Y ou know, | think that
even the Nobe Prize doesn't mean much to him in terms of the honor or the recognition—or the money: |
think it'sthe vdidation of hisbdiefstha delightshim. Hisonly passonisfor truth.”



Andrew consdered this. Y ou'reright, but you're dso wrong. I'll tell you something I'll bet you never
knew about him. Dad isthe last romantic. And | mean in the Shelley and Byron tradition. \Women were
crazy for him, they flocked around him, still do. But he was looking for that one greet love, that grand
passion, and when he found my mother, that wasiit. He stopped |ooking and there was never anyone else
for him. Hed found that passion—I supposeif you want to cal it the ultimate truth, that's accurate. He
knew that Johanna could truly understand and accept him, the way he understood and accepted truth. |
think that women wanted my father for alot of reasons: because he was handsome and intelligent,
because he was rich, because he was socialy acceptable. But Mother wanted him because she could
talk to him, and she didn't seem to care about therest.”

"A wonderful thing," Angelasaid, "and rare. To meet on that common ground whereintelligence and
passion balance. And what about you? What are you looking for?!

He thought about it, and Angelawatched his face change from thoughtful, to wistful, then back to
mischievous.

"Me?' hesad lightly. "I'm off to the seminary. So | supposethat dl | havetimeto look for isagood
fuck."

She seemed like she would say more, but thought better of it.

"Well, then," she said in that black-satin voice, "how very fortunate that we ran into each other.”
"Probably timeto dance," he said, pulling her to her feet asadow, sexy song began.

"l just remembered what it was about you that | liked so much,” Andrew told Angelaas they danced.
"Thefact that | don't wear underwear?' Angelawhispered in hisear.

Helet out abrief burst of laughter. "That's nice to know, but no. It's your unashamed courage. Y ou say
exactly what's on your mind, don't you?'

She drew away only dightly and looked up at him, her eyes not so confident as before, and this mystified
him.

"Not aways," she said softly. " Sometimes, to let people know what you're thinking isto make yourself
vulnerable.”

Then, with her familiar seductive brashness: "Anyway, pious cleric or not, it shouldn't be too hard for you
to guesswhat'son my mind."

"Oh, lady," he said, and pulled her closer.

"Sinceyou think I'm so honest, I'm going to tell you asecret,” she said, looking straight into his eyes.
"When | first met you, even though you were only eighteen, | wanted you. | didn't want to love you,
didn't want to hold you forever, didn't want to have your children and ahousein the Garden Didtrict; |
just wanted to fuck you until we both dropped from exhaustion, until we'd done everything imaginable
between aman and awoman. I'd never felt such arush of purelust before. It was dmost overwhelming.”

He looked dedlighted. "Why didn't you say something?”"
She shrugged. "Because you were eighteen,” she said with perfect logic.
"And now? Did the feding pass?’



She hdd il for amoment, then took his hand and guided it between her legs. Even through her dress, he
fet the hedt.

Hewas suddenly as overcome as shewas. It wasif hismind had become blank except for just thisone
rampage of lust, rising instantaneoudy asif from nowhere. He redlized that he had been attracted to
Angelabefore, but now it al melded together in ablinding, red rush.

Hewas |ater absolutely astounded at the audacity of what he did next, but at the moment he was unable
to stop himself. He looked down at Angela, first at her eyesto confirm what he aready knew, then at her
parted lips, following the line of her tranducent skin down her throat to her dightly exposed breasts. Her
black dress was fastened with what |ooked to him like hundreds of tiny rhinestone buttons down the
front.

He touched one finger, very gently, to thefirst button.
Angelagasped dightly and closed her eyes.

Hisfinger continued, down the buttons, not undoing them, just diding past them dowly until hishand
cupped her gently at her cleft. Then, he undid the four buttons covering just that spot, just that center of
her where her heat and her scent stirred him amost to insanity.

She had told the truth, he discovered. She didn't wear underwesar.

Not believing he was doing it, he pulled her closer, so no one could see, and did his hand between her
legs, plunging hismiddle finger partialy ingde her. Thetightness, the warmth of her, the sudden images,
amogt blinded him,

She gasped again and her eyes opened wide, then closed as she moaned amost inaudibly and dropped
her head againgt his chest. She moved dightly to open hersdf wider for him.

He moved histhumb ingtinctively againgt her clitoris, and felt her response. Shetightened her arams around
him, her fingers gripping his back asif she had to hold on to keep from falling.

Then, "Enough,” shesaid gernly.

Hefroze, sartled and dightly dizzy with aquick rush of embarrassment. He had never done anything so
brash before and was amazed that he could do it now, and enjoy it so much.

She pulled back, only ahair's breadth. "We'releaving," she said. "Right now. Four yearsislong enough
towait."

He nodded, not able to speak. He managed to close the buttons, whether correctly or not, he couldn't
tell.

"One second,” he said, and moved away so quickly that she was|eft standing in that same spot, that
same paosition, confused.

When he returned only afew moments|later, he was carrying abottle of champagne, the cold condensing
into frosted droplets on the dark green glass. He put hisarm around her shoulders and guided her out of
the room, through the French doorsto the veranda, and into the now-magica October night.

Much later, when they were at the point of physical exhaustion but too driven to let go, a strange sound
from outsde in the night filtered through the open window.



Thefar-off howling of awoalf.
"From the zoo," Angelamurmured deepily.

But the solitary sound, as desolate as anything Andrew had ever heard, touched some fearful placeinsde
him and caused him such confuson and such astrangeillogicd sense of grief that he pulled Angelacloser
to him, covering her body with hisown and, sill in hiserotic half deep, plunged himsdf into her again,
drowning his unnameabl e gpprehension beneath the wild waters of sensudity.

It could have been minutes, it could have been hoursthat Walter twisted on the ground with hisknees
jammed to his chest, pain like liquid fire seeping through every inch of his skin, through the muscle, down
to the bone. It had come upon him so suddenly that the surprise and the agony had been simultaneous.

After thefirst few screams, the pain was so intense that he lost the power of speech. It hurt histhroat to
make sounds, it hurt his earsto hear them.

Hisbody was burning, but the sweat washing him waslike afilm of ice.

A hand grazed his shoulder, atiny tap, light asthe flutter of anight moth, but his skin was so raw that the
gentle touch made him gasp.

A woman stepped into hisline of vison, her face clouded with concern as she bent to look at him. She
was as beautiful asthe pain was ugly, her silvery hair against the moon making ahao of light around her
perfect face.

Hedmost laughed in relief. Hisdelivering angel come to wrest him from desth!

"Thank God!" Walter wept. "Thank God somebody's come along!" He made aterrific effort to sound
rationa and calm, S0 as not to scare her into running away. "Please... | think I'm having aheart attack.
Get hdp!”

"But | dwayscome," shesaid in avoicelike apretty bird. "When the pain begins, when it happensthe
fird time, I'm dwaysthere.”

The absurdity of what sheld said didn't even register with him. "Please. Go get someone! Don't let medie
herel"

She had the most charming smile. ™Y ou're not going to die” she said, asif shewere scolding adightly
slly child. "Did you think that's what was happening to you? No, no... let me show you what's going to
happen. Y ou're about to be reborn, Walter!"

She bent closer, and her hair formed asilver curtain, brushing his skin with pain where it touched. It
seemed to solidify, turning into amirror lined with moving mercury.

The halucinations of fever made picturesin the mirror. He saw hisreflection in the polished face, or what
he took to be hisreflection. As helooked deeper, he saw himself writhing on the ground, then rising,
running, howling...

"It'syour time, Walter," shetold him. ™Y our payment is due on your grandfather's debt. The firstborn of
every generation of Marleyswill know me, on the greatest night of their lives, at their greatest moment of
triumph." Sheleaned alittle closer and Walter could sméll desth on the wind of her breath. ™Y ou believed
that after this night your lifewould change. And so it will, but not as you wanted it. Y our life now will be
bound up with the changes of the moon, and you'll never think of one without the other."



An old, primal fear from childhood and beyond stirred in Walter, and he asked without regard to rationa
thought, " Are you the Devil ?"

She threw back her head and laughed, the sound scraping his nerves. Then sheleaned in close again, the
madnessin her eyes glowing. "Sweet Walter, I'm the nightmare the Devil has when he dreams of
damnation.”

Walter understood everything that was happening to him, and would happen for therest of hislife. He
did scream then, not from the pain but from the soul.

And when he did, she laughed.

Ah, God, how wonderful it felt! He arched his back off the ground, stretching hislimbsin pleasure, just to
fed their strength. He flexed hisfingers, now extended a good three inches by dightly curved, bearlike
claws. He held one hand up before his face to consider those claws. How odd, he thought, marveling at
them, they were black and strong as wrought iron, like those deceptively ddlicate swirls of baconiesin
the French Quarter.

Hetook a deep, self-satisfied breath and stood up. The familiar landscape of Audubon Park looked a
little strange, out of kilter, just ever so dightly different. Then he redlized that, for one thing, he was
looking &t it from anew height, perhaps eight feet. And the light was different. Hisnight vison was as
good as hisdaytime vision, the lenses of his eyes magnifying the moonlight to pick up nuances and throw
slver-sheened light into shadows.

He heard an inditinct whisper behind him and spun around, but there was no one there. Gradudly, the
whisper became clear. He ssood a moment, following the thread of sound, and redlized it came from one
of the houses across the way, aman murmuring to hiswifein the night.

His nose tingled and he picked up the unforgettable scent of satisfied sex.

The werewolf laughed and started to run, loping at first, getting the fed of it, then with the supernatura
gpeed that renders awerewolf dmost invisble. A human being would catch aglimpse of him, then before
the human could redlize what he saw, the werewolf would be in another place, elusive asadream
recalled upon waking.

Another sensation crowded his body now, momentarily washing out al the others. Hunger, but a hunger
s0 deep and primordid that al his new senseswere shifted to the task of satisfying it. Until that was done,
he couldn't restrain himsdlf.

He understood at that moment what his strength was for, what his claws could do, what hisentire
transformed body was meant to accomplish. Once he understood that, the next steps were clear and
true.

From far back in hismind, he could hear someone screaming, fighting to be heard through the beginning
haze of fury and determination, begging him to stop, to turn back, to throw himsdlf into the
river—anything so that he wouldn't go on with this. Thisisn't you, it told him, thisisn't anything you want
to do. If you go on, you'relost. Y ou won't be able to stop, ever. And how can you live with it? How can
you face your family, your son, after what you're going to do?

The voice brought the werewolf up short, but only for aminute, only for thetimeit took for the
overwhelming, sensua hunger to take him completely and blind him to the fact that he had ever been
human, and that he would never be completely human again.



Then he spotted aman walking al adone, innocently unafraid of the dark, and with ahowl of triumph and
aflash of claws, the werewolf took hisfird life. And relinquished his own.

The sound of the shower woke Johanna. Sherolled over to look at the clock, but the violet light of the
sky, brightening by the minute, told her it wasjust dawn. The bed felt oddly empty and it took her a
minute to register that Walter wasn't init. Hisside of the bed was till smooth, the pillow fluffed and
undented.

Had Walter been up al night? True, he never seemed to need much deep, but he dways got at least a
few hours.

She gretched and decided to join him in the shower. She smiled with addiciouslittle shiver of sin: they
hadn't done that in awhile. She dipped off her nightgown and opened the bathroom door.

The clouds of seam amost choked her. "Water? Honey, how can you stand it this hot?"
She did back the glass door.

Water was sitting at the end of the tub, his elbows propped on hisknees and hisface buried in his hands
asthe water poured over him. The sounds of his sobbing amost drowned out the sounds of the water.

Johanna had never heard anyone cry likethat. It was asif each bresth was torn bleeding from hislungs. It
terrified her.

"Water..." Shereached over and turned off the water, but he didn't notice. "Please, honey, what isit?
Wheat's happened? Are you hurt?'

She stroked his streaming hair, but he didn't notice this, either. "Oh, Walter, just please tel mewhat's
wrong!"

They remained like that for several minutes, Johannaat a complete |oss.

"Baby, comeon,” shesad, trying to take his hand and pull him up. "Come out of there and let medry
you off. You get in bed and I'll make you some hot soup.”

But the only move he made wasto grasp her hand, so hard that he hurt her. He held the hand againgt his
cheek and she fdlt the hot water and warm tears.

"Sweetheart, come on. You're scaring me. Please.”

Hetook a deep, wracking breath and stood up, not looking at her. He had stopped crying, but he till
didn't speak.

Johannaturned her back for a second, to reach for atowe and Walter's bathrobe, and in that second
she heard him step out of the shower and out of the bathroom.

"Oh, Chrig!" she said softly, quickly pulling on her own robe and grabbing Walter's off the hook.
Walter was hafway down the hall to Andrew's room.

Andrew was deeping off the evening's champagne, lying fully clothed on top of the rumpled bedcovers,
exactly where he'd dropped when he camein from Angelas.

Walter leaned againgt the doorframe, just looking at Andrew, his eyes wild and apprehensive. Johanna



watched severa expressions cross hisface, asif he were deciding exactly what to say and discarding
everything.

Andrew sat up dowly in confuson. He caught sight of hisfather sanding in the door, aslent, naked
giant, and Johanna standing frozen right behind him.

"Okay, what isthis?' Andrew said in avoice ill thick with deep.

Walter made an awful sound, hafway between asob and ascream, and began to cry again, diding down
agang the doorframe asif the weight of his sorrow was more than hisbody could beer.

"What's happening?' Andrew said, dropping to his knees beside Walter. "Dad, what's going on?"'

"l can't get himto talk,” Johannasaid. "1 found him crying in the shower and he can't seemto tell me

Andrew touched hisfather's shoulder. "Dad? I'm right here. What can | do? How can | help you?'
Water wastrying to speak.
"Just take a couple of deep breaths and try to relax,” Andrew told him.

Walter struggled to bring himself under control. He was breathing heavily, gasping for air. After afew
minutes, he could breathe, but the tears didn't stop running.

"You'l hate me forever," hetold Andrew, his eyes haunted.
"That's very unlikely,” Andrew said, trying to sound reasonable and calm. "Why would | hate you?"

"My father never told me. How could he have? How could he have ever made me believe anything like
this? That bastard! If he was here, I'd kill him!™

"Walter, what are you saying?' Johanna said, horrified. "How could you think such athing?'

Walter stared into Andrew's eyes, so much like hisown, asif he were searching for something there,
"No," he said decisively, "nothing will happen to you. Y ou're so strong in your faith. That will saveyou.”

"Dad, I'm not sure what you're talking about, but..."

Water |looked asif he were about to panic. He grabbed Andrew by the shoulders. "Promise me you'll
forgive mewhen the time comes!”

"I'll forgive you and stand by you through anything, you know that. Never worry about that.”
Walter dropped his head in his hands and began to cry again, thistime very quietly.
"Let'stry to get himto bed," Andrew told his mother. "Dad, can you stand up?"

Walter nodded, but when he tried to stand, he was too weak. Andrew caught him as he stumbled, and
haf carried him down the hall. Walter collgpsed into bed and Johanna pulled the covers over him.

"Johanna?' Walter said plaintively. The note in hisvoice reminded her of Andrew when hewassix and
had histonsls out, when he was frightened of being |eft done.

Shelooked up at Andrew. "Go back to bed, sweetheart." she said. She knew he wanted an explanation,
but she had nothing to give him.



When Andrew had closed the door, she lay down and put her arms around Walter, his head brushing her
shoulder and moving dowly with her breathing.

It was only after she was sure he was adegp that she gave in to her own stinging tears.

Chapter Four

Walter was awake and sitting up in bed when Andrew brought him his breskfast on atray. Andrew had
promised his mother that he'd be cheerful, act normally, and wouldn't ask too many questions. Just give
your father achanceto collect himsdlf, shed said.

"Mother saysthat she's doing this only because you're a big-shot scientist now. | hope bacon and an
omelet are okay; we didn't know what you feed a captive Nobel Laureate.”

Cheerful? Hey, he sounded like a cross between Mary Poppins and the village idiot.

"Y ou know, Dad, if you're going to sauce it up, you should stick to the cheagp stuff. That was vintage
Crigtal and | bet you went right outside and barfed it.”

"Just set the tray on the table, will you?' Walter said. "And you don't have to act for me. | know what
you'rethinking." Hiseyes, set in deep black circles, had amournful, lost look that made Andrew want to
take himin hisarms and comfort him, like ahurt child.

In that sobering, illuminating split second, Andrew grew up. His childhood and the last shreds of his
adolescence were irrevocably over. For thefirst time," he saw Walter asfalible and human, not asa
Great White Father who'd take care of everything, solve every problem, soothe every hurt. He and his
father were on an equal footing now, two men facing common problems, and both of them knew it.

"I'm redly sorry,” Walter said. "1 know | scared you and your mother."”

"Comeon," Andrew said lightly, "it takes stronger men than either of usto scare Mom." He sat onthe
bed and spoke more serioudy. "What happened to you? Were you drunk? Did something happen to you
out therein the park?'

"It'sso complicated,” Walter said, looking away. "I just haveto adjust my life for the way things are going
to be now." He had that blank ook in hiseyesagain, but it passed.

"Wasit the prize? Isthat it?"
"Prize?' Walter looked at Andrew like hed never heard of it.

"Look, I know it'sahbig change,” Andrew said, "the responsibility, the pressure. All that work you did in
relative anonymity isnow going to be donein afishbowl. But, Dad, aNobe Prizeisn't the end of a
project; it just Sgnifiesthe beginning of anew phase. Y ou'll have plenty of heightsto scale after this™

Water got the same look on hisface that Andrew had seen ahundred times; hewastrying to make a
decision and his mind was indexing through a dozen choices. He had that concentrated, distant look that
meant that he wasn't communicating with the red world.

Then hesmiled. "I don't handle success very well, do 1?7



Andrew laughed, more out of relief than anything else. "Or your liquor, ether, it seems. God, Mother's
never going to let you hear the end of this."

Andrew got up and started to leave the bedroom.
"Hey, wait aminute," Walter said. "Where did you disappear to lagt night, kid?”

It seemed that, no matter what was unspoken between them, they were going to make a stab at
normalcy. Andrew had no problem with that.

"Unlike my father,” Andrew explained patiently, "1 know how to make the most of abottle of Crigtd."

Andrew could hear Wdter's short laugh as he lft the room. Walter seemed fine, but there was something
dightly off about the whole thing. Perhapsit was the effect of hisfather's smile beneath those hollow,
heartbroken eyes. Hislaughter sounded to Andrew not asif it was something he felt, but something he
only remembered.

On animpulse, Andrew stepped silently backward and glanced into Walter's room. Walter wasn't
laughing now; hewas lying on hisback, his hands absently twisting the blanket. Hewas staring at the
ceiling while quiet tears streamed down to wet the fresh pillow.

What hurt Andrew the most wasn't so much that hisfather still had some painful problem, but that he had
obvioudy decided not to trust his own family with it.

By the end of the week, Andrew and Johanna were relieved to see that Water was the same again.
True, he was quieter, given to sudden silences and long periods of introgpection, but he was till Walter.

He announced that he was taking on anew project. A small college upstate was trying to expand their
anthropology department and had asked for his help as a consultant. He told Johannathat he was only
sorry that it would take him out of town for acouple of nights amonth, but he just couldn't see driving

two hours up there and back every time,

Johannawasn't sorry. She regarded this new interest as a godsend. Men who were having nervous
breakdowns didn't start new projects.

At firgt, Andrew was worried about Walter. This new spate of activity didn't fed exactly right to him.
There was nothing he could put hisfinger on, but he sensed that Walter was holding himself together
tenuoudly, building afacade of normalcy. Still, there wasn't anything noticeably wrong with Walter, and
some days Andrew was convinced that he was just overreacting.

Besdes, hisown life had taken adistracting turn. For one thing, he was finishing up hislast term at Tulane
before graduating and going to the seminary.

For another, he'd started adiscreet affair with AngdlaWinfield.

He was spending weekends at her apartment on Chestnut Street as often as sheld let him. They were
trying to be quiet about it since Angelawas on the Tulane faculty with hisfather, but Andrew was
determined to take full advantage of Angelas generous nature. He figured that, with the ten-year
differencein their ages and the vast gulf that separated their temperaments, it wouldn't be too long before
she got bored with him and it would be over.

But it was exactly that differencein outlooks that kept him interested in Angela. It was amost laughable.
He wasthe cautious, dependable, conservative one and Angelawas as uninhibited and as open to



adventure as akid. Angelasplashed right into life in the degp water; Andrew aways advised careful
preparation and easing into it in stages.

Angdawas aso teaching him everything she knew about sex, and the woman was awaking Kama
Sutra. Not that he was any douch himsdf; sex had aways been apassion for him, held started thinking
about it before mogt kids knew what it was, but because of his cautious nature, held struggled to control
himsdlf. All through his teens, hislooks had gotten him any girl he wanted, but his ardor had frightened
them off. He hated playing those games with their elaborate rules: on the second date he could put his
hand on her breast briefly; on the third date he could touch her pubic areabut only through her clothes
and shemight touch his; later on, if they were"serious’ shejust might jerk him off, but he couldn't take his
pants off, only unzip them. The whole thing was too stupid for Andrew and he said so on severd
occasions. He sensed early that hewasin danger of being classified asa"sex maniac” by the hypocritica
young ladies of hissocid set, so he managed, by agreeat reserve of will, to purge himself of al externa
show of desire. And once his judgment was no longer clouded with the effort of trying to get them into
bed, he became aware of how shalow those girlsredly were. He redlized that any of them would loveto
marry him—he was going to be a"good catch"—but not one of them would interest him for very long.

Angelainterested him. She more than interested him, she fascinated him. She was smart, she was funny,
she could and did fuck his brains ouit.

One particular Monday morning, after aweekend marathon of talking, joking, and sex that left both of
them energized rather than exhausted, Andrew was il in bed when Angelaemerged from the bathroom
showered and dressed for work.

Andrew couldn't believe what he was seeing.

There shewas, red hair tied back, conservative navy suit, subdued makeup. "Good God," he said,
amazed, "you look like a Fundamentalist Sunday school teacher.”

"My working uniform,” she said, screwing in apair of discreet pearl earrings.

"Just when | thought | knew you," he said. "But come over here and let me kiss you anyway before you
leave"

She smiled and walked over to the bed, bent over, and kissed him. Heran hishands dowly up her legs,
over the silky stockings and the bare thighs, reaching further up her skirt. Suddenly, he gave atriumphant
little shout.

"Ahal Damn! | thought 0." Helifted her sKirt.

Underneath that prim uniform she wore ablack lace garter belt and no panties.
"Thisisyour ideaof conservative?' he asked.

"I can deny my true nature only so far"—she shrugged—"it was enough that | wore abra.”
"Y ou look like the Marquis de Sade Chapter of the Junior League.”

She ran her hands down his chest and over hisstirring penis. "And don't you just loveit, you little
pervert?' She gave him along kissthat didn't help his chances of getting up and walking anytime soon.
"When | get back, well do it with our clothes on. | won't bother to take any of this off and you can play
out your nastiest fantasies, okay?"'

Helooked at her for amoment. " Sorry. Not soon enough.” He quickly lifted her skirt again and pressed



his open mouth over her tantalizingly fragrant pubic mound, his hand against her warm buttocks. She
didn't even pretend to object that she'd be late for class.

Lifewas running as smoothly as could be expected, until Water changed directions again.

Water was spending more hoursin his study, writing some long work that demanded alot of time. He
wouldn't talk about it, which was odd: Walter was normdly so enthusiastic about hiswork that you got
tired of listening long before he got tired of explaining.

He developed asudden interest in folklore, peripherdly in hisfield, but certainly not his specidty.

"It'skind of strange," Andrew remarked to Angelaone night. "Dad's branching out into another speciaty
when he's so well established in hisown. I'm not surel likethis."

They were ditting on the floor in Angelasliving room, watching The Treasure of Serra Madre, egting
fast-food tacos and swigging Dr. Pepper and Barg's Root Beer out of frosted liter bottles. Angelas
passion for junk food in atown renowned for its cuisine was one of her most shameful secret vices.

"You're just looking for problems where there are none," she advised, licking hot sauce off her fingers.
"Y ou know your father, he loves achallenge. We al want to bresk new ground sometimes.”

But it wasn't new ground Walter was breaking; it was old. Walter had been collecting some very odd
books lately. While he was out, Andrew had looked into one of the massive volumes on Walter's desk. It
was ancient, S0 old that the leather bindings were crumbling and the gold | ettering was splotched with
dark spots. The heavy paper cracked tremuloudy under his hands, threatening to disintegrate.

It was abook on lycanthropy. Hisfather, the mogt rationd of scientists, was studying werewolves.
Also on the table were more modern works including Robert Talant's Voodoo in New Orleans.
Why would Wdter be interested in voodoo and lycanthropy?

"Areyou familiar with something caled Arthur and... uh... Grende?' Andrew asked Angdla
"Grendd? Are you taking about Beowulf or John Gardner?"

He made afrudtrated little sound. "Not Grendd ... something that soundslikeit. Gargle... Gorgon..."
"Oh! Arthur and Gorlagon. Yes. Why?"

"Dad has an old copy of it, in Latin, covered with clipped-on notes and cryptic scribbles. And | could
only trandate part of it; the end ismissng. What'sthe story?"

"King Arthur tells of his meeting with King Gorlagon, akind and patient man who wastransformed into a
werewolf through the snesky machinations of afaithlesswife. Gorlagon went through ten kinds of hell
before justice was served and the wife and her lover got what they deserved. Gorlagon was permanently
restored to human shape and got his kingdom back." She took along draught of Dr. Pepper and gave a
ladylikelittle belch. "What an esoteric thing for Walter to want to know."

"That'swhat | thought, too. He's studying some very spooky stuff.”

"I know," she said, "he borrowed some books from me. | was mildly astounded. A pa eoanthropologist
like Wdlter doesn't have any professiona dedlings with the likes of me. What does he need with a
folklorigt? But there hewas, asking if | had any books on loca folk superdtitions.”



"Did you?'

"Honey, assorted horror-gtory types are my specidity. | can tell you the difference between five types of
vampires, and I've got asampler embroidered with aformulafor caling demons. However, my specidty
is eastern European cultures. I'm not as heavy into locd stuff. But | did have some answersfor him. He
asked me dl sorts of questions about werewolves, including: wasit redly true about slver bullets?!

"About using them to kill werewolves?Isit supposed to work?!

"Anything slver. Slver bullets, slver daggers, slver basebdl bats. Siver is sacred to Diang, thetriple
moon goddess. Diana has another incarnation as Hecate, the goddess of al things hidden and secret, the
giver of justice. The silver supposedly works because anyone wanting to kill awerewolf needsthe
protection—and the power—of the goddess. Apparently, only the goddess can kill one of her own and,
in the execution of justice, the werewolf isthe goddesss emissary. Y ou've got this whole complicated
connection between silver as Hecate's tdisman, the moon, and the werewolf. Especidly in southern
Louigana"

She lifted another taco, dripping with oil, sauce, and shredded cheese, and took amessy hite. "You
know," she said, considering the taco, "we need soft tortillaswith this. Y ou wrap the taco in the tortilla
and the stuffing doesn't fall dl over the Orientd carpets.”

Andrew stared at her in impatience.

She noted hislook. "Oh, come on, sweetie! Quit worrying! Look, | was your father's teaching assstant
for what? A year. | know him pretty well. HEsjust interested in so many things that he's bored with the
old ones. He wants achange.”

"What were you going to say about southern Louisana?' he said, discounting her advice.

"Well," she said, swallowing the last of the taco, "down here, thereés a strong Voodoo community. And
where you find that, you find the loup-garou, the old Cgjun werewolf. For some reason, they've always
been closdly alied in Louisana The difference we folklorigsfind in the legends of the werewolf and the
stories of the loup-garou isthat the loup-garou, more often than not, is motivated to kill by a sense of
justice. He'sthe last arm of the law for the VVoodoos, when dl elsefails, strike up abargain with the
loup-garou to take care of the problem. So there you are again, with another tie to Hecate asthe
goddess of justice, especidly through hidden things and the phases of the moon. Even though Hecateis
definitdy not aVVoodoo deity, she is the werewolf's patroness, so | think theré'sa much older tie there,
probably from the Greek mythology. Now, are we through with this? Because you made me missthe
'We don't need no stinkin' badges part.”

He had forgotten about the movie. Thiswhole thing of Walter'sjust mystified him. All these old
superdtitions and stories were terrific as diversons, and he would concede that there was some vauein
studying them to understand primitive cultura themes, but for Walter to spend so much energy on this
suff struck him asawaste of time.

"Angela, why in God's name would Dad want to know dl that?' he said, till perplexed.

"He's your father, dear,” she said, "but 1'd keep an eye on him at the dark of the moon.”

He had grown up among Walter's collection of antiquities: shipments of bones, shards of pottery, and
prehistoric tools were forever cluttering the house, burying the priceless old Persian carpets under messy
shredded newspaper. Now some very different and very unpleasant things were starting to arrive.



The shipment that disturbed Andrew the most was asmall statue of awolf, carved precisaly out of

precious black jade and set with ruby eyes. It was undeniably a masterpiece, but it wasrepulsive. The
beast stood like aman, hunched from its grotesque muscular structure. Its face had the uncontrollable
look of acompulsivekiller. Asmuch as he hated the evil little thing, Andrew found himsdf drawvnto it.

Even Walter had flinched when he took it out of the wrappings.
"What, inthe name of al that'sholy, isthat?' Andrew said softly.

Water held it up, turning it in hishands. "Lycaon," he said. The light bounced off the jade surface.
"Lycaon was aking who had the audacity to chalenge the gods and even plotted to kill Jupiter.”

"Always abad movein mythology," Andrew observed.

"Jupiter was outraged, and turned Lycaon into a creature half-man, half-wolf. But asto whether it
changed Lycaon'shomicidd character isdoubtful. Lycaon wasthe first werewolf."

Walter was saring at thefigure asif hypnotized.

On some impulse he didn't understand, Andrew took the figure from Walter. As soon asit touched his
hand, he gasped and almost dropped it.

"ltswarm!" hesaid.
"Body heet," Wdter said. "I've been holding it."

"No, itsadmogt likeit'sdive." With ashudder, he put the figure on the table. "Why would you want
something likethat? God, it's abominablel™

"Abominable," Walter repeated softly. "Yes. It isthat. An abomination, asupremely crud genetic joke.
And with dl theresearch, al thework, | haven't learned anything that's of rea use."

Andrew could seethat hisfather was close to dipping back into one of his morbid moods. Hetried to
lighten thingsup.

"Still," hesaid, picking up the repulsive figure again, despite himself, “thislittle guy must beworth a
fortune, dong with al these other cheerful art objects.” He gestured to indicate the artifacts jammed into
the study. "And someday, dl thiswill bemine”

He started to laugh, but Walter's sudden look of horror cut him off.

The next week, another box arrived, heavily insured. Walter called Johanna and Andrew in and inssted
that Andrew openit.

"Ah! Another priceess artifact from the collection of Gomez and MorticiaAddams?' Andrew inquired.
"Very funny," Walter said. "'l think you'll be surprised.”

Andrew tore off thetop of the box. A polished ivory figure, only four inchestal, reclined on athick bed
of cotton. Thelittle man in flowing robes clutched atiny crossto his chest, hisface bestific. He was every
bit aswell executed asthe Lycaon figure had been, but the sght of thislovely little man gave Andrew a
feding of well-being, asif he were sending out a specid radiance. As Andrew lifted him out of the box,
the creamy ivory warmed in hishands.

"It's Saint Andrew," Walter said.



"He'sexquidte," Johannasaid. "Whoever made him must have gone blind doing it.”

"I wanted him to watch over Andrew while he's at the seminary.” Walter took thelittle saint and held him
up to thelight. "He's so beautiful . | wanted you both to remember me when you look at this statue, not
by... the other one."

A wind of melancholy passed over Wdlter. "I wanted to give you something specid,” hesaid. "l have so
littleto give you that is beautiful and good!"

Andrew sensed adepth of pain in Walter that he could neither understand nor comfort. "That's not true,”
Andrew said gently, "you've given me everything.”

Only Johanna could vaguely comprehend Walter's sadness. She touched him lightly, knowing that
whatever was tormenting him was something that, for the first time, they couldn't share.

Three months later, on aclear, sunny afternoon while Johannawas out, Andrew camein from aclassto
find hisfather's body lying on the floor of his study. He had shot himsalf through the heart with an antique
pistol. On the desk lay five of six specidly cast slver bullets.

Through the days that followed, difficult days of quiet voices and softly closed doorsthat contrasted with
the brilliance of his mother's anguish and his own bitter confusion, Andrew could see only onething
clearly: the cdm expression of peace on hisfather'sface as he lay on the study floor.

Y earslater, when there were things about hisfather that he couldn't quite remember, details of his
gppearance and manner that tended to gather adight haze from distance, only that particular look of
serenity shonelike carved crysta touched by sunlight.

It was alook he hadn't seen since the night of Walter's party.

Chapter Five

Johanna knew she was spending too much time aone, locking hersaf away in the bedroom, but she was
helpless. It wasn't agood sign, but it was dl that saved her.

If she came out, people started yammering at her, offering platitudes and advice, thingsthat sounded like

gibberish to her, dl containing the phrases™... for your own good..." and "Walter would have wanted. .."
and"... gart living again." She didn't take offense because it was dl well meaning and most of the people
talking to her were dedling with their own grief. On the other hand, she couldn't listen to it anymore.

What no one could understand was that Johanna had lost half of herself. She and Walter together had
made something solid, the two parts bonding into a perfect whole. Now the structure of their lives had
disntegrated into nothing more substantia than crumpled paper.

Her daydreams, her memories of Walter, seemed much more redl to her than the world outside the
bedroom door. She was retregting into time, molding it to fit her pleasure. Johanna could makeit travel
backward, forward, gtretch it out to fill her inconsolable nights, dter what was to what should have been.
She could even make the future. All it took, she was delighted to discover, was agood memory and a
rapidly expanding imagination. If shewaswilling to be not quite dive, Water would be not quite dead.



She propped her feet on the needlepoint footstool. She had done the neediework hersdlf, in Kenya,
when Walter was till with Leakey. Smply the sight of it triggered awhole series of memories. Everything
did, if sheworked at it hard enough and fought off any distractions. She was beginning to discover the
perverse ddights of letting her mind wander.

And people expected her to come downstairs and deal with death! Impossible. It was another kind of
redlity entirely, one that couldn't coexist with the one she was o painfully, carefully building. Water's
family, a first sympathetic, was getting nervous, but Johanna couldn't help thét.

Now, al of sudden, there was thisletter to deal with.

When she found it tucked in her bureau drawer under a pile of sweaters, she marveled at Walter's
ingenuity. If it had been found with Walter it would have been just a suicide note; police and the press
would have had theright to paw over it and speculate on Walter's most intimate thoughts. Thisway, the
contentswould remain just as Walter intended: a private communication between the two of them. He
had known that Johannawould find it sooner or later, and the time factor hardly mattered now.

Johanna had been in no hurry to openit. At thetime, she had beenin aperiod of relative cam. She
wanted to wait until the intermittent wave of loss and loneliness came to another crest, when she needed
50 badly to talk to Walter one more time. Then she would savor the letter dowly and recal abit of the
comfort she had lost.

Now she pried open the envelope as gently as she could, careful not to tear it, and lifted out the many
densaly written sheets. Taped to one of them was asmall safe-deposit-box key.

At firdt, the letter was an apology for hissuicide. Of course he would start with that. She started to cry
amost immediately. When he explained why he did it, she stopped crying and stared at the sheetsin
horror, each one dropping into her lap like apane of ice.

Only the end of the letter sounded logical to her. Please, never let Andrew know any of this, he had
written. It's odd, but I've always believed that as long as someone thinks of you with love, you're
never really dead.

| hate to end it this way, mainly because the people you leave behind always fedl that you did it
because of something they did, something they didn't do, something they could have done
differently. You made me so happy, Jo. | wanted you to know that it wasn't you.

Oh, Jo... if only I had known, would | have married you? Would | have had a child, knowing that
he would inherit a curse that would shatter his life as completely as it shattered mine? You've been
my comfort, Jo, my joy, my safe refuge and my consolation. | always loved you too much to hurt
you, and now, without any control over it, I've had to cause you the ultimate pain, and only
because my suffering finally outweighed my conscience. It's my own fault, Jo, never yours. If | had
been honest with you, if | had been stronger, perhaps | could have told you. But | couldn't bear the
thought of the look in your eyes, the terror and disbelief that any normal human being would feel.
Or perhaps | underestimated your strength. But believe that | never under estimated your |ove.

On the same sheet asthelittle key he had written, Just keep this someplace safe. It opens the box
where | put my research and a few other documents. Andrew will have to ask for it someday, and
| think only you will know when that day comes. You're the only one who knows, Jo: the only one.
Giveit to him, but otherwise don't let him know it exists. Reading these things would only hurt
him. Try to be as strong for himas | stubbornly couldn't let you be for me.

Johanna sat very gtill. The ghastly phrases, once only part of children'sfright games at Halloween, played



againin her mind: loup-garou, werewolves, the Marley curse, murder, madness, death. And the
inevitability of it: that on the most Sgnificant night of their lives, thefirstborn Marley of each generation
underwent atransformation not only of the body, but of the soul.

She'd had no idea how much Walter had suffered. It was obvious to her now that he had, in fact, had a
nervous breakdown that night she found him in the shower. This|etter proved it. It was the obsessve
outpouring of agenius gone mad. The more she thought about it, the more terrible it became, not only the
insane things he had written, but that Walter had struggled through it lonein order to spare hisfamily.

No matter what he wrote, that waswhy he had fired that gun. Not her fault. Not Andrew's. And, in the
end, not even hisown. There was no curse. She wouldn't believe that she was going to suffer the same
loss of her son that she had suffered with Walter.

Walter had goneinsane. It was almogt ardief. It was certainly an explanation she could live with.

She sat mationless, turning things over in her mind, gathering bits of information like bits of string gethered
into aball. Each new revelation added to her conclusions about what Water had written.

All this had to die now. If madness was contagious, she couldn't let it infect her son. She was certain that
whatever Walter had locked in the safe-deposit box was something that Andrew had no business
knowing, now or later. She tossed the key into adrawer and gathered up the fallen letter pages.

She had to get rid of that letter. Andrew had wonderful memories of hisfather; there was no point now in
letting him look inside Walter's obscured mind.

For thefirst timein days, she opened her bedroom door and started down the stairs. But when she
looked into the living room, she couldn't seem to take another step.

Oh, God. Wasthe whole family there? Walter's brother and hiswife, hissster and her children, Andrew.

