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London holds an awful secret closeto her heart, like aserpent to her bosom. The Nightside. A dark and
corrupt place, acity within acity, where the sun has never shone and never will. In the Nightside you can
find gods and monsters and spirits from the vasty deep, if they don't find you first. Pleasure and horror
are dways on sae, marked down and only dightly shop-soiled. | was born in the Nightside, some thirty
years ago, and someone's been trying to kill me ever since.

My nameis John Taylor, and | operate asa private investigator. | don't do divorce work, | don't solve
mysteries, and | wouldn't know aclueif | fell over one. | find things, no matter how well hidden, though
mostly what | ssemto find istrouble. My father drank himsdf to death after discovering my missing
mother wasn't human. The Authorities, those grey faceless men who run thingsin the Nightside, inasmuch
as anyone does, see me as a dangerous rogue e ement. Mostly they're right. My clients see me astheir
last hope, while others see me asaKing in waiting; and there are those who would risk anything to kill
me because of a prophecy that one day | will destroy the Nightside, and the rest of the world withiit.

Findly, after atrip through Timeinto past incarnations of the Nightside, | have discovered the truth. The



Nightside had been crested by my missing mother to be the one place on Earth free from the influence of
Heaven or Hell. The only truly free place. Her own dliesthrust her out of thisredlity and into Limbo,
because they feared her so much. Now she's back, and threatening to remake the Nightside in her own
terribleimage. My mother, Lilith. Adam'sfirst wife, thrown out of Eden for refusing to accept any
authority. She descended into Hell and lay down with demons, and gave birth to al the mongtersthat
have ever plagued thisworld. Or so they say.

Lilith. Mommie Dearest.

All I haveto do now isfigure out how to stop her, without destroying the Nightside and the whole
damned world in the process...

Chapter One

Somewherein the Night

Strangefelows is said by many and considered by most to be the oldest bar in the world, and therefore
has seen pretty much everything in itstime. So when Suzie Shooter and | appeared suddenly out of
nowhere, looking haf-dead in blood-stained and tattered clothing, most of the bar's patrons didn't so
much asraise an eyebrow, cosmopolitan bastards and genera scumbags that they are. Suzie and | leaned
heavily on the long, polished wooden bar and spent sometime just getting our breath back. We'd been
through alot during our trip through the Pagt, including being possessed by angelsto fight demonsfrom
the Pit, so | ft very strongly that we were entitled to alittle time out. Alex Morrisey, Strangefellows
owner, bartender, and generd miserable pain in the arse, sood behind the bar putting alot of effort into
cleaning aglassthat didn't need cleaning, while hefixed us both with hisfamiliar unwavering scowl.

"Why can't you walk through the door like norma people, Taylor?' he said findly. "Y ou dways haveto
make an entrance, don't you? And look at the state of you. Don't either of you dare drip blood over my
nice, new, and very expengvely cleaned floor. | haven't seen the natural colour of that floor in more years
than | careto remember, and I'm trying to memoriseit before it inevitably disappears again. | have got to
get some new clientele. When | inherited this place | was promised a nice upmarket bar with a sdlect and
discreet group of regular drinkers.”

"Alex," | said, "you couldn't drive this bar upmarket with an electric cattle prod and abranding iron. Now
bring me many drinks, al in the same glass, and abottle of the old mother'sruin for Suzie."

"Two," said Suzie Shooter. "And don't bother with aglass.”

Alex looked at Suzie, and his expression changed abruptly. During our brief stop-off in Arthurian times,
Suzie had logt the left Side of her face. The flesh had been ripped and torn away; then seared together
with fire. Her left eye was gone, the eydlid sedled shut. Suzie glared at Alex with her one remaining cold
blue eye, daring him to say anything. Alex'sfacetried to show severd things at once, then went blank. He
gave Suzie hisbest professiona bartender's polite nod and went to get us our drinks. Suzie had no time
for pity or compassion, even from those she considered her friends. Perhaps especidly from them.