Johannafroze on the sairs, terrified that they would expect her to talk. If she did, shewas afraid sheld
start screaming and she wouldn't be able to stop. What could she say to them? She stood there for a
while before they noticed her, things going around in her mind, athousand things that she wanted to say,
but she couldn't find astarting place.

Silence was her best tactic, she decided. She would go right past them like they weren't there. After all,
shewas downgtairs for a purpose. No distractions permitted.

"Mother?" Andrew said gently, and everyone looked up.

They were surprised, of course, and Johanna could see their mouths working, but she couldn't let herself
hear them. No digtractions. She kept her eyesfixed on thefireplace, with the big yellow firein the grate.
She stood in front of it and tossed the letter in.

Asit burned, Johanna shed an enormous weight. Her mind began to untangleitself from the sorrow that
had wrapped her like a shroud, the responsibilities that trapped her under cold stone. When thelast
remnants of the letter sparked up the chimney, Johannaamost floated toward the stairs.

Now she could go back upstairsin peace, and she would never have to come down again.

When she returned to her chair by the window, there were no more memories of the Walter who had
written thet |etter. There was only Walter in histwenties, as she had first met him: exuberant, glorious, in
love. Shedidn't have to hurry: the pictures, the years, would replay as dowly or as quickly as she
wanted. She sighed and snuggled into the cushions, pulling the afghan around her. She had closed her



door and was sedling it behind her like the entrance to an ancient tomb.

And then came the unbidden thought, the totally unthinkable ideathat would forever haunt the dark
cornersof her lovely dreamworld, intruding even in the midst of her happiest memories: What if it'sall
true? What if every word that Walter wrote about his family's curse was not madness, not delusion, but
the absolute truth?

She knew, with a certainty that froze her blood, thet it was.

She experienced amoment of pure, transfixed horror. Then, for the first time but certainly not for thelast,
she pushed the thought away, buried it under prettier memories.

But its shadow was dwaysthere, just dightly visble, waiting.

Andrew went to her room the next morning and was relieved to see her swest, contented smile. But
when hetried to talk to her, he saw that, though she looked straight at him and nodded patiently, she
neither heard nor had any desire to respond. Then she lifted her head and looked directly into his eyes,
searching for something, fixing him with alook of such gppalled dread that it felt asif she had actudly
dapped him. But it passed like a storm cloud over asummer sky, and her face was as serene—and as
lost—aswhen he had first comein.

Chapter Six

Andrew started having dreams about hisfather shortly after he died. Nightmares were more accurate a
term. In one particularly unsettling scene, he saw Walter standing afew feet away, amost, but not quite
ableto touch him. Hewasin horrible pain, screaming for Andrew to save him. Over and over he pleaded
in the most gut-wrenching voice imaginable, "Help me, save me! Only you can save me... oh, God!
Make it stop!" And then he stretched out his hand, but it wasn't hishand. It was grotesque, deformed,
like abadly born animal. With the panic of dreams, Andrew knew that if he could only reach Wadlter,
take that terrible hand and pull him out of the dream, that everything would be al right.

S0 he Stretched toward Walter in the fever of visons, fedling his entire body strain with the effort, and dl
the time Walter kept up that ghastly screaming. Just when Andrew could almost close his hand around his
fingers, he heard laughter coming from somewhere; not sane laughter, but with the hysterical edge of a
maniac. It chilled hisblood, and scared him so badly that he woke up.

The bed was dways soaked with swest.

Andrew could not understand what had happened to hisfather. The actuality of Walter's suicide was
clear, but theinternal breskdown of reasoning that made suicide possible was beyond Andrew's grasp.
Therewasasmple, logica explanation, there had to be, for Walter to have killed himself the way he did.
He had used that particular pistol |oaded with those particular bullets just because they were there. And
they were there because Walter was into this horror-movie stuff so deeply that it had driven him crazy.

Our mindswill construct and accept as perfectly plausible any explanation that helps us make peace with
suicide, no matter how lame that explanation is. Andrew knew that, but it was no comfort.

The nightmares were even easier to andyze. They were so frightening because he had associated his
father's desth with the things that scared him most deeply.



Heonly half believed these Psych 101 theories, patting himsalf on the back for being such abrave, wise
son. But ingde, he knew that was easier to think that his father had lost his mind than to cometo grips
with the fact that the selfish bastard had deserted him, athought that was beginning to surface with

adarming frequency.

Heredlized that if hed had AngelaWinfield to talk to during those days that he would have had an easier
time of it. But Angela had | eft two months before for a six-month sabbatical in Romaniaand Eastern
Europe, hot on thetrail of Draculaor Frankenstein or the Y eti or some such nonsense. Just before she
|eft, she had become alittle cool toward him. The sex was till sensational—God knows, they would
have both come back from the dead for that—but Andrew couldn't get over the fedling that Angelawas
pulling her emotions back in. Or maybe, as he had suspected she would from the beginning, she had
gotten bored.

With hisfather gone and his mother trying her damnedest to go with him, Andrew acquired abizarre
cam. Theworgst that could happen had happened and he never had to worry about anything ever again.

Hewasjust about to graduate from Tulane and was due at the seminary in Wisconsin right after that. He
didn't want to go. Rather, he wanted to, but felt too guilty leaving Johanna.

That wasirrationality on his part. It wasn't like he couldn't have afforded full-time care for her, and it
wasn't like he was just walking off and leaving her with impersona paid help. Wadter'sfamily was dways
around, Johannas family lived in New Orleans. Someone would be there,

But if shewas going to suffer, by God, so was Andrew! Two could play at this penance game, and his
conscience was just as guilty about having failed Walter as herswas.

Thefalacy inthis, of course, wasthat Johannawasn't suffering. Not anymore. Andrew became
convinced that this was Johannas savation—and her downfall.

Some of the best psychiatristsin the South paraded in and out of the house on St. Charles, and they al
agreed that Johanna probably wouldn't get better, but she wouldn't get worse. None of them thought that
shewould become violent or do hersdlf any harm, but Andrew wasn't so sure about that. How could
they know what she wasthinking?

He grew disgusted with the noncommittd attitudes of the consulting physicians. Some suggested
hospitaization, some said it was better to leave her a home. One, obvioudy arelic of the Third Reich
School of Experimental Medicine, suggested electroshock and plenty of it. Later, Andrew found that
electroshock was a perfectly valid and valuable treatment for extreme depression, but at the time he had
been appaled. One doctor had awholelist of drugs hewasjust dying to try out. Andrew could decide
on none of these doctors. What he wasn't acknowledging was that he didn't want to give her up, that as
long as shewasin the house, in that room, there was hope that his family would be magically restored.
He hired around-the-clock nurses and areliable housekeeper. Walter's brother, James, arranged for a
doctor to see her at regular intervals.

When Andrew finally had to leave, he went in to talk to her. Taking with her was out of the question. He
looked for aresponse, something other than her usua gentle smile, but it was useless. Shelet him kiss
her, and hold her for amoment as hetried to explain where he was going, but she squirmed away dightly,
anxiousto be back in that pretty world where she had made her own peace. Andrew wished that, for
just one minute, he could join her init, that he could finish with respongbilities and grief and guilt, and live
in Johanna's head, where everyone was beautiful and no one ever died.



The tremendous seminary work load surprised him, but he was grateful for it. His mind was so occupied
with theology that the pain of histroubles faded farther away. He tried to come home as often ashe
could, spending time with his mother, hoping she could remember something, say something, show some
gentle shadow of emoation. She never did. She stayed as she was, mute, motionless, her mind spinning
back into itsdlf.

Holidays were bad in generd, but that first Chrismas was a particular kind of hell. Christmas had dways
been important to the entire Marley clan, but thisyear Andrew felt like an orphan. He knew it was stupid
and irrationa: if he wanted, he could be surrounded by aunts, uncles, and cousins from both sides of the
family, but for some perverse reason hejust wanted to go into hiding. With that attitude, he thought, |
don't know why | even bother going home. He supposed that it was part instinct, part hope springing
eternd that Johannawould suddenly jump up from her chair, cry "Surprise!™ and begin to dish up the
turkey and urge him to leave room for the pecan pie.

Heforesaw adutiful, but uncomfortable, two weeks.

He arrived at the house around ten that night, in asurly mood, exhausted from the flight, amissed
connection, and the nerve-wracking ride from the airport. He was so tired that he just dropped his bags
in the foyer and went upstairsto seeif Johannawas awake. According to the nurses, she had taken to

deeping dl day and staying up dl night.

She was awake, but not done. The small frosted-glass bedside lamp provided just enough light for him to
make out Johanna sitting in her usual blue wing chair, and the man seated opposite her on the footstool .
He was childishly annoyed: that was his spot.

The man was older than Andrew, but still young, in his mid-thirties. He was one of those ugly-handsome
men whaose confidence and bearing make them attractive. His whole attitude was contradictory: He wore
aperfectly tailored suit, obviousy handmade, but his hair looked asif he hadn't combed it. Andrew
amogt snorted. One of those degantly rumpled types, the absentminded professor who inspireswomen
to apply just afew finishing touches.

There was no conversation. The man merely smiled at Johannaand she smiled back. But it was odd that,
although she didn't speak, she did acknowledge that he was there and she seemed pleased. The nurses
always reported that she never noticed them.

The man became aware of Andrew and turned, putting afinger to hislips. He leaned closer to Johanna,
speaking in aquiet whisper that only she could hear.

He straightened up, sighed, and took her hand as he rose.

"Tomorrow," hetold her positively, "I think you're going to haveto talk to me. It's cruel to keep me
waiting likethis, even though I'd heard what teases you southern women are.”

Oh, please, Andrew thought, not an English accent, too? At least old Stephen Marley would have
gpproved of him.

The accent was not only real, but right out of the top drawer.

Johanna turned back to the window, but Andrew could see her reflection in the dark panes. Shewas
amiling; not that vacant, indistinct smile, but alittle, teasing smile asif she understood perfectly what she
was doing.

"Now don't be obstinate, Johanna," he said to her. "Here's a nice young man cometo visit. Say hello,



dear "

Hesaid it in such apositive tone that Andrew almost expected her to do it. For a second, it even looked
asif shewastrying. Hetook her hand and waited, but after afew minutes, she was gone again and he felt
likeafool.

Andrew had crazy, frustrated moments when he was convinced that she was only doing this because she
wanted to, out of some whim that she could cast off in a second just by changing her mind. He didn't see
that Johanna might have wanted to talk, wanted it desperately at times, but she had elther forgotten how
or wasterrified that talking would force her to reenter aworld with which she couldn't cope, and in which
shefelt she no longer belonged. Who needed her there? Walter was gone, Andrew was grown and
garting his own life, independent of her. And Johanna had aways been awoman who needed to be
needed.

The man shrugged, sighed again, and said, "All right. Spite me. But tomorrow for sure.”
Andrew followed the man out of theroom, till feding surly.
"Y ou want to tell me where my mother's nurseis and who you are?' he said, rather curtly.

"Nurse Jackson is having ashort nap. The afternoon nurse had a nasty cold and Nurse Jackson has had
to work adouble shift, poor thing." He didn't sound asif he noticed Andrew'stone of voice.

"I don't like this. Mother isn't supposed to be alone.”
"Sheignt done. I'm with her."
"Yes" hesad, asif explaining thingsto anidiot, "but who are you?'

Heraised hiseyebrowsin surprise. "Oh, good Lord! Sorry. | thought your uncle wrote you. I'm her
doctor, Simon Spencer. Been tregating her for two months, actually.”

"| thought Dr. Justin was her doctor. He'sthe family doctor, Uncle James arranged it.”

Spencer looked reflective. "Well, Justin wasn't doing much for your mother. Oh, he'sanice enough old
boy and dl that, but he'stoo satisfied with the status quo. Aslong as your mother is physically hedthy, he
thinks he's doing abang-up job. Y our uncle contacted me because he wasn't convinced that nothing
could be donefor her, and | agreed to see her."

"At this hour?

"'She does keep awful hours, doesn't she? But then, sodo |. | like to see her every day; I'm till building
her trust. And I'm trying to wean her off thisterrible habit of staying up dl night and deeping al day. |
have the feding that Johannais awake a night because she's watching for something, or someone. But
she needs to go outside, she needs more light and exercise.”

"Why wouldn't Uncle James have told me this?"
"I'm apsychiatrigt. If you want mind reading, it costsextra. Ah... here's our Nurse Jackson!™

"Am | late?' the nurse said, alittle out of bream. "Y ou did say | could have an hour, didn't you, Dr.
Spencer?' Her plain little face brightened. It was obvious that she had a crush on this aristocratic doctor,
something that he was probably used to.

"You'refine, dear,” he assured her, "but you can brew Mrs. Marley some hot teg, if you will. Chamomile.



I'd like her to deep and shelll stay up dl night if | let her.”
"Of course," the nurse said. "Any medication?’
"Let'sjudt try the hot teafirst.”

"Hot tea?' Andrew said in anasty, condescending tone that sounded boorish even to himsdf. "You
certainly use dl the state-of-the-art medical miracles, don't you?”

Thelittle nurse regarded him with indignant scorn, but Spencer seemed unaffected, maybe even amused.
"If you'l just do that for me right now, Nurse Jackson?" he said.

She scurried downstairs, happy to be of service.

"Shall wetak now, Mr. Marley, or would you prefer to come to my office tomorrow?"

"Right now isfinewith me" he said tightly, leading him to Walter's sudy.

"Mr. Marley," he said, sttling into one of Walter's deep |leather chairs, "I've had no trouble diagnosing
your mother's problems. Would you careto tell me yours?'

Thisfranknesstook Andrew so by surprise that he suddenly redlized that he didn't know what his
problemsredly were. So hejust said thefirgt thingsthat popped into hishead. "Very well. You'retoo
young. Y ou'retoo arrogant. | don't think | like you and I'm not sure you're good for Mother." He knew
he sounded superficid and spiteful, like adefensive child, but he was unableto stop it.

"Hmm," he said, considering, "Y ou left out the part about your uncle engaging me without your consent.
"Y ou can add that. Thank you."

"Let'sseeif | can put your mind at ease. I'm aqualified psychiatrist, graduated at the top of my classat
Johns Hopkins'—he ticked off each point on hisfingers—"I was on the Tulane Medica School faculty
and now | have asdlect private practice, though | till lecture infrequently. It'struethat | probably hold
too high an opinion of mysalf, and whether you like me or not means absolutely nothing. I'd rather you

did, but it won't keep me up nights. Asfor your mother, what do you want for her?

That left Andrew at aloss. He wanted his mother to be normal again, but he was afraid to hope that that
would even beredigtic. Still, medica miracles hgppened just often enough to delude him into thinking his
mother's case was specidl.

"Let metell you what | want for her,” Spencer said. "1 think that mere maintenanceis the worst thing for
her. It amountsto letting her give up. My patients are never alowed to give up. | don't."

"Dr. Justin said sheld never get better. Everybody said it, and believe me, I've asked every doctor in the
fidd."

" think she can.”
"Why are you getting involved with this? Why would you want to take a hopel ess case?"

Spencer smiled. "Why are you apriest? If you saw someonein spiritua pain, wouldn't you try to help?1
dont liketo see peoplein pain, ether, and the mind's pain istheworst of all. It'singdious. It poisonsthe
soul and the body."



"When your uncle started looking for another doctor, someone on the staff at New Orleans Psychiatric
recommended me. | had heard about the lady: some of my colleagues knew your father. | was challenged
and | started treating her. That's abouit it, | suppose.”

"Canyou cure her?'

He shrugged. "Who knows? Psychiatry islike marriage; you're never certain how it will turn out until the
two of you have been at it awhile. | will tell you that | think she has amuch better chance with me than
she had with Judtin.”

"Because you're a better doctor?' He was beginning to lose his angry edge. The man wasasincere
charmer.

Spencer knew when held won Andrew over, he could spot it in a minute and he was aman who knew
how to expand on an advantage. "Wdll, there'sthat, of course. And | really want to help her. | can't stand
to see the waste of a person like your mother. From everything I've been told, she'sawitty, bright, loving
woman."

The memory of Johanna as she had been—and so very recently—still hadn't been dulled by distance. It's
odd how time can do that, Andrew thought, wear away at the sharp blade of pain until it's so blunt you
fed it only vagudly.

"Shewasthat," hesaid.

"Shedill is. All we haveto doisrestore her. It'slike restoring apainting: get rid of dl the dull layers of
dust and cloudy varnish so that the original beauty gleams again. It isn't impossible, but it takes addlicate
touch. Y ou have to know what you're doing.”

He had definitely restored Andrew. In that moment, Simon Spencer had worn away his sulky veneer and
bad manners. Thiswas avery honest man: he played no games and held let you play yours up until the
moment you realized how silly they were. Y ou love your work, don't you, Dr. Spencer?' Andrew asked
him, amiling.

"Y ou're damned right. Nobody stays with this speciaty unlessthey do, it'stoo difficult. If I'd wanted to
berich and fulfilled, I'd have been agynecologist.”

"Too bad you're not a proctologist because | fedl like a perfect asshole. Listen, please forgive me. I'm
tired and grouchy and | had aredly rotten flight. And | guess I'm too touchy on the subject of Mother's
illness™

"Dont giveit another thought. | have avery thick skin; it'sone of my little surviva tricks."

"Look, I'd redly liketo provethat I'm not atota jerk. Can you stay for adrink? | can give you whatever
background you didn't get from Dr. Justin or Uncle James. It might help.”

"Sounds good. Thanks."

"I'll just go check on her and say good night, okay?' He'd started up the stairs, fedling foolishly optimigtic,
when he heard Spencer cal softly after him. "Make sure she drinks that hot teal”

Time proved Andrew right about Simon Spencer. He did love hiswork. More than that, he took it all
very persondly. Simon was a mental-health commando, driven to seek and destroy madness before it
destroyed his patients. Ironicdly, it was his obsession. The only problem with psychiatry, he complained



loudly and often, wasthat herarely saw patients when they were in the early stages and something smple
could be done.

"They're too ashamed to see adoctor,”" he said, "or their families are embarrassed. The worst are the
kidswhaose familiesjust think they're bad kids being purposefully difficult, o they hit them to cure them.”

Despite their bad beginning, Simon and Andrew became close friends. They saw each other when
Andrew was home from the seminary, and once Simon stopped in Wisconsin on hisway to aseminar
that he called the Spring Schizophrenia Festival.

Their mutual interest in Johannas case drew them together, of course, and astime went on, Andrew
suspected that Simon's interest was getting more persond. Johannawas a very beautiful woman, and
Andrew thought that Smon could hardly wait to find out what her entire persondity waslike. Six months
after he started working with her, she began talking to him. Little dibs and drabs of conversation, at first,
then whol e sentences, then answers to innocuous questions.

Andrew had to know al this secondhand. She wouldn't talk to anyone except Simon, which lit aflare of
jealousy when Simon told him. Andrew was at the same time el ated because she was responding, and
disturbed because he thought that if she'd have talked to anyone, it would have been to her own son.

To Johanna, Simon was an impersond observer and that made him perfectly trustworthy. He was her
tabula rasa, smply listening and reserving judgment. She had no fear that she would offend or hurt him
with anything she said. So she began to speak. She was no fount of oratory, of course, but it wasa
beginning, and unbdlievably encouraging.

Simon'sfriendship provided Andrew much the same balm. He too could talk to Simon without
reservation. Andrew began to see that friendship is based not so much on what you have in common, but
how well thefriend fillsin the gapsin your own life. There were pieces of Simon's persondlity that drew
Andrew, things about Simon that Andrew admired and wished he could develop in himsdlf. Smon had a
wonderful, free sensudity, not just about sex, but in the way the term relates to anything that stirs any of
thefive senses. Like Walter, hewas never afraid of new things, of exploring for answers.

Andrew's friendship with Simon ended a growing, restlessisolation. Of course he knew alot of people;
he had grown up in New Orleans, after dl, and New Orleansisardentlesdy socid city. But hisold
friendstreated him differently now. New Orleansisardentlesdy Catholic city; evenif you're Jewish,
you can't escape the Catholic influence. And dl of a sudden, Andrew was a priest, and the brand of
Protestantism made no difference. A priest isapriest. To hisfriends, even the non-religious ones, hewas
no longer aman who could appreciate adirty joke or an al-night session of rhythm and blues at the old
gpots. They il liked him, but he fdt arestraint when they were dl together.

Simon never let anything or anyoneintimidate him like that. He thought what he thought and he did what
hedid.

Repression, he frequently said, was the root of al madness.

He and Andrew had severd discussons about that. Andrew fdlt that alittle repression was good for the
soul; Simon fdt that it wasasocia convention that the world was better off withouit.

"Okay, let's consider tota honesty. Would you tell your best friend that histie was garish, in bad taste,
and made him look like afool?" Andrew asked him once.

He looked directly and penetratingly at Andrew'sown tie. "Y ou don't hear me saying aword, do you?
Redlly, Andrew, sparing someone'sfedingsis not the same as repression, asyou very well know. The



only reason you're arguing for repression is not that you bdlieveinit, but that you think you ought to,
given the grict sanctity of the High Anglican Church.”

"I'm not arguing for represson; I'm arguing for mordity." He knew the minute that he said it that he
shouldn't have. He could amost hear the gong sound in Simon's brain.

And Simon sprung from his corner like achamp. "Ahal And you're now professionaly quaified to know
what condtitutes moraity?"

"Not at dl. But we have to set some standards, put up some guideposts. Why do you think we have the
Ten Commandments?'

"Because people are too terrified of accepting the notion that there are very few natural boundariesto
human behavior and so we must st our own individud standards. The responsibility is overwheming.
We're dwayslooking for someone else to give usthe rules, and whatever rulesfit in with our way of
thinking, we make up our minds to obey them. Some people keep looking for the philosophies that fit.
They go from rdigion to religion, from Catholicism to Fundamentalism to Paganism, from group to group,
trying desperately to find some mord guide that they can live with. They try Zen, they try spiritudism,
they delveinto thergpy with avengeance and that, of course, opens up awhole new maze of pathsto
wander."

"Therés nothing wrong with seeking, Simon. Some of the church's most devout communicants have
found peace with us after years of searching. And they become excellent Anglicans, they've made an
informed choice, out of many."

"But most people never find what they're looking for," Simon said with atouch of resgnation. "They end
up feding asif something is missing, and that they can have no peace, no completeness until they've found
it. They might not even have anamefor it, but they fed that if they could only try one morereligion or one
more club or one more cause—or even one more person to love or to fuck or whatever —they'd find
that elusive part of the puzzle. They never redizethat al they need to do is set their own code of
gandards and live withiniit. It can be assmple or as eldorate asthey like. But trying to live within
someone e se'sideaof morality isasaf-defeating battle. What you want to do istry to be agood
person—your own idea of agood person, anyway. Half my job is spent trying to make people see that
one smplefact. And the frustration isthat even when they understand it, they can't accept it. No one can
believethat lifeis so smple. They still want to look to other people to gauge their own lives. The struggle
to be 'normal’ isthe very thing that drives people mad."

The discussion on respons bility flowed right over Andrew. He and Simon had had it before. But this
time, something held said struck Andrew, something that was only athrowaway remark. The feeling
that something is missing, Simon had said, and until we find it, we have no peace.

It was an ideathat had dready gained afoothold in Andrew'simagination. Thet feding thet there was
something he was supposed to be doing with hislife but he wasn't doing it, didn't even know what it was.

From an early age he had fdlt that emptiness, agaping holein the psyche, waiting to befilled, and he had
thought at first that time and experience would pave it over. Later, after he began to think serioudy about
the priesthood, he became convinced that his vocation was what was missing. That was what he was
supposed to do. And for some years, the fedling did go away. He was smugly convinced that he was
doing exactly what was required of hislife, that everything was moving aong apace toward completion.

And then, as he worked in the seminary, that incomplete feeling came back, stronger than ever. It had a
vicious edgetoit thistime, ablesk frustration. Something was still missing in hislife, something important.
All of asudden it seemed that he had wasted years on the wrong path, and dl his study was only



preparation to waste more. The notion that hisbeing a priest was not at al what he was meant to do with
his life was something he couldn't, wouldn't, acknowledge. Andrew had pushed it so far back into his
mind that it only cast the lightest shadow.

The conversations between Andrew and Simon weren't dways that weighty. Many of them centered on
women. To Simon, women were dl dightly mystical creatures, and hisadmiration for them wasa
congtant digtraction. There were dways severd women coming in and going out of hislife, and it was
impossibleto classfy his preferences. There were sweet young things with enormous eyes and boyish
hair, and beautifully maintained older women. Etherea fashion types, and earth goddessesright out of a
Rubens painting. There were statuesque Junos and fluttery, fairylike girlswith hair like sunset clouds. For
the longest time, there was a mysterious, smoky-eyed brunette that seemed to come and go at strange
intervals, and Andrew could only assume that she was a married woman.

S mon was never indiscreet about hislove affairs, but Andrew knew. He was Simon's best friend; he had
to know.

One afternoon, when Andrew was home for the summer, he and Simon were relaxing at an outdoor cafe
in the French Quarter, Spping gin and tonic with extralime under ablue umbrellathat cast acool shade
over their faces.

"l lovethisplace” Simon said. "When | first moved to New Orleans, | lived right over there acrossthe
sreet, on the corner of Dumaine and Decatur. Sunday mornings, the first thing I'd hear when | woke up
would be the caliope playing on the riverboat, and the first smell on the air would be pralines cooking in
the candy factory acrossthe street. I'd burrow alittle into the sheets and fedl contented, asif everything
was going on exactly asit should be and | was occupying my placein the universe."

Andrew spped hisgin and smiled. "That's very philosophica for so early in the afternoon.”

"And I'm not even drunk. As| get drunk, however, and since I'm fedling introspective, I'll probably tell
you al about the women in my life. I've known some wonderful women."

"So I've gathered. Y ou know, Simon, with your attitude, you could have been aMarley. Y ou remind me
alot of my father."

He sighed deeply. "It'sremarks like that that make mewish | was a Freudian.”

"Before he met Mother, Dad was a great one with the ladies, | heard. And my great-grandfather was
supposedly awild one.”

"Too bad you don't take advantage of your heritage, then," he said, raising his eyebrows.
"Which meanswhat?'

"I've watched the way women look at you, my friend, and I've watched the way you don't ook back. |
don' like theimplications of that, professondly spesking.”

"I look," Andrew said, sensing trouble.
"But you don't touch. If you're going to be celibate, why didn't you keep up the family Catholicism?’
"I've been in schoal. I'm not celibate, I'm busy!™

"Rubbish. Y ou've got aweek of vacation |eft, you'rein one of the world's most romantic cities, the town's
full of lonely tourist ladieslooking for adventure, and you just Sit here with the likes of me." He shook his



head at the waste. "Don't you believein love?’

"l wasinlove" Andrew said defensively.

Simon arched his eyebrows. Andrew hated it when he did that and he was the subject.
"| was sixteen, she was eighteen, and it cameto nothing," Andrew told him.

"Oh. Y ou prefer older women? That'sinteresting.”

"Would you rather | made an gppointment for this, Doctor?"

"Ohmy, no. Thisisn't work, it's entertainment. Go on, what happened?'

"Nothing."

He put down hisgin in astonishment. "Nothing? Y ou can't mean that youre avirgin!”
Two dightly startled tourists looked over in amusement.

"Good grief! Will you lower your voice?' Andrew hissed at him. "No, I'm not avirgin, for God's sake! |

lost my virginity at twenty-two to athirty-three-year-old colleague of my father's. Angelawas the sexiest
woman I've ever met, it was grest, and | haven't had a conversation like this since the high-school locker
room. Now, are we through with this subject?’

"I love older women mysdf," Simon confided. "They're moreintdligent and, of course, practice makes
perfect. So," he said, biting into alime, "how long did you stay with this corrupter of youth, and if you tell
meit wasjust aone-night thing I'll never think aswell of you again.”

"Oh... let'ssee... ten months, | guess. Until she went on sabbatical to Europe and we kind of faded ouit.
| suppose I'd had dl the education she cared to give me." Andrew laughed as memories of Angela
suddenly appeared as freshly colored asif they had just been painted. " She was quite wonderful, redlly.
In astaid community of academics, she went out of her way to be shocking. | was surprised that she
kept me a secret, but | think that was because my father was the only person on the faculty that she
respected.

" She certainly knew what she wanted, though,” Andrew recalled, the thought of it making him amile. "It
was one of those instant attractions: the minute | saw that red hair and al that creamy cleavage | was hot
al over. You have absolutely no restraint at that age, and don't think she didn't know it! In those few
months, she made the most of it, too."

Simon put down his glass, fascinated. "I must say, I'm shocked, Father; redly shocked." He said it loudly
enough that the tourist couple leaned alittle closer, but Andrew was beyond noticing.

"Yeah? Wait'll you hear how it happened. Thisisgreat! | met her at my parents house and she practicaly
seduced me with my father sanding right there. It wasthe night Mother and | gave thisbig party for
Dad..."

He stopped cold, other memories crowding out the good ones. All he could see, for what may have been
severd minutes, was hisfather'sface as he lay on the floor, hisbody floating in ahalo of blood.

"Andrew?' Smon sad. "Areyou sill here?!

"That wasthe night my father died,” Andrew said, the words coming out like dow, thick molasses.



"Hekilled himsdf that night?* Simon said quietly. "On the same night that you had your first sexud
experience?'

"No... not exactly, but he..." All of asudden, the memories cleared and he wasin control again. "No
way, Dr. Freud. | can seewherethisisleading and you can forget it. | think sex is greet, women are
marvelous, and every man should have one. All right?!

"Andrew, thisis serious. Y our father's death..."

"I wasthinking in the abstract. He didn't kill himself until much later. But something strange happened to
him that night and he was never redly himsdlf again. | dwaysfdt that that night was somehow linked to
hisdesth.”

" 'Something strange," you said? What happened?”’

Hedidn't want to go into it. When he had told Simon the things he needed to know to treat Johanna, he
had |eft out the part about Walter'sweird behavior the night of the party. In fact, he had managed to
block that right out of hismind, Scarlett O'Hararlike, by telling himself that he could put off thinking about
it until he had more distance. How much distance, he avoided specifying.

To distract Simon, Andrew eyed a particularly succulent tourist lady at another table and gave Smon a
nudge. "Come on, Casanova. Are you going to teach me your fool proof technique or what?*

"I'm not |etting you off the hook," he said. "Why did you bring your father up now?Y ou never talk about
him"

"Therésnothing to talk abouit. | loved him, hedied, and | never understood why hedid it. But andlyzing
his reasons now could hardly make any difference, so | don't want to talk about it.”

"Andrew..."

"l don't want to talk about it!" Histone came off harsher than he meant, but Simon did turn back to his
gin and tonic, though not without adight scowl.

Many times since that summer's conversation, Andrew wished he could tell Simon about the visceral fear
that the very thought of hisfather's death aroused in him. It wasn't the fear of degth, it was aterror that
had no basisthat he could understand. But he could hardly tell Simon about it; he was too busy denying it
himsdf.

But what Simon had said about compl etion leading to peace bothered Andrew constantly. That look of
peace on Walter'sface as he lay on the study floor had never left Andrew. What wasit? What had
Walter been looking for, what had he gained? Did he fedl that hislife was complete, or had hefound the
missing piece of the puzzle only when he pulled the trigger?

Either way, the answer was something he didn't want to contemplate.

PART
THREE

Chapter Seven



DeProfundis

Andrew Stephen Marley, 1965

The evening of Andrew's ordination as a priest was the grestest night of hislife. Later, when he had the
time and emotional distance to speculate on it, he supposed that'swhy al the details came back with such
perfect, painful clarity. Painful, because when welook back on turning pointsin our lives, what stands out
isthe touching trust that we placed in the future, and what darkens the memory is our present knowledge
that nothing as pure asthat trust lastsfor very long.

But that night, at the moment when he peeked surreptitioudy through the sacristy doors, that innocent
trust was il intact, glowing like abright cod about to burst into a dazzling flame. He had never been

happier.

The old Episcopa cathedra was packed with family, friends, and severa ancient parishioners who had
known hismother'sfamily for years. He was amused to see Simon, Sitting through a fortuitous quirk of
fate only apew away from AngdaWinfield.

Andrew hadn't seen Angelafor the three years held been in the seminary, but they'd been good years for
her, obvioudy. She was burnished with that dignity that sat so well on women, the kind that comeswith
accomplishment. The sight of her had the same effect asit did the night she dragged him away from that
party. It was probably the most ingppropriate fedling he could have, under the circumstances, and the
incongruity of it made him laugh.

Ashewaited for the ceremony to begin, arush of excitement pumped through him, making him fed asif
he had been gtretched five feet tdler. The only thing that brought him back to reality was his mother's
absence. He kept trying not to think about it Rationally, he understood how impossibleit wasfor her to
be here, but emotionaly he missed her. He till couldn't completely cometo grips with her illness; her
inability to cope sometimes frustrated him to the point where he was haf-convinced that it wasn't
inability—it was refusal. That was something that he could understand, at lesst.

He had asked Simon if Johannawas well enough to attend.
"AsK her yoursdlf," held told Andrew. "1t might force her to make adecision.”

But Johannawas never one to be coerced. She had shaken her head and looked at him in that distant,
Madonna:like way she had, looking etheredlly fragile, her skin almost tranducent from so much time
away fromthe sun.

He was amazed to see that she was more beautiful than ever. Johannawas at that age when women
reached aglorious peak that excited any man who truly understood women. Walter had understood
them, and Johannaiin particular, and he would have hated to see her sitting here, living only in her mind.
His ghost would have rejoiced to see her, blooming and brilliant, on the arm of someone who
appreciated her.

"Mother, do you understand what I'm asking you?" Andrew had said to her. "It would mean everything
to mefor you to bethere.”

She sudied him for aminute, touching his hands, smoothing her fingerslightly over hisfacelikeablind
woman trying to reconstruct amemory. Andrew had no doubt that whatever Simon was doing for her, it
wasworking, but dowly. So maddeningly dow. Every day she showed alittle more animation, alittle



more awareness. She still wouldn't talk to anyone else, asif speech would shatter the thin shell of her
memories. Sometimes Andrew was able to take it, sometimes it dmost drove him crazy with frustration.
He wanted to pull her out of her isolation, physicaly snatch her up from' that chair and shake her. He had
thisfantasy that she would blink, look around like awoman coming out of afaint, and say, "What'sgoing
on?Wheream 17" and they'd laugh and everything would befine.

Faced with what we don't understand, we aways hope for smple answers.

"I know you understand what ordination meansto me," Andrew said to her, "and | hope you'll be happy.
Thiswill betheturning point in my life, Mother; after tonight, | can fulfill my purpose. | can beginto do
God'swork."

The strangest shadow crossed her face, a desperate anguish in her eyesthat didn't belong there, not in
the light of the happy occasion he'd come about. Instead, she looked at him amast in horror. Then her
face caAmed asif a curtain had dropped and she turned back toward the window and her dreams.

Now, in the glowing cathedral, Andrew's life was beginning. After the forma processon, hekndtinthe
sanctuary, lit by dim eectric light and aprofusion of candles. Therich, resiny scent of frankincense and
myrrh camed him with familiar memories

"Good people," Bishop Acker said to the congregetion, "thisis him whom we purpose, God willing, to
recelvethisday into the holy office of priesthood... if there be any of you who knoweth any impediment
in him, let him comeforth in the name of God."

Andrew had never heard the old words of the Order of Service with so much understanding. He had
read them of course, over and over, thinking about the day when he'd hear them spoken on his behalf,
and had heard them applied to other candidates, but now they carried asomber weight that brought
every insecurity to the surface. Was he truly meant for this? Was he good enough? Were his motives
good enough? The thought of people placing their spiritua welfarein his hands was aterrifying—and
fulfilling—one.

The most inexplicable thing happened then. A spasm of nausearosein him, causng himto grip the dtar
rall to seady himsdf. He could fed hisface flush.

The bishop noticed Andrew's discomfort, giving him aquick, reassuring smile. Nerves. Nothing unusud.
The bishop began his address to the candidate.

"Have dways printed in your remembrance how great atreasure is committed to your charge,” the
bishop said directly to Andrew, "and if it should happen that the same church or any member thereof do
take hurt by reason of your negligence, ye know the greatness of the fault and the punishment that will
ensue”

It seemed that the atmosphere of the cathedral was growing more oppressive by the minute. Theincense,
S0 reassuring just amoment before, smothered him like athick blanket, making every bregth a conscious
act.

He suddenly had avision of his mother, asight so clear and gartling in its detail that it might have been
projected againgt the white adtar cloth. He saw her bolt straight up from her chair and clutch at her throat
as she started to scream. It was so awful that he couldn't see anything else for aminute. He shook his
head and the vison cleared, but it |eft him rattled.

"Do you think in your heart that you aretruly called to the Order and Minigtry of the Priesthood?"



He opened his mouth to give the reply but he couldn't go on. The incense clogged histhroat. He
swalowed hard, trying to breathe. Come on, he thought, thisisthe most important moment of your lifel

"I dothink it," hereplied. It came out clear and strong, somehow cutting through the nausea and the
choked bresth.

He finished the examination and kneeled in relief asthe Veni Creator Spiritus began. At lagt, he felt
Bishop Acker's hands on his head as he kndlt, bringing back the peace he had felt in the beginning.
Almost a once, the nausea and the dizziness subsided and he felt stronger and more dive than ever
before. Thiswaswhat he wanted, had worked al hislifeto fulfill.

"Receive the Holy Ghost for the office and work of a priest in the Church of God, now committed unto
thee by theimposition of our hands. In the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost.
Amen"

That moment was so beautiful that al the persond sorrows of the last few years were wiped away, and
Andrew was more contented, more at peace, than he ever had been. He was changed forever. Hisrea
life was about to begin.

The reception in the parish hall was aswarm of congratulations and introductions. He was taking his
second glass of champagne when Simon joined him at the long, candldlit table.

"Areyou pogtiveyouredl right?' Smon said, collecting his own glass of Taittinger and afew hot hors
d'oeuvres. "Y ou turned green as a silkworm during the ceremony, and you still ook alittle ragged.”

"Comeon. It'sonly nerves. How many times have you told me what the mind can do to the body?

"Probably to the point of boredom, I'm sure. Well, if you fed so cheery, perhaps you can manageto
make aformd introduction." Simon scanned the crowd, looking for the right face.

"Ohno,” Andrew told him, "absolutely not. | swear | can read your mind. Part of my new jobisto
prevent sin, not cause an occasion of it."

Simon looked injured. Y ou migudge me. How do you know I'm not in love and plan to be respectable
at last? Now, thisisyour crowd, so tell me: who isthe ddlicious-looking redhead?’

"Oh... right. | think I know the one you mean. | believe that isthe eminent Dr. AngelaWinfield,
department of Anthropology, Tulane University. In your dreams, pa; shed beonto your scamina
minute

Simon choked on his Swedish mestbdl. "Angela Winfield? The seductress who took your virginity ...
that AngelaWinfidd? And you let her get away from you? | knew you were chaste but | never thought
you were foolish. Never mind, I'll introduce mysalf. A recommendation from you might not carry much
weight, after dl. Well," he said, shaking his hand distractedly, " congratul ations and good-bye."

"Confession, Thursday nights at seven-thirty, be there or be damned.” Andrew couldn't help laughing asa
very determined Simon disappeared into the crowd. If he was going to try to seduce Angela, hewas
going to get more than he bargained for whether she said yes or no. All of asudden, he felt astab of
jealousy and hoped it was no. He really wanted to see her himsdlf. Three years. Almost four. That should
be enough timefor him to act rationally around her, to put what he had felt for her into perspective.
Looking back onit, he had the uneasy feding that Angelahad been—and would always be—theright
woman at thewrong time.



Before thisthought could redlly depress him, he got caught in aswarm of well-wishing ladies, al of whom
seemed to remember him when he was four years old and none of whose names he could recal. This
was going to be hisfirst test asapriest, he redlized: how to make conversation and not have the dightest
ideawhom you were talking to. Asit turned out, the loquacious ladies only required afew charming
smiles, some"Oh, redlys?' and acouple of "Y ou don't says!" and they were off on aconversationd
bender.

By the time he got away, he had lost sght of Simon and Angela. He had no ideaiif they had connected or
not.

"Since when are you pimping for your friends?' The woman's voice came amused and clear behind him.
He was too embarrassed to turn around and find out who was spesking and to whom.

The voice came again, closer to hisear thistime. "Y es, | mean you, Father. Shame on you, sending your
shrink over to make a pass. What kind of therapy are you in, anyway?"

How could he have forgotten that warm-honey voice?"God, Angelal" He turned to hug her, careful to
makeit the kind you give afriend. "I'm so glad you showed up.”

"The first woman to seduce you aways has ahold over you, they tel me. How you doing, sweet thing?*
"Still with ataste for the dightly shocking? And | heard you were afull professor now, with tenure.”

"Tenure? Honey, I'm practically an emeritus, tottering around the campus. | can't believe you went ahead
and did it. Became apriest. And after everything | did to talk you out of it."

He shrugged. "I wasn't trained to get ared job."

"Honestly, I'm really proud of you. | thought of caling you ahundred times over the past few years.
Especidly after Wadter died. | was on sabbatica in Romaniaor | would have been right here for you and
Johanna."

"We got your cable, though, and the flowers. And Mother said you'd called her. | appreciated it.” In
truth, in the aftermath of Walter's death he had been surprised to find that there was no one he wanted to
talk to more than Angela. Being with her in times of trouble was like Soreading cool ointment on aburn.
He had never been sure just why their affair had ended, but it had definitely been Angelas decision.
Nothing about it had been said outright between them, just Angelas subtle, gradual withdrawal until her
going on sabbatica waslike closing adoor.

"Wl | respected your father so much,” she said. "'l was probably the worst teaching assistant in the
history of education, but he tolerated my mistakes. Turned an air-headed Texas deb into afairly decent
anthropologi<, too."

"Hewasagood man."
"How's Johanna?"'
"She'sfine

The sudden flash of pain didn't escape Angda. "She's not fine. Don't give me any of that polite bullshit.
What'swrong with her?"

"I wish there was some smple way to put it,” hetold her, relieved to let it out to someone who cared.
"Y ou met Simon. He's her doctor, not mine. | don't know ... after Dad died, shejust fell apart. She went



into the worst depression I've ever seen and nothing seemsto touch it. Not drugs, not time, not therapy.
The doctor before Simon tried antidepressants. The doctor before that wanted to check her into some
trendy, experimenta hospitd. | told him where he could shove that, and mentioned the name of agood
mapractice lawyer."

"Jesus," Angelasaid, somewhat taken aback, "for a pampered rich kid, you've had a pretty bad time of
it. Why didn't you cal me? | was probably back by then.”

"I'm supposed to cal you after dl that time just to dump on you?"'

"Look, I'm trying hard to be polite, and you know what a sirain that ison me," she said. "Now that you're
back in town, if you ever want to come around, just to talk or anything, do it. | think about you from time
to time, you know. | used to worry how anaivekid like you was ever going to get dong in theworld."

"Then how come you kicked me out?"

"God! Five minutes with you and you're difficult aready. | didn't kick you out. | wasn't getting any
younger, kid, and you didn't seem to be getting any older. Besides, | wanted you to remember me as|
was before my tits started to sag.”

Theflip tone didn't fool him for aminute. Whatever she had been holding back years ago was till in
reserve. He felt he had even lessright to ask her about it now than he did then.

"Angela, the ten months | spent with you aged me twenty years."

She brightened at that. "Y es? Well, that just makes me so happy that | think I'll have some more
champagne. But... honestly... if you'd liketo comeby..."

"You're sureyou'd like to have me?'

Her laugh was dightly suggestive, whether she meant it or not. "Interesting choice of words, Father. But
cdl meanyway."

The good-bye kiss she gave him looked innocent enough, but the warm flicker of her tongue across his
cheek made him fed twenty-two and hot again. Maybe it was true about the first woman who seduced
you. He wanted to say more, but she was gone. That seemed to be his pattern with Angela.

He saw Father Moore coming hisway. Father M oore had been the priest of his home parish since
before Andrew was born. Andrew hadn't really known any other, and Father M oore was such agood
priest that Andrew was dwaysin awe of him,

"I haven't had a chance yet to tell you how proud | am of you," Father Moore said to him. "When apriest
comes out of my parish, | fed likeI'vefulfilled God's purposein avery specid way, and you... well, |
never doubted your vocation for aminute.”

Andrew loved the old man. His kindness and strength had helped him through uncertain times, those
incidents of growing up that he just couldn't tell his parents, no matter how he trusted and loved them.
Father Moore didn't preach and he didn't condemn, he had just helped Andrew understand life alittle
better.

"Y ou can be sure it was your example, Father."

The sudden dizziness held felt in the church caught him totdly by surprise. He clutched Father Moore's
amto keep fromfdling.



"I'm 4till feding the aftereffects of everything,” Andrew told him, somewhat embarrassed at the loss of
dignity.
"Perfectly naturd," he sad. "The excitement, the nerves..."

"Most likely the champagne," Andrew said. "Father, do you think anyone would missmeif | disappeared
for awhile? 1 could use afew minutes of fresh air in the cloister garden.”

He wandered through the dim corridors of the cathedral and out into the humid night air.

He had cometo the cloister garden often. Its seclusion gppedled to him, the silence of the high walls
covered in conceding vines. The garden was, like so much of New Orleans, timeless, untouched by the
changes of the years, so that you could lose yoursdlf in any century you wished. It was a poetic place,
especidly now, with the flowers and trees frosted by moonlight.

Hewandered to the farthest part of the garden, feding only alittle better with the gulps of night air. When
another wave of dizziness swirled through him, he sat down heavily on an ornamenta iron bench. The
nausea returned, too, thistime violently, like afist in the somach. The sharp, bitter bilein the back of his
throat forced him to lean over and vomit into the grass as he held desperately to the arms of the bench to
keep from faling. He clung to the old iron asif held sink, weighted with chains, to the bottom of a stinking
seaif helet go. When hetried to stand, pushing himsdlf up against the bench arms, he redized that he
wastoo sick to walk. Hislegs, inexplicably, were hurting, a spasmodic pain like acharley horse, but
moreintense.

The dizziness was getting much worse. A distant echo grow louder and louder, blotting out the night
sounds. He put his hands over his ears and discovered that it was his own heart, beeting out of al rhythm,
being pushed beyond itslimits.

He was wild with fear, which only made it worse. He was having a heart attack or a stroke, and no one,
No one, was going to come out to this garden for along time, maybe days. He thought of the people
ingde. How long before they missed him? By the time anyone thought to look for him, it would be dl
over. How long does it take to have a heart attack? Could he possibly make it back to the corridor? If
he yelled for help, it might echo down those long empty halls and someone would come.

He opened his mouth and couldn't scream. He didn't have any bresth.

Seized by amassive band of pain around his chest, Andrew fdll facedown on the grass, not even noticing
the pain for thefear. His body felt so hot, his skin burning! Hetore at his clothes, popping buttons,
ripping seams, trying to get out of what felt like aflaming envelope of cloth and skin.

All he could think, over and over, was, Oh please, God! Please, not now! | can't die now!

Hefinaly became aware of someone standing closeto him, and started to sob in relief. Hisface boiling
with fevered swesat, he raised his head.

A woman was standing not four feet from him.

The dizziness had turned into an agonizing pain that tore through his muscles and joints, sending them into
gpasm. Hefdt his shoulder didocate as the muscles pulled out of their natura shape. But the sudden relief
of knowing that someone was there, someone was going to bring help, drove the pain to some
anesthetized pocket in hisbrain.

Andrew reached out to her, every movement anew experiencein torment "Please,” he pleaded, "help
m"



There was something strange about the way shelooked at him: with an intense curiosity, but no
sympethy.

Hewas suddenly terrified of her.

He screamed then, asthe agony ripped through him once more in fresh waves. He thought he could see
the cdllsin hisbody, distended and bursting asthey distorted inside him.

The pale beauty, a fieur du mal if ever hed seen one, bent down to look alittle closer, so that he could
seeinto her diabolicd eyes.

"The greatest night of your life, isit?' she asked, quietly, but with avenomous edge. "Y ou'reright, priest;
your lifewill never bethe same after tonight.”

She bent over him, covering hisface with her incredible vell of silver hair, its strange incense inducing
halucinations of acold flame that burned the very air. That flame, dive and moving, gethered into
pictures: A young girl with eyeslike his, screaming in the dark; Walter, amonster, running through the
woods; aflash of young men and women, future generations of Marleys, dl devastated by the blood
clinging to their hands and their souls. In that hot silver fire he watched them change, watched them kill,
and at |ast, watched them go mad.

"Do you understand what's happening to you or shdl | tel you?' the woman asked.

Assoon as shesaid it, he did understand. The ingtant the knowledge came to him, the woman burst into
the screaming laugh of amaniac, the same laugh he had heard in hisdreams of hisfather.

"Why?" he asked her, histhroat burning around the words. "Why isthis happening to me? Who are
you?”

The pain returned worse than before, the breath crushed out of him by the bones thickening againgt his
lungs

He saw his hand, clutched to hisbelly, and watched in horror as the fingers stretched, the nails darkened
and grew hard, as black hair covered the skin.

The woman's eyes glittered as she stooped over him. "Y ou're about to make a payment, priest, on an old
debt. It won't be enough, but it will do."

Even as she spoke, the woman was fading into the night.
"Blessyoursdf, Father, for your Snisgreat!" she sang, her laugh like smoke on the risng wind.

In unbearable pain, he fainted. The last thing he saw was the moon, its placid face changed to therictus
of nightmares.

When Andrew awakened afew minutes later, he was calm and purposeful, renewed, asif he had been
forged in fire and remade in another image. The werewolf threw back his massive head, hiswolf'steeth
gleaming like the scythe of Desth, and bayed his pleasure at being aive and released.

He bounded easily over thewall, and the cathedral garden was as silent as before he came.

Jerry Moffatt, defensive lineman for the toughest team in the NFL, was plenty pissed. Hereit was, the



middle of the night, and he was stranded who knew how many milesfrom a phone. Hell, he hadn't even
passed ahouse for at least five miles.

That nagty little tramp would pay for this, if he could ever find her, which was doubtful. When Jerry
thought of her, hegot dl hot and bothered again, though not quite in the same way.

It had been partly his own fault. He dways went alittle wild on these out-of-town games. Wdll, the old

boys on the team liked to do that: They'd al run around, whoop it up, let the yokels know they werein

town. The front office didn't approve—bad PR and al that junk—»but hell! Didn't hurt nobody. So here
he had been, with awinning game behind him and a couple of days of freedom ahead of him, so he had
done what you're supposed to do in New Orleans: hit the bars, do alittle blow, and find anice dolly to
hang on hisarm.

Hed had alot of nervous energy left. The Saints had given histeam ahard time. He remembered when
the Saints were a pussy team, and playing them was only alittle diverson from the nonstop partying in
New Orleans. Now you had to work your butt off to kegp them from running your ass into the ground,
and like as nat, they'd do it anyway. But he and his boys had squeaked by them this afternoon, making it
inthelast second by apoint converson. Jerry loved playing when it was that closaly matched, when he
had to work at it, when hefelt that what he was doing was redlly football, the way it should be. No
matter how physically beat he was, he was mentaly up for hours after hed recovered from the game.

So heldd jumped nervoudy from one bar to another until he spotted her. Shelooked real good sitting on
that barstool. She had on one of those shiny, sexy dressesthat clung to her body and was cut so low that
shewas practicdly faling out of it. Thelittle lady had no secrets, that was sure. She said shewasa
dancer. Maybe sheredlly was, she sure moved likeit. When she got him out of the floor she practicaly
raped him right there. She knew the things he'd wanted to hear, too. He didn't think she was a pro: she
wastrying too hard.

He bought her drinks, those faggy, lady things made with three or four kinds of booze and dyed pink.
She kept dapping them back but he couldn't see any effect.

This place wasredlly boring, shetold him, gtrictly tourist. She knew this really grest place with areally
great dance floor and areally great R& B band. He didn't want to stay here, did he? Didn't he want to
seethered New Orleans?

He'd have agreed to anything; he was so homy that he could barely walk to the car.

Thecar didit for her. It dways did. That was why he preferred to drive to out-of-town gamesif he
could. It was ared Ferrari that the guys on the team had nicknamed the Pussymobile.

The place she wanted to go turned out to be way out in the middle of nowhere with adark stretch of
highway in between, the kind of paved path that passed for a highway in Louisana. She snuggled up
closeto him with alittle wiggle that didn't make his hard-on any better. Boy, that girl had educated
hands! The team's wide receivers should have hands that good.

"Oh, honey," shesad, her eyeswide, "can | driveit? Just alittle ways? Please?’

He considered it, then decided it was probably best. He was drunk, stoned, and hated these dark roads.
If she drove, he could just sit back and do a couple more toots.

They pulled over and got out, switching Sdes. She did in behind the whedl, squealing with excitement. As
soon as Jerry was about to St down, shelet out alittle cry of distress.



"Oh! My earring! | must have dropped it out there! Oh, honey, it wasred diamonds! Could you look
around on the pavement while| look in here?"

"Shit, baby," Jerry complained, "couldn't you havelost it before the highway lightsran out?" It was dark
as hdl out there, but Jerry started searching, not bothering to close the door.

She suddenly gunned the motor and took off, the open door grazing him enough to roll him onto the
gravel shoulder.

Helay there for a second, stunned, with what felt like asprained ankle. He couldn't believe held fallen for
anoldtrick likethat. Shit! The insurance company was going to squeeze out his blood for thisone. He
felt for hiswallet before he remembered held Ieft it in the car. Of course.

Well, he was sure the prize asshole. What did he expect? Y ou didn't exactly meet the kind of girl you
could take home to Mom sitting on abarstool talking dirty with her boobs hanging out.

Jesus, but thisroad was dark! If it hadn't been for the moon, he couldn't have seen anything. No cars had
come by inawhile, so hed either haveto wait or walk.

He decided to walk. He stood up, testing hisankle. It hurt, but he could put hisweight on it, so it couldn't
be too bad.

Jerry heard the leaves crackle behind him. Raccoon, or most likely askunk, the way things were going
tonight.

He became aware of someone hiding in the bushes, right close behind him. He could hear the breathing.
Hewasn't too afraid. Who's gonna screw with adefensive end? Usually his sheer size scared off the
wiseasses. Still, you had to be careful: lots of nuts out there these days.

Hewaked alittle faster, never hearing actua footsteps; that was what was so weird. Just that dry
crackling in the bushes. He stopped, and it stopped. He walked, and it walked. The thought of nutsos
crossed hismind again. Jerry knew what was what—he had seen that movie Ddliverance, so he knew
what southernerswere like.

Then the breathing Started. Red heavy, like those guys with—whatchacd lit—asthma. Ragged,
wet-sounding bresthing. Slobbery.

It began to get to him.

"Okay, asshole!" heyelled. "Quit hiding like asneaking rabbit. Y ou got anything to say to me, you fucker,
comeout an' say it!"

Nothing. Just that dow, steady rustling of leaves, coming closer. And that spooky-sounding breathing, a
little louder now.

Jarry stood very dill, listening, his hands getting cold and wet.
And then al the sound stopped.

Hefdt apressure on his back, right in the middle, then kind of awarm, wet fed through his shirt. The
pain didn't actudly hit hisbrain for another few minutes. He spun around and gasped.

His panicked mind told him that it was abear; he couldn't et himsdf believe what he wasredlly seeing.

Jerry was plenty quick, but not quick enough. HEd never seen anything that big move that fast. Hefdt a



wrenching, then ahot pain as his arm was cracked out of the socket. The thing spun him around to face
it, itsfoul breath gagging him. Jerry punched at the monster with his good arm, kicking out blindly with
both legs asthe werewolf lifted himinto the air.

Itsteeth bit through his shoulder. The huge clawsripped at his chest. Blood was aready gushing from the
claw laceraionsin hisback and arm, making him progressively weaker. He couldn't hold on any longer.
The monster seemed to know that it had won and threw him down like an overused stuffed toy.

As Jerry's eyes misted over, he caught aglimpse of his chest, gaping open on the left sde, blood pumping
out, red-glazed bones of hisrib cage broken, lungslike glistening bellows, the ddlicate organs sarting to
tumble toward the opening. It was S0 shocking that at first he didn't connect it with his own body. Then

perfect clarity...
Oh, my God! he thought. My heart! It wants my heart!

Then it was over, and the werewolf crouched hungrily over the remains of Jerry Moffatt.

Ripped and bloody as he was, the werewolf till felt an ecstatic joy, the pure passion that comes from
doing exactly as hewished. It was animal ingtinct that drove him into the night, enhanced by human
intelligence but unrestrained by human conscience.

Heremembered hiskill with pleasure. A man, astrong man, awerewolf'sfavorite prey. He waslearning
that the fight was everything; yes, the kill was important—awerewolf had to feed—but it was the fight
that exhilarated him. The struggle, the blows on hisbody, the fed of his muscles pushing hislimits gave
him physicd satisfaction. The blood and adrendine pumping through hisbrain gave him agavanizing
mental charge. And findly, there was the addictive taste of human flesh, sweet and succulent, to renew
his strength.

Thekill this night was more than just akill. It was teaching him about his nature and his new body. He
found that the bitter smell of hisvictim'sfear did something to him. When it flooded into his blunt nostrils
the last vestiges of human restraint Ieft him. Thisloss of humanity seemed necessary to complete the
transformation, but the werewolf wasn't sure. He ad so discovered that they made no difference, these
small peculiarities. He smply did what he had to do and reveled init.

Hefound that he could cover an enormous distance. He bounded aong on powerful legswith a
supernatura speed, afluidity of motion not possible with man and a dexterity not possible with animas.

The werewolf also knew many things that the priest did not—or, at least, that it would take the priest
timeto learn. Thelunar cycle, for insgtance: 29 days, 12 hours, 44 minutes, and 2.8 seconds, the waxing
moon before and the waning moon after, the time that would give him life and set him free no matter how
the priest raged againgt it. He didn't know it intellectudly: it was an instinct, something bred in hisbody,
felt with each heartbest.

He knew what would kill him and how to avoid it. He knew what would lift the curse and destroy his
freedom, but the priest would never know the werewolf's mind aswell as the werewolf knew his. The
werewolf didn't want to know what the priest thought, he didn't care. All he wanted wasto live, to run
under the moon, to kill over and over until he was sated.

He dso knew that this particular night was abonus, abirth-night gift. Each Marley werewolf'sfirst
transformation was on the greastest night of hislife, whether it was afull moon or not. The werewolf didn't
understand this, but understanding was not important to him. Just knowing was enough: psychologica
complexities and rationa human logic were usdless. He was born of ingtinct, of physica impulse, of the



hidden and dark secrets of the moon and the night.
Histime was short now. This night was almost gone, but there would be another for him, and very soon.

He ran with his huge, bounding stride back toward the city, taking care to conced himself when
necessary with an animd's stedlth. A werewolf knew how to blend with the night.

He had run a short way when his sharpened hearing detected footsteps, when his newly sensitive nostrils
caught ascent that was human, yet not human, ascent like his own. The footfals were heavy, powerful,
and the stride perfectly matched his, step by step. Puzzled, but with a growing excitement, he stopped
and turned.

Another werewolf stood looking at him, its face dmost human in expression. Thiswas agraceful
cresture, smdler than himsdf, with an elegant blond pelt whose highlights shone in the moonlight like
polished gold. The golden werewolf's topaz eyes fixed the young werewolf to the spot. The young one
wastoo fascinated to move.

As he watched, the golden one changed, mutated admost effortlessy back to human form, until awoman
stood there, absolutely in command and absolutely till. She wastal, mgestic, with the inbred hauteur of
aqueen. Her quiet, wise eyeslooked at him with great sympathy.

Warily, the werewolf pulled back alittle.
"Can you speek?' the woman asked.

The werewolf hadn't even thought to try. He made afew inarticulate sounds with the cadence of speech,
but not the clarity.

"Never mind," thewoman said, "it will comeintime. Youre very young." She stroked the werewolf's
pelt. "Only afew hoursold. Do you have any ideawho | am?"

The werewolf shook his head.

She amiled. "Well. No reason you should. But I've known your family before.

Thewerewolf stood till in confusion.

"My nameis Marie-Thérése. But my friends call me Zizi. And | hope well be friends, Andrew."

"Youmust learn,” Zizi told him, "that there are werewolves and there are werewolves. Some choose that
life, bornintoit of freewill. Some have it given asawonderful gift. But some comeinto being like you,
because of acurse. And that's aterrible way to live, Andrew. | can offer you the opportunity to make
peace with yoursdlf, if you're ready to takeit.

"Y ou fed glorious now, don't you? Free and strong, powerful and in control of yourself. But for cursed
loups-garous, that lasts only for the night. And your nightswill haunt your days, your victimswill confront
you in visonswhen the sun rises, your lifewill become acompromise of conscience in which you
congtantly weigh the sin of suicide againgt the sin of murder. A cursed loup-garou has none of the joys
and dl of the degpair. Your lifewill be lived in solitude; your dayswill befull of fear for the night and your
nightswill be endless, with no help nor solace nor justice.

"But for thosewho willingly choose the werewolf'slife, it can be an intoxicating one. Their sensesare
hel ghtened, they have psychic bonds with each other, they have alife span of hundreds of years, and
those yearswill be adream of sensudity and freedom. The transformation is orgasmic, the kill arighteous



act of judtice.”

She reached up to touch hisface. Overcome by an emotion he didn't understand, the werewolf covered
her smal hand with hisand cradled it againgt his cheek. When he did, he fet awarmth between the two
of them, an attraction beyond human idesas of love.

"I can giveyou that life, Andrew. | can change your curseinto ablessng. And when you want it, al you
haveto doistell me. I'll never be very far away. Y ou'll remember this only vaguely at first, because you
haven't yet integrated your werewolf and human conciousnesses, but what 1've told you will mean more
to you astime passes.”

Looking into hiseyesalast time, she pulled her hand away, dowly.

Asthewerewolf watched, Zizi dissolved into the night asif she had been no more than a golden dream.
The werewolf stood stunned for amoment. He didn't understand dl of what was happening to him, but
he knew that what Zizi had just told him was the absol ute truth.

He started back to the cathedra garden. That was something €lse he knew by ingtinct: that it was best to
die histemporary degth in the same place held been born at moonrise.

The moon was going down now, the animal waning with it. He had no sooner gotten over the wall when
he felt thefirst shock of transformation. The pain was as bad for the werewolf asit had been for the
priest, parayzing hisvoice so that he couldn't howl againgt it. That wasfor his own protection, he knew,
becausein thistwilight state he was vulnerable to anything.

He doubled over, the fur dropping off his body and vanishing, leaving him stained with blood. Fragments
of human skin, not hisown, gill clung to him and clotted his fingernails as the claws receded. His body
elongated, then contracted, his mind changing with his body, getting more human asthe light changed
from dark to dawn.

Andrew lay curled up on the wet grass, shivering with cold and hiswhole body vibrating with pain. He
looked up and saw ayoung man standing there, a ghost, white and accusing, crying for thelife hed lost at
the werewolf's hands.

Thiswasthe worst. Out of the whole episode, this was the crudest part.

One ghost. What would it be like when there were two, ten, twenty? How could he stand their
accusations? He thought of earlier Marley loups-garous, of Walter, of the months, the years of murders
and the regiments of the dead that confronted them dll.

And here hewas, the latest of adreadful line, destroyed by what he knew, and what he had still to learn.
He could remember what the werewolf had done, asif he were a horrified spectator standing to one side,
unable to stop the outrage he plainly saw coming, but forced to look. The clearest memory was of the
dlver-haired woman, the most confusing was Zizi. Of the murder itself, he remembered very little, only
the uncontrollable feding of being overwhemed.

Andrew knew that he had been told something very important, but it was like a dream conversation:
whileyou're dreaming it seemsto hold the key to your life. When you wake, you try desperately to recall
it, but can't.

He gathered his clothes discarded the evening before and tried to stand on legs made unsteady by grief
and exhaustion. The cathedral was deserted now. He could knedl in the darkness and try to think what to



do.

And to offer prayersto a God who may have stopped listening.

Chapter Eight

Thelights came up in the thegter, Sgnaing the end of thefirst act of Bizet's Carmen. In one of the boxes,
two women sat quietly, their eyes adjusting to the brightness. A matched pair of golden goddesses, their
blond heads catching the lights from the crystal sconces.

"Ah, | jugt loveit," the younger one said to her companion. She stretched dightly but satisfyingly, trying
not to test the limits of her sirgpless ebony velvet dress. "All that wonderfully lowlife passion, al those
nineteenth-century whores singing right through the cat fights." She sighed. "If lifewereonly as
interesing.”

Her companion, equally blond, alittle more beautiful but graced with an air of ancient experience, cocked
an eyebrow at this. Y our lifeisnt interesting enough?*

The younger woman fanned hersdlf absently with the program. "Well, anything gets stde after awhile.”

"I think," her companion said with adight tease, "you'rejust trying for an effect. No werewalf'slifeisever
boring, Georgiana."

Georgiana opened her turquoise eyes innocently wide and turned to her. "Now, why did you come dl the
way up hereto Boston to see me, Marie-Thérése? | hope it's because you till think of mefrom timeto
time"

Her companion regarded thisflirtatious fluff with the disdain it deserved, but she smiled at the name.
Georgianawas amogt the only onewho ever caled her by her real namethese days. "1 never stop
thinking about you," Marie Thérése said, "I never forget those | love. But that's not enough to bring me all
the way to the godless East. I'm here because you have to come home."

Georgianafroze at this. "Forget it. I'll never go back there, not aslong as there are Marleysin New
Orleans. Besdes, thefamily history says| died in London; | made sure of it. How am | going to explain
thefact that I'm back... and that | only look about twenty-six or twenty-seven? Remember what you
taught me? A werewolf only ages one year to ahuman'sten?”’

"| thought | had taught you something about responsihility, too. And you have avery serious
respongbility now."

"Not to anyonein New Orleans, | don't.”
"Y ou just haven't been keeping up with things. There's ayoung man there who needsyour help. Badly.”

Georgianas eyes went dark with bitter irony. "I can no more help him than | could help myself al those
years ago. And | refuse to rake up the pain that going to New Orleanswould inflict on me."

Marie-Thérése shifted dightly in her velvet seat to lean closer to Georgiana. "Do you remember, chérie,
when | found you on Honey Idand, crying like you'd dissolve in your tears? And | consoled you, and
held you until it wasfinished, and tried to persuade you that being aloup-garou wasn't as bad asyou

thought?"



Georgianapulled away from her. "Well, you did persuade me. | was able to accept it, even welcomeiit,
and now | can'timagine living any other life. But that doesn't mean | have to go back to Louisana."

Marie-Thérése sghed with resignation. "Y ou're just like the rest of your stubborn family. Bullheaded. I've
always admired you, Georgiana; | know what it took for you to hang on after what happened to you.
Cursed loups-garous just don't dig in and deal with it theway you did. Mot likely, they walk Walter's
path. It'seader. Thisyoung man isas strong asyou, but | tell you, Georgiana: heisn't strong enough to
doit done. Nooneis. Thereisno way he can reconcile being aloup-garou with being a priet, not
without help. And he needs the kind of help only you can give him. Blood calsto blood, Geo. Family
cdlsto family. Y our curse binds the two of you together, even moreinevitably than blood. You canfill in
the ggpsfor him, tel him the family history that | can't. | might be able to teach him how to be a
loup-garou, if hed listen—which he won't—but only you can teach him what it meansto beaMarley, to
tap into that well of strength.”

Georgianalooked away, but the anguish in her eyes was the bitterness of seeing the truth, naked and
blinding. She had no choice, and Marie-Thérese knew it.

"Thisisyour respongbility, Geo, and you have to shoulder it. Thisis family; doesn't that stir anythingin
you a al?Youve had alovely life of freedom dl thistime, you cut yoursdf off from any emotiond pain.”

Geo's voice was choked and low. "How can you say that?'

"Becauseit'strue. Y ou remember the pain of the past, but you bury it, you push it avay every timeit
comes up. Y ou haven't donewith it, Georgiana. Y ou haven't banished it, and you never will. Not aslong
asyou hide here. Be as strong as you can, Geo. Go back to New Orleans and save thisyoung man. Y ou
can save yoursdlf inthe bargain.”

Georgianalooked asif she meant to speak. Her quick, grieved look changed to anger; whether at hersdlf
or not, Marie-Thérese couldn't tell. Instead of saying another word, she rose rapidly from her chair and
swept out of the box, her magnificent, infuriated figure retreating into the shadows of the hallway.

Marie-Thérése started to follow her, but as the orchestra began the second-act overture, she sighed and
poured hersdlf aglass of champagne from the bottle Georgiana had chilling in asiver stand beside her
chair.

What the hdl, Marie-Thérese thought, if you've invested thismuch timein Act One, you might aswell
dtick around for thefinde.

Chapter Nine

Johannaknew that her period of grace, her beautifully constructed peace, was coming to an end. She
had known it the night before; the horror of it had overwhelmed her at the time, but this morning she was
numb, asif her skin had been flayed and dl the nerve endings had died and been sealed over.

Everything that had been suppressed, al Walter's last words about the truth of his transformation and the
Marley curse came back to obliterate the images she had so carefully cultivated. She had told herself all
along that Walter had been wrong, been insane, been duped; anything but that what he wrote wastrue.
Now it was obviousthat her lovely invention had failed. That letter of Walter's, so lately fogged over with
addiberate coating of forgetfulness, now stood out polished like adiamond, every sentence shining and
Clear.



She knew what had to happen to her son, and it had to have happened last night or not at al.

All her life, Johanna had protected the people sheloved, but in this she was reduced to an audience,
helplessto direct, only able to observe. Well, she refused to watch the rest. She didn't want to hear any
more of what had happened to her son, and what was ill to come.

When she heard him open the door so quietly and considerately, shefet her body tense, then relax.
There was no need to hold things together anymore. He moved in front of her, taking his place on the
little needlepointed footstool .

"Mother," he said quietly, "I hate to bother you, but did Dad ever tell you... about hisresearch? The
work hewas doing just before he died?"

My God, heis such a handsome boy, she thought. She looked at him with the pride an artist takesin her
most magnificent creation. It had always made her happy that he had aways been as good-hearted as he
was good-looking. How could he become amurderer? How could he live through the pain and the guilt?
Never. He could no more come to termswith it than Walter could. She reached out to touch hisface, his
hair, very gently. She only wanted to hold her son once more, but when shetouched him, shefelt the
monster beneath the skin and she shuddered.

"I mean..." hewas saying, "it seems such ashameto leave hiswork unfinished. He was such an excellent
researcher, and if | had hiswork published it might help some other researcher dong.” Hewastelling a
gentlelieto makeit eader for her, she knew. Or perhapsto make it easier for himsalf.

Shefdt thelittle slver key burn her pam. She had been holding it tightly since last night, Since the minute
she knew he'd need it. She opened her hand and held it out to him, without aword. A little tag dangled
fromit, identifying the Whitney Bank and the box number.

"What isthis?" he sad, frowning dightly. "Did Dad give you this? What did he say?"

She turned her face back to the window. ™Y ou have to go now," she said. Her voice sounded old, so
terribly old, aruined, rusted gate that would never open easily again.

Hetook her hand and held on asif he could pull the sound out of her. "Tak to me, Mother, pleasel" he
said. "We have so much to say to each other.”

But he waswrong. She had nothing elseto say, it would al be useless. Johanna had reached accritical
meass of pain that dlowed her to be crudly sdlfish. She sat in grieved obstinancy, staring out the window
and seeing nothing but the horror that Walter's life had become, and that would now become her son's
life

As soon as she heard him close the door she could fed it happening: an dmost imperceptibly dow
relaxation asif shewere surrendering to atub of hot, rose-scented water, lulling her to deep.

She could fed things happening in her head. An exhausted blood vessel throbbed, swelled, blew itsalf
out. Synapses flashed for the last time and went dark, stopping the automatic functionsthat fed thelife
she didn't want.

At the very end she was surprised. Her last thought was of Simon Spencer.

Chapter Ten



Andrew found hisway to Angelas apartment by automatic pilot. He hadn't even intended to go there; he
just started walking and pretty soon the route looked very familiar.

Her place was on Chestnut Street, the top floor of a house shaded by old trees and scented with
wigteria. In the days when he was dtill seeing Angela, when no one suspected that he was anything more
to her than the son of afriend, he often heard his father's colleagues say that Angelalived in a place that
wastotaly unlike her. It was draped in fragile lace and chintz cabbage roses, filled with overstuffed
chairs, with portraits of her ancestors hanging over massive rosewood furniture. To find afree spirit like
AngelaWinfield recresting aperiod of Victorian reticence was regarded as a contradiction.

Andrew never thought so. The closer he got to Angela, the more he understood that she was awoman
who believed in tradition. Not that shelet it hold her back from living her life the way she wanted, but
Angelahad arespect for the past. She believed that to understand the past was to be able to move
forward, that times may change but basic human ingtincts and reactions never do. That was what made
her such agood anthropol ogist, that inborn understanding of behavior.

Andrew was convinced that Angelawas an old-fashioned romantic, though she would die rather than
admit it; she believed in love and in tender fedings and in protecting the people she loved. But what
drove Andrew crazy was Angelas el aborate distancing mechanisms; every time he got too close, hewas
driven back by her prickly thorn hedge of cynicism. Even with dl that, there was something comforting
about Angela, some wonderful spiritual balm that she could spread on hurting wounds.

Andrew rang the downdtairs bell. When he saw Angelathrough the beveled glass door, he felt much
better.

"My God!" she said, looking at his bloodshot eyesfird. "Where have you been and how much damage
did you do there?"

"You said | could come seeyou if | wanted to talk, even after dl thistime.”

"You look terrible. Comein. Thisisafancy neighborhood and | don't want you standing there lowering
the property values."

Angelareally was shocked by the way Andrew looked. He didn't look like he'd dept in awhile, and he
certainly hadn't shaved or showered. Angelawasn't sure heldd even changed clothesin the four or five
days since Johannas funerd. He looked weak and exhausted. His only strength seemed spent in holding
tightly to athick parcel wrapped in brown paper.

She settled himin alarge chair and made him put hisfeet up on an ottoman. "Have some brandy,” she
told him, "you look like you need it." She gathered aglass and abrandy bottle from a mahogany
Sideboard.

"Everybody's been looking for you, you know," she said, pouring, "from your friend Simon to your uncles
and aunts. Simon called and thought you might be here. Where did you disappear to after the funera ?"

"My father had alittle cabin on Honey Idand. | went there for afew days."
"If you wanted to be done, | can't think of a more remote place than that swamp."

"Not nearly remote enough, though,” he said, gulping the fine old brandy asif it were chegp beer. "Can |
have another of these, please?’

Angelafrowned and poured. "Y ou sound awfully odd, Andrew. Are you sure you wouldn't rather be



home? All your relatives are there and they're worried about you.”

"God, no. I'm dll right. 1 just wanted to hear someone esetalk. I've been locked up in that cabin,
thinking, going crazy—I just couldn't be done for another minute, but going home and facing the family
isn't something | can handleright now." He took another gulp of brandy. "Please. Just talk to me.”

"Nobody ever had to ask me twiceto talk. What subjects do you want to cover? Religion and politics
are safe, but sex isdefinitely out. Y ou're aholy guy now and | don't want to do any moretimein
Purgatory than is absolutely necessary.” In the pagt, talk like this had aways cheered him up, but she
could seethat it was doing little good now.

He sighed and leaned back in the chair, hiseyes o lost that Angelahad to restrain herself from taking
him in her arms and smoothing hishair, like a mother reassuring achild.

"What do you know about werewolves?' he said suddenly. Well, that was certainly out of the blue. ™Y ou
want meto talk shop?' Angdlasaid. "On aSunday?' He didn't take the bait, but there was something in
his question that frightened her, something sitting in the back shadows of her mind.

And then the memory rose and lumbered forward. "Wait aminute,” shetold him. "I know it'sbeen a
while, but refresh my memory. Aren't you the second Marley to ask me something likethat? What isthis,
thefamily fetish?'

She had been hoping to make him laugh, but not like this. At first it wasamindless giggle, thena
gpasmodic laugh, pouring out of him in fantastic, bresthless whoops, eddies, swirls, cataracts of laughter
that wouldn't stop, rolling him off his chair till doubled over withit.

Angearecognized hysteria. "Oh, Jesus!" she said. She grabbed him by the shoulders and tried to hold
him till. "Andrew!" shesaid firmly. "Lisento mel Areyou ligening?'

He started to hyperventilate. She pushed him flat on hisback and propped hisfeet on the chair.
"Breathe!" she said. "Just breathe very deeply, very dowly. I'm going to start counting, and each timel
get to five, you take a breath and relax. All right?"

Andrew tried to say something but couldn't.
"Dont tak, honey. Breathe."

She could see him concentrating on doing just that, keeping his mind on the dow sound of her voice
droning numbers. She put her hand on his chest and felt the muscles relax with each deep breath. The

hysteria began to pass.
"Feding better?' she wanted to know.
He nodded.

"Fine. Now, heréswhat | want you to do. Stay herefor afew days. I'll cal your house and tell the aunts
and uncleswhere you are, o they don't notify the FBI or something. Y ou just lay therewhilel run ahot
bath for you and put these disgusting clothesin the washer, then | want you to go to bed. Honey, you
look like an armadillo that's never made it to the other side of theroad. I'll bet you haven't dept in days,
haveyou?'

"Not redly. | can't deep.”
"Wel, I've got something in the medicine cabinet that'll knock you right out.”



He gtarted to bolt up. "No! No drugs!”

She pushed him back down. " Jeez Louise, who do you think | am, the neighborhood pusher? It's just one
mild deeping tablet, Andrew."

"Do something for me," he whispered, his voice ragged and tired. He pushed the paper parcel at Angela.
"Read dl of thistonight. Y ou may not want meto stay tomorrow.”

"Whét isthis?'

"Something my father left me. Some notes, fragments of family history. Please don't make meexplain
now. Just read it. Y ou're the only person | know who'll understand it.”

"I will. Assoon asyou're adegp and | don't have to worry about you. I'm going to put you up in the guest
room, nice and proper. | don't want anyone saying that I compromised ayoung priest. Now, stay put
while | make these phone cadls, and try not to think. Y ou'll be much happier that way."

With Andrew bathed, settled in the guest room, and deeping like a stone, Angelaturned to the papers he
had given her. She intended to scan through them after she went to bed. She loved reading in bed,
couldn't get to deep without at least ahdf hour of it.

After reading thefirst pages of Walter'sjournds, though, it was uncomfortably obvious that she wasn't
going to be ableto deep at dl—not that night, and maybe not for the next one.

Angela had dways thought she knew Walter Marley. She had first heard about him when shewasan
undergraduate, and by the time shefindly met him she had, like most of his students, dready idedized
him. Walter was the only one who recognized her as an exceptional student, fiercely serious about her
work despite her breezy ways about everything el se. She had learned to do her best work with Walter;
he wouldn't |et her get away with anything ese.

The man who wrote these journas couldn't have been the same Water Marley she knew. Thiswasthe
work of afull-blown madman.

Almost without thinking about it, she picked up the phone and called Simon Spencer.

Chapter Eleven

Andrew went to see Simon on one of those digphanous days that only seemed to happen in New
Orleans. The city was at its most romantic before alate-afternoon rain; the diffused light touched
everything with amoody lethargy, the perfect atmosphere to stare out the window and dream.

In his glass-walled office above the Garden Didtrict, Smon was doing just that It was Johanna's kind of
weether, he thought. It stirred melancholia and memories. He wondered whatever happened to
melancholia; it had gone the way of those tragic, operatic diseaseslike "the vapors' or "consumption,”
delicateillnesses redolent of Puccini and Verdi, destined only for beautiful, unstable women.

Johanna's ghost floated just beyond the rain-fogged panes, trand ucent against the lavender-gray clouds.
Simon wondered what grand operawould have made of her. Even the useless way she died was pure
Itlian drama: there was no good reason for it, but it was a magnificent gesture.

Hislast patient of the day had canceled and held sent his receptionist home early to outrun the storm.



Johannas degth had made him upset, guilty, confused; he wanted to wallow in misery. Hed had to put it
off for days because of the funera and his obligation to the family, but now histime was his own and the
wegther was with him. He had opened a bottle of fabuloudy old sherry, dark and sweet asliquid raisins.
The sherry and the fragile crystal glasses had been a gift from an associate. His only previous experience
with sherry had been with the dry variety that tasted to him of new varnish; he hadn't expected the full
richness of the Muscat, and hisimmediate fondness for it was a complete surprise.

He lifted his glass to Johanna, and imagined that she smiled at theincongruity.

He was s0 entangled in his thoughts that he didn't notice Andrew for afew minutes. When hedid, it was
only as another reflection on the glass. Johannas shade moved, danced away, dissolved in the sparkling
ran.

"I'm sorry,” Simon said, turning his chair dowly from the window, "1'm not terribly responsive today. The
westher, | think."

Andrew nodded and sat down. Simon noted his movements. dow and careful, like an old gentleman in
pan.

Simon took ancther glassfrom hisdesk. "Try some of this" hetold Andrew, "you might likeit."

"Not now, thanks."

"I could only stand to see one person right now, and that'syou,” Simon told him. "I've been dtting here
for an hour, thinking about your mother.”

"What wereyou thinking?'

"I don't know. Lots of things | haven't sorted out yet Frustration. Grief. An impotent fegling that | hadn't
done enough, hadn't had enough time with her. | kegp doing the most damaging thinking, the 'if only’
kind."

"Y ou shouldn't fed likeyou'vefailed,” Andrew said. "Y ou were doing very well, you know. She was
improving.”

Simon shrugged. " Some days were better than others.” He took another sip of sherry and closed hiseyes
asthejewded liquid touched histongue.

"That'sonly part of it," hesaid.

"What'sthe rest?"

"Oh... I don't know. I think | wasalittlein love with her."

"l sometimes thought that,” Andrew said kindly. "I wish you could have known her before.”
"l didn't haveto. | could see. Remember, she talked to me.”

"Still. 1t would have been nice.”

"No, it wouldn't." Simon said, suddenly contrary. "I could never have competed with your father for her.
I'll tell you something. | never knew Walter, but | felt asif | did. Incredible how the man has become part
of my life: | know his colleagues, hissonismy best friend, | loved hiswife. It'sawaysasif Walter has
just stepped out of the room for afew minutes. When Angela called and told me how shattered sheld
been by his papers, | knew just how shefelt.”



Andrew shifted in hischair. "Don't judge him too harshly, Smon. Not by what heleft behind.”

But it was exactly what Walter had left behind that disturbed Simon. An interesting, intelligent wife; ason
who had idolized him; an honorable career, friends who thought well of him and enjoyed his company.
Likely that Walter had thought of them, but not enough to spare them. Suicideisawaysthelast sdfish
act.

He couldn't say that to Andrew, of course. "Y ou know | don't judge,” Simon said, only haf lying, "I just
try to diagnose. Angela sent Walter's papers over by messenger and | spent most of the day trying to
decide what was wrong with him. Paranoid schizophrenia? Walter had been too lucid too much of the
time. Multiple persondity? Didn' fit the pattern. The closest | could come was paranoid psychosis.
Water's actions were pretty much consistent with the paranoid psychotic's behavior. And then... the
suicidefitrightintoiit. | don't know... it'susdessto try adiagnosis after the fact.”

Both men fel into along silence, seded into thoughts they couldn't express.
Findly, Andrew said, "Do you redly think Water wasinsane? Could it be somekind of genetic thing?'

"It hardly matters about Walter now. And the wholeissue of genetics and mentd illnessistoo
complicated for meto handle adiscussion right now. But if you're worried about heredity, al | cantell
you isthat, contrary to what alot of usbelieve, we are not our parents.”

Andrew shook hishead. "I'm not quite sure of that. | don't know what'sred anymore. All my lifel've
been so sure of thetruth. Everything clear-cut, black and white. Lifewas ordered, logicdl, intelligently
organized. You didn't haveto likeit, but you could at least decide what was and was not true.”

"Thetruth isdudve sometimes.”

"Not for me. Not aslong as | had the church and my family. Nether one of them ever lied to me. And
now the whole thing's changed.”

Simon pulled Walter's papers over to the desk, where they lay between him and Andrew like a stone
fence. "When someone we lovefdlsinto insanity, it turnsour lives over. And Walter's was so unusudl.
Hewas ableto divide hislifeinto perfect haves. He functioned normaly asafamily man and asa
scientist and teacher; then he had this astonishing secret fantasy life for himsdlf. He carried it off without
hisfamily having aglimmer of the truth, too. Paranoid psychotics often do that. Tl me: did heredly
disappear at thefull moon?"

"Y es. Hetold us he was teaching upstate, but he was a Honey 1dand. Hed built thislittle cabin out there
in the svamp—apparently the land's been in the family for years and no one's known about it. How he
found out is still amystery to me, but | guess he figured held be safe there.”

"I wouldn't have expected otherwise. That's part of the behavior pattern. If he choseto believe himself a
werewolf, he had to do what awerewolf would do: run off a the full moon. Still, there was enough of his
rationa mind operating to alow him to acknowledge that he had a conscience. He saw himself as agood
man; he smply had this evil counterpart that he couldn't control. It wasn't Walter that wanted to do these
things, it was the werewolf. Very Judeo-Chrigtian, that idea of some evil entity that makes us do things
we'd never do otherwise. Devils and demons have always been an excuse to get around personal
respongbility. In hisown eyes, thisidea of a'curse’ asolved Walter from his baser thoughts and fedings.
That'sthe point Stevenson was making in Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde.

"It'savery convenient thing to have these dter egos,”" Simon continued thoughtfully. "To expressviolent
emotions would mean that we have flaws, and some people find it impossible to admit that. So they



create these Hydes who can and will do everything they don't dare. Of course, Stevenson was making a
mora point, not amedical one, but he was describing amodd paranoid psychatic.

"Inthe end, | suppose Wdlter finally knew what was happening to him, that he was losing control over his
own menta processes. God! What a bitter blow that must have been for an intelligent man like him! Still,
he couldn't admit it, not in any terms except the ones he'd chosen. When things becameimpossible, he
finished it in the only way he could and maintain the fantasy: silver bullets. Evenin the end, Walter didn't
want to be responsiblefor the sin of suicide. It was the werewol f who pulled the trigger, not Walter."

"That'swhere yourewrong,” Andrew said. "It was Walter. Pulling the trigger was the only thing lft that
he could control.”

Simon looked at him, puzzled.

"Do you know what he was doing out therein the swvamp?' Andrew said, becoming agitated with each
word. "He was locking himself in the cabin every full moon. He thought that if he could only stay inthere
until dawn, he wouldn't kill anybody. It worked for awhile, but the older he got, the stronger he got, until
he was ripping the door right off the hinges every time."

Hesaid dl thiswith such conviction that Simon began to be darmed. But Andrew went on, risng and
pacing the room as he talked.

"And then, Honey Idand wasn't as remote asit had been. Oil companies were taking samples out there,
developers were planning landfills, survivaists were playing war games, environmentaists were camped
out there doing studies. Sometimes they went in and never came out.

"I wish you'd seen that cabin, Simon, then you'd believe. | was out there, | saw. Thewalls, the door...
they're scored all over with these awful gougings. Claw marks. The door's been repaired severd times.
The doorframe's been completely replaced at least once.”

Thistalk was beginning to spook Simon. It wastimeto insert somerationa thinking. "All thisreinforces
thefact that your father was avery sck man whose imaginings were becoming gradualy morered to
him. And those are not claw marks:. there are any number of ways he could have done damage like that.”

"l believe hedid it in exactly theway he said.”
"Berationd, Andrew. Listen to what you're saying."

"At firg, | wondered why there'd been no reports of any gory murders, especidly dl in one place. | had
just forgotten how the svamps are, how they can swallow unwanted things, like dead bodies. Between
the animals and the climate, there wouldn't be much left. And, | haveto tell you, awerewolf doesn't leave
alot behind; it doesn't just kill for sport, it killsto feed.

"Whét redlly amazed me was how held managed to keep himsdf in there. He left that part out of his
journas." Andrew went on, pacing and talking faster and faster, absorbed in his story and unaware of
Simon's growing horror. "Then | figured it out. The door had atwo-inch deadbolt but the key was very
gmadl. Helocked himsdlf in there and stuffed the key into atiny dot in the wall. When he was himsdlf and
had human hands, he could fish the key out, but when the hands were changed. .. the claws may belong,
but the hands aren't very dexterous, they're too big; they lack afine coordination. They can hack and
dash, but they couldn't get that key out of that little dot.”

Smon felt hisskin prickle.

"Y ou'd have to see those clawsto believe them, Simon, to redlize the power in those transformed hands.



They'rerepulsive, but they have akind of clumsy grace. What they can do with just onedashis
incredible, unspeskable."

Andrew knew he was ranting, but he was unable to stop the rush of words.

"And the blood! Oh, my God! Simon... the blood! That'sthe most ghastly part. | never knew the human
body could produce so much of it. It just keeps flowing and flowing and you can watch aman'slife
draining out with it No... that's not the worst part. Theworst part isthe adrendine. | think that's what
makes awerewolf kill so savagdly. The smell of blood must produce it—I haven't figured that out
yet—but the enormous swell of it through your body makes you unbdlievably powerful, absolutely
unstoppable. But it makes you Sck afterward, sicker than you can imagine.”

The sharp, crystdline splash of Simon's dropped sherry glass stopped him. He looked up, bewildered,
just as Simon dammed into him and pinned him againgt the wall. Smon's face was drained, hiseyes
€normous.

Astonished at himsdlf, Simon held Andrew pinned there. All he knew wasthat he had to stop Andrew
from saying another word.

Heforced himsdlf to regain his composure. He dowly let Andrew go, and dumped back into his chair.

"What happened to my father happened to me," Andrew said calmly. "Exactly ashe described it in his
papers. | tdl you, Smon, | am what my father was."

"Hewasamadman."

Very camly, asif hewere comforting him, Andrew put his hand on Smon's shoulder. "'l wish that were
true. And maybe in the end it was closer to the truth than he thought. But you know it isn't. Someplace
ingde you, you know I'm telling you the truth, because I've never lied to you."

For years, Simon thought, he had counsdled the friends and families of menta patients but he never
dreamed that he would become one of them, watching in impotent pain as someone he loved dowly fell
gpart. Hefelt that Andrew wastottering on the brink of the abyss; if only he could grab himintime and
hold on tight enough, he could stop Andrew from going over. And from taking him along.

"How long..." Simon's voice wouldn't work right. Hetried again. "How long have we been friends?
Wouldn't I have noticed your dinking off at the full moon, or maybe that you were just alittle strange a
times?'

"It only happened afew nightsago.”

"l don't think you realize what you're saying,” Simon said, hisvoicerising again. 'Y oure asking meto
disregard alifetime of rationa thinking and retreet into the fifteenth century to believe in werewolves.
Specificdly that my closest friend, who isthe kindest man | know and apriest besides, isawerewolf.
Can't you hear how that sounds?’

Simon knew he was handling thisall wrong. If Andrew was a patient, hed never betalking like this, but
he couldn't stop.

"What can | say to convinceyou?| can't show you."

"No. Go ahead! Do that!" Simon demanded, belligerent with misery. "Walk in here some night, davering
and howling, and I'll believe you. Until then, Andrew, | can't ligen to thigl”



Defeated, Andrew sat with hishead in hishands.

"Ligten, my friend,” Simon said gently, "you'rein ahighly susceptible sate right now. In avery short time
you've had alot of traumaand this revelation of Water's came at the worst of it. | want you to see
someone, an excellent thergpist—"

Andrew looked up, aghast. "I can't do that! | agreethat | need someone to keep me from going crazy
and blowing my own brains out, but that'swhy | cameto you! How could | trust anyone ese?"

"Andrew, it'snot just the ethicsinvolved in treating afriend. Do you think that a psychiatrist isn't affected
by his patients? That when he shuts the office door in the evening he shuts off hisfedings? Y oure very
wrong. I've seen your kind of pain more than | want to remember, and | have no ssomach for watching
my closest friend suffer through it I'll be more specific: | can't suffer throughit. Y our family iskilling me,
Andrew; first Johannaand now you. All that's ever saved me has been my hard-won professiona
detachment: | haveto fight for it through every case and | won't risk it through another Marley insanity!
I'll stand by you, but | won't treat you."

"You can't leave me doneinthis. If you won't help me, the only way out that | can seeismy father'sway.
I'm trying to gay divel"

"Y ou're manipulating me, Andrew."

"That'sright. | am. But what happensif | tell another doctor what I've told you, what do you think held
do?Hed hospitalize me, and I'm not crazy! If someone put mein an ingditution, you have no idea how
tragic the consequences would be."

"Y ou don't have to be hospitdized..."

"I'm asking you to suspend dishdief for just a minute and imagine that there are werewolves. And
imagine that there was awerewolf whose affliction came upon him without warning, after he had begun to
build alifefor himsdf. Imagine that he's capable of a precise, coherent memory that torments him,
remembering al the things he's done when he was helpless to stop himsdif."

"Please don't do this, Andrew."

"Y ou know me better than anyone. Do you think I'd suffer? I've got to find away out of this, but | have
to havetime.”

"And what if | can't save you? Istha what you're asking meto do? Walter tried everything and he
couldn't save himsdif."

"My father, rest his soul, tried to go it done. I'm not going to do that, Simon, not if you're there to keep
me from madness.”

Simon fet himself edge closer to the abyss. "I can't do thison your terms, only on my own. I'll treat you
like any other patient, as one with adisorder I'm familiar with and that | think | can cure. What | find may
be at al oddswith what you believe, and I'm going to work to tear those beliefs down. Can you accept
thet?"

"l accept it, but | know better.”

"No. Y ou've been convinced that you know better. Y ou're very empathetic, Andrew, and very
vulnerable, and you loved your father enough to accept his word without question. What | want you to
accept ishismadness, his deusons, and see them for what they were."



Simon noticed that his shirt was soaking with sweat "Look... Andrew... let'sjust forget dl thisfor now.
Let'stalk about other things and other times. Well drop by my house so | can change clothes and well
go have acivilized dinner with some good wine. It'll restore our balance.”

Andrew shook his head. He looked at hiswatch: twenty to five. Not great but not catastrophic. "I can't
doit, Simon. | haveto go back to Honey Idand before the sun goes down and the moon rises. I've
dtayed too long here asit is I'm just going to makeit."

"Andrew! Please!" Simon knew he wasin danger of losing his equilibrium again, but he couldn't help it.
"Judt... just don't mention thisagain. Not tonight.”

Andrew looked up. The sorrow in his eyes making Simon wince. " These are hard things, Simon, but they
have to be said. | need to Sart adjusting to the sheer damnable mechanics of this problem.”

It seemed asif they'd waited forever for the eevator.

"The damned thing's going to stop at every floor,” Simon told Andrew as they stepped through the doors.
"The devatorsin thisbuilding are totally inadequate.”

"And a theserents,” said aman behind him, "can you bdieveit?'

Bitching about the elevators was a popular pastime of the residents. Thistime, it made Smon fed
reconnected to the real world, asif what he had just heard was smply afading dream.

At thefifth floor, the el evator doors opened about four incheswide and two feet above thefloor. The
lightsflickered and the car stopped moving. There were groans and complaintsimmediately.

"Oh, shit!" another man complained. "Again?'

One of thewomen waiting in the hallway said, "Hold on. I'll go back to my office and cdll the eevator
people.”

"I don't believeit,” Simon said, punching the darm button, "Thisisthe fourth time this month."
"Isthere aproblem?' avoice said through the speaker. The building superintendent at the lobby desk.

"Nah, no problem,” the man behind Simon said in disgust. "We just cdled to say welove you, you
schmuck.”

The other passengers cheered and laughed.
"I'll try to get you down from the control board,” the voice said.

"Don't worry," Simon told Andrew, "this happens dl thetime. It won't be more than ten or fifteen
minutes”

"Anybody know any good stories?' awoman said.

Andrew was wracked by a sudden shiver. He began to fed clammy al over, dizzy. He could fed his
blood pressure drop, asif hewere going to faint.

"Andrew?" Simon said with concern. "What isthis? | never knew you were claustrophobic.”

"I'mnot. | just fed redly Sck... it just happened.” He doubled over.



The passengers dl started in with advice.
"Everybody make room!"
"Let himliedown!"

"It'll be okay, pdl... thiselevator's never stuck long. Look, the doors are partly open and the
ar-conditioning is on, so we can bregthe fine. No need to panic, right?"

Andrew dropped to the floor, staggering against the wall. Simon took his arm and eased him down; one
of the men took off his own coat and bunched it up under Andrew's head. Hewasin afetal position, his
arms curled againgt hischest, hislegs pulled up.

Simon crouched beside him. ™Y ou're going to be fine. Just cam down.”
Andrew couldn' talk, he could only gasp faintly. "What... timeisit?'
"Six... ax-fifteen. Wewon't be much longer.”

Andrew's face went even paler. He looked at his own watch. It till said twenty to five: it had stopped. "
Oh, God! Smon... get me out of herel"

Hefdt his hand hidden between his chest and knees, shoved insde his shirt. His nailsfelt longer, harder,
sharp astiny scythes. He screamed as hislungs burned.

Andrew held Smon's arm with hisgood hand, asif to anchor himslf to redlity in the tossing sea of pain.
The elevator lights flickered again and the doors closed, but the car didn't move.

Simon gasped as Andrew's fingers closed too tightly on hisarm. No one had a grip that strong; Simon's
arm was starting to swell, the blood flow stopped. Hetried to pry Andrew's arm off but couldn't budge it
"Andrew," he bit out through rigid jaws, "let go.' For God's sake!™

The buzzing in Andrew's ears was so loud that he barely heard. He could see, but it was like looking
through red-tinted glass. Helet go of Smon'sarm. The pain was reaching afamiliar peak: it was starting
to turn into strength. He remembered that just after this point, the change would be fast.

The dizziness cleared. The pain was till there, but so was a near-orgasmic anticipation. He wanted to
move savagdly, quickly, but there was enough rationa mind left to kegp him crouched on the floor. He
knew he couldn't hold on to that for much longer.

Fangs were beginning to push histeeth back in hisjaws.

The elevator made aloud pneumatic sound and started to move, dowly.
Andrew couldn't op himsdf; hefdt his control beginto leave him.

He started to rise from the floor.

With anoisy whoosh the elevator doors suddenly opened wide into the lobby. Andrew leaped through
them, till crouched dightly to hide his changing form, and rushed through the building, out into the
darkening evening.

Hewas aware of Smon running behind him and caling his name, but he knew that no human could catch
him.



In the next few minutes, hewas|ogt in the night.

Simon caled Angeafrom the lobby pay phone and told her what had happened.

"One minute he wasin agony and the next, he was tearing through the lobby like a man possessed. He's
in terrible shape, mentally and physically. I'm going to look for him, but | want you to go to his house.
Thereésakey in the mailbox. Would you wait mere in case he comes back?!

"Sure, but where are you going to look for him? He could be anywhere."

"I don't know, but his car's fill parked in front. How far can he get on foot? I'll just scour the streets
around herefirst. Look, Angdla, it'sentirely possible that helll go home, and he'sin no condition to be left
done. If you've got any kind of tranquilizer, Vaium or something, make him takeit. Tie hishands and
chokeit down himif you haveto, and don't let him leave mere. I'll phone you every hour or so, and I'll be
mere assoon as| can.”

Then he quickly called the hospital and told them to expect an admission that night.

Chapter Twelve

He could fed the moon feeding him asheran, aslver spill of light that warmed him as much asthe sun
ever warmed the priest. If he could have laughed, he would have. The priest, with his human sdf-doubt,
would never experience the satisfaction of knowing that he was doing exactly what he'd been put on this
earth to do. The werewolf was the instrument of someone else's revenge, and someone else's destiny.

A young man was regling out of anoisy roadhouse where the music of a Cgjun band blared into the night
No one heard the man scream just before the werewolf stunned him with asingle blow, then dragged him
deep into the backwoods.

Thewerawolf sat on his haunches as he waited for the man to come around. In afew minutes, the man
shook hishead and started to hisfeet The werewolf was very ill.

The man caught sight of the motionless werewolf and, for afew minutes, was afraid to move. Then panic
took him and he ran, but the werewolf was faster, blocking him every way he turned.

The werewolf sucked in the scent of fear. That's what he had been waiting for, what he needed before
the struggle could redly begin. The man fought with wonderful ferocity; he was abig man, tough and
muscled, a policeman or asoldier trained in hand-to-hand combat, and the battle was spectacular even if
the outcome was preordained. Asthe man became weaker, the fear scent became stronger and the
werewolf wasin hiseement The man did him some damage—he had aknife—but that was what made
the fight so invigorating. The damage would quickly be corrected but the satisfaction of the fight would
stay with the werewolf through the night.

The man died, of course. His heart, so savorily consumed, gave the werewolf renewed strength.

His exhilaration pushed him back into the night. He ran afew more miles, as much for the unfettered
pleasure of it asfor the anticipation of the next kill.



Y vette Gabridl's mother had told her to stay away from Paul Landry. Not only was hetoo old for Y vette,
being twenty-two to her seventeen, but there was nothing specid about him. He had no red prospects.
He and hisfather scratched out aliving on that little farm, which, in Mrs. Gabrid's opinion, would never
bring in enough money to support an exceptiond girl like Y vette.

Y vette's|ooks were going to support her and her mother for the rest of their lives. Mrs. Gabridl had it all
planned. Her daughter was atrue beauty, adark-haired Louisianawillow. Assoon as Y vette finished
high school, Mrs. Gabrid was sending her straight to business school in Baton Rouge. That way, she
would learn the skillsthat would put her in congtant contact with young gentlemen who offered the right
kind of future. The girl wasn't likely to meet that kind back here on the bayou.

Mrs. Gabrid went to bed early, satisfied that her planswere being well laid.
What she didn't know wasthat, at that very moment, so was her daughter.

Paul and Y vette often had conversations about their future. Right then, in the warm Landry barn, they
were having one about their immediate past.

"l don't fed right about this, no," Y vette complained, "with your Paparight up there at the house and al."

"Why are you worried?' Paul said, reaching out to stroke her bare thigh. "He goesto deep early these
days. His back isbothering him."

"It'snot just that," she said, poking around in the hay for her shirt, "It just seems so cheap. If | wasn't
redly crazy about you, I'd never let you talk meinto these things.”

If there was one thing that irritated him about Y vette, it was this obligatory purge of her conscience after
every time they made love. Still, there was something charming about it. At least she cared about her
reputation, not like some of thewild little tramps running around the parish. And he knew he wasthe first
man she'd had, something that had as powerful ahold on him asit had on her. Y vette was agood girl, the
kind who'd been raised to help aman aong with his future. She often said how much she wanted a
husband and children; Paul thought that not enough girls said that these days. Paul wanted to marry her as
so0n as possible, before her mother married her off to someone ese, the old bitch.

"Thisisn't forever," he said soothingly. "1 know it's not theright placefor agirl like you, but it'sdl we can
manage right now. Don't you think 1'd like to take you off to the French Quarter? Wed stay inthe
Monteleone Hotdl with those big soft beds and that gold wallpaper, and the sounds of the city going all
night. Wewill, one day, when thefarm is going good and paying off. I'll show you the best time you've
ever had."

Sheamiled. "Hey... | think | just had the best time | ever had.”

Theidea of king-sized bedsin the French Quarter sounded dightly decadent to Paul, and he felt warm,
liquid thoughts flowing their way downward. He gently pushed her back down again.

Even as engrossed as they were in making love, the sound of the metal bam door screeching open made
Paul roll off Yvettein surprise. Y vette sat up and tried to cover hersalf before she even looked up.

When she did ook, shefdt sick.

In the door, illuminated by the wesk light in the bam and the clear light of the full moon behind him, was
Papa Landry.

Y vette wanted to dieright there. Better that than have to face her mother when Papa Landry told her



what he had caught Y vette doing with his son.

Papa was an ol d-fashioned man with old-fashioned ideas that definitely did not include the scene hewas
witnessing. Old and arthritic he may have been, but he crossed the distance between the barn door and
his son like ayoung sprinter.

As Y vette scrambled out of the way, grabbing up whatever clothes were closest, Papa grabbed Paul by
his hair with one hand. The other arm swung behind him, ready to deliver the first blow.

It never came. Paul fdlt the old man pulled away from him like asmal child snatched by strong seatides.
Confused, he looked around.

Papawasin the grip of an enormous... thing ... dmost eight feet tall. If it had been an ape or awolf or
some anima that Paul could recognize, he could have dedlt with it. But this! He had never seen anything
likethig! The shock pardyzed him.

Y vette's screams and hisfather's roars of pain reconnected his thinking.
Y vette was halfway up the ladder to theloft, climbing in pure panic.
"Pull the ladder up after you! Fast!" Paul shouted.

The mongter had its back to Paul, wrestling with the old man. Pepa had been toughened by alifetime of
hard work and was putting up ahell of afight. Paul threw himsdlf on the monster's back, trying to lock his
amsaround itsmassive throat. Shit! It didn't even have aneck! It wasal solid muscle.

Themongter shook Paul off by the smple expediency of dicing open hisarm. Paul fdll off the thing, ralling
onto the barn floor on hisgood arm.

He ran into the house and grabbed his hunting rifle, always kept ready by the back door. The 300
Winchester Magnum would take down the biggest raging swamp gator; it would ded with thisthing.

Papa, stunned, was lying on the barn floor, the monster just starting to bend over him. Paul had aclear
shot from adistance of no more than thirty feet.

The beast flinched as the shot connected. Paul knew he had hit it; he was an expert at longer distances
thanthis.

It dowly straightened up and turned to Paul. Oh, God... it smiled... not ared smile but ahorrible, mad
grin drawn back over incredible teeth. It moved dowly, dmost casudly, asif it had dl thetimein the
world.

He couldn't believe the damned thing was still moving, not with ashot like that init. Paul's second shot, to
the head, should have been the coup de grace. But that grin! That grotesque smile! Paul was so unnerved
that the shot went over the beast's shoulder. He wanted to scream and run, but knew that if he lost
control, he'd be a dead man.

Paul started to back off, dowly. Hefelt himself connect with the hayloft ladder. Y vette hadn't pulled it up
al theway! He was closer to the ladder than the beast was to him; he might make it, even with onearm.

With asudden ferocity, he threw the gun a the monster, distracting it for afew seconds. Paul jumped on
the ladder, skipping thefirst two rungs and climbing asfast as he could.

He knew held never makeit. All that thing had to do was cross the barn, get to the ladder, and pull him



off. Still, Paul kept climbing.
Y vette was screaming, holding out her handsto him, trying to pull the ladder with him oniit.

The beast, however, looked unconcerned, even amused. It moved with a casua downess, stepping over

Papa's body.

But Papawasn't through yet. Asthe monster stepped over him, he wrapped his arms around one of its
legsand hung on.

Annoyed, the monster stared down at the old man. 1t smashed him ablinding blow against the side of the
head, but Papa, dying, held tight. The beast couldn't reach the old man easily because of the odd angle,
and twisted for several minutes, trying to get agrip on him.

Paul used those minutes to climb higher, hisarm making the ladder dippery with blood. He could hear
Y vette above him, screaming and crying.

Papalogt his grip on the monster and, with an impatient howl, the beast picked him off asif hewerea
clinging burr and dammed him againgt the Sde of the barn.

Paul heard the sounds of his father's bones breaking. He shut out the sound and the pain, concentrating
only on the next rung. Papa had given him the precious time he needed and he wasn't going to waste it.

He reached theloft, and he and Y vette frantically began pulling up the rest of the ladder.

Seeing his prey escape, the monster [ost no more time with games. He rushed to the ladder a split second
too late asit disappeared into the | oft.

Enraged, he bayed furioudy at Paul and Y vette. They huddled together againgt the far loft wall, terrified
that any moment they'd see that horrible face roaring and snarling at them.

Y vette was suddenly, inexplicably, calm, her mind acquiring some sort of contrary efficiency asshe
ripped the deeves of her shirt to make atourniquet for Paul'sarm. The smple act of concentrating on an
immediate need hel ped both of them keep their wits.

"Yvette," Paul whispered, "do you remember when we were little kids, remember the old stories of the
loup-garou?"

She kept wrapping hisarm. "No, | don't remember anything like that.”

"The old Cgjun stories of the werewolf of the bayous. My mamasaid that if | was bad, the loup-garou
would come and get me. And it has. That'swhat that thing is: the loup-garou.”

Almost as soon as he said it, the howls stopped. They could hear arustling in the straw below, and
heavy, quick steps aong the barn floor. Much as he dreaded doing it, Paul crept to the edge of the loft
and looked down. The loup-garou was not there.

Then where was it? In histerror, helooked wildly around the barn but nothing was there. He pulled
himsdf painfully to the loft window overlooking the farm and the road. The loup-garou was out there,
running swiftly toward the bayou asthe sky got lighter.

Paul remembered part of the old legends: aloup-garou never killsin the same place twice. Still... he
decided to take Y vette to the marriage license bureau the next morning, then to the Justice of the Peace,
then asfar away from Louisianaas possible. One of his cousins could handle the sale of the farm for him.



Paul wasn't going to be anywhere near the bayous at the next full moon.

Chapter Thirteen

The Marley housewasfull of ghosts.

Angeafound that she was unconscioudy roaming the halls, standing and staring into each room, her
thoughts wandering. She could amost see Walter and Johanna till here, could see how happy they had
been, and how tragicaly unhappy they were a the end of their lives. She wondered if happinesswas
worth the pain.

She had been thrust back into Andrew's life too quickly and too deeply. She had made herself
vulnerable, something she had hoped to avoid when she let their relationship drift apart yearsearlier. You
couldnt fal in love and expect there to be no wounds, Angelathought; her own parents tumultuous
marriage was proof of that. The resulting injury, she was beginning to see, wasin direct proportion to the
degree of love.

It had seemed like the most sensible thing to do at the time. The whole thing had started out as allittlefling
between them, but it was obvious after the first night that there was more substance to it than that. They
had only made love once that night; they had intended to do it again—and again—but had been talking
S0 earnestly that they forgot. Nothing had surprised her more. In the next few months, they threw
themsdves enthusiagticaly and unreservedly into love, with only enough discretion so that Angdlas
colleagues, including Walter (or so they thought), were unaware of the reationship.

Out of dl they'd shared, one thought kept coming to Angela: Thisisredly it. She heard it asif it had been
spoken clearly into her ear, and after dl thistime, the memory of it still wouldn't go away.

But she didn't want thisto be "it." Too much could go wrong. Andrew was too young; she wastoo old;
he had hisliferigidly scheduled for the next few years; he hadn't had enough timeto sow hiswild oats; he
hadn't had enough contact with red life.

It wasn't Andrew that voiced these obstacles. They were the inventions of Angelas own fears. Still, they
were enough to turn her away, dthough it took an act of will on her partto doit.

It hurt for months afterward, and that surprised her, too. She'dd thought that breaking it off was going to
spare her this.

Just day-to-day living was hard. Little things she'd hear on the street or see throughout the day that
delighted or dismayed her, and her first thought was that she'd have to remember to tell Andrew. Then
sheredlized that he wasn't going to be around to hear it and the sense of |oss was devastating.

She understood now why Johanna might go crazy without Walter, just for self-preservation. It would
have been easier if she could have shut down like that.

Only aweek after she stopped seeing Andrew, Angela had tried to distract herself with an evening at the
opera. Sheldd planned to let the luxurious music of Richard Strauss spread over her mind like cream over
velvet. But the operaturned out to be about aworldly older woman with ayoung lover. The story
opened with thelr lovemaking: charming, poignant, and oddly intimate, given the audience. But by the last
act, the young man had left the woman for asheltered girl his own age, and the woman's heartbreaking
music mourned her loss but accepted the way of the world.



Angela had been too stunned to leave during thefirst act, and by the last one, when the audiencewas a
little weepy anyway, Angela had disgraced hersdlf by sobbing uncontrollably. Sheld had to get up and
leave.

She had begun to redlize that she had sacrificed the good in order to spare hersdlf the possible bad. She
should have savored her timewith Andrew for however long it lasted and taken her chances. She knew
that now. But at the time she'd been |ooking for a guarantee of happiness; she had wanted to be
absolutely surethat if shetook the risk, she'd reap the rewards. She had no idea how she could have
been so naive.

Her stupid sacrifice had been usaless anyway. From what sheld heard, Andrew had no other women
after her, at least nothing serious.

Once, aweek before her sabbatical, shed asked Walter about how Andrew was getting along, and hed
said that all Andrew did was study and go to school. Shetried to be casua when she asked if he'd had
any specid girlfriend yet. Looking &t her alittle more curioudy than sheld have liked, Walter said that
women hisown age didn't interest Andrew: he considered them too self-absorbed and superficid. "He
takes after me, | suppose,” Walter had said. "He likes smart women. To him, adoctord dissertationisan
erotic object.”

So here shewas again, years later, years older, and perhaps alittle wiser. Although he was unaware of it,
Andrew had given her another chance and, like thefirgt time, the romance had come equipped with afull
st of problems.

Thiswholewerewolf delusonwasared brick wall. She didn't know where to begin to demolishiit.
Walter had made such a convincing argument for lycanthropy that it amost made sense.

Angelas nerveswere being dowly shredded from al thiswaiting. It had been half the night and Simon
had called only once. He had been to Honey |19 and, had even found Walter's cabin, but there was no
sgn of Andrew's having been neer it.

"I can't think of anywhere elseto look," Simon had told her. "If it was me, you'd know to check the bars
in the French Quarter... but Andrew?"

"How many churches are till unlocked at night?' Angelasaid. "If | had his problems, that'swhere 1'd be."

"What an asshole | am!" Simon said. "Of coursethat'swhere heisl Look, I'll try the cathedra, St.
Roch's, the shrine of . Jude... Damn! Thistown's got almost as many churches as bars. L ook, try not
toworry. I'll have him home soon enough.”

Angedahad fdt alittle lessanxious. The amazing thing was that neither of them had thought of the
churchesright away. However, that conversation had been at four A.M., an hour and forty-six minutes
ago, and there had been no word from Simon since then. She kept thinking that the phone would ring or
that Andrew would come home exhausted or that Simon would bring him home; she wished that one of
those things would happen. Soon.

She couldn't St till, which accounted for al this prowling around the house. She opened a set of double
doors and found hersdlf in Walter's study. So strange to bein here again after dl thistime! She'd worked
here with Water while shewas Hill histeaching assstant and had dways found it awarm, comforting
place, especidly in winter with the fireplace glowing, Walter's books and artifacts cardlesdly littered
about, everything eminently touchable and reassuring.

It didn't look so reassuring now. The artifacts shed remembered were dl gone: old bones, weapons and



stone toals, ancient maps, and everyday itemsfrom logt civilizations. Stored away, she supposed. The
things that had taken their places were not so comforting; in fact, Angela had never seen such an unusud
collection of arcane objects and books, not even in museums. Angela had some fairly odd stuff around
her own place: amulets and taismans associated with the early Witch cultures and fertility religions,
magica objects said to come from the ancient Temple of Diana a Ephesus, VVoodoo charms and tribal
ceremonial masks, severa origind drawingsfor the Crowley Tarot deck, things she'd collected and things
that had been given to her by students and colleagues. Buit this collection of Walter's, put together after
he'd developed hislycanthropic obsession, was both serious and frightening. Hed gathered these things
out of fear, not out of genuine scholarly interest.

She inspected the books and couldn't believe what she saw. Some were priceless, including an origina
manuscript of the Malleus Mal eficarum. She touched the venerable, crumbling binding with onefinger,
trying to place the familiar texture. It cameto her and she jerked her hand away: human skin, cured like
leather. God! Where had Walter acquired this disgusting object and at what expense? Based on the
fraudulent information in thistreatise, invented by two sadistic religious psychotics, nine million people
had been condemned to die. She had heard about this particular volume; it had been bound in the skin of
oneof thevictims.

Water had certainly been thorough. Nothing was overlooked. There were respected academic works,
clinicd studies of rare psychologica disorders; penny-dreadful novelsfrom the Victorian era, cheap
thrillers then but valuable antiques now; magical treetises, spellsfor power, spdlsto cal demons, spellsto
dismissdemons. A rare, but quite effective work on Native American shape-shifters. The respected
Sabine Baring-Gould and the crackpot, but entertaining, Montague Summers on werewol ves.

She had no ideawhere Walter had gotten some of this stuff; she was certain that at least two of theitems
belonged to German museums and she had heard that the Malleus Mal eficarum was owned by a
Wiccan high priest in Massachusetts who had acquired it for the express purpose of keeping it under a
binding spell so that no such thing could ever happen again.

Water even had a copy of the pact written and signed in blood, supposedly between the devil and

Father Urban Grandier. Grandier was accused of being the evil power behind the possessed nuns at
Loudun. This document had assured him of aghastly death at the stake, more for hisworldly charm and
his politics than his heresy. Angelalooked at it and shuddered. It didn't look like acopy: it looked like the
red thing.

One of Walter's desk drawers was partly open. Well, she thought, you've gonethisfar... she pulled the
drawer open and immediately wished she hadn't.

Nested in an open box was an antique pistol. Beside it in the black velvet compartment was a set of
dlver bullets. There were six little indentations for the bullets: only four of them werefilled.

The sight of them was like ice down her back.

She knew thiswas the gun that Walter had used to kill himself, but what she couldn't understand was
how Andrew could bear to keep it here—to keep any of these things here. Fascinated, repulsed, Angela
picked up the gun and saw the Single circle of silver shimmering in the chamber. She put the gun back and
dammed the drawer shut.

The whole atmosphere made her more nervous. It wasn't the objects themselves: in other circumstances
she would have been excited by the scholarly value of Walter's acquisitions. But knowing that this
collection was spawned out of the growing, crippling madness of someone she respected clouded
everything with horror.



She was suddenly seized with the desperate need to know what had gone on in Walter's mind, what had
driven him to this. She opened one of the books on French lycanthropes and sat down to read.

She had no idea of how long the sound outside had been going on. She only heard it when it became so
loud that it made itsway into her consciousness. It was a scratching sound, the noise atree branch makes
when it scrapes across awindow, but this sound was more regular, asif it were being done ddliberately
to draw her attention.

Angelalifted the recelver of the desk phone and heard the reassuring buzz of the did tone. She thought a
minute, then set it down again. She wasn't going to explain to some cop how abranch in the wind scared
her. She could just hear it: "Whatcha been reading there, lady? Uh, huh... maybe you should lay off the
scary Suff & night.”

She went to the window to see just how bad the wind was: nasty storms could whip up pretty fast in this
town.

Thetrees stood straight and till. There was no wind.

The sound came again, louder, longer, deeper, asif agiant hand scraped its nails across the entire length
of the house.

Thiswas ddliberate. Bored teenage hoodlums trying to terrorize her just for something to do, or maybe
burglars seeing if there was anyone home. She moved dowly back toward the study doors, away from
the windows. If they didn't know which room shewasin, she wasn't going to advertiseit. Just in case
someone got in, they were at a disadvantage: they didn't know the house and Angeladid.

Asquietly as she could, she threw the bolt on the inside of the study doors. It made a solid, protective
sound.

She picked up the phone and dided the police. Okay, let the copsthink she was a neurotic spinster or
something. That wastheir job. She heard one ring, then the line went dead. She hung up and tried again.
Nothing.

The front door opened and closed. Impossible! Sheld locked it! Nobody could get in unlessthey broke
the heavy lock with lots of noise.

Or had akey.
What ajerk she'd been. Naturdly, it was Andrew or Simon.

She had just started over to unlock the study doors when she watched them rattle uncertainly. She held
her breath. 1t was Andrew, of courseit was... and he'd call out any minute.

But something held her back from opening the doors.

That low, scratching sound began again, thistime on the other side of the study doors, then a soft moan,
awet dobbering growl that made her think of an angry, cornered anima made mad by starvation. The
cry grew louder, then was dmost drowned out by avolley of poundings so loud they made the doors
shake. The cry became abellowing howl as the doors began to quiver on the hinges.

Angelabacked toward the windows. Thank God she was on the first floor and the drop wouldn't kill her.
The old brass window lock didn't want to open. Angelarattled the frame as she tugged on the lock
handle.



She heard the dow splintering of wood behind her. The doors swung open and she felt arush of wind as
something monstrous fanned the air behind her. The only glimpse she had of it wasin the wavering
reflection of the glassjust as the window lock opened.

Fortunately, the window glided up easily in the frame. Angeladived through the window heedfirst and
was amost through when the monster grabbed her by the calves, the claws scratching deep into her skin.
She caught one of the forsythia bushes benesth the window and held on, trying to give herself enough
leverage to bresk away.

She kicked furioudy, her legs making swimming maotionsin theair. The mongter tightened itsgrip. The
pain was 0 awful that shereflexively let go of theforsythia

She was pulled back inside, her fingernails breaking as she tried to grasp the windowslll, the sash
handles, anything for leverage. She landed on her ssomach inside the room and felt the claws et go. She
took that moment to twist her body and face whatever it was.

It wasn't as brutish as sheld haveimagined. In fact, it had a grace that would have been affecting: long,
tip-tilted eyes with straight brows that swept back toward the temples; aquiline nose; the face covered
with afine sheen of slken hair that shone blue-black eveninthe dimlight. The forehead roseto a
widow's peak hairline with amagnificent mane of long black hair that siwept around its shoulders and
hung dmogt to itswas. It was amesmerizing mixture of man and animdl.

But the face was made demonic by the mindless, glittering fire of its eyes. There was no humanity there,
Nno reason or compassion. The monster backed away from her and now sat on its haunches afew feet
away, observing her, letting her fear build. Angelaknew that it could afford to teke itstime.

Then, out of the mist of fear, she had acloser ook at its eyes.
Its eyes ... my God! Its turquoise eyes

Don't faint, shetold hersdf on the edge of hysteria, just don't faint or scream and you might get out of this
aive. Control your breathing... oh, God, oh, Jesus! ... Comeon, breathe... don't fant... think! You
know this stuff... What stops awerewolf?

The werewolf arted to rise, its murderous claws flexing.

Just when her mind went blank with fear, the answer popped in. An old charm: cdl awerewolf by its
Chrigian name.

At first, her voice didn't work. She swallowed and tried again.

"Andrew... itsAngea Angela... You know me... you couldn't hurt me." Then the panic overcame her.
"Oh, God, Andrew! Don't kill me! Please, please listen to me, Andrew!"

The old folk charm worked. At the sound of its name, the beast hesitated.
Angelamoved dmost imperceptibly to the desk and slently did the drawer open.
The mongter didn't move.

Her hand closed around the cool reassurance of the pistol, her finger closing lightly on the trigger as she
withdrew it from the drawer.

The werewolf shook its head and roused itsdlf, starting across the room with the dow confidence of a



predator who has his prey cornered.
Angelaraised the gun.
The werewolf stopped.

Both of them held very 4ill. | can't doit, Angelathought. How can | doit, knowing who it is? Then she
reglized that it was because of who it was that she had to do it.

Thewerewolf stood looking at the gun, the ragged sound of his breathing incredibly loud in thelarge
room, heraised hishead dightly and looked at her, his mouth working asif he weretrying to make a
human sound. All that came out was amoan of animd pain.

Almost imperceptibly, he nodded his massive head.

It wastheright thing to do. Angela knew suddenly that it wasn't Walter who had |ft that gun loaded. She
couldn't find any words to say to him; she only wished that, just once, she could have touched him again,
even as he was, could have smoothed her hand over hisface and told him that everything would work
out dl right.

She heard soft sobbing from somewhere, and didn't even recognize her own voice.

Shetook careful aim at his head. There would be only one shot and it had to be true. It had to be
panless.

Steadying the gun in both hands, her elbows locked, she dowly squeezed the trigger.

She heard an explosion of sound, not the blast of the gun, but awoman's voice, an unnaturd shriek. Then
she heard the crack of the gun as her shot went into the wall.

The monster roared and lunged acrossthe room at Angela. They logt their balance asthey fought, rolling
together on the floor. He had her securely pinned in amoment, her arms under her body as she screamed
and kicked, jerking her body back and forth trying to get free. Angela could hear the other woman crying
out Andrew's name, but she was only dimly aware of the woman throwing hersaf on Andrew's back,
grabbing hislong hair in her fist and yanking his head back.

Never, never, Angelathought, would | have dreamed that desth would belikethis. If | haveto die, |
refuseto look it in the face. | want thelast thing | see to be something beautiful.

Oddly cam now that she knew she was going to die, she turned her head toward the window to
concentrate on her last image: a perfect spring dawn, the clear sky streaked with apricot lights.

Shefet asharp intake of breath as the werewolf stiffened over her body. She could hear the woman's
voice growing camer, cooing soothing sounds. Angelafelt the body lifted or pulled or rolled off her. She
closed her eyesand let her mind go blank with relief.

She heard her name spoken again, by afamiliar voice far away. Simon. She opened her eyes and saw
him, frozen againgt the splintered study doors.

Angdaturned to look.

The mongter was there, writhing in terrible agony, cradled close to the woman who held it in her strong
arms. Its body stretched, contorted, every muscle, every tendon changing shape under the skin. Inits
agony, the werewolf seemed capable of only the most muted sounds, asif al its strength was melted into



that grotesque change. Oddly enough, those wrenching soft moans were more heartrending than screams.

The woman, her own face transformed by another kind of pain, till held the monster closeto her asit
changed, trying to comfort it asamother comforts ahystericd child.

And then it was over. The body cradled close to the woman was perfectly Andrew's; his skin glistening
with adick gloss of sweat and blood, the remains of aterrible wound in his shoulder that even then was
hedling. He was so till that only histoo-rapid breathing showed that he was till dive.

Heraised hishead and they dl saw that he was concentrating on a point just beyond them, asif hewere
watching something or someone. For afew interminable momentsthey al stood fixed in place, until
Andrew dropped his head and burst into tears.

The woman smply smoothed hiswet hair.
It was asif he had just noticed that she was there.
"I know you," he said softly, "I've seen you. Which... which one are you?"

The woman looked into his eyes, eyesthat were exactly the color of her own. And her face was young,
amog asyoung ashis.

Hetouched afinger lightly to her cheek. "Yes... Georgiana," he said in wonder, "you werethefirst.”

Hetook both her handsin his asthey shared an anguish that no one e se could understand.

Chapter Fourteen

Hedidn't know exactly by what mechanism he knew that it was Georgiana; of course there wasthe
strong family resemblance, but that wasn't it. It was as though the curse had produced some kind of
bizarre bond between them, some supernaturd link. He hadn't been aware of it, but the minute he
realized who shewas, it was asif held known her forever. He had anasty flashback—not his, but
hers—aterrible instant replay of the gruesome scene of Georgianas wedding night. He didn't know
whereit came from; he thought &t first that it was an image he picked up on hisown.

He soon became certain that it was something much more painful: a psychic transfer between the two of
them in which he was dlowed to touch the inner core of Georgiana's anguish, the scene that played itself
over and over in the back of her mind, pushing itsway forward in any ingtant that she wavered and
dropped her guard.

He knew that Georgianahad led afrenetic, nonstop life, compulsively filled with lights, color, movement,
action, dl in an attempt to divert her mind from that fina ook in her husband's eyes.

Her coming back to New Orleans, where al her nightmares becamereal and the past was never far
enough away, must have been the last thing she wanted to do, and the only thing that would begin to hedl
her.

Only Georgianawould understand what went through Andrew's mind when he redlized what he'd done
to Angela. And how easily it could have been worse.

Afterward, Angelahad been hysterical: screaming when he looked at her, crying, cringing. Simon, dealing



with his own shock, seemed severd bests behind the rest of them. But it was Simon, whose cool
professiond training had taken over when it was most necessary, who had sedated Angela and cleaned
and bandaged her wounds, who had made sure that Andrew had sustained no physical damage from his
earlier foraysthat night. Simon had healed himsdf by hedling others. It put him back into perspective and
gave him something solid to do, something redl and immediate to ded with.

The explanations, the bewildered questions, the pain came later.

They weredl gathered in the kitchen, around an enormous table, gulping coffee asif it would meagically
grant them the wisdom to understand what had happened. Even Angela, who by al rights should have
been asfar away from that house as she could get, seemed transfixed by the night's events. The sedation
sheld had was very light; it was her own hard-headedness and passion for logica thinking that was
keeping her there. That, and something else that she didn't want to think about right then.

"| should have believed you," Simon told Andrew. "1 knew you weren't crazy and | knew you weren't
lying, but | just didn't believeit."

Andrew made adisparaging gesture. "Don't blame yourself. Who could have bdieved it?'

"The questionis," Angelasaid, "now what are we going to do?' She rose, intending to go to the coffegpot
on the kitchen counter, but as she stood, the pain in her leg made her catch her breath.

Andrew winced.

She bent dowly to touch the blue bruise starting to show around the edge of the bandage and her face
paled.

"Itisn't true, what you're thinking," Georgians said quietly, "about becoming awerewalf if oneinjuresyou.
The scratches won't do that. Creating another loup-garou is a conscious act, not an involuntary one.”

Red-faced, Angela sat down.

"How do you know these things, Georgiana?' Andrew said. "The night it happened to you, you didn't
know any more than me, did you? Y ou were just as confused and angry and in pain. So how did you find
out? And how come you're dive when every family story saysyou died in London right after..." He
couldn't bring himsdlf to finish that particular thought.

Even Smon and Angela had stopped in midmotion, waiting for the answer. Georgiana was acutely aware
of it: Angelas sudden fascination with her nails, Simon's concentration on his coffee cup. Only Andrew
was frankly staring, waiting for the explanation that was his every right to hear.

Georgianadrew in adeep, calming breath.

"I don't need to explain to you, Andrew, how shattered my life was after that first night. It wasn't only
what had happened to me and what | had done, it wasthat it had dtered al concepts of redlity. Nothing
wastrue anymore. Everything | had rdied on al my life—my future, my family, even the knowledge of
my own body—all that was now called into question. If nightmares had just become redlity, then where
does nightmare end and red life begin? That line was not just blurred, it suddenly became nonexistent.

"Even worse was what had happened to my relationship with my father. We had aways been close;
there was nothing | couldn't tell him. | adored him."

She suddenly smiled and looked directly at Andrew. ™Y ou should have known him. He was wonderful,
redly. He had our eyes and dl this marvelous hair that had gone prematurely gray. He waslovey to look



at. And he had such aromantic history, right out of an adventure story! He had |ft an aristocratic,
impoverished English family and took his chances on the sea, determined to make hisfortune, landing
finaly in New Orleans. He bought hisfirst ship here and built the Marley Lines on the strength of it, until
he was one of therichest men in the city. He courted and married one of New Orleanss most beautiful
women from one of itsoldest Creole families,

"But can you imagine what it was like to be the daughter of aman like that? Of course | adored him. And
heloved his children, especialy me. Therewerefour of us: me, Robert, Timothy, and Melissa—the
baby. | wasthe oldest, and for Father, that seemed to carry specid meaning. | was hisfirgt, his hope for
the future, confirmation that he had indeed made his place in New Orleans by building afamily. | grew up
with histelling me about hislifein England, his adventures on the sea, histaes of the Missssppi River
trade.

"What an effect my father's romantic story had on me! And how shattering it wasto find that it wastrue
only superficidly. Below that pretty surface wasamuch nastier story.

She glanced around the table. "1'm not going to tell you my entire history. | think Andrew knows most of
it, or what of it that he needsto know." She cast him asgnificant look. She knew that he was finding out
about the werewolves bond, the psychic connection that bound them together. Much of what she knew,
Andrew would know eventually, even without words. "But after my first transformation, | was
determined not to kill again. | didn't care what | had to do to avoid it, and if that included suicide, then |
hed resigned mysdf toiit. | couldn't have carried on alifelike that, killing innocent people. | might aswell
have died.

"I devised adelaying tactic. Honey Idand isabig swamp; you could get lost there. If | walked deep
enough in before sunset, it would take along time, maybe until dawn, to find my way out. And it was
mostly deserted in those days. | wasn't likely to run across anyone.

"Of course, | was only buying time. | was sure that thiswouldn't happen again or, if it did, that | could
find some catch, some loophole, someway out, if | only had timeto find it."

Andrew couldn't restrain a bitter laugh. Georgianasironic look echoed it.

"Yes" shesad, raisng an eyebrow, "thefirst and last illuson of acursed werewolf'slife: this can't be
permanent.” She sighed, shook her head sadly, and resumed her story.

"It happened again, of course, just after sundown, when the full moon started to rise. The pain wasjust as
shocking asthefirgt time. Obvioudy, | wasn't going to get used to that. | was cringing on the ground,
unable to scream, suffocating, feding my very blood boil in my body. And al of asudden, | was aware of
someone knedling besde me.

"| expected the same woman I'd seen thefirst time, the silver-haired woman. But this one was different.
She had the kindest face I'd ever seen, and she was looking at me with real concern. She smoothed my
hair. 'Just stay cam, chine, and it will al be over soon.' she said to mein thislovely French accent.
French, not Cgjun. Even then, | could tell." She shook her head. ""Funny what minor details we notice
with perfect clarity when our souls are otherwise going mad. She took my hand, and when she did, the
pain was much lessintense. It seemed to be connected with my body, but not with my mind—a strange
sensation, very hard to describe. It waslike... like nitrous oxide at the dentist's. Y ou know the pain's
there and you can fed your body reacting, but you can't actudly fed the pain itsdlf.

"And then the wonder: As| watched, she began to transform a so, much faster and with seemingly much
lesspain than | had known. Her blonde hair billowed and spread, flowing like liquid gold over her body.
She changed shape; she became like me. And all the time, she kept hold of my hand, now changed. | felt



her claws grow out, long and curved, and felt them interlock with mine. There was such strength to her!
Not just physicd strength, but something from the soul. | wanted to cry, but | had no ideawhy.

"Shetook along breath when her transformation was complete, then spoke to me again, in avoice that
was changed, but still beautiful and with that pretty accent. | was astounded. | didn't know awerewolf
could speak. | didn't even know there was another werewolf!

" 'You mustn't give up,’ she said. 'Y ou mustn't think that your lifeis over. Even though it has changed, and
that change seems catastrophic for you, it isn't disaster.”

Georgianatook along breath. " She wasright. My lifewasn't over. Thelady was Marie-Thérése dela
Rochette.” She smiled at something only she would know, a private joke between two women. "The
duchesse de Marais, over three hundred years old. But everyone cdls her Zizi." Georgiananoted
Andrew'sraised eyebrows. "Yes. | know you've met her: shetold me. Zizi iswhat you'd call the motherly
type, though she doesn't ook it. A loup-garou, you'll find, ages only one year to ahuman'sten. That's
why I ook likethis. But Zizi wasthefirst loup-garou in Louisiana”

Andrew couldn't hide his shock. "Thefirs? Y ou mean there are others?'

"Many others. And not like us. Were cursed, Andrew; were werewolves because someone wanted to
cause usthe worgt possible anguish. Our dayswill be lived in terror of our nights. But al werewolves are
not like us. Especidly, theloups-garous of Louisianaare not likeus. You'll learn the difference, like |l
learned it. And you'll learn to live with it, like | have. Like Water couldn't.”

"Il never learn to livewithit,” Andrew said bitterly.

Angela, who had not moved since Georgiana began, dowly stretched out her hand and covered
Andrew'swith it. He looked up at her with such hesitant hopein his eyesthat Angelawas closeto tears.

"You mustin't say that," Angelasaid softly. "Ask yoursdf why Georgianas here. Why would she come
back to a place that obvioudy hurts her?' Angelalooked at Georgiana. "It was Walter, wasn't it?"

Georgianapaled dightly and dropped her eyes. "1 could have saved him—perhaps | could have. But |
was such asdfish coward. | smply wrapped mysdlf in the artificial cocoon I've made of my life and
refused to think about him. Walter had no one, you see? He suffered aone. Even Zizi waswith me, in
Europe, keeping mewhole. But | heard him, dimly but distinctly. | heard his cries, muffled with despair.
And | shut them off. Hewas my blood, my favorite brother's son, and | couldn't bring myself to come
back herefor him. And | let him die. Of al my murders, it was Walter'sthat has never left me, never will.
Wheat | did to my husband was out of my control; what | did to Walter was deliberate.”

Sheturned to Andrew. "Zizi forced me to come back here. She told me about you."
"And why didn't shejust tell medl this hersdf? Why put you through this torture?’

Georgianalooked directly into hiseyes. "Thistime, | think, she wanted meto save mysdf.”

"There are so many thingsto tell you, Andrew," Georgianasaid, "and to tell Simon and Angela, o much
that you al have to understand. For instance, why this curse works the way it does, why it happensto the
eldest child in each generation, and thefirgt time on the greatest night of hisor her life, regardiess of
whether themoonisfull or not.

"But | can't even getinto it unless| start at the beginning. It'saghastly story, and along one. What |
suggest we do isfor everyone to go home. Angela, you look dead tired and Simon doesn't ook any



better. I'll stay with Andrew and see that he gets some deep.”
"l couldn't deep," Andrew said grimly.

"Of courseyou can.” Shelooked at Simon. "Y ou can take care of that, can't you, Doctor? For just afew
hours?' Simon nodded. "Tomorrow afternoon well meet hereand I'll tell you everything | know about
the Marley history and the Marley curse.”

"How do you know al that?' Andrew asked her. "Even Walter wasn't able to put together a coherent
family history. There were too many dangling ends"

"| got theinformation in bitsand pieces,” she admitted. "There were severa people who knew parts of it,
but no one had thewhole story. Lotsof it | found out from Zizi. The only one who knew the entire story
was my father, and he never found the courage to tell me." Her eyes darkened and Geo's face turned
hard as chill marble. "I despised him for that, for along, long time. | had idolized him, had trusted him
without question, then when my life had been destroyed and he might have held the key to my sdvation,
he locked himsdf in the sllence of cowardice. Y ou've seen alittle of the loup-garou's psychic power,
Andrew: | wasjust learning how to control it. So | used it, shamelesdy. | picked my father'smind, |
raped his memory, even those tormenting secret thoughts held buried in the sealed recesses of hisguilty
conscience. And | found what | needed to know—what you need to know. But be prepared, Andrew.
Y our most cherished ideas about our family are about to be smashed.”

Georgianaglanced at Andrew, and a Angela, who had till not taken her hand away from his.

"Dr. Spencer,” Georgianasaid, "why don't | walk you to your car?'

Andrew had no ideawhat to do about hisimmediate problems. Asit stood now, he had two: the obvious
oneand Angela.

All hislife he had been dreaming of awoman who could share with him what hisfather had shared with
Johanna. His parents hadn't been perfect, but their love was. It was so obviousthat, even asachild, it
affected him.

When Andrew was an dtar boy, Father Moore had told him about atheologica theory that pretty much
described his parents. When God created the world, he was so pleased with it that he made man in order
to have someone to shareit with. Walter and Johanna's love was like that: they opened it to embrace
their child, their friends, theworld.

When Andrew and Angela had first been together, held been too calow to recognize that what he'd
wanted had already come to him. Afterward, when he couldn't stop thinking about her, he began to
imagine that after he was through seminary and ordained and was settled into a parish job that perhaps
they could start again, thistime on amore equd footing.

Now they had started again, and everything was dl wrong.

Angelacould comfort him, stave off the relentless solitude of hishorror, give him a safe harbor when the
night was over. What could he give her? Only aglimpseinto anightmare that might kill her.

"| gpologize" he said quietly. "Not just for last night... there aren't words enough to apologize for that.
But for... everything. For showing up at your house after | knew what | was, for involving you indl this.
It wasirresponsible. Sdlfish. The most selfish thing I've ever done. I'll never be ableto makeit right,
Angela. If | tried, it would just involve you further.”



There was more he wanted to say, but it just seemed so futile.
They both sat there, seded slently in their own miseries.
"Don't you have anything e seto tell me?' Angelademanded, so suddenly that Andrew jumped.

"No," he said with regret. Nothing that wouldn't make things worse, he supposed. The exhaustion had
returned again, so completely that he could hardly hold his head up. Everything hurt. There was no
musclein hisbody that didn't ache. "Please, Angela. Go home. Don't come back. Theresreally no
reason for it."

Angedasdark copper hair caught his eyes, bright streamers that fanned out over her shoulders wherethe
sunlight touched her skin. For amoment heindulged himsdlf in the luxury of waiching her, imagining thet
he was normdl, that sitting here across a breakfast table with her was something he was entitled to do
because he loved her. He could project farther, seeing himsdlf saying Mass on Sunday mornings,
watching Angelain the front pew bribing a couple of kidsto keep till.

Children! The thought had never occurred to him! He loved kids, had aways wanted them. It was only at
that moment that he redlized he would never have them: what in God's name would he be passing on?
Water was lucky: he'd had twenty years of fatherhood before the horror, and that was one thing the
curse couldn't take away from him.

The vast difference between what he had wanted hislife to be and what it was going to become was
grotesque. He wasn't any stronger than hisfather had been, and he had much lessto live for. He had no
wife, no child, no oneto consider besides himself. No oneto leave behind in guilty grief over asuicide.

He was s0 pardyzed by the sudden thought of his future that he hadn't noticed theway Angelawas
looking a him. When he did notice, it brought him up short.

Shewasfurious.

"Y ou're going to give up, aren't you?' she said.

"What?' He was caught completely off guard.

"Y ou're thinking of Walter, and you're thinking of doing what he did.”

He couldn't answer.

"Because that's the worst. The absolute worst I'd be ashamed of you forever."

"Angela Think about it Aren't you afraid of me right now, whether you admit it or not?"

"No. Not now. Inafew hours, perhaps. That's not asight you'd get used to. But it isn't you." She
grabbed his hand and held it up between them. " This isyou.”

"Y ou can't separate the two."

"Water did. Look how he carried on hislife and hiswork. For you, Andrew, because he loved you and
he didn't want to givein until held tried to find something to help you. God! When | think of him holding
onlikethat, dl by himsdf, | want to cry!"

Sheredized that she was crying.

"What are you saying, Angela? That | should go back to the church? Hear confessions, administer the



Hogt preside over little kids Sunday school classes?' He couldn't stop the sudden tide of bitterness.
"Now that you bring it up, that's exactly what you should do. It'syour job."
"It would be sacrilege.”

"No. You know aswell as| do that intent is everything. Isn't that what sin is based on? Intent? Y ou don't
do what you do at the full moon of your own will, but if you give up, you do that of your own choice.
And if you wak out on the church, you wak out on your life.”

Her anger had risen out of nowhere and surprised her. She got up and started looking for her bag, her
car keys, dl thewnhilelistening to her voice, crying in the wilderness of its own valition, unableto cam
itsdf.

"I'll tell you something ese," she said, pulling on her shoes, "I don't understand this passivity of yours. It
ignt likeyou. Itisnt like Wdter."

At the mention of Walter's name, she Sarted to cry again. She stopped in midmotion, unable to continue,
and buried her face in her hands.

Andrew touched her hair softly, knowing he shouldn't. "Y ou loved Walter, didn't you?'
Sheraised her head. "L oved Walter? Not like you think. | loved you."

And now that we know that, she thought, what good isit? She rose and found her car keys.
"Don' leave, Angda”

"Youjus told meto leave."

"Y ou never listened to me before; you're going to start now?'

He caught her without thinking and held on like a sea-swept sailor hangs on to afloating mastina
summer squal. All he could say was, "Don't leave, don't leave, don't leave." He had no ideawhere the
words came from, but he suspected they were the first true things he had said dl day.

Her reply wasinaudible againgt his chest, but he didn't need to heer it.

Andrew fdt his bones and body give in and take the strength she wanted to give. He couldn't fight
Angelas decison, didn't want to. He might have inherited hisfather's curse, but he had found hisown
comfort.

PART
FOUR

Chapter Fifteen

Origin of Species:

Stephen Marley and Blanche Pitre, 1880



Humid. God, yes. Nobody staysin the city of New Orleansin August. Even the poorest people make
pilgrimages out to the lake, bathing in the waters like lepers taking the holy cure. The night breezes
blowing off theriver can't lift the misery, and when the fog comesin you can see the heat wrapping the
city likeawarm, wet blanket.

The very worgt place to be wasthe Vieux Carré. Even at this hour of the night there were people sitting
on the stoops, waving pa metto fans and trying not to move as the heat rose off the bricks.

This part of the Quarter was the black section, so everybody noticed the scared-looking white girl
making her way to an infamous house. A white girl at thishour in this part of town—people looked
knowingly a each other and shook their heads.

Mrs. Thibideaux watched the girl and nodded to her husband. "Thisain't no weether to be foolin' around
wit' no hoodoo, aint that right, Jumel?*

Jumel closed hiseyesagaing the heat. "Um," he agreed. "Ask me, never no timeto be messin' wit' that
woman."

"Lord, Lord," Mrs. Thibideaux sighed, crossing hersdlf, "protect that poor child.”

The door to the small cottage on St. Ann Street was blistered and dingy, the green paint bubbling off asif
the heat had creeped under the color. When the girl knocked five times, as she had been told to do,
some of the loosened paint clung to her fingers.

She didn't expect the woman who answered to be so tdl, and so handsome. Old, the girl had expected
that—bon Dieu, the woman was at least fifty!—but she had expected aface asfrightening asthe
legends, awoman who looked as diabolical as her reputation. It was more than beauty this woman had: it
was agreat, cadm dignity, an assurance of her place and her power, dmost an arrogance. Take away the
woman's sangfroid, and she would be just another nice-looking quadroon, pretty but unexceptiond. Asit
was, though, she wasintimidating and irresstible.

The woman lounged in the door, waving abrilliantly colored fan, a gift, the stories said, from the Chinese
emperor. The fan stirred the scarlet scarf wrapped around her hair, and moved the long gold earrings.
Her dark, half-closed eyes appraised the girl shivering on the stoop, and when she spoke, her voice was
rich asnew cream.

"And what brings you out in the hegt, 'tite fille? What business can ayoung one like you have with Marie
Laveau, en?'

"Madame Marie," the girl whispered in terror, but with great passion, "1 want..."
"Blanche. Isthat right?’
The girl nodded, astonished.

"I know you, young one. It's not your name, but it'swhat they call you. Look at that silvery blond hair:
who else could you be but Blanche?' She stretched out one languorous hand to lift astrand of it, and the
movement opened her blouse. Blanche saw aflash of pale coffee breast moving under the fabric, il
youthful, ftill stirring. The woman was so beautiful. If | looked like that, thought Blanche, would Stephen
Marley love me? If hedid, | wouldn't have had to come here.

"Comein, 'tite fille. Thisisno conversation to have out here on the street.” Marie moved inside, and
Blanche, in adream, followed.



At least the house was exactly what Blanche expected. Magic was everywhere: in dusty glassjarswith
ground glass stoppers, in bones and herbs and feathers hanging from the roof beams, in athousand
objects of gold and glass, ivory and iron, strange flowers and flesh dried into leather. Glasswind chimes
tinkled from the secluded courtyard. An incense of sandawood and jasmine and something she couldn't
name floated on currents of air and made Blanche fed faint.

As shefollowed Marie, she saw the two of them reflected endlessly in dark glassand silver mirrors
capable of lies.

"Sit," Marie Laveau said, motioning to asmal table with two chairs. On the polished surface was a
strange deck of cards, not the usua hearts and diamonds that Blanche knew, but intricately drawn
pictures. Onein particular drew her attention: aman hanging upside down. That's me, Blanche thought,
suspended between what | was before | came here and what I'll bewhen | leave.

Marie Laveau noted Blanche's fascination and smiled. "What isit you want, 'tite fille? A love charm, a
gris-gristo bring you the man who makes your body burn at night?'

Blanche looked up astounded.

Marie laughed. "Don't look so surprised. When one so young and so yearning comesto me, it'salmost
awayslovethat causesthe pain.”

"Itis pain, Madame!" Blanche blurted. "To love someone who doesn't even notice you istorture. | want
him to love me. | want him to marry me."

The VVoodoo queen waved her hand and |ooked amused. "How old are you, young one? Fifteen?”’
"Sixteen. Last week."

"And how do you know it'slove you fed ? At that age, loveislike theriven it swells and subsides,
changes and moves on. The man you want today may not be the one you want tomorrow."

Blanche's eyes narrowed. "Then tomorrow, Madame, I'll come to you again. But for now, thisisthe man
| want."

Marie looked momentarily stunned at Blanche's bravado, then burst into laughter. "Y ou're not as
innocently romantic as | had thought, 'tite fille, but you're practica. Thisisarich man, ishe?"

"One of therichest in New Orleans."

"And handsome? Ah, of course heis. At your age, you still ingst on arich man being handsome. If arich
man were dl you wanted, you could get adozen without my help. Y ou're young and very pretty. Youll
be beautiful soon, when you've aged a bit and can afford to get out of those bayou rags.”

"Thet'll never happen, Madame," Blanche said with bitterness, "My family'swhite trash, dwayswill be."

"La. That'syour family, 'titefille, that's not you. No, you, | think"—she ran her hand through Blanche's
hair—"are quite different. Y ou're here, yes? And not even scared anymore.”

Blanche amiled. It wastrue.

Marielooked at Blanche for aminute, then gathered the cards and put them aside. In animpulsve
movement, she grasped Blanche's hand. Marie's eyes closed asthe feding hit her degp in her solar
plexus, arush of orgasmic energy that dways herdded the power . She took a deep breath and felt the



energy race through her, like exploding starsin her veins.
"What isit you redly want, Blanche? Isit love? Or isthe power that being the wife of arich man brings?’
Blanche stared at her, confounded. When she decided to speak, however, her voice wasfirm.

"I know it'susdlessto lieto you, Madame, even more uselessto lieto mysdlf. Yes, it'sthe power, it'sthe
money, but more than that. | want arespectablelife. | may be dirt poor now, | may have to beg from
people | hate and who are no better than me but for the fine clothes around their well-fed bodies and the
money in their pockets. But my children will be born rich. They'll have loving parentsinstead of brutes
who hate them and beat them. Do | love Stephen Marley? What do | know about love, Madame? When
would | have ever seenit, felt it, been able to giveit to anyone who wanted it? When would | have been
treasured, protected? | want you to make him love me, Madame; | want you to make me love him, so
that I'll know whet it fedslike."

Still holding her hand, Marie looked into Blanche's eyesfor along time. "Forget the charm,” Marie said,
"forget the man. Y ou don't need to marry power, you can have it on your own. Don't you know the gifts
you have, 'tite fille, haven't you ever felt the power insde you?'

Blanche fdt the energy move, szzling from Marie's hand into her own, two hot lines of lightning radiating
inthe dark. She had fdt it before, having no nameto puit to it, but never as overwhelmingly asthis.

Mari€'s eyes were dazzling. Blanche felt enchanted, held captive in the depths there. When Marie spoke
inthat dark, flowing voice, shefdt borne upon it like adrifting boat on the river, directionless, anchored
only to the sound.

"Stay with me awhile, Blanche, grow wisein the Voodoo ways. Y ou have the power, | can fed it, il
unformed and wild. Learn everything | can teach you and you'l blast the saintswith your megic!”

Blanche felt something in her move and expand, pushing outward against her bones asif wanting to burst
into athousand brilliant sparks. Her whole body vibrated with the energy as she clung to Marie's hand.

"Loveisn't for women like us," Marie whispered. "L ove passes swiftly, but before it goesit dragsa
woman down, saps her strength. She gives everything and gets nothing in return. Stephen Marley will
never satisfy awoman likeyou, ma fille; you are meant for better things. Only the power gives awoman
control over her destiny. It never changes, never dies, isawaysfaithful. Y our followerswill be your
children, they will give you the love you need, asthey have given meand | have returned to them. Stay
with me, Blanche, and choose another life."

The magica cards had falen to the floor. The colors seemed brighter now, the images alive and moving.
Blanche saw her card, the Hanged Man, lying faceup, but acrossit lay another alightning-struck tower,
destroyed and transformed.

She reached down to touch it, and gasped as the power flooded through her, raw, vita, waiting to be
shaped, power so strong that it blinded her.

But Blanche was not to be blinded to her purpose. "I'll haveit, Madame," she gasped softly. "Everything.
Stephen Marley, hismoney, his children, hisworld. And I'll have my own aswell.”

She could see only lightsin the blackness, but she heard Marie's laughter coil around her like soft, silk
rope.

When their daughter didn't come homethat night, the Pitres were more curious than worried, and then



not much of that. They had produced eight children through momentary, drunken rutting, and were
careless of them except as occasiona providers. The girl was sixteen, after dl, with the body of a
woman. She was probably with some man, learning what could eventudly turn into atrade, if shewas
[mart.

After aweek, they bedtirred themselvesto cdl the police. And when time passed and their daughter did
turn up again, walking the streets of the French Quarter and the banks of Bayou St. John, they were too
terrified of her even to speak to her.

It wasjust aswdll. If Blanche was anyone's daughter now, shewas Marie Laveau's.

Chapter Sixteen

New Orleans, 1884

The steamship Hyperion, the flagship of the Marley Steamship Lines, wasfindly homein New Orleans.
She moved through the crowded Mississippi lanes making her way to her berth, passing the other
steamers and the occasiona pleasure boats with the easy grace of a beautiful woman on her own terrain.

Her captain, Stephen Marley, looked over the wharvesto the city, feding the same satisfied excitement
he dways felt when he came home. He could see the longshoremen ready to swarm al over the
Hyperion the minute shetied up, and the crowds of visitors waiting for the passengersto disembark.

The cries of the street vendors rose up to the wheelhouse and distracted Stephen. Tall black women,
wearing skirts and headdresses asrichly colored asthe fruits and berries they sold, chanted their songs,
old ladies st up little charcod ovenswhere they fried hot rice cakes, dl thewhile singing " Calas! Tout
chauds, tout chauds!" The Snowball Man sold ice shaved fine asthe first snowfall, ddlicately flavored
with thick cream syrups. Each vendor had his own digtinctive cry, his own gtitch in the tapestry that made
up New Orleans.

"Damn, | love coming home," Stephen told hisfirst mate. "Arigtide, find me awoman who makes mefed
the way this city doesand I'll be married in aweek. Don't you know any fine Cgjun girls back home on
Bayou Teche who want asteady husband?'

"Y ou better hold off on that, yes," Aristide advised. "A wife, five or Sx bébés, and you gotta dow down
your way of living. Besides, al the ladies seem to like you well enough.”

Stephen made a scornful, dismissive noise. "Married women looking for athrill and waterfront whores
looking for aprofit. I'm thirty years old. | should have had ason by now and a couple of daughtersto
make me happy.”

"Y ou doing fine: six shipsin four years, master of your own line. What for you got to complain, en?'

Stephen sighed. "I don't know, Aristide. Sometimes I'm not sure whether I'm better off now than before.
When | was poor, al my problems could be solved by getting rich. Now I'm rich and I've got the kind of
problems money can't solve."

Arigtide put a hand on Stephen's shoulder. " Cher ami, I'm gonnado you one big favor. Y ou come home
with me, you can marry my cousine Naomie. Nobody on the bayou cook jambalaya as good as



Naomie. She gots a bad temper, she weigh three hundred pounds, and we can't keep shoes on that girl,
but she sure could keep you at home, yes! Y ou try dippin’ out, Naomie she grab you and wrap hersdlf
around you 'til you don't want to go noplace except to bed."

Stephen stared at Aristide for aminute, perplexed.
"Does she usered andouille sausage in the jamba aya?!

At that point, things got very busy in the wheelhouse and there was no moretimefor talk.

Stephen felt held been given amarvel ous chance when hefirst came to New Orleans. Hed shed hisold
lifelike apainful skin and started growing anew, stronger one. When he got to know the city, he realized
that it was where he wanted to settle. It had a smooth sheen of gentility that pleased him, and away of
life that seduced anyone who stayed for long. There was always something in New Orleansthat reached
out to newcomers, that made them feel comfortable and welcome, part of the ongoing history of the
place. When Stephen fdlt it, he knew he belonged here.

The city had energy. It was a place where men like Stephen could still make money by hard work and
will.

He wanted to build more than afortune: he wanted to found agreet family. When he left England he had
given up theties of blood and position that rooted him so firmly in British soil. HEd hated to leave, but he
couldn't stay. Hisfather had fallen hard from grace, losing his property in along, alcoholic decline. His
mother died never having cometo termswith that failure. All that wasleft for him therewas alife of
gented poverty among distant, dightly condescending relatives. No matter how hard he worked or how
much money he made, he would be righting the disgrace forever, the family watching smugly for the least
dip that would indicate that his father's weakness had carried into another generation. Better to cut those
sad connections and let the pain hedl with time. He couldn't regain what he had lost, but in Americahe
could start again on hisown terms.

He was fourteen when he hired out on a British company ship running the American routes, sixteen when
he landed in New Orleans and decided that this was the place he would become arich man.

New Orleanswas good for him financidly. Socialy, it took more time. Eventudly, the old Creole society
opened its doors for him—cautioudy, to be sure—but Stephen was dways aman who knew how to use
the dightest opening to his advantage.

Money done wouldn't have bought him a place among the gently bred Creoles; it waswhat he did with it
that helped him dong. He usad his growing fortune and influence wisdly, contributing to local charitiesand
civic projects. It was Marley money that repaired the crumbling walls around St. Louis Cemetery, and his
money that planted the glorious rainbow of flowersin the Place dArmes.

He had given the money discreetly and anonymoudy, through hislawyer, which spokewell for his
breeding. The people who mattered knew about the contributions within the week, and they lost no time
checking his credentia swith English friends. The family wasimpoverished, but one of the very best, and
Stephen had been raised and educated with certain standards. He was a gentleman, which counted
heavily for him in the South. That he had been poor was no disgrace: money and breeding were two
completely different things, and thefirst could never buy the second. Breeding was dl that mattered.

Stephen might have been alittle wild, drinking too often in waterfront taverns and carousing with the
wrong kind of women, but he was young. Orleanians didn't trust an unmarried gentleman who wastoo
circumspect. Theimportant thing was that he never got into any long-range trouble.



People watched carefully when Stephen finaly cameto cal on one of theloca daughters, Miss Cyrie
Devaux. Gossip said that he had not formally spoken to her father, but that it was only amatter of time.
Stephen and Miss Devaux seemed to be agood match. They had afirm friendship that was agood basis
for marriage.

Cyriewould have taken him just as he was. That was the Creole way: good blood meant more than
money, and a place could always be found in the family businessfor a son-in-law. But it had mattered
deeply to Stephen that he bring awife the meansto provide her with everything hisfather couldn't
providefor hismother.

It was that obsession that kept Stephen away from New Orleans on longer and more frequent voyages,
hisambition burning so hot that it finaly beet Cyrie back. By the time Stephen had what he wanted, he
had lost Cyrie. Her father, furious at the many delays, refused to have Cyrie wait any longer for aman
who hadn't made any binding promises.

Stephen’'sfondest dream, of family and warmth, seemed to be the only thing out of his control.

The Hyperion was safely berthed and Stephen and Aristide walked dowly toward the Marley Lines
offices, dill talking about life, love, theriver, and the sterling qudities of big, beautiful cousine Naomie.

"All these years a seaand on theriver," Stephen said. "No family, no prospects of marriage. | never had
thetime. Theriver'sal I've got and now I'm going to haveto giveit up.”

That stopped Arigtide cold. "Giveit up?' he asked, astonished. "Give up theriver? For to do what, ami ?
| can't seeyou doing anything ese."

"Bookkeeping. That'swhat it comes down to: accounts. I'm having those new ships built so we can
expand into the Jamaica, Havana, and New Y ork routes. Maybe into Europe. Thelines are getting big,
Arigtide. It meansalot of work behind adesk now."

Arigtide shook hishead. "For me, | couldn't do it. My wholelife | been on theriver, know her like my
own wife, yes. It'sahard thing you doing."

Stephen didn't need Arigtide to tell him that. “Oh, cheer up, Aristidel" he said. "My misfortuneis your
good luck. As of right now I'm promoting you. Y ou'll be captain of the Hyperion. Congratulations.”

"Oh, yeah?' Arigtide said, ddlighted. "Now, that isgood news. | aways said the Hyperion, shethefinest
riverboat on the Missssppi.”

Stephen glanced back at his beauty shining in the water. Three hundred feet long, she was, pure white
with towering red smokestacks, her upper decks dripping gingerbread. Her mahogany-and-gilt salon
illuminated by ahundred stained-glass transom windows made her one of the most luxurious of the
floating palaces. Shewas hisfirst and best beloved, and he never remembered the sacrifices he had made
to buy her, only the pure pleasure he got when he looked at his own name painted on her Sides.

"Jud... just take care of her, Arigtide. She'smy firstborn." He gave a short, embarrassed laugh. "With the
way thingsare going, my shipsare probably the only offspring I'll ever have.”

Stephen turned to look one more time at the Hyperion, so magnificent under the southern sun. He felt
something within him change, and thought sadly that whatever life held for him now, it would never be as

excting agan.



They entered Stephen's office by a private side door from the street. Stephen had had that door cut so
that he could come right from the docks and enjoy afew minutes of sllence and aquiet drink of whiskey
before the business closed in around him.

"A toadt," hetold Aristide, setting out acrystal decanter and a pair of glasses. "To the new captain of the
Hyperion."

But Aristide was digtracted. He was peeking out the tiny window in the door to the outer offices.
"Ooo-wee! | think you got business you want to take care of, yes," he said.
Stephen put down the decanter and took alook. "Sweet Jesus!" he breathed.

Shewas the most beautiful woman held ever seen, Sitting in the office's ugly wooden chairswith the grace
of aqueen on ajeweed throne. She was dl lavender and silk and clouds of lace, with alush figure that
made him want to rip the slk with both hands. Her silvery blond hair seemed to shinewith itsown light,
caught up in intricate curlsthat only made it more lucent. All of a sudden, Stephen fdlt his handsitch to
pull out dl the hairpinsand let it fall.

Hed never had such a sudden, erotic attraction to awoman before.
"Hoo, boy!" Aristide whispered, "I think cousine Naomie gonna have arun for her money, yes."
"Do you know her?' Stephen asked, histhroat dry.

Arigtide squinted alittle at the window. " Shelook familiar. | think | do know her from someplace, but it's
the funniest thing..." He shook his head. "I think | remember her from someplace bad. | can't remember
where"

Stephen was impatient. " Someplace bad? Aristide, look at her. She'sno whore! She's obvioudy alady.”
"No, not that kind of place. Someplace..." He made alittle sound of frustration. " Someplace scary.”

"Y ou must have been drunk &t thetime.”

Arigtide shrugged. That was dways apossbility.

"It1l come back to me," hesaid, "but | think thisis a dangerous woman, ami."

"Any woman that beautiful is dangerous, my friend. The thing to do now is not to keep her waiting, so if
you'll excuse me..." He gestured toward the side door.

"I'm not fooling you," Aristide said serioudly, "1 think that woman meanstrouble. Y ou watch yoursdif,
yes”

Her voice ingtantly seduced him. It was aslight and liquid as champagne, the sound of ayoung goddess.

"I've come on some distasteful business,” she said. "The Marley Lines delivered a shipment to me last
week and it arrived badly damaged. | wonder if we might reach some sort of agreement asto what
should be done?"

There was something about her eyes, Stephen was thinking. It wasn't the color, athough the green was
vivid and hypnotic, but it was something else. The way shelooked at him spooked him: an intense look,
asif shewerewaiting for some response. Beautiful, yes, shewas, but an uncomfortable kind of beauty.
Stephen was reminded of amarvel ous serpent he saw once. It was the same color as her eyes, aglowing



brilliant green, amost phosphorescent. It wastiny, only the size of apencil, and graceful beyond belief.
Stephen had watched it twining its Sinuous length aong asmall branch, unable to look away. It wasa
green mamba, the most poisonous snake in the world. The death it brought was instantaneous.

He shook hishead dightly. Absurd that such alovely woman should provoke that memory. Better that he
should concentrate on business just now.

"W, there's no agreement to be reached,” he said. "If the shipment was damaged, of coursethe
company will replace the objects or compensate you for the value. We've made our reputation on that

point.”

"That's very civilized of you, Captain Marley," shesaid. "Y ou'll send someone to apprai se the damage,
then? 1 have the shipping recei pts with the name and addressright here.”

Damn! Stephen thought. Why is she looking & me that way? Or am | imagining it?

"WEelIl send someonein the morning,” hetold her, reaching out to take the papers. "' The gentleman who
takes care of the gppraisalsis..."”

And then she did something exceedingly strange. Her hand, soft insdeits silky glove, lightly stroked his
forehead.

He was overcome with awild perfume, an exotic scent unfamiliar to him, arousing and spdllbinding. It
floated from her hand, assaulting him with sweet madness.

He could fed the cool, scented glove againgt the sudden fever of his skin. His mind filled with images that
expanded into thoughts that aroused and confused him. It seemed that he was|ooking at her through a
curtain of scented smoke. The silk that he had wanted to tear from her body was indeed gone, and she
stood there naked, her ddlicate hair tumbling over bare breasts, her arms reaching out to him, asif she
were adelicious offering to alascivious god. Or—he grew more confused—was he to be the sacrifice?
In hisdream, he pushed her on her back against lace pillows, pinning her arms outstretched at her Sides
while he fed himsdf on the honeyed milk of her breadts.

Stephen fdlt asif hismuscleswere too light to move his body. He was dightly amazed to find that he had
the strength to pull her hand down and press hislipsinto her pam.

She pulled her hand away and the images vanished. Even the memory of them vanished, buried deep in
hismind.

Shesmiled.

Stephen gave alittle start. Hed lost histrain of thought for amoment. He hoped it wasn't obvious.

"... Mr. Elson," Stephen continued, "hell give usafull appraisa of the damage and welll take care of it."
She gathered her things. "Y ou've been very kind, Captain. | hope well meet again.”

"I'm certain we will, maam," he said, opening the office door for her.

She left, and Stephen immersed himsdlf in his account books.

All that week, Stephen was | eft with avague fedling that there was something he should have
remembered, something important, but for thelife of him he couldn't think of whet it was. Thislost



memory bothered him, off and on, even through Sunday Mass. One moment he was itting in the
cathedra ligtening to the priest, and the next minute his mind was completely blank. It annoyed him: he
wasn't the kind of man to forget things.

The Mass was ended and parishioners started streaming out into the Sunday sunshine.
"Father Sedona," Stephen said, reaching out to shake the priest's hand, "another fine sermon.”

"Ahal Stephen Marley!" The old priest gave him astern look. "Y ou can't get around me that eadlly. |
haven't noticed you in confession for two months or more.”

"Father, I've been too busy to sin," Stephen answered, laughing. He turned his head, distracted, and was
pleased to see hisbeautiful visitor of the other morning, smiling a him from the park.

The old man followed Stephen's ook toward Jackson Square and his smile faded as he saw who waited
there.

"Excuse me, Father," Stephen said, "I seeafriend.”
Father Sedona did not release Stephen's hand. "Do you know that woman?”

"Wdll..." Stephen wasalittle confused at the priest's serious tone. " She's actualy a customer of the
Marley Lines. We met in my office. Why? Do you know anything about her? I'm afraid | only know her
name.

"Blanche Pitre," the priest said, asif it were an obscenity. " Stephen, believe me, she's not for you. She..."
He stopped as Blanche walked up to them, turning a dazzling smile on Stephen.

"Captain Marley, how pleasant to see you," she said, holding out her hand to be taken. "And Father
Sedona. Y ou know exactly how pleased | am to see you."

Sedonalooked asif he were struggling for histemper.
"I was just about to take awak adong the levee, Captain,” Blanche said, "Would you care to join me?"

"My plessure," Stephen said. He said good-bye to Father Sedonaand offered hisarm to Blanche. Ashe
glanced back, he saw the priest glaring after them.

"Well, that was odd," he said to Blanche.
"What?'
"Y ou and Father Sedona. Don't you two get dong? | thought everyonein New Orleans loved him."

"We have adight difference of religious opinion,” shesaid, "and I'm afraid he takesit more serioudy than
| do."

The levee was crowded with Sunday-afternoon strollers. Mogt of the fashionable people of New Orleans
came here on Sundaysto see, be seen, gossip, and observe. Very few came for the spectacular
panoramaof the Mississppi River glittering under the sun, the white ships sitting in the water like
debutantes awaiting cdlers. Stephen noticed with alittle pride that quite afew heads turned as he and

Blanche passed.
"But what about you?' she said to him. "I'm rather surprised you're aCathalic. | thought al Englishmen



were Church of England.”

"The Marleys have dways been obstinate Catholics, al the way back. Infact, several Marleysrefused to
sgn the Act of Succession when Henry the Eighth wanted to make Anne Boleyn queen. Weretained the
faith, but we certainly lost dmost everything ese, including quite afew members of the family. Wewere
S0 stubborn that even the Marleys who were only margindly religious suddenly became more Cathalic
than the Pope." He considered it. "Actudly, I'm not dl that religious, but I'm as hardheaded asthe rest of

my family.”
She laughed, then hated. "Oh, isthat one of your ships, Captain?’ she asked.

They had stopped in front of the Hyperion. The next four ships berthed there dl bore the Marley insignia
on the stacks.

"Indeed it is" he said, inordinately proud of the ships gleaming in the water. "Would you liketo go
aboard?'

"Vey much."

Asthey ascended the gangplank, two elderly Creole ladies watched them go. Stephen never noticed the
ladies agitation as they whispered and crossed themselves, murmuring soft prayersfor Stephen's
protection.

It didn't matter. If Blanche Pitre wanted him, the ladies concluded sadly, al the prayer in the world
couldn't save him.

The storm that night should have |ulled Stephen to deep. The sounds of wind and thunder, the strange
light, the cool ar charged with rain and lightning had aways soothed him.

Helay cottoned in slence, desperately wanting to deep. His body felt drugged with exhaustion, but his
mind was distracted by thoughts of Blanche's beauty, torturing him with images of how she would look
naked and tangled in the rough linen of hisbed.

He had finaly reached that fine point between waking and deeping, when nothing is provable asred,
when he opened his eyes and saw her standing beside the bed.

He was sure he had imagined her until she put her hand on his head, her perfume bringing the same spin
of erotic imagesthat he had fdt in the office. And then it seemed perfectly logical that she should be
there. He closed hiseyes and let her dark scent lull him, asweet amber tinted with some smokier scent
that aroused him. He didn't even have to look to know that he had never had an erection like the one he
had now. It was exciting, but it was... strange. He knew he was awake, but it was like faling into one of
those feverish deegps where dreams come and go, fading in and out of redlity.

Her hand trailed down from hisface, acool firethat tingled dowly over histhroat and chest until she
found the heart of him.

Hetried to touch her, but that drugged, heavy feding held him. In some of his dreams he had moved like
this, trying to run and maddeningly dowed by an implacable force that wouldn't let him escape.

She kissed him, and he couldn't tell which of them was drawing breath in any one moment. He became
certain that if one of them stopped breathing, both would die.

He had abrief moment of clarity, aflash on an ancient horror: the succubus, an egant demon who could



drain aman's soul through adiabolica parody of love.

But as her body covered him with hest, it wasnoillusion: it wasred. For thefirst timein hislife, helay
passive while awoman made love to him, doing everything he had dreamed but had never dreamed to
ask. With no need to reciprocate, he was freeto fully taste every sensation, every nuance; hiswhole
body was dive to what she was doing. He was distantly aware that he would never be able to make love
again without remembering this, that everything would pde besdeit. He didn't care. Thiswasdl there
wasin theworld: her hands moving on his body, her mouth, her thighslocking him insde her, the tips of
her breasts leaving tracks of fire wherever they touched him.

His back arched as he erupted and screamed, his breath bursting from his chest into her parted lips. He
could fed her warm with it, drinking it asif it werewine. And still she would not stop. She moved and he
screamed again, the sengitivity too much to bear and too wonderful to let go.

When it was over he couldn't open his eyes; he couldn't move. Hefdt that there was atiny, glowing point
of lifeleftin him and if he didn't keep perfectly ill, it would go out.

Hefdt her lipsclose by hisear.

"You'll cometo me," she said. Her voice became dower, softer, and hypnoticaly soothing. ™Y oull find
what you need in my house. Thereés afireto warm you, to calm you, to ease you. Y ou'll be wrapped in
lovely dreamsthat will unfold around you aslong as you like. Come to me, Stephen. Y ou must say yes."

How wonderful, he was thinking, how pleasant to be taken care of, to make no decisions, to have no
respongbilities Togiveit al up.

"Say yes, Stephen,” sheinggted. "Of your own free will, say yes."

Hefdt himsdf gir again, felt the breath deep in his chest. And fet something driven to the back of his
mind, some faint note of protest, of warning, drowning in the overpowering heat of the moment.

"Yes" hesad.

"So. Now he'syours. Did he remember who you were?' Marie Laveau asked Blanche.
"Not at dl. Why would he have remembered alovesick kitchen maid from four years ago?”

"Bien. It'sfor the best. Y ou can start fresh, if that'swhat you really want. But it'samistake, 'titefille.
Y ou don't love him, you know. Y ou're just clinging to an emotion remembered.”

"Four years, ma mere, I've done everything you wanted. I've studied hard for you, learned everything
you wanted to teach me. But now | want him, just as| did when | first cameto you."

Marie shook her head. "It will suffocate you, this society he livesin. Too many restrictions, too many
'shoulds and ‘'mustn’ts." Y ou were never meant to be there among women who fill their idle liveswith
nonsense. One with your power can't livein two worlds. But have him, 'tite fille. Until thispassion
passes—and it will pass, | assure you—just don't forget who you are and what your destiny is. You
have larger obligationsto your people.”

"Il never forget, ma mire."

Marie sighed and rested her cloud of graying hair againgt the chair, the evening light casting her faceinto
shadow. "Despite what they say about me, | can't live forever." She reached out to touch Blanche's hand.



"But you, 'tite fille, that may be an entirdy different story.”

Chapter Seventeen

The French Quarter was a its most bewitching in the early evenings, Stephen thought, when the windows
glowed warm yellow and the night sky wasfiltered through violet-colored glass.

He had aways taken these evening walks, as much to clear hismind asfor the exercise. Therewas so
much to distract him. Street musicians played while little children danced for coins. Magicians pulled silk
handkerchiefs and paper flowers out of the river-scented air. Pretty young girlstried to sell him things he
couldn't possibly use.

The shop windows stopped him, windows filled with things that gleamed in the jeweled light. Every time
he tried to move on, something else would catch his attention: the glimmer of cut crystal, the patinaof old
wood, the fine sheen of gold. Delicate china baskets were put out for sale, and venerable silver plate. He
couldn't just pass by. Something in the color or something in the detail pulled him back for a closer 1ook.
Once he saw aretired cavary sword. It was probably hisimagination, but as he peered at the etched
blade he thought he saw traces of dried blood. Ironic that the blood should be there even if the body had
been dust for years.

Stephen aways wondered where these things came from, who had let them go, and why. There was an
air of sadness about them, of sacrifice, of families ruined by war and never recovered. Still, he had been
dazzled by the shop displays and, unable to resst, had bought them.

Once he had been mesmerized by acrystal chanddier hanging splendidly in awindow on Royd Strest. It
was amasterpiece of workmanship, each drop precisely cut to enhance the light and emphasize the
clarity of the crystdl. He marveled over it for three days asit hung in the window, then he bought it.

But when he got the thing home he realized it had been amistake. It wastoo aristocratic for his house. It
had been madefor Versallles, not for him, and when he touched one of the dmost-invisble prisms, it was
like touching water. There was no solid substanceto it; it was only something beautiful. It wasn't even
useful; thelight it gave wastoo glaring for the room. When the air stirred the prisms, they tinkled like
secret, distant laughter.

He had wanted to possessit, and all he could do waslook at it.
The shop windows till attracted him, but he was learning to be more practical.

He sat on an iron bench in Jackson Square and | et the sights and sounds of the city distract him. He knew
that he was trying to delay going home and tried to think for the hundredth time why.

The square was emptying fast now. People were rushing to get home to their families and dinner tables,
to be part of the warmth behind those yellow windows. In afew minutes he was done, ill ableto hear
soft movement as the entertainers packed up for the night, asthe last of the faithful trailed out of Vespers
at the cathedrd.

He closed his eyes and tried to remember Blanche on thefirst night they were together. He could
remember passion, but no tenderness. A vague fegling of having been used, afedling that was bleeding
dowly into hismind these days, came over him again.



What was he doing with her? The doubts, he noticed, only came when he was not with her; when they
were together it wasin amolten rush of heat that burned al reason away. But even then, even under the
inggtent ingtincts of desire, there wasthat dark edge, that cregping certainty that what they were doing
was wrong—or, &t least, what he was doing was wrong.

They had nothing in common; they didn't even talk. He was becoming aware that even Blanche was
beginning to sense some emptiness there, something that didn't fulfill her. It was asif they were il
together only because they were trying to burn themselves out, to drown apassion that never should have
been born. There was a desperation about their coupling; it was so violent and so intense that it could
blind them to the shalowness of it.

Hewas aware that, for al her worldliness, Blanche was il very young and couldn't be expected to
understand her own feglings. He, on the other hand, should have known better. He had allowed her into
his bed when he knew it wasn't right. True, Blanche wasliving in her own house as abow to convention,
but she waswith him on . Charles Avenue amost every night.

Aslong as he could berate himsdlf for hisirresponshility, he needn't acknowledge histrue thoughts. In
the back of hismind there lived the sure and certain knowledge of what he would never admit to himsdf:
that there was something about Blanche—and he had no ideawhat it was—that terrified him.

But for the moment, until the madness passed, he was hel plessto leave her. He had thought about it,
made up his mind to end it, had even prepared a speech to her, but he couldn't do it. Every time he
began, it ended with Blanche's body twined around him, her heat capturing him just like thefirst time, and
res stance was useless.

He sighed, leaned back against the bench, and looked hopelesdy up at the sky.
"Stephen?

The voice was s0 unexpected in the quiet square that he jumped.

"Cyriel" hesad, risng to hisfeet. "How good to seeyou."

"I thought it wasyou! | wasjust coming out of the cathedral and saw you; | wasn't sure at first, but then
| remembered how you used to love coming herejust at twilight, so"—she smiled—"I thought I'd say
hdlo.

"Thisisthe part of New Orleansthat dways stuck in my mind when | was away. It's strange; you can
know every corner of acity, but theré's aways one part of it that seems more like home than any other.

It callsyou back every time." He gestured to the bench. "Can you sit afew minutes, or do you haveto be
someplace?’

Shelooked uncertain.
"Please" hesad, "not for very long.”
She sat down. "Y ou don't sound very happy, Stephen.”

Heran hishand through his hair hopelesdy. "It isn't that I'm unhappy, exactly, it's..." Hethought about it.
"I don't know what itis," he said in exasperation.

"Just start talking," she said, "and perhaps you can sort it out. I'll smply listen.”

He didn't know where to begin. He couldn't tell her about Blanche, athough she undoubtedly knew.



Everyonein New Orleans knew everyone else's business. Especialy when it came to ascandd, and he
wasfairly certain that his affair with Blanche was indeed scandal.

"Cyrie, are you sorry that we didn't get married?”’

She hegitated, but recovered her composure. "l don't think marriage would have been good between us.
| wanted to settle down and you wanted theriver. Y ou wanted someone to come home to and | wanted
someone to be there. We were at cross purposes.”

"I think I've changed. The prospect of awife, ahome, being surrounded by children and people who love
you; itsamogt irresistible.”

"I don't know what to tell you, Stephen. The only answer | haveis something that isn't my business.”
"Cyrie. Please. Say what you like."

She sighed and thought for afew minutes, asif she were gathering her convictions. When she did speak,
it was with the voice of plain honesty.

"If ahome and family are what you want, Stephen, do what you've dways done: go after them inthe
most direct way possible. I've never known you to be indecisive before. But it seemsthat your problem
iseasly solved. Marry Blanche Pitre. And if for some reason you can't..." Shetook adeep breath. "Get
rid of her and start over.”

Odd, he thought. She was perfectly cam, and he was the one blushing.

"Although,” she said, dmost to hersdf, "I never imagined you to be interested in that sort of thing. Y ou
aways seemed so sensible”

Thismydtified him. "That sort of thing?'

"Voodoo. You just didn't strike me as the kind of man who would believeinit.”

"Cyrie, what are you talking about?'

Thistime, she blushed. ™Y ou mean you don't..." Shelooked away, flustered. "Oh, no. Stephen, redlly,
thisisn't any of my busness.”

"No, tell me." She had aready risen haf off the bench. He grabbed both her hands and pulled her back
down. "What on God's green earth does Voodoo have to do with me?”

She dtill looked uncomfortable. "W, that'sjust it. | don't know, now. | thought you knew about
Blanche. Stephen... everyone knowswho sheis! Y ou can't tell me you haven't heard.”

"But you're going to tell me now. Cyrig, I'd liketo think we're ftill friends. If you have any regard for

"Y ou know what gossip's likein thistown. Last month | ran into some ladies a the market. Of course
they made a point of talking about Blanche, not to me of course, but making sure that | waswell within
earshot. Usudly it'sjust maicious.” She stopped and Stephen felt aquick stab of pain. How long had
Cyrie been living with the stigma of having been |eft dmogt a the dtar, only to have hisaffair with
Blanche become the stiletto with which jeal ous, petty women could prick her? He had never even
considered it.

"But thiswas different,” she continued. "They sounded frightened. Some of them, it seemed, had attended



the VVoodoo dances at Congo Square. And they saw Blanche there."

Stephen laughed. "Isthat al? 1 don't gpprove of it, but it ssemsto be aharmlessthrill for ladies these
days, watching the VVoodoos. Blanche isyoung and curious, | suppose.”

"She wasn't watching, Stephen. She wasleading the rites. When Marie Laveau died afew months ago,
sheleft Blanche as her successor. And Blanche wasn't content to leave the V oodoo worship asit was,
much as| disapprove, Voodoo is ill ardigion and doesn't hurt anyone. But Blanche, they say, wasn't
satisfied with that. She wanted more power than the VVoodoo gods could give her. No one knows what
shedid or how shedid it, but black magic and devil worship began to seep into the regular rites. There
weretaes of awful orgies and drunken frenzies, perhaps even human sacrifice to evil spiritsthat had
nothing to do with Voodoo. It got so bad that the old VV oodoos, the oneswho followed Marie Laveay,
dropped out. They wereterrified. And the new people who followed Blanche were another breed
entirdly.

"People have been ruined after they crossed her, some have died. All the blacks and half the whitesin
town are scared to death of her. They call her la Reine Blanche, the White Queen. The dances at Congo
Square are only for tourists. Thered rites, they say, are at Bayou St. John and at Marie Laveau'sold
house on St. Ann. No one knows what they involve, at least no onewho isn't one of theinitiated.”

Stephen sat, stunned. Findly he said, "How long isthis supposed to have been going on?
"I'm not sure, Four months. Five."

About the time Blanche had first come to his bed.

He couldn't say any more. Hismind wasracing.

"Stephen,” Cyrie sad, "gossp thrives on itsalf. But enough people are talking about Blanche that there
could be sometruth init, so for your own protection, you had better find out how much.”

He dill sat there, thinking furioudy. Devil worship. Black magic. He knew very little of thesethings, but
he was beginning to know their power. Just because he didn't believe, didn't mean that it didn't work.

"I haveto be getting home," Cyrie said, getting to her feet, "I'm sorry, Stephen. | know that these things
are hard for you to hear, and perhaps they're only maicious gossp. Blanche is young, beautiful, and she
doesn't care what people think; that makes her atarget in thistown. | know you'll use your own judgment
inthis"

Something about the rustle of her skirts or the reluctance of her leaving, or perhapsjust the dmost
forgotten softnessin her manner stirred something in Stephen, something he desperately didn't want to
lose. Hewas so overcome with it that he rose and impulsively folded his arms around her. She seemed
surprised, but she didn't move away.

"I'm s0 sorry, Cyrie" he said bleakly.

"Y ou have nothing to be sorry for. Things happen the way they're supposed to happen, whether we like it
or not."

They stood like that for aafew minutes until Stephen, aware of her reputation if they were seen and even
more aware of hisown regrets, pulled away.

"l haveto go," Cyrie said, smoothing her skirt selfconscioudy.



They turned their backs, each dutifully going places they had no desireto be.

Chapter Eighteen

It was Carnivd time, and the city had abandoned itsdlf to the last, lustful pleasures before Lent. Already
the parades had started. Stephen sat on the veranda of his house watching the first of them progress
down &. Charles.

Crowds gathered aong the street, the children in front, and as each e aborate float passed, the children
would cry "Throw me something, mister!” The maskers costumes glittered in the torchlight as they tossed
Mardi Grastrinkets and strings of bright beads into the crowd. The cheap glass beads |ooked like red
jewelsasthey arched inthe air over thelights, and at Mardi Grasthey were aimost as precious. Children
screamed and scattered to catch as many asthey could.

Nothing iswhat it seems, Stephen thought, and even the Carniva mood couldn't cheer him.

Wasit true? Had Blanche trapped him with black magic? When she made love to him, she sometimes
seemed detached: he was just the machine that gave her pleasure or satisfaction or whatever it was she
needed. When it was over, shewould leave. Just like that. HEd watched her get out of the bed and walk
out of theroom asif he weren't there.

The memory of it made him wince. It wasn't love. It was a grotesque imitation. Sometimes, he knew, two
peoplewill come together smply to fed aconnection with another human being, eveniif just for the
moment. That wasn't love, ether, not by any measurement, but it was an honest emation. With Blanche,
he didn't believe it was even that. Not now. When they were first together, he had sensed a desperation
in Blanche. He thought at first that she was merely uncertain of him and trying to assure hersdf that he
was indeed in love with her. But he grew more aware that it wasn't his love she was trying to prove, but
her own, asif sheweretrying to discover something in herself that she must have, and that—at
last—wasn't there. In some way, Stephen felt that it wasless an absence of lovethan a failure of love.
Whatever Blanche thought she was going to gain, it hadn't been enough for her, or right for her.

And what about him?Why was he ill with her? Wasit that his lust detracted him from the loneliness and
disappointment of hislife? He had thought about ending the affair, and when he wasn't with her the
conviction that it was the right thing to do grew stronger. But when she dipped into his bed, her exotic
perfume wrapping him in asensuous dream state, he forgot al about his doubts. Indeed, he forgot
everything except the touch of her hands, the fed of her skin under hisfingers.

Black magic. She's bewitched you. He couldn't get the phrase out of hismind, whereit replayed over
and over until it grew into something monstrous.

He thought about her house, the large white clapboard cottage on St. Ann Street, which he had never
redlly seen. He vaguely remembered going there once, right after he met Blanche, but any real memory of
it was blocked from hismind. He couldn't recall asingle detail of theinterior, or of what passed there.

Odd that she had spent so much time in hishouse, but that he knew nothing of hers.

And that's when the idea.came to him. With much less shame than he expected to fedl, he decided to
blatantly spy on her. He had no ideawhat he was looking for, what he expected to find, or what he'd say
to her, but that didn't matter. The important thing wasto know.



Black magic. Wasit true?
She had told him not to expect her tonight, that she had another engagement.

Hetook only a moment to throw on his coat against the dightly chill night air, and started on foot toward
the French Quarter.

He went through a part of the quarter he hadn't visited in so long, past al the placeshed loved asa
young sailor. Green, gold, and purple, the Mardi Gras colors, were everywhere: on banners and bright
ribbons hanging from ba conies, on flags, on streamers and confetti in shop windows, dripping in glass
beads from the hands of ddlighted maskers. Boisterous streets rang with bawdy music and voluptuous
laughter, gradually fading to darker streets whose life was muffled behind silent doors. He turned onto St
Ann Street and walked until he had reached the farthest part, almost to Rampart.

He recognized the house immediately. It stood, like dl French Quarter houses, flush to the sidewalk, its
front windows secretly shuttered. Its courtyard was hidden by a high, weathered white board fence that
connected to the house on either sde and ran between Blanche's house and the houses of its neighbors.

Hetried the latch on anarrow door cut into the fence, half expecting it to be locked, but at hisdight
pressure, the door moved silently on oiled hinges.

The small plot of land was negtly cared for, tiny flower beds planted with strange flowers and odd herbs.
Stephen recogni zed two of them: deadly nightshade, distinctive because of its star-shaped purple flowers,
and aconite, called wolfshane, a plant so poisonous that its touch caused illness and degth.

Carefully making hisway around the plantings, Stephen heard low, excited voices seeping from apartialy
opened window. He crept up to the window and looked in, thanking God that his excdllent vantage point
was hidden by foliage. He could seein, but anyone looking out would have trouble seeing him.

He was looking into awide room, unfurnished except for a high wooden altar set up at one end. Strange
symbals, drawn in what looked like chalk, adorned the floor. The only light came from dozens of candles
placed dl around the floor and in eaborate candle holders set into the walls.

People began to flow into the room, filling it with color and movement. They were predominantly blacks,
dressed in flamboyant, fantastic creations of sk, velvet, sequins, and lacein brilliant colors, with gold
jewdry setting off the lush darkness of their skin. The few white people among them were moretimid in
dress and looked ingignificant beside the dramatic blacks. All of them wererestive, asif holding
themsdvesin an edgy reserve. Even so, they couldn't stland completely till, swaying amost
unconscioudy to aninternd rhythm.

Thiswastorture for Stephen. His cure for nervous energy was movement and action. All he could do
now was hide and keep till, and something told him that to do otherwise could mean hislife. Asthe
minutes passed, he dmost screamed for something to happen.

A muffled drumbeat made him jump out of his skin. Three begts, dow, momentous, definite, that acted
on the crowd like atrumpet fanfare. The people parted down two sides of the room, clearing apath from
the dtar to aplace at the other end of the room, which he couldn't see. He assumed there was a door
there.

The drums stopped, then began again, asowly majestic best, as awoman, cloaked and hooded in red
slk, strodeto the dtar. As she passed, the assembled people deferentially put out their handsto her to
be taken. As her tiny hand grasped theirs, they bowed over it, as a subject bows before a queen.



Shetook her place before the dtar, the cloak hiding her face. With one graceful wave of her hand, the
drumbests began again.

Thistime, the drums swept into awild cadence of primitive, amost forgotten rhythms. Even Stephen, the
unbdiever, crouching therein the night, felt the drums stirring something insde himsdlf, along-buried
primal ingtinct that wanted to swell to the surface.

Stephen closed his eyes and took a deep, caming breath.

A single scream from a dozen throats snapped his attention back to the room. An extraordinary man had
jumped into the midst of the VVoodoos. He was cod black, hisbody shining in the candldight asif it had
been polished. Thelength of brilliant red cloth he wore around his hips only made him look more naked.
He was atremendous man, over Sx feet, carrying his Size as gracefully asawild thing would, aforce of
nature and strength made in man'simage. He wore an immense feathered necklace interwoven with gold
beads and old bones, and when he walked the whole thing shimmered around his shoulders. The women
in the crowd murmured, "Basile... Prince Basile..." in soft, erotic tones, but he either didn't notice or in
his arrogance pretended not to.

At theingstence of the drums, Basile legped into awildly pagan dance, every muscle moving under his
shining flesh in hypnotic syncopation. It was a dance both sacred and secular, a celebration of the body
and its unimaginable ddights, unashamed and glorious.

He shivered and legped, setting the feathers and bones of his necklace flying about his head. Ashis
movements grew more abandoned, sweat polishing his skin to an incandescent light, the VVoodoos
moaned and moved to touch him as he came near them. Hefilled his mouth with liquor and sprayed it on
them like holy water, and they shook and fdll, writhing, to the floor. The whole room was dive with the
vital eectricity of theVoodoosin their rite of passage.

Badle shivered and circled around the woman in red silk; without touching her, he propelled her closer to
the altar, where abeautifully carved chest, pierced with elaborately carved holesin the shapes of fantastic
flowers, waited to be opened. She plunged both arms into the chest and lifted a monstrous snake, ahuge
thing that |ooked about six feet long. She cooed to it, permitting it to wind itself dowly around her asshe
closed her eyesin rapture, woman and serpent moving in grace together.

Stephen had heard of this part of the VVoodoo rites from his servants, most of whom were VVoodoos. The
snake was the incarnation of the VVoodoo God, the channel by which the VVoodoo priestess was brought
closer to the spirit world so asto better guide her people. So far, Stephen thought, he hadn't seen
anything dl that frightening or dangerous. only agroup of the devout practicing their rdigion. True, he
didn't know alot about V oodoo, but none of thislooked harmful or evil, and if Blanchewasin the
crowd, he hadn't seen her. The tales about perverting the true rites with devil-worshiping orgies and
black magic were just that: talestold to frighten and excite repressed society women.

He gtarted to dip away, feding more foolish than he had fdtin along time.
And then everything changed.

The drums stopped. The people fell silent. When Stephen looked back into the room, the snake was
gone, presumably back to its box to deep undisturbed, and Prince Basile was out of Stephen's line of
Sgnt.

A young man, covered from neck to anklesin along white cloak, was being led into the room by two
women. From the duggish way he walked, supported between the women, Stephen could tell that he
was drugged. The women led him to the dtar and pushed him gently back on it, drawing the cloak back



from hisbody. Itswhite wings spread over the sides of the dtar.
"Do you do this of your own accord?' the priestessin red asked him.
He nodded, and said dowly, "Yes."

The woman opened her own cloak to show her naked body underneath. When she did, Stephen drew in
his bresth. There was no mistaking that look, those lush curves. It was Blanche. When she pushed aside
the concedling hood, her silvery blond hair tumbled over her shoulders.

She was helped onto the dtar by the two women, where she straddled the naked, supine form of the
young man, holding hersdlf poised just above him. Drugged or not, the man had an enormous erection.

Stephen was too shocked to move. Thiswas definitely not part of the real Voodoo rites. So everything
that gossip said was becoming true: Blanche was |eading the V oodoos, and she had polluted the ancient
religious riteswith blagphemy.

Ashewatched, Blanche lowered hersalf dowly on the man's erection, throwing back her head in
pleasure as she wrapped hersdf around him. She pinned him there with her body, moving in araw,
primitive rhythm that she had never used with Stephen even in her most abandoned moments. She
rocked back and forth, she tossed her head, eyes closed, as her hair swept around her shoulders, across
her gently swaying breasts.

The man made no move to touch her, asif he were forbidden. Instead, his hands grasped convulsively at
his cloak beneath him, his knuckles becoming as white asthe fabric.

The VVoodoos moaned, swaying to the rhythm set by Blanche and her lover, their faces and bodies
gleaming and hot with sudden fever.

Suddenly, Blanche rose and plunged down onto him again, with afind, incoherent scream that was
matched by the man's own guttural moan and the cries of the Voodoos. At the sameingtant, sheraised a
golden dagger and plunged it into her lover'sthroat, dashing Sdeways. His blood splashed over the dtar,
gaining the white cloak abrilliant, dripping red. Hisbody, till insde Blanche's, heaved in hisfina
gpasms, then lay ill. Blanche took along, deep bresth. She motioned for the women to help her off the

body.

Stephen was paralyzed. It had happened so fast! His sscomach heaved and he leaned over, bent double
onthegrass.

"Will you comewith me, please?' Thefirm, quiet voice was shocking out herein the night.

Stephen looked up to see Prince Basile looming over him, hisface determined. Stephen could tell that
thiswas not arequest. He gripped Stephen by the arm, pulling him to hisfedt.

By the time Basile pushed Stephen into the house, Blanche was alone. He had no idea where the other
V oodoos had gone, especidly so fast. Hefelt very feverish, dmost hdlucinatory. Could this have redly
happened? he thought. Did | dream it?

But behind Blanche, till on the dtar, was the body of the young man. He was covered now with ablack
cloth, but one of his hands showed dightly from beneath it. Blood flowed duggishly down one of his
fingers, dropping dowly into aspreading pool on thefloor.

Stephen wanted to vomit again.



Instead, he was shoved roughly into a straight-backed chair. Basile sood over him, hisface calm with the
assurance that his strength spoke for him.

Blanche sat daintily on the stepsleading up to the dltar, just afew feet from the corpse and the pool of
blood. With an impatient little face of distaste, she drew her red silk robe closer to her to avoid staining it.

"Why were you out there, Stephen?’ she asked conversationdly. "Why were you following me?"

He couldn't find the words to answer the question. His eyes kept going back to the ill form beneath the
black cloth.

Blanche turned her head dightly to look on the dtar, then shrugged and looked back at Stephen. "Don't
worry about him," she said. "He died as hewanted to die, in my service. His sacrifice gave me greater
power, and helll be remembered honorably for it."

"You are monstrous,” Stephen whispered.

She picked the gold-handled dagger off the floor where it had falen, ill engrimed with blood. She
casually wiped it on acorner of the black shroud and st it back down beside her.

Stephen watched, astounded at her casud evil.
"Basile" shesad, "l think you can go. Stephen and | need to talk privately.”
With asharp glance at Stephen, Basile reluctantly bowed out of the room.

"Don't think | don't know why you're here." Her voice was conversational, but held adangerous edge. "l
know al about the meeting you had with Cyrie Devauix in Jackson Square.”

"How could you know that?"

"It only mattersthat | know," shesaid, "and that | know exactly what shetold you. Y ou shouldn't listen to
gossip, Stephen; it can be very dangerous.”

"But it isn't exactly gossip, isit? Not whenit'sdl true” Hisfirs vell of horror waslifting, beginning to
reved anger undernegth.

"Y ou have no ideawhat's true and what isn't, and how dangerous the forces| control redly are.
Sometimes, even | underestimate them. Now, my advice to you, Stephen, isto forget what you saw. No
onewill report this man missing or even acknowledge that he was here. And you and | will go on aswe
dwayshave"

"Bloody hdl wewill!" he exclaimed, jumping to hisfeet in rage. "Don't you ever, ever come near me
again, Blanche. And if you think I'm not going to tell the police about this, you're mad.”

She looked unperturbed. "I don't think they'll listen to you but, of course, you're welcometo try. My
influence runs deep in this city, deeper than yours. And the fear of meis even stronger.”

He sat down again, limply. "Why, Blanche?' he said tiredly. "I don't love you. Y ou don't love me. Y ou
never did. Why spin this out?'

A strange look crossed her face. "'l did love you. Long ago. Longer than you know." Shelooked, just for
amoment, softer, childlike. "But | was very young then, and thought love meant something. | thought that
it would transform me, save me from..."—she seemed not to be talking to him—"from my own life." Her
eyeswerevery far away, her face veiled with awistful longing that had receded so far from her grasp that



sheknew it was usdessto grievefor itsloss.
In the sad silence, his cold voice was like aharsh dap. "I don't believe you."

Her face became stone again, and the woman she could have been died inside the woman she had
become. "It isn't important that you do. | know you've been trying to get away from me, Stephen, but |
tell you now: you never will. Not aslong as| want you. Y ou're mine, and you can't imagine the pricel
paid for you. Y ou may have acquired atemporary distaste for my"—she waved her hand toward the
corpse—"methods, but eventualy my hold over you will be as strong asit ever was."

"l can't beginto tell you how wrong you are," he said coldly.

"Indeed?’ She stood up dowly and moved toward him, pressing againgt him, running her handslightly
over himin al theways he was powerlessto resist. He could smell her perfume, fed her heat burn him,
as she gtretched sinuoudy out of thered silk robe, her skin reflecting the candlight.

When shefét hisinvoluntary reaction, she laughed, and he almost wept to think that he was reduced to
this, that she wasright about her hold over him.

"You'l never leave me, Stephen,” she said with a soft menace. "And can you guesswhy not?"
She pulled his head down to her face, her lipslightly grazing his ear as she whispered.

He drew back sharply, his mind gone cold with denid.

Sheonly smiled.

"No." His voice faded asthe dishelief turned to horror. "That can't happen, Blanche. It's not true!™
"Oh, it'squitetrue," she said, and her smile grew demonic.

Helost control then. "Never! I'll kill you first, Blanche!" he screamed, pushing her away. She staggered
againg the dtar. Trying to balance hersdlf, she pulled the black covering off the corpse. Stephen |ooked
on in horror to see the young man's body so nakedly exposed, drained white, more dead than anything
he had ever seenin hislife, thethroat still gaping with ared-crusted gash. The body rolled dowly off the
dtar, itshead hanging a a ghastly angle, and smashed faceup on the floor.

Its blank eyes opened, staring at Stephen.

| haveto get out of here! Stephen thought wildly. In his confusion, he turned exactly opposite the door,
back toward where Blanche had falen. She was trying to stand, seeming dightly dazed.

Before he could move, Blanche caught him completely by surprise, springing at histhroat with fingerslike
claws

He couldn't pry her handsloose. He kicked, bucked, twisted his body and pounded at her, dragging her
al over the room, but she was unshakable. The most gruesome thing about it was that she waslooking at
him exactly theway achild looks at adying beetle: with an air of detached concentration.

"l can't let you kill me, Stephen,” shesaid. "And | can't et you interfere with me.”

Hefdt hischest convulse as his lungs struggled to keep him dive. Blanche's face disappeared behind an
explosion of lights as she gradudlly closed the arteriesin his neck.

They were closeto the dtar now, dipping and falling in the sticky, dippery pools of blood. Thelivid face



of the corpsewas only inchesfrom his, its eyes staring hideoudy into his own. Stephen felt something
under him, something sharp. The gold-handled dagger. He tried desperately to stay conscious as his hand
closed around it.

He brought it up behind her back and plunged it in.
Shereleased her hold on histhroat.
Blanche's eyes opened wide in surprise; she looked at him with disbelief.

"Oh, Stephen,” she sighed, "you have no ideawhat you've done." And she whispered in hisear again.
Then blood started to bubble from her mouth, at first afrothy pink foam, then exploding from her
punctured lung in afine red spray that covered Stephen's face and throet. In only afew seconds she was
dead, suffocated.

Stephen couldn't move, even to push her off him. He expected Basile to burst through the door at any
second and finish him off. Surely, killing the Queen of the VVoodoos rated along, excruciating punishment.

He took a deep breath, then freed himsalf from Blanche's dead weight. He staggered to his knees, then
managed to stand upright, the dizziness and sickness clearing dightly from hismind.

Helooked dowly at the pair of bodies on the floor: the dead young man and his murderer, Blanche, as
beautiful as she had ever beeninlife.

Her last words dropped like ablack curtain over his heart.

Panic took him then, and he burst out of the room, out of the door, out into the cleansing night, not
knowing who or what, if anything, followed him.

The Louisiana swamps are as close as the modern world getsto primordia darkness. In some places,
they swallow thelight, the air, and transform them into something else, an entity of dark secrets. And, at
night, man's oldest magic revivesthere.

Theonly light came from asmdl fireasatal, powerful black man stood before a crude dtar: aboard
placed on apair of sawhorses. The man and the dtar were encircled by aring of burning sulfur. Outside
the ring, with their backsto the dtar, stood nine of Blanche's most fanatica followers.

Blanche hersdf lay upon the dtar.

Basle was frightened, but not of the night and not of what he was going to do. He was only afraid of
falure

What had to be done herein the fertile darkness was an old and profane ritual, and to witnessit, even by
accident, meant death. To have accepted the task and to fail meant much, much worse.

Therest of Blanche's people waited out of Sght, in another place not far away. They swayed and
muttered in low tonesto the muffled beat of the drums, in asoft, hypnotic rhythm that repeated over and
over, sending the gathered energy of their willsinto the burning sulfur ring.

Very soon, they would have an answer. They would know that justice had been served. They could not
know what form it would take, but la Reine Blanche would have her vengeance.

PART
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Chapter Nineteen

TheKissof the M oon:

Andrew

The Reverend Mother Pauline was a good woman to know when you had a bad problem.

It was Angelasideafor Andrew to meet Pauline. Since hisorigina curse had slemmed from bad magic,
perhaps afaithful practitioner of the red religion could find away to bresk it. Mother Pauline was the
reigning Voodoo Queen. She commanded an awed respect, not like la Reine Blanche because of her
evil, but because Pauline was a powerful VVoodoo woman with agood heart and good counsel to give
her people. Angelahad met Pauline in the course of her work, when she wanted to learn more about
Voodoo asit was practiced in New Orleans.

Mother Paulinewas atal, dignified woman in middle age, her skin the color of shadows. VVoodoo was
part of her heritage as a black woman, and she was glad to keep the old faith.

"How could | be anything other than aVoodoo?' Pauline had asked Angdlaonce. "It'sthe old religion of
Africa, of my people.”

"But, Pauline," Angelapointed out, "you don't practice pure African Voodoo, or even Haitian."

"You'reright, theresabig difference!” Pauline dammed her ivory-headed cane on the floor. This Sartled
Angedauntil she discovered that Pauline did this merely as punctuation. "\VVoodoo in New Orleansisan
evolution, my dear, an evolution. When New Orleans was young, blacks arrived from everywhere: daves
from dl parts of Africa, free people of color escaping the politica turmoil in Haiti, even blacksfrom
Europe. All brought different ways, and in New Orleans they blended. They melded into the same
religion but with many different practices, like Protestantism, you understand?’ Pauline laughed. "They
adapted their religion to the new situation. Oh, my people are nothing if not adaptable, my dear! Look at
al that black people have been through and deny that!" Again, the stick hit thefloor.

"When the Chrigtians forced them to give up their many gods, instead of fighting, my people smply
adapted them to the Chrigtian saints and worshiped the old gods and the new, with both names. So the
Chrigtians were satisfied, and my people didn't have to abandon the old ways. It was very beneficia.”

Angelalaughed. "And the missionaries were only too happy to build schools and hospitals for their 'new
converts, right?"

Pauline shrugged and smiled. "Everyone was happy with the arrangement. Now me, | practicethe old
ways, part science, part faith, part magic. | work with the spirits, | heal by the laying on of hands and by
herbalism. | was born with the power, the seventh daughter of a seventh daughter.”

Pauline had teken ashineto Angela. Y ou have faith, my dear,” shetold her. "I can senseit.” Angdla
professed to have not much faith in any religion, and said as much. "Oh, no, dear,” Pauline said positively,
"you believe in the powers of truth and of love. That'sardigion of sorts.” And Angela had had to admit
that it was.



Mother Pauline lived in an ancient, charming house on Rampart Street. A holdover from davetimes”
she said, "when ‘quadroon’ women were set up as mistresses in these houses by wealthy white men. A
shameful practice but, my dear, part of our sad history and nothing can be done about that. If ablack
woman could better her ation in those days... well, awoman does what she hasto do to survive and
that's gospd truth. Me, | sometimes think about the secret tears shed in thislittle house and | sigh.”

Onthisvigt, with Andrew reluctantly by her side, Angela gpproached Pauling's house with gpprehension.
She felt that she was going to be told what she didn't want to hear: the truth.

"l suppose I'm nervous because I'm out of my element here," Andrew told her. He wasn't wearing his
clericd callar, but hefdt likeit.

"You're morein your eement than you redize," Angelasaid, ringing the bell. "Mother Paulineisthe most
religious woman | know. Y ou both have ideglism in common.”

Mother Paulin€'s grandson, aboy of fifteen or so, opened the door. His face brightened when he saw
who wasthere. "Angela" he said. "Nice to see you again. Grandmas waiting for you out in the garden.”

Angdatook hishand briefly. "Antoine, | swear, every time | seeyou, you just get better looking.”
Antoine fidgeted alittle, but looked immensely pleased. Heled them into alarge, airy courtyard, then left.

Pauline sat at an iron lacework table set with apastel cloth, fresh daffodils, and ahuge, frosted pitcher of
fruit punch. Sherose and gave Angdaahug. "My dear," she said with affection, "I'm so glad you cameto
meintimeof trouble”

She drew back and looked at Andrew, and her face, still welcoming, became touched by sadness. She
took both hishandsin hers. ™Y ou must be strong, loup-garou,” shetold him softly, but positively.
"Everything dies or everything changes, even acurse.”

Andrew looked quickly at Angela. He had no idea she'd told Pauline his problem. Her mystified look
told him that she hadn't said aword.

"Don't be surprised,” Pauline said to Andrew asthey al settled at the table. ™Y ou're merely the proof of
an old VVoodoo legend, my dear. For generations, we dl knew that |a Reine Blanche had left one of her
darkest curses, but we never knew in which family. So we waited, sure that someone so cursed would
make hisor her way to usfor help, and dreading the day it actualy happened.”

Pauline sighed and shook her head. " And now you're here. In such sorrowful circumstances. The
V oodoos pity you, my dear, but there's so little we can do.”

Andrew fdt asted band tighten around his chest. "I had hoped that you wouldn't say thet, Pauline.”

She held up one of her long fingers. "1 didn't say that there was nothing to be done. But the advice | give
you, you might not want to hear.”

"Tel me" hesad.
"Firgt, let metdl you about the White Queen. How much do you redly know?'

Andrew shrugged. "I know she was my gregt-grandfather's mistress. That she'sresponsible for this curse,
and that Stephen Marley killed her.”

"Ah, you see?' Pauline said. "But theré's the problem, my dear." She banged her stick on the paving
gones. " La Reine Blanche never died.”



Only Angelalooked stunned at thisnews.

"I've seen her, talked to her,” Andrew said. "At first, she seemed red, then shejud... faded... likea
ghost. What's the truth here, Pauline? Do you know?"

"Y ou have to understand, my dear, that the \VVoodoo that Blanche Pitre practiced has never been seen
before or since she introduced it, a profane religion that demanded the souls of its followers, more black
magic and devil worship than VVoodoo. Persondly, | think she called it Voodoo just to attract followers,
s0 they would fedd more comfortable at first, until they were so deep into it that there was no way out.

"People say that she sold her soul for power, but that's overly dramatic. What she was doing was calling
into play real forces and powers, powers over which she had only the most tenuous control. Unlike our
Voodoo loa, Blanche's spirits would serve her only because she forced them to, and if she made the
dightest misca culation they could turn on her a any minute. Eventudly, they did. What you're seeing
when she appearsto you is her body, that'strue, but it's aphysica body subject to occult physica laws
of which we know very little. The natura law that we know doesn't apply here. Her own hate powers her
body, and the body keeps the hate alive. Break that cycle and you've broken her power."

Therewasalong silence. Angelawas mydtified, but Andrew understood dl too clearly. ™Y ou're saying,”
he said dowly, "thet | haveto find her, and kill her."

"Exadly.”
"I'm still confused,” Angdasaid. "How can she be dead and dive? Are you talking about a zombie?"

"Much more than that, my dear. Remember, thiswas thework of evil. A zombieisthe product of
poisons, chemicals; the body of azombieis never redly dead, only in degp suspension. And there's no
real magic to azombie; only a certain chemical competence on the part of the Voodoo who is misguided
enough to create one.

"But Blanche was dead, my dear, unquestionably dead. Her followerstook her out in the swamp and
performed the darkest of rituas over her body. And weeks later, the beautiful Reine Blanche was seen
at Bayou St. John, sitting on agilded throne and presiding over the dance. Ten years later, twenty ...
people gill claimed to have seen her. And any nonbelieverswho did see her, even by accident, had
something catastrophic happen to them later. Someone close to them died, someone got sick, there was
asudden loss of property, even sanity. This sort of thing happens when you're dealing with bad magic:

the evil forces arelike acloud of smoke, and if you passtoo close, even innocently, some of it clingsto
you. That'swhy | tell my peopleto stay well away from those practicing black magic. No good can come
of it."

Andrew passed a hope ess hand over his eyes and leaned forward, resting his head in his hands briefly
and hopelessly. "Whereis she now, Pauline? Wheredo | find her?"

Pauline made a helpless gesture. "Nobody knows. She appears, disappears, fadesin and out of sight.
She obvioudy has some control—or something has control—over her physical body in away we don't
understand. Perhaps what people seeisn't her physical body at dl, but sort of a..." Pauline hesitated.
"Oh, it'slike ahologram, a projection. But that body hasto exist somewhere, in some form: the bad
spirits are drawing energy fromit, like avampire draws blood, and giving back just enough to let the
body renew itsdlf and itsenergy. It'sabad cycle.

"And, my dear"—she took Andrew's handsin her warm, reassuring hands—"I don't think you could kill
her eveniif you could find her."



"Y ou mean, she might not be ableto die?’

Pauline shook her head. "No, | mean you couldn't doit. If you could kill with aclear conscience, why
would your curse cause you such anguish? How can you commit a premeditated murder, even of
someone like la Reine Blanche, and live with yoursdf afterward? When you kill asaloup-garou, it's
entirely different from killing someonein your human form. A human being isn't ordained to kill; a
loup-garouis

"Ordained to kill?" Andrew drew back alittlein surprise. "What does that mean?"

"Y ou must learn the true nature of the loup-garou, my dear. And | can't teach it to you. All | can explain
to you isthat we human beings seelifein such alimited way: were born, welive, we die. But thereésa
larger scope of things that we never see. One of my sistersis awise woman, aWitch. She taught me
about the Great Whed, that turning of cycles: birth, life, death... and rebirth. The rebirth, the renewa of
life, isthekey. Thislifeisonly asmal stepin our larger lives, we die, but we're constantly reborn. And
every timewelive again, we've learned to be better people and to give more to the world. Weve come
one step closer to breaking out of our self-centeredness.

"The loup-garou is an instrument of destiny, my dear. A harsh one, to be sure, but atool of the gods must
necessarily be of hard metal. For meto tell you any more than that would be foolish; those are lessons
that others must teach you. But asfar as |la Reine Blanche, keep in mind that your destinies are closaly
linked. What can kill you can kill her, and though very littlein thisworld can hurt either of you, you can
destroy each other. But | don't think you can do it, my dear; you have agood heart and you have
compassion, and that's the one thing aloup-garou cannot afford.”

Pauline touched asmadl silver bl that stood on the table. Almost immediately, ayoung girl came out of
the house. She couldn't have been much more than sixteen or so, but her air of superb confidence made
her seem much older. She looked quite frankly into Andrew's eyes and he had the uncomfortable feding
that she could see secrets he never knew he had.

"There's someplace | want you to go,” Paulinetold him. "Don't take anyone or anything with you, just go
there and wait. My little Mag,"—with her hand she indicated the beautiful young girl—"will guide you
there and tell you what you need to know.

"Just remember that the loup-garou has dways been a part of Louisianahistory, and there are good
reasonswhy. Y ou must find away to accept it and live with it, and if you're going to tart that journey,
you must begin at Bayou Goula."

Chapter Twenty

He could fed Bayou Goula before he could seeit. Hefdt the pull, the power, asif he were magnetized
toward it. God knew he should have been nervous, but he felt some strange, excited energy at the pit of
his somach, flowing into his nerves.

Maybe part of it was Mae. He wasn't sure what her connection with Mother Pauline was, whether she
was her daughter or afriend or afollower, but the girl definitely had Pauline's wisdom. And she had
something more: acapacity for comfort. Just her presence was reassuring.

"Bayou Goulaisthe ancestra ground of the loups-garous,” she explained to Andrew. "No one knows
exactly why, but from way back before dave times it was known that the loups-garous gathered here to



dance under the full moon.”
"Dance?" Andrew said, mystified at the use of the term.

She laughed. "You got alot to learn, Father! But don't you be nervous. Y ou probably think you're all
alone, but there arelots of loups-garous. | brought another one out here mysdlf just afew months ago.”

"Have you seen him since?' Andrew said with shaky humor.
She laughed knowingly. "Let'sjust say he'salot happier for it.”

Mae sighed and looked around. The sky wasjust beginning to fade, athough the moon hadn't yet risen.
"Wdll, | haveto go now. But don't you worry about athing. Thisisjust where you're supposed to be and
nothing bad's gonna happen to you."

She reached up and gave him akiss on the cheek. Nothing overtly sexual, but lingering enough and with
just enough body language to let him understand that the girl was an inordinate tease. He knew she wasn't
serious, and so did she, but it was obvious that she enjoyed hersdlf dl the same.

"Now you be agood boy out here, you hear?' she said, and with awave and awiggle she was gone.

Andrew breathed deeply and sat down on the cool grass. The sky was getting darker, blooming into a
luminous dark blue as the sun disappeared completely. Andrew didn't fed the way he thought he would.
Instead, he was pumped with aweird energy and optimism. He began to fedd more comfortable. He
leaned againgt awillow trunk and started to relax for thefirst timein months, letting the moon pour its
light over him. For some reason it camed him. He had no ideawhy it should: moonlight, lately, had meant
only trouble.

Movement acrossthe clearing distracted him. Ingtinctively, he moved dowly and quietly back, behind the
tree.

A big bear of aman in atie-dyed T-shirt and well-worn jeans stepped into the clearing. He looked
appreciatively around the bayou with a pleased expression, whistling atune asif hewerein hisown
backyard. He gave every indication of aman happy and content to be dive and in exactly this place a
exactly thismoment.

The man stripped off his clothes. He folded the clothes negtly and leaned over to tuck them into a canvas
bag, hislong ponytail of dark hair falling over his shoulder. He reached back and unbound his hair, not
bothering to shakeit out, before he hung the bag from anearby tree limb.

Andrew eyed the man with adight competitive envy. He wasin absolutely superb shape, likea
bodybuilder, but dimmer, with every muscle perfectly delineated.

The man stood absolutely straight. He threw back his head, spread hisarms, and closed hiseyeslikea
sunbather gathering streams of sunlight.

After afew minutes, he gasped and doubled over. Andrew could hear his explosion of breath clearly,
even from across the clearing. The man fell to hisknees.

Thelight was clear enough so that Andrew could see the man's hand, the tanned skin darkening with hair,
the nails shooting out into claws.

Andrew was s0 stunned that he couldn't move as he watched the familiar transformation. But though the
mechanics seemed to be the same, the attitude was entirdly different.



The man seemed to enjoy the pain, mixing the panting gasps with satisfied laughter. Andrew could
actually see the spasmsriding his body as the change took him but the man smiled through each wave.
Andrew saw—and couldn't believe he saw it—that the man had an enormous erection.

When the transformation was complete, the man let out along, contented sigh, followed by a short laugh.
He ran his hands contentedly over his changed body.

"Sweet Jesus," Andrew muttered softly, unable to stop himself.

The loup-garou froze; his head came up and he turned dowly toward the willow where Andrew was
hidden.

Andrew knew. No one but aloup-garou, with his supernatural senses, could have heard such a soft
sound from such adistance. That onelittle dip was going to be the death of him, literaly.

The loup-garou crouched, charged, and stood towering over Andrew in dmost lesstime than it took to
think about it. Andrew knew this game: the werewolf would toy with him before he ripped him apart. If
thisloup-garou was bored, or merciful, the death might be quick. Otherwise. ..

The werewolf stood there for afew heartbeats, histeeth bared and davering. Andrew tried to suppress
hisfear, knowing full well that thiswas what the werewolf wanted, that the scent of it would only make
thingsworse.

He began to whisper hislast confession.

And suddenly the loup-garou backed off. Hetilted his head, perplexed, looked straight into Andrew's
eyes and laughed. Laughed!

He shook his enormous head as he crouched easily and comfortably on the ground, in perfect relaxation.
Hisblack hair, now grown amost to his buttocks, billowed around him and swept over the evening grass.

"Ooo-weg, | guess| nearly made abad mistake, yes," the loup-garou said in alilting Cgjun cadence.
Andrew sat down suddenly, too, not from relaxation but from total surprise.

"Here I'm thinkin' | got methefool of al timeto be sneakin' around out here on Bayou Goula at night,
and you turn out to be a brother loup-garou.” The werewolf laughed again. " So why you out here,
brother? No loup-garou comes out to Bayou Goula just to stand around and watch, no."

Thefirg time Andrew opened his mouth, nothing came out. Hetried again. "'l don't know. I'm not &t dl
surewhy I'm out here. Someone sent me. Mother Pauline.”

"Oh-h-h, yeah. The Voodoo queen,” the loup-garou said. " She must have sent you out with Mag, right?
But now I'm the one who's confused. Y ou aready aloup-garou, | cantell. Y ou don't need no spellsto
make you one, which iswhy Mae brought me herethefirst time. So... it must be something ese. You
know what | think?1 think you got aheavy problem, my friend. But there€'s nothing aloup-garou can't
work out with another one, so why don't you just tell me al about it, eh?!

"Being aloup-garou ismy problem.”

The werewolf looked at Andrew knowingly. "Oh, so that'sthe way it iswith you. Y ou not aloup-garou
by choice. Now, that is sad, cher ami, very sad. Now | know why Pauline sent you out here. Somebody
put the curse of the loup-garou on you, right?



Andrew nodded.

The werewolf shook hishead. "That's the worst thing | can think of, ami. I'm sorry for you, sorrier than
you know. | wish there was something | could do for you, but al | can doistel you what Pauline sent
you out hereto learn. So let mefind out what that is."

The loup-garou quickly took both Andrew's handsin his, closing his eyes. Hetook severa deep bregths,
then was very ill. Only shadows flitting across his face showed any movement. After afew moments, he
nodded his head, then opened his eyes.

"I want to tell you about the life of atrue loup-garou, one born to the gift. Were part of destiny, my
friend, part of theturning of the great whedl. Birth, deeth, rebirth. The loup-garou doesn't kill just for the
hell of it; sometimesweKkill for very specific reasons. Wekill to live, but we also kill for justice. When
human justicefails, the loup-garou succeeds. We learn to control ourselves and choose our victims, so
that when wekill, we might aswell do some good. Thisisthe difference between me and you, cher ami;
that | can accept the freedom and the power of the loup-garou's life because I've accepted the
responsihility that goeswithit, that obligation to dedicate my killsto the greater god of justice. Y ou kill
only from ahunger you can't control, and theres no other purposetoiit.

"Y ou saw how | could tell what you are. | think | cantell who you are, too: you're one of the Marley
family, yes?'

Andrew was astonished. "Yes, but..."

"But how did | know that? Don't think, my friend... feel. Just let your mind go and listento what it tells
you, not what you want it to say. Y ou have what we dl have, that psychic power of the loup-garou that
lets uslook into the human conscience. | know about your family because every loup-garou in Louisana
knowsthat sad story: the most precious gift of lycanthropy perverted into acurse. But | know about you
because I'm part of your mind. We're al linked, we loups-garous, every one of us, no matter where we
are. Were family. | know your name, | know you're apriest, and | know your lifeisawaking
nightmare, atorment that burns you until your soul has no more tearsto pour out.”

Andrew turned hisface away.

" Accept the power, Andrew. There's no other help for you. Y ou're going to be what you are for the rest
of your life, and the rest of your lifeis going to be very long, maybe as much as nine hundred years.”

Andrew looked at the loup-garou in horror.

"Ah, yes. Another thing you didn't know. But it'strue; along lifeisthe gift that the Moon Goddess
Hecate gives her lovers.”

"l cantimagineliving another year likethis," Andrew said painfully. "To tdl you thetruth, | don't know if |
will."

The loup-garou sat back on his hedsalittle and regarded Andrew andyticaly. "Oh yes, you'll live," he
said pogitively. ™Y ou won't do what your father did. And you know why? Because you're atrue
loup-garou. Y ou're meant for it. Think back: When you were a child, didn't you love the night? Didn't
you sneak outside and run under the moon before you went to deep? And more to the point: don't you
have akeen sense of outrage when you see human judticefail, when criminals dip through loopholes
designed to protect the innocent? That's where the loup-garou comesin, cher ami. Were Hecate's
children, and Hecate is aso the goddess of justice and reveder of secrets. That'swhy we have that
power to ferret the truth from men's minds. We discover the truth and we correct injustice. Always



have"
"Cdl it what you will. It's<till murder. And | can't livewithit.”

The loup-garou shook his head. "Why do you think we're done here, brother? Why aren't there
hoppin-mad werewolf hunters and shotguns filled with silver?1t's because we're supposed to be here.
Theloup-garou is part of the great whedl, part of justice, part of the process of death and rebirth. We
dispatch those people who are doing wrong, and when they come back in other souls, they've learned
better.”

"How can | believethat?' Andrew said. "I'mapriest. A Christian. It goes againgt everything | wasraised
to hold true."

"But it confirms everything you've known in your body since you wereachild.”

Thetwo of them sat quietly for amoment. The loup-garou knew that the truth was rising hard in Andrew,
and that, just asingstently, he was going to try to push it down.

The loup-garou looked around the bayou once more. "Used to be, in old times, a hundred werewolves
came here to dance under the moon. Mae, femae, Cguns, Creoles, Americans. Bayou Gouladways
been our sacred ground. They all met right here, dancing for joy, making loveto increase their sirength,
transforming and running wild and pure under the light. The most beautiful people you ever did see, cher
ami, dl of them werewolves, dl with the power, al with the sense of Hecate's justice strong in them.
Now the old ways die and not so many of us come. But we're till here, brother, gtill part of the legends
of Louisana

"Andyou," he said, taking Andrew's hand again, "you're part of it, no matter how you fight it. You'rethe
moon's own child now. Like cdlsto like, ami, and we recognize another werewolf, even if you don't
recognize yoursdf. And if it comesto passthat you break your curse and you never transform again, al
your lifeyoull fed like theré's something missing, like you've lost something precious, achance that never
cameto fullness. When the full moon rises, your body gonna burn with longing and your eyes sting with
quick tears and you won't remember why. A great sadnesswill well up in you that you can't name and
that stayswith you along time. And you won't even know that you cry for what you've logt.”

The loup-garou rose and suddenly swept Andrew up in his massive ams. He brought hisfiery breath
closeto Andrew'slips and kissed him deeply. Just as quickly, he released him and set him on hisfest.

Theloup-garou laughed his booming wolf'slaugh. "Now you'll never forget Achille the loup-garou,” he
sad, touching aclaw to hisown chest. "Don't you fight no more, cher ami” hesaid kindly. ™Y ou believe
you'reaman of God, of compassion. But you know that from the beginning you had the kiss of the moon
on you, and it gonna stay with you forever."

Achille turned away and stared out into the night. Following hislook, Andrew could see the trees move,
changing with strange shapes and colors as the moonlight grew older, brighter.

"Come with me now, brother,” Achille said seductively. "Run with me, fed your strength, your power.
Take control of it ingtead of |etting it control you. Fedl your body do what it was meant to do; let the
moon make loveto you."

Andrew garted to stretch out his hand to Achille, but suddenly drew back.

Achillelaughed softly. "No good to fight it, ami. Better that you come with me and accept what you are.
Y our God don't know you anymore, but the children of the moon are your people.”



In confusion and despair, Andrew fell to hisknees and buried his head in his hands. He dowly became
aware of soft voices, of tender caresses, vol uptuous touches edged with silken pain, of crystalline claws
mingled with soft fur. Heraised his head and found himself ringed by a dozen werewolves, their glowing

eyes hypnotizing him, their beauty girring him.

"Y ou've come to make me do murder!" he screamed in panic. But the conviction in hisvoice was
uncertain and wesk.

"No... no..." they al murmured.

"Youoneof us" Achillesaid. "And you don't even know what it means. Let us show you; be our true
brother. Comewith us."

"No need to be afraid," one of the women said. Her voice was asilver bell muffled in dark velvet. "How
could we hurt you? It's you who hurts us, Andrew. Let us show you how to live in peace with yoursdlf."
She was not yet changed, and her eyes were dark with passion, her hair the color of gold flames. Zizi.
Her bare breasts brushed his cheek as she knelt toward him. One graceful hand trailed over hisface, and
Andrew, obeying an impulse he didn't understand, pressed the hand to hislips, took thelong fingersinto
his open mouth, and breathed in the female scent of her. He had never felt so aroused, and so comforted.

Hefdt her ddicate nails begin their changeinto claws.
Doit, something indde him said, let go. Accept what is offered. Save your own life.
And from deeper, another sound: Never. Don't givein.

But he wanted it. More than anything he had ever wanted. He began to let go, to alow the power to flow
into him, streaming from the moon into his blood.

When histransformation began, it was completely different. The pain came like adow, erotic movement
from the base of his spine, through his genitas, up toward hisbelly. He felt strong hands, haf-human,
haf-werewolf, caress him in the most intimate of ways. Savage bites, pain and pleasure intermixed, fell
harmlesdy dl over him.

He had never been in control of his transformation before, and the power was as seductive asthe rest of
it. Hefelt thelong, dow prelude that would lead to amonumental burst of passion and power.

Again, thevoice: sop now, or you'll never go back again.
Thevoice grew stronger, screaming in hismind, blocking out anything else.

With atremendous effort of will, he broke away from the loups-garous, screaming hisdenid of the
power, and the transformation ingtantly left him.

Asheran from the clearing, he looked back just once to see Zizi, tears staining her changed face as she
watched him go. Hefdt that, of al he wasleaving behind, she would have been the most preciousto him.

He saw dl of them them change and embrace, drinking in the power of the moon and of each other, and
was not surprised to see Georgiana there, reaching for Zizi to offer solace. He now understood what
Georgiana had done so that she could live with hersalf and her curse, and he couldn't blame her for it.

Georgianalooked toward Andrew, then turned away sadly.

Hewas only afew yards away, but was aslost to them as one who had wandered to eternal distances.



But before he left, in aconfusion and adesire and agrief he couldn't understand, he watched the
loups-garous dance on Bayou Goula.

Chapter Twenty-One

Andrew couldn't put Bishop Acker off any longer. He should have been assigned to aregular parish by
now, but the bishop had been very understanding since Johannas death, giving Andrew timeto put the
family affairsin order.

Bishop Acker was relieved to see him. "Andrew, we have to think of agood place for you," he said.
"You'll be glad to hear that I've had several requestsfor your services as curate. Father Moore wants
you for St. Timothy's, and frankly, | agree. Y ou came out of that parish and you understand how it
works."

Andrew shivered at the thought. Ministering to people who knew him, or thought they knew him, was
just too hypocritical. Damn! The whole thing was wrong: his even being here about to accept an
assgnment was amistake. He thought he could handle it, thought that what Walter wrote was true, that
hisfaith would save him. Now he wasn't sure about anything.

Hewas silent for so long that the bishop was puzzled. "Is there some problem with St. Timothy's?"

"I can't doit, Father," he said dowly. "I wouldn't be agood priest, not just for St. Timothy's... for
anyone. Not even for mysdif.”

"Andrew, what isthis?" the bishop asked kindly, "I know some terrible things have happened to you
recently. Y our mother's situation saddened us all. But that's the sort of thing that makes you strong, that
teachesyou."

When Andrew started to speak, the words weren't what he'd planned. They just burst forth from
someplacein his soul that wouldn't contain them any longer. Hed meant to tell the bishop the truth of his
Stuation and take whatever consequences came of it, but when he heard what he was actudly saying, he
sensed that his words were degper truth than he had known wasin him. He didn't have to confess his
lycanthropy. It was only the manifestation of a deeper problem.

"If I'd been agood priest," he said with intengity, "dl thiswould never have happened to me. But I've
faled my faith in some fundamenta way; thereé's some crippling flaw that's been there from the beginning.”

The bishop had never expected a confession like this. He had heard them from other priests, but thisone
had always seemed above that salf-doubt. He kept his voice level and quiet, not wanting to intrude too
much on what was obvioudy an outpouring from the heart. "And what makes you think that?"

Andrew took a deep bregth, trying to find the words he'd hidden for so long.

"I'm an arrogant man, Father," he said, "and I've never come to termswith that. It was the intellectual
cocoon of the church | loved, the study of philosophy and theology, the discussions, the debates, the kind
of atmosphere | found in the seminary. But as the time came for meto leave that cocoon, | redized that |
was going to have to deal with people, not ideas, and | wasn't prepared for it. | was afraid they'd dl find
out what afraud | am. Me, with my sheltered rich boy'slife; what did | ever know about problems?If |
had one, someone would take care of it. And suddenly I'm expected to tell everyone else how to dedl
with their troubles? Father, who am | to judge anyone?"



"We don't judge. It'sfor God to judge, the priest isonly the intermediary. Andrew, you don't need
omniscient wisdom. All you need is compassion.”

"Once, when | was about thirteen," Andrew said, "l started locking mysdf in my room every night with a
dirty magazine. Maybe it wasn't my first brush with guilty pleasuresbut it was sure as hell the finest. Then
| became convinced my soul was damned forever. | was concerned about it, but not concerned enough
to stop doing it. Going to confession was out of the question because | was sure that Father Moore
would know who | was and would never look at me the same way again. | just knew that | wasin morta
sn, and | couldn't take communion unless I'd been to confession, so | made excuses not to take
communion. Eventudly, the whole thing was killing me so much that | just had to get out from under it. So
aweek later, | found mysdlf in the confessond, swesting bullets.

"I had thiswholelong list of minor sins1'd made up just to avoid getting to thereal one. | figured I'd dip
the masturbation thing into the middle and held dideright past it. | actualy thought that thiswas an
origina idea. It seemed to work, though; Father Moore absolved me and assigned me a penance and |
was homefree.

"But just as | was about to dide out the door for a clean getaway, | heard him say very clearly, 'It's
norma, you know. People your age are just curious and you're going through alot of changes. Thething
isnot to get so guilty that you let it keep you away from God. | want you to try and control yourself, but
remember: you'll get over it.""

Andrew sighed. "Okay. So it wasn't exactly canon law, but | left thereimmensely relieved. Father Moore
didit sowdl, and | sill don't understand how he did it. We're all good people, Father, convinced that
our unthinking little sinsare going to do usin. Father Moore put thingsin perspective and let us believe
that we're better people than we give ourselves credit for. He understood trouble. He understood the
smple, everyday confusion involved in just trying to live from moment to moment. And he understood
pan. | never did."

The bishop leaned back alittle and regarded Andrew. "Wéll, you certainly understand it now, don't you?
Y our father's suicide, your mother'sillness and deeth. Y ou can't tell me that you haven't learned
something from having survived dl that."

"l suppose | have. But | desperately want to be the kind of priest Father Mooreis, and | see now that I'll
never makeit."

"No. Y ou probably won't. However, you could be a better one, or maybe just a different one. Thisis
like any other job, Andrew; we bring to it what resources we have available. Father Moore gave you
what you needed because he's the kind of man heis. For al you know, someone's waiting for what only
you can give.

"Y ou're agood man, Andrew. If you werent, thisissue of ethics wouldn't bother you so much. I've
known you for along time, and | know that if God livesin any man, Helivesin you. Y ou don't seeit
now, but it's there, an indelible mark on your soul. God haseft hisfingerprint on you, and no matter how
the world buffets you about, you can always locate that mark and know you're safe. Y ou have more
strength than you know. Y ou just haveto learn to draw oniit.

Andrew was completely flabbergasted. When he could speak, it was only awhisper. "I don't know how
to dart.”

"Of courseyou do," the bishop reassured him, "and | know just the assignment for you. Someplace
where, | guarantee you, everyone'sworse off than you. If you want to learn about redl life, thisiswhereit
grabsyou by the hair and drags you through the refiner'sfire. Y ou can do some good there."”



S. Matthew's wasn't a church, it was a glorified soup kitchen and homeless shdlter. It had more
trangents than parishioners, and dl that kept it running was a handful of volunteers. They certainly didn't
have any money, and what they had went toward feeding the hordes of homelessthat settled into the
pewsto catch alittle deep in safety. Andrew had never seen anyone deep like these people; they were
awaysin such extreme stages of exhaustion that when they dept they were dmost comatose. Some of
them were drugged or strung out or drunk, but even the ones who weren't dept the deep of Judgment

Day.

Ironicaly, the church building itself was magnificent, asplendid ecclesagtical paace built when
ostentation was cheerfully indulged by awedthy turn-of-the-century congregation. With the lack of funds
over the years, it was getting shabby, but it aged in the same way that New Orleans did, with infinite
grace and dignity.

A few months after Andrew had taken over St. Matthew's, Smon cameto vigt. "I don't believethis
place,” Smon said, sitting in afront pew with Andrew and looking around. "It reminds me of acrumbling
Venetian palazzo.”

"Angdasaysthat it'sashadow of itsformer sdlf,” Andrew said.

"Remnants of beauty are better than none at al, | suppose. How many churches these days boast an
elaborate frescoed ceiling, eveniif it is peding off in Sages?”

Andrew looked up, appraising thework. "A lot of my parishionersliketo study it before they fal adeep.
| hopeitimpartsalittle sublimind piety.”

"And what will you do here?' Simon asked.

"What | can. What needs to be done. I'm the only priest here, since nobody wants thisjob and the
diocese can't afford to pour much money and manpower into it. Ther€'s just me and the combination
janitor/handyman and a dwindling flock of volunteers. Half thetime, | end up borrowing atar boysfrom
the Catholics down the street—never let either of our bishops hear about that, will you? The parishioners
arethe elderly remnants of the old families; they do what work they can, but | can't possibly expect them
to do much. They're great in the soup kitchen, though. The ladies have been raised with certain standards
of hospitdity and they dish up the food with so much panache that the home essthink they're dining at
Antoines.”

"Can they cook?"

"Areyou kidding? They just send their own cooks over sometimes. But Angelatakes care of that,
usudly.”

"Angela" Smon laughed. "Can she cook?"

Andrew shrugged. "Wdll, she makes popcorn fairly well. But she shanghais her students. A couple of
days duty here can add up afew needed grade points. She saysits good for their moral fiber."

Simon relaxed alittlein the upright Gothic pew. "Y ou're happy with dl this?!

"l think s0. Yes. Yes, | am. And afraid. But, Simon, if | let that fear lop me, that means|'ve givenin, that
I've let the curseredly destroy me." He touched the crucifix shining againgt hischest. "I don't quite know
what's going to happen. But I'm managing. | can't just take from life anymore, Smon. I've got to start
learning to give something back.”



Simon glanced around at the back pews, already starting to shelter the first few souls. "If that's what you
need to learn, | think you've been enrolled in the right school .”

A tiny old woman with awaker made her way to Andrew. "Father Marley?' she said tentatively. "I hate
to interrupt you, but | found another of those posters you want. | haven't seen thisone before. | think it's
new." She held out awater-stained piece of paper.

It wasa"missing" poster, the pitiful homemade kind posted by friends or relatives of lost people, a
cruddly |ettered sign with a black-and-white photo of a young man photocopied on it. Andrew carefully
scrutinized theface.

"Thank you, Mrs. Janpier. | haven't seen it, either; it must be anew one."

"I'll say aprayer and light acandlefor the family."

"Please do that."

Mrs. Janpier shuffled toward one of the statues with banks of votive candles at its feet.

Andrew studied the poster and his face grew hard, his eyes stony.

"What isthis?' Simon asked.

" Sometimes the church sends money to the families of missing people,” he said, not looking a Simon.
"Since when hasthis parish got the money to do that?*

"We can dwaysfind alittle."”

"Bullshit. Y ou're drawing on your own funds to support this crumbling parish, aren't you? And you're not
telling the bishop." He took the poster and scanned it. The lost man was last seen drinking with friendsin
the Grand Mallet, aroadhouse known for its spicy food and spicier zydeco music.

Simon felt the sorrow of sudden redlization. "The loup-garou. It killed him, didnt it?Y ou're collecting
these posters, hoping you can locate the families of the victims."

"Sofar, thisisthefirst onel'vefound,” Andrew said reluctantly. Then more briskly, "Look, Smon, | hate
to rush you, but | have alot to do this afternoon.”

"What do you think you're buying with this, Andrew?"

"I'm not buying anything. I'm trying to bring alittle consolation to these peopleand al | can offer is
money. | can't make up for what | did, but | can do something.”

"Y ou don't have to pay for what it does."

"Dont cal himit." "It doesn't do anything. | do. It's me who killsthose people, and | have to accept the
responghility.”

Simon sighed heavily. "I've tried to make you understand that you aren't reponsible. Y ou aren't akiller.”

"You're sowrong," Andrew said patiently. Thiswasthefirst time Simon had ever heard Andrew discuss
theloup-garou in thiscam tone of voice. "1 try to fight it, but that murderousingtinct isthere. Not in the
loup-garou, in me. It's strange, Simon; you tell methat | don't have to answer for what the werewolf
does, but what if it's the other way around? What if he can't be responsible for what | do, what | fedl?



What if he had aset of ethics, acode of responsbility for hisacts, and he couldn't exercise that freedom
of choice because I'm the one who holds him back? | think that, in some way, he reaches out to meto
master my own weekness, and if | could, if | could only have more forgiveness, more charity, the
werewolf couldn't exist. At least, he couldn't exist as he does now, amindlesskiller.” Andrew's eyes
grew digtant. "Sometimes | think he doesn't want to exi<. | redly think he wantsto die rather than live
contrary to hisown set of principles.”

Thislast part chilled Smon'sblood. "Andrew," he said carefully, "you don't want to die.”
Andrew shook hishead. "No. | don't want to die."

Simon redlized that there was something Andrew wasn't saying, and that he would never say. Like
Water, Andrew would someday reach his breaking point, and he knew it.

"l want someone to die," Andrew said strangely. " The woman who placed this curse. If | could turn back
time and kill her, I would, without ablink of regret. | think about my father and Georgianaand al thelives
weve taken and the livesweve ruined, and | can fee my own hands around her throat. Not the
werewolf's hands, my own. At times, | have this ghastly vison, horribly clear in every detail. | can hear
the heartbeat dowing, the breath choking, | can fed the heat of blood between my fingers. And I'm glad
of it, so very glad. | can hear my own voice, far away, laughing in the madness of murder.”

Simon said nothing, but the chill never warmed.

"And until | can rid mysdlf of that vison and that desire, Smon, I'm respongible. For what | do when I'm
changed, for who | am both now and under the moon. So I'll keep fighting it, with money, with time, with
congtant prayer, with whatever | can manage. Please, SSimon, let me do what | have to do in peace.
Whom canit hurt?"

Simon knew, but said nothing.

Chapter Twenty-Two

Andrew had never had such adifficult time saying Mass. He had the swests, his voice cracked. He
couldn't seem to control his hands. as he was about to administer the Host, he dropped it. The dtar boy
caught it on the paten, so no harm was done. It was Smply assumed that Father Marley had caught that
flu that was going around.

Andrew couldn't keep hismind on what he was doing. The night and Bayou Goula, Achille and Zizi kept
flyingin and out of hismind like dark sails againg aturbulent sea. Achilleswords, particularly, kept
coming back to him: Y ou'll dways be atrue loup-garou.

But words are only words. Andrew's torment was the feeling that swept over him that night, the total
surrender to the power of the loup-garou, a surrender so complete that he was ready to abandon
everything that he thought had been important in hislife. And he knew that, at that precise moment, he
would have givenit gladly and his soul would have been logt.

He was desperate to believe that his sudden drawing back was the right thing to do, thet it wasa
confirmation of everything he had dways known hislife should be.

What haunted him was how much it had hurt.



Even now, as he was going through the old, familiar rituds that had once given him so much comfort, he
redlized that he couldn't do them again. He couldn't live in two worlds, worshiping two gods. He would
finish thisMass and that would beit. When he elevated the Hogt, the sacrifice he offered would be his
own.

He was further unnerved by the black teenage boy in the back pew who stared at him all through Mass.
Every time Andrew turned to the congregation, there he was, his eyes measuring, caculating. He didn't
take part in the service at all, not even bothering to stand or kned or pick up the prayer book, just Sitting
quietly and doing that damnable staring. Andrew knew the face, or thought he knew it, but couldn't place
it.

After Mass, the boy wasthefirst in line as Andrew stood at the door saying good-bye to the
communicants.

"I'll wait ingdefor you, in the confession box, after everybody's gone," hetold Andrew quietly. "1 know
something you want to know."

Ten minutes|ater, the boy was Sitting in the confessiona with the door open, carelessly swinging hislegs
asif heweredtting in the sun on the levee.

"Do you want to make your confesson?" Andrew asked him.

The boy shook hishead. "I got to tell you something. Something private."

"Wouldn' this be better in my office?’

"Thisbefine" the boy said, looking around the box. "Why don't you get in the other sde?!

Feding oddly light-headed, Andrew dipped into the priest's Sde of the confessiona and opened the
connecting panel. "Okay. Let's hear it."

"I know who you looking for," said the boy's disembodied voice, "and | know how you can get what you
want."

"What makes you think I'm looking for anyone?'

The boy's voice turned impatient. "Hey, | come hereto help you, loup-garou. So you be straight with
r],E.ll

Andrew's back stiffened. His mind went completely blank and then he remembered the boy. Mother
Pauling's grandson, Antoine.

"Now you listen, loup-garou, because | can't come here again. My grandmawould wear me out good if
shefound out that | even know the stuff I'm about to tell you. Now, you go to . Louis Cemetery
Number One, down by the projects, you know which one that is?"

"Y$,"

"Go inthe evening, just before dark, and you wait. Stand by the tomb of Marie Laveau, you'll know it
when you seeit. Pretty soon, therell come awoman, and you talk to her.”

"And tdl her what?'

The boy laughed briefly. "Loup-garou, you ain't gonna haveto tell her a thing, believe me."



Now it was Andrew who was impatient. "L ook, | appreciate you telling methis, but don't play games. If
you know about me, you know I'm looking for la Reine Blanche. Can thiswoman help mefind her?
Whoisshe?'

Theboy'svoice grew serioudy quiet. "I'll be straight with you, | don't know exactly who sheis. She'sa
Voodoo, but she'snot aVoodoo like my grandma. Pauline's a good woman with agood heart. This
woman's got a heart blacker'n aswamp night. | don't know what she can tell you, but onething's sure:
Pauline don't know the things thiswoman knows. Grandma doesn't understand evil like this, sheain't got
itinher. | only know about thiswoman because | hear people talk, and believe me, they don't talk loud
and they don't talk much. So you go to St. Louis and you be as careful asyou can be. Here, | got
something for you.”

The boy pushed asmdll red cloth bag tied with gold cord through the wide space in the confessional
grille. It had asharp, sweet scent.

"That's a conjure bag to protect you from evil. Y ou carry it with you, especidly out to the cemetery.”
"Thanks, but | have acrucifix.”

Antoine snorted again. "Y eah, and it gonnado you alotta good. Look here, loup-garou, you not dealing
with your sweet, do-good saints here. Y ou smacking right up against the oldest kind of badness. So my
adviceto you isto take protection wherever you can get it."

Andrew held thered bag tightly in hishand. He did indeed fed some kind of protective energy radiating
fromit.

"I'll carry it. Thanks. But what's your stakein al this, Antoine? What do you get?

"l get you to leave my grandma out of thiswhole thing. Shell put hersdf in abad spot to help you, that's
the kind of woman sheis. And she don't know what sheld be up againgt; it would kill her tofight it. | fedl
sorry for you, loup-garou, but don't come back around again. Y ou nothing but trouble.”

"I'm sorry," Andrew said, but he'd already heard the other door close.

Chapter Twenty-Three

The tomb of Marie Laveau had been ashrine ever since she died. Half the old cemeteriesin New
Orleans clam to have the real tomb of the real Marie Laveau, but believers fill cometo the oldest, the
onein St. Louis Number One. For decades, they'veleft food or gris-gris as an offering to Marie, "paying
off" for favors granted, for sharing her powers even after death. To outsiders, it was smply atypical New
Orleans burid: awhite stone oblong rising threetiers up, tall enough to hold three coffinsin its cool
protection. It wasin the top tier that Marie Laveau's bones lay, still commanding respect and awe after
more than a century. The smple carved dab forming the top door of the tomb was marked all over with
chaked crosses and arcane symbals, full of meaning for the faithful, curiostiesto everyone dse.

Thewaiting was like coarse sandpaper over Angelas nerves. She leaned her head againgt the cool
marble dab of the tomb. There was a good-sized crack running between the edge of the dab and the
wall of the tomb, where believers sometimes dropped slver coins, more offeringsto Marie for her magic.

Angeladowly inclined her head to the dab, her lips close to the crack. "Marie?' she whispered, so softly



that no one outside the cool darkness could hear. "Can you give mewhat | want? Can you lift a curse?
Can you restore alover? What can | give you, Madame Marie, if you'll do dl that?* Angelaput her ear
to the crack.

A sgh, deep and resonant, moved ingde the dark. Air currents, Angelathought, circling restlesdy in the
evening, whistling gently over the dreamless shapes of the dead.

Andrew drew close behind her, circling her body with hisarms, hislips briefly brushing the back of her
neck. "l supposeit's uselessto ask you again to go home?' he said.

She covered hishand with hers. "Y ou know it is. I'm here for the hard times, babe. | told you that."
"l just don't want to worry about you, Angela.”

"Don't. Remember, I'm armed and dangerous tonight.” She tried to make light of it, but the pistol loaded
with slver bulletsrested heavily in her pocket, the weight of it like arattlesnake coiled againgt her body.
It hadn't been her ideato bring it, and the only way to deal with the horrible implications of itsbeing there
at al wasto joke about it.

Heturned her to face him and looked serioudly into her eyes. "Don't even hesitate, Angela. Don't waste a
sngle second thinking about it."

They had covered thisground earlier, Angelas tears washing ineffectively over Andrew's sony
determination. It would end for him tonight, one way or the other. If the unthinkable happened, she was
to pull thetrigger, then go straight home to Simon, who would be her dibi.

Angedaglanced at Georgiana, Sitting afew yards awvay on astone bench. In just this short space of time,
she had falen under Geo's spell the same way that people had been doing since Geo was young. But the
joy of lifethat drew people to Geo had changed over the years, and the dight touch of sadness, or
perhapsjust resignation, had given Geo apowerful air of mystery that mesmerized those around her. One
felt that Geo had been told gresat truths, had discovered great secrets out of her adversity, and that she
nurtured them within hersaf. Angelafelt that Geo could solve her problems as she had solved her own, if
Angdacould only bring hersdlf to ask.

And what if she had to pull the trigger twice? How could she do it? How could shelose both of them?

She rested her cheek again against the marble dab. Madame Marie, she pleaded, make everything come
out dl right. Use dl the magic you have. She listened absentmindedly to the air currentsingde the vault.

Air currents? Angelas brows furrowed alittle. How can air be moving in atomb that's been sedled for
amost ninety years? There wasn't even any wind outside the tomb. Angdasquinted into the crack inthe
dab.

A glint of slver caught the wisp of light coming from the crack. Not metdlic slver. Sivery strands, dmost
like...

Angedadrew back from the tomb asif she'd been dapped. " She's herel" she said hoarsely.
She spun around and looked at Andrew and Georgiana. "She's here!” Angdasad urgently.
"Who? Where?' Andrew said in confusion.

"Blanchel She'sherel In Marie Laveau'stomb. Thisiswherethe VVoodoos hid her, in here, where no one
would darelook!"



Georgianafroze. Andrew rushed to the tomb, running his hands over the dab.

"Look!" Angelasaid impatiently. " Shine that flashlight in there. Y ou know what she lookslike. Isthat
her?'

Andrew aimed the light beam into the crack. "l can't tell," he said, frustrated.
"Openit." Georgiands soft voice was unnaturaly calm.
"We can't do that!" Angelagasped. "Y ou can't defile atomb!” Even Andrew looked doubtful.

Without aword, Georgiana picked up a medium-sized bronze flower urn from one of the tombs. It was
solid and heavy, but Georgianas residua ioup-garou strength allowed her to swing it effortlesdy againgt
the cracked marble.

The weakened dab shattered and settled in severd pieces a their feet. Angela gasped and buried her
facein Andrew's shoulder.

She was as beautiful, and as perfect, asthe day she died. Blanche Pitre, against dl known laws of nature,
had been flawlesdy preserved in Marie Laveau'stomb. Andrew pushed Angelagently away, and moved
closer, hisattention riveted on the body.

"l don't believethis," hetold Georgiana. "L ook at her! Shelooks exactly as| saw her that firgt night.” He
reached out tentatively and touched Blanche's cheek.

Her eyes opened. He jerked back, terrified.

Georgiana screamed, muffling the sound behind her hands. Andrew looked up from the awful sight of
Blanche's staring eyes to see Geo, her own eyesfixed on a spot behind the tomb.

Just beyond the tomb rose avague, faint cloud, dark as the clouds that run before storms, moving
quickly, taking form. It changed from green to black to gray, like the veins of someinsubstantial marble, a
cloud that concedled.

Angelanoted that the wind had risen, but failed to tir the cloud.

From the ugly swirls of it emerged agraceful hand, itslong fingers seeming to part the vaporousveil. The
cloud moved over the tomb, down over the body, enveloping it, then disspating Sowly, becoming
absorbed into the unmoving form.

The three of them watched in dreadful fascination as the body on the dab began to move. It jerked
dightly, asif unused to movement, then stretched languidly like awoman waking from a peaceful deep. A
dight moan came from the red, parted lips. Blanche's hands grasped the edge of the tomb as she pulled
hersdlf out of it, seeming to float lightly to the ground until she stood upright before the vault in which
sheld dept so long.

She was as beautiful asthe Marley werewolves had described her, her face perfect inits calm clarity.
She looked like awoman who had lived her entire lifein placid retreat. Blanche looked serendly around
her, taking in the three observers and sttling her open gaze on Andrew.

She smiled swestly. "Y ou found my body," she said. "How clever of you. And people have been
searching for years and years.”

Andrew couldn't move. There was an innocence about her as she stood o till, asif thiswoman was the



complete opposite of the woman who had appeared to him on the night of his transformation, amagica
fairy, good twin to the evil one that he knew. It took him totaly by surprise that he was moved to
compassion. She must have looked like thiswhen she first met his great-grandfather, when shewasin
truth an innocent girl whose only weakness was |ove and who was drawn into terrible things because of
it. If the Marleys had paid ahigh price, heredized, she must have paid ahigher one.

Surely, he thought, this woman must have another Sdeto her.

"Blanche," he said softly, as she moved dowly toward him, "please, end this. End it for me, for yoursdif.
How can you livein thishaf world, not dead, not aive, never knowing the hope of heaven? Thiscan't be
what you wanted. Y ou can still find peace.”

Shelooked at him curioudly. "My time for that has passed.”

He shook hishead. "Not if you truly want it. Blanche, it must be over tonight. Haven't we dl paid enough,
you aswell asmy family? | know what Stephen did to you. | know he murdered you, and that you sold
your soul to come back. But | promiseyou it isn't too late: you may have forgotten God but he will never
forget you. All you haveto doislet go of dl this”

"Y ou believe that? About Stephen?’ She said with a strange detachment. ™Y ou think that | suffered al
thistimejust for my own desth?"

"Hedid ahorriblething. | can't excuseit. But it was onelife, Blanche, onelife! He's paid for it, | assure
you, in thisworld and the next. But how many other lives have you sacrificed? How many innocent
people have died because of what you've done? Y ou just can't continue with thisl Think of your own
soul, Blanche!”

Her face changed with such rapidity that he cringed away from it asif from aphysical blow. Herewasthe
Blanche he knew, her eyes overfilled with murderousintent, her face maevolent, the perfect bloom of
evil.

"One life?' she said savagely. " Stephen Marley isresponsible for more than onelife, priest. You tak
about the desth of innocents... What's the position of your loving God on killing children? Does he love
and forgive murderers of the helpless?’

Sheleaned closer to Andrew, the fury in her face aimaost scorching him.
"Stephen Marley didn't just kill me, he murdered my child!"
Georgianamoaned softly as she redlized what Blanche meant.

"With dl your mind probing, you never found that out, did you?' Blanche said to Georgiana. " Stephen
knew what he was doing. He knew | was pregnant: | had just told him. And he knew it was his child.”

Georgiana sagged against the marble tomb, unable to look a Blanche. Andrew stood completely
moationless

"It made no difference to him, but it would have made dl the difference to me. It would have changed my
life..." Blancheésvoice was patheticaly wigtful. "1 know it would have. Children change everything. But
for Stephen our child was only anightmare, an unwanted chain that would bind him to me. And he
couldn't stand the thought of it." Her voice wasrising again to apainful edge. "And so hekilled me, and
he killed our child. Stephen took away the only thing | had that was pure and good, my only chanceto
understand what love was. | could live again, in this'half world' asyou cal it. But not my baby. That was
my redl sacrifice, though | didn't redizeit a thetime. It wasthe price| paid, and it was much too high.”



There was only the soft sound of Georgiana sobbing against the tomb, her tears staining the old stone.
Angelawanted to comfort her, but found that she couldn't move: she wasn't sure whether it was Geo
who touched her more, or Blanche.

"Any children Stephen Marley had, he should have had with me! My child died, my soul died withit; any
thread | could have grasped to pull myself out of that life was broken when | saw thelook of horror in his
eyeswhen | told him | was pregnant.

"But hewent on with hislife! He married, he had babies, he had everything he ever wanted. Why should
his children lead glorious, successful, satisfying liveswhen my child lies dtill inside me, never to be born, to
have no lifeat dl? Wasnt it aMarley, the first of anew generation, the same asdl of you?| couldn't give
my child itslife back, but | could take yours. | could make dl of you fed my torture, my grief, my loss.
There will never be enough Marleysto suffer enough lifetimes for what you've doneto me. It will never
end. Never. Not until thelast of you diesin agony and guilt.”

She brought her face closer to Andrew, the stench of her death-filled breath stinging him. "And [ tell you,
priest, you are thelast of your line. In your heart, you know it. The only hope for you isfor meto take
pity onyou, and you redlize that will never happen. Stephen Marley took no pity on me. Or on our child.”

Georgianaraised her head, her face ravaged. "'l have pity for you, Blanche. Y ou cannot imagine whét |
fed for you."

Blancheturned on her inrage. "I don't want your sympathy! | don't want your tears. | want your
auffering, and your anguish. | want your life! What you'll never understand ishow much | hate dl of you,
the constant resentment | bear you, that grows every minute, every year, every decade. And it will go on
and on, until al of you are deed.”

Her eyesturned to Andrew. "But if you want to end your family'storture, priest, I'll tell you what you can
do. Kill me. Redlly, findly kill me. Do what Stephen couldn't finish. Do it right now and end your curse.”

Shetouched hisfacelightly, her changing, persuasive voice like alight feather over hismind. ™Y ou know
you can do it, priest. Haven't you been thinking of it, dreaming of it? Y ou wakein the night longing to do
it and you tell yoursdlf in the morning that you never had such thoughts, that a priest of God could never
entertain the dightest notion of murder. And yet... it'sin your heart, congtantly, the furious anger that
knows no reason.”

She knew by thelook on hisface that she wasright, she had divined his secret, guilty thoughts and
presented them to him astrophies. All he had to do was reach out hishand...

She dso knew that he could never doit.

Hewas pardyzed by his principles, by his unwavering vows as apriest, and by the compassionin his
own character.

She knew that thiswas his greatest strength, and she had turned it into his greatest weakness.

"Y ou never know who'll be next, do you?' Blanche said. With aflash of movement, she grabbed Angela
by the hair, and pulled her face toward her own. "For instance, this one would make a pretty loup-garou,
don't you think? And what lovely children you'll have, the two of you, provided you can keep from killing
them.”

The suddenness and shock of the move immobilized Angela. The pain blanked out her mind for afew
seconds, but when she saw the stricken look on Andrew's face, her rage overwhelmed her fear and any



remnant of sympathy she might have held for Blanche. She reached up, intending to break dl of Blanche's
fingers, but found the hand tangled in her hair to be like tempered stedl.

Blanche smply laughed.

Georgiana, who had been edging closer to Angela, Andrew, and Blanche dl thistime, reached quietly
into Angelas pocket and withdrew the pistol.

She pointed it steedily at Blanche's brains. "Remember, Blanche," Geo said with iron cam, "theties
between awerewolf and its creator. What can kill us can kill you. Maybe nothing €l se can touch you, but
you're exactly asvulnerable aswe areto siver.

"Y ou say you don't want my sympathy? Fine. | don't grievefor you then, Blanche, but | grieve for your
child. Not just becauseit died, but becauseif it had lived you wouldn't have loved it any more than you
loved Stephen. He knew that. And he knew the kind of life you would have given it, because you knew
no other. He killed you both rather than see an innocent baby led down the same road you took."

Blanche stood stunned, unmoving. Then she spoke very softly, her voice turning darker and nastier.
"How wasit, Georgiana?' she said with dow deliberation. ™Y our husband was beautiful to look at; was
he tasty aswell? Was his flesh swest, his blood warm and strong?'

Such absolute crudty stunned Andrew. He glanced a Georgiana and saw that though she stood firm
beside him and her hand never wavered, her shaking lips and the sudden haunted look in her eyestore at
him.

Georgiana should have been awife, amother, should have had grandchildren who adored her and her
sunny good humor; at the end of her life, surrounded by her family, she should have had the peace of
God. Instead, she was forced to adapt to an unnaturd life and asingle, stunning memory that would
torment her forever.

He thought of Walter'slife and how it had been transformed into horror al a once. He thought of his
own future, o bleak that he waswilling to die rather than live through it. When he thought of all these
things, hisrage swept him away on an uncontrollable cataract of unreasoning fury.

He stepped back and lifted hisface to the half-moon. For thefirst time, he appreciated the power of it,
the serenity of acceptance. A haf-moon, he thought, my own sign, half-man, haf-beast. But can | make
of myself aperfect whole? Everything Achille and the loups-garous taught him on Bayou Goulareturned
to him, and now made sense. Thekill wasfor justice, the kind of justice that man can never know, that
only the gods can bestow. Justice belonged to the gods, and the loup-garou was their instrument.

He heard Achilleéswords: Listen to your body, listen to your soul.

He opened his mind then, concentrating on nothing, only on what the moon had to tell him. Hecate, he
thought, goddess of judtice, of the dark of the moon, mother of werewolves. Take me. | want it, | accept
it. Aren't | one of your own children? Make me your lover.

The moon grew brighter, larger, spilling asingle slver beam around him like acrysta cocoon, within
which he would transform not only in body, but thistimein soul.

When the transformation began, it was not like before. He hardly redlized the change in hisbody but for
the waves of contentment and power flowing through it. He knew that he was about to do what he was
meant to do, afulfillment of the judgment of ahigher power than himsdlf, and as he changed, he

wel comed the sensations almogt as ardigious revelaion. It coiled around him, stin tipped with stedl, the



edge of pain blunted by the sensud pleasure of it. Thefind moment of transformation burst over himina
long, seemingly endless spasm of sexud power. Thiswaswhat Achille had, what dl the loups-garous
had, and why they cherished it. Not smply for the physical sensations, but for the absol ute correctness of
it, the firm sense of purpose. Never in hislife had he been so sure that what he was about to do was
right.

Fully transformed, but till haf in his dream state, he purposefully reached for Blanche, knocking Angela
firmly but gently aside. Blanche'slong, enraged scream trailed like abanshee wail upward in the night air.
She clawed and hammered him, she tried to gouge his eyes. She fought him with the accumul ated

drength of evil, the strength that flows from a source not within the soul of man, but from the soul of hell.

For thefirgt time, the contest was equal for the werewalf, the stakes high, the outcome uncertain. But his
sense of purpose, his sure knowledge that it wasn't amply hisown will guiding him, sood him firmly and
powerfully.

Blanche clung to his body, her hand clawing his hair, her teeth tearing a the flesh of histhroat. From
insde himsdf he drew agreat burst of strength. Crying "No more!” he shook her off. She landed on her
feet, only yards separating them. She looked into his eyes, and what she saw there terrified her. He took
adeep breath, and with one purposeful sweep of his arm and outstretched claws, he decapitated her.

Blanche's head rolled on to her shoulders, tumbled down over her breadts, fell at the feet of her
gtill-standing body. Her blood fountained into the air and turned to jewe ed dust; her body fell, then
withered, dried, theflesh faling away, turning to dust, catching flight on Hecaté'swind to leave only the
boneslike hard ivory reeds, dropping to stillness on the evening grass.

He saw Angela, her face buried against Georgianas, encircled in Geo's nurturing embrace; and he saw
Georgiana, her own face reflecting cold joy in histriumph.

And then the agony took him, so unexpectedly that even his mind was stunned into silence. As he had
done so many times, he dropped to hisknees, mastered by pain, but thistime unable to comprehend
what was happening to him. He had accepted the power, he had taken it, had put aside his conscience
and done what had to be done. Now, why the pain? Why the sudden reversa and the sense of
overwhelming, impending |0ss?

Hewas surprised at his own tears, even more surprised to hear the voice that seemed to come from the
very night itself: pure, lyrical, and not to be questioned. "Hecate," he whispered.

"Not for you, Andrew," shetold him. "My children love me of their own free will. Y ou made your choice
from desperation; you are not mine to keep. But remember that you will aways be mineto love, and |
will protect you. Return to your God, Andrew, and be happy and fruitful in thislife.

He knew that by accepting the power, he was rdinquishing it, that Hecate had given it to him only
temporarily to do what must be doneto servejudtice. But it was exactly as Achille had told him: he
would remember the power, the knowledge of pure justice, the strength of righteous anger. He would
long for it, his body would burn for what he had given up. And though he had been given hisfreedom, it
would never make up for the bonds of brotherhood.

Crouched in the grass, on his knees, he cried exactly as he had cried the night of hisfirst transformation;
he still grieved for what he had logt, but what was lost was not the same.

Georgianaand Angdakndt beside him, both quietly waiting for his despair to pass. Georgianareached
out softly to stroke his hair.



Her touch seemed to bring him back to them. He lifted his head and took her hand. "Weé're free,
Georgiana," he said. "We can gart our livesover.”

But Georgiana shook her head ruefully. "I was dways free, Andrew. | made my own freedom when |
accepted the gift of the moon. | accepted it wholeheartedly and without question, at apoint in my life
where | had thought 1'd lost everything. When | felt the moon take me, asyou did tonight, the curse
ceased to be acurse. It became ablessing. The loup-garou'slifeisn't what | planned so long ago, but it's
become the mogt fulfilling lifefor me.

"I'm happy for you, Andrew," shesaid, "and | love you. | think that what | needed most of al, and why |
was brought back here, wasto hed my life, to be reconciled with my family and mend those broken ties.
| have close friendsin New England, all werewolves, dl dedicated to Hecate, and | love them. But it's
not the same astheseties of family. | have alifein Boston, and alover in Rome whom | see often
enough. And now that | have you and Angela, | have my family back, too."

Shaken and bruised, whole people again with wholelives, they |eft the cemetery. They never once
glanced back at the sad remains of |a Reine Blanche, now no more than amemory shifting in changing
winds.

The cemetery was quiet after they left. A boy, just on the edge of ambitious manhood, crept from behind
the tombs where he had conceded himsdf dl thistime. He stared, dightly frightened but determined, at
the bones of la Reine Blanche. Reverently, he touched the shimmering dust. It seemedto legp at his
fingersdl onitsown power, gticking to hisskin asif recaling its own recent life.

Something caught his eye among the few delicate bones, something shiny and dark. He leaned closer. It
was alump of blackest obgidian, astone born in flames, shining there in the dust and bones asif it from
within.

It was exactly the size and shape of asmall woman's heart.
He stared into the depths, afraid to touch it. It glowed with thefire of life, and of unimaginable power.

Something told him to take it, a voice that seemed to come from al directions, yet from the inmost parts
of hismind.

He kneaw that voice.

He gathered afew of the bones, apocketful of the glittering dust, and hid the black obsidian heart next to
his own pounding one.

It would be hisaone, his own specid secret. He vowed never to tell anyone that he had it, not even his
grandmother.

Epilogue

Andrew Stephen Marley

And so | broke the Marley curse and became afree man. | married Angelain the full mgesty and binding
power of the Church, but as we looked at each other before the atar, about to say our vows, we knew



that our real bond had been forged in that graveyard in anight of murder and blood, and of invincible
trug.

When | looked into the face of my daughter, my newly born first child, | saw no trace of the Marley sain,
no taint of madness to mar what was going to be as perfect alife as| could give her.

Asfor my own life, it has been as| pictured it so long ago, when | was twenty-two and arrogant in my
sureness of the future. | say Mass, | watch Angela, pregnant for the second time, in the front pew
shushing our daughter, I'm surrounded by loving parishioners after Mass and adoring little childrenin
Sunday schooal.

Georgianareturned to her home in Boston after atryst with her mysterious lover in Rome, about whom
she never speaks. We gtill see her at Christmas and other times, just like anorma family, athough weve
hed to explain to other family membersthat she'sadistant blood relation. Smon fell inlove with her, and
sometimestravelsto Boston to be with her, but knowing what her lifeislikewhen heisn't thereisa
torment for him. Hetries not to think about what she does under the moon. | think that Georgianais
findly happy, in her way, and that her affection for my children will atone alittle for the children she
was—and dill is, I'm afraid—too terrified to have. | wish that Georgianawould marry again and findly
lay the ghost of her first hushand to re<t, but it just ssemsimpossible for her.

My lifeissolid, settled. I'm content withit.
But gtill that dark goddess haunts me.

Not of her doing but of mine, she comesto me on soft, fragrant nights when the moonisfull. And |
become sure, asmy ears srain to listen, that | can hear the voices of the loups-garous on Bayou Goula,
and especially one voice; remember one pair of degp amber eyes, one sheen of gold hair as Zizi bent to
touch me and opened the most closed compartment of my heart.

Although I've never doneit again, | can il fed the sting of thetears| cried in the cemetery, when | felt
the dark goddess, my lover, my eternal heart, retreat back into the night, as her generosity of returning
meto mysdf tore away part of my soul.

Achillewasright. Thekiss of the moon will stay with meforever.
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Theworld of the Louisanawerewolves... Sensud and seductive, it holds secretsthat only theinitiated



may share. Sylvie Marley is drawn to the moonlit bayous, to her lover, Lucien, and to achoice between
the debutante's life she knows and the werewolf's life she craves.

But for Sylviethereis ahidden danger: A madman must have her power—the power sheisunaware she
possesses—to satisfy hisdesire, to make himsdlf King of the Voodoos. All he needsis Sylviestota
surrender—and one act of ritua murder...

"Drawsthe reader seductively into itsembrace... Keep your eye on...the new reigning queen of chilling,
erotic horror.”

—Ray Garton, author of Dark Channel
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THE CONCLUSION OF

THE "VOODOO MOON TRILOGY"!

Sylvie Drago surrendered to a secret and sensud world no mortal woman could imagine. With her faithful
lover Lucien, she discovered the beautiful, haunted world of the werewolf—atimeless ream of passion
hidden in the shadows of the Louisanabayou...

But the promise of eternal desire has been broken. Lycaon, thefirst werewolf, has returned from the past
to control the loup-garous destiny... acenturies-old evil that reaches out to possess their fold. Only the
power of undying love can stop it. But when the full moon rises; it will betoo late. ..