But | knew there was moreto it than that. Alex and | had seen that face before, on afuture incarnation of
Suzie, who'd travelled back through Time from a potentia future to kill me, right herein thisbar. | might
have killed that Suzie. | wasn't sure. Alex came back with alarge glass of wormwood brandy for me, and
two bottles of gin for Suzie. He scowled disapprovingly as| gulped down the expensive liquor, and tried
not to see Suzie sucking gin straight from the bottle like it was mother's milk.



"How long have we been gone?’ | sad findly.

Alex raised an eyebrow. "About five hours, snce you and Tommy Oblivion left here with Eamonn
Mitchell, that new client of yours."

"Ah," | said. "It'sbeen alot longer for us. Suzie and | have been Timetravelling. Back into the various
Pests of the Nightside."

"I've got no sympathy for you," said Alex. "Don't you have enough problems in the here and now, without
upsetting peoplein the Past? Who did you piss off thistime? Y ou look like you've both been through a
mest grinder.”

"That'snothing,” said Suzie. ™Y ou should see the meset grinder.”

She belched and farted, then went back to sucking on her bottle.

"I don't suppose you thought to bring me back a present?’ said Alex.
"Of coursenat,” | said. "'l told you; we were in the Past, not the Present.”
"You're so sharp you'll cut yourself one of these days," said Alex.

| persuaded Suzie to put down her gin bottle long enough to make use of the rechargeable clothing spell
Alex dways keeps at hand behind the counter. A few Words of Power followed by a couple of quick
passes with an aboriginal pointing-bone, and our clotheswere immediately clean and repaired. Our
bodies remained battered and bloody and exhausted, but it was a start. The spell was standard
equipment in al Nightside bars and hogtelries, where the genera joie de vivre could be very hard on the
appearance. Suzie and | admired ourselvesin thelong mirror behind the bar.

| looked like mysdlf again, if just alittle more world-weary around the eyes. Tdl, dark, and handsomein
the right kind of light, wrapped in along white trench coat. | like to think | look like someone you could
trugt, if not take home to meet the parents. Suzie Shooter, dso known as Shotgun Suzie, and Oh Christ
it's her, run! looked as cold and dangerous and downright scary as she alwaysdid. A tal blondein her
late twenties, but with alot of mileage on the clock, standing stiff-backed and arrogant in black
motorcycle leathers, lavishly adorned with stedl chains and studs, a pump-action shotgun holstered on her
back, and two bandoliers of bullets criss-crossing her substantia chest. Knee-length black leather boots
with steel-capped toes completed the distressing picture. She had a strong-boned face, a mouth that
rarely smiled, and a gaze older than the world. She/d shot me in the back once, but it was only acry for
attention.

(Alex was dressed dl in black, as usud, even down to the designer shades and snazzy black beret
perched on the back of his head to hide a spreading bad patch. He wasin hislate twenties but looked
ten yearsolder. Running abar in the Nightside will do that to you.)

"S0," said Suzie, returning to her gin bottle, "what do we do now, Taylor?"

"We put together an army,” | said, "Of every Power and Being and mgjor player in the whole damned
Nightsde, and turn them into aforce | can throw at Lilith'sthroat. I'll use my gift to track down wherever
she's hiding herself, and then... we do whatever we haveto, to destroy her. Becausethat'sal thereis
left, now."

"Even though she'syour mother?"

"Shewas never my mother,” | said. "Not in any way that mattered.”



Suzie consdered me thoughtfully. "Even with an army to back us up, we could still lay waste to most of
the Nightsde, fighting to bring her down."

"Shelll destroy it anyway, if we don't do something. I've Seen what will happen if we don't stop her, and
anything would be better than that.”

| didn't look at her scarred face. | didn't think of her half-dead, half-mad, come back through Timeto kill
me, with the awful Speaking Gun grafted where her right forearm should have been.

"What if the others don't want to get involved?

"I'll make them want to."

"And end up just like your mother?"

| sighed, and looked into my empty glass. "I'mtired, Suzie. | want... | need for thisto be over.”

"It should be one hdll of abattle." Shotgun Suzie ran one thumb caressingly over her bandoliers of bullets.
"l can't wait."

| smiled at her fondly. "I'll bet you even take that shotgun to bed with you, don't you?"
Shelooked at me with her cold, calm expression. " Someday, you just might find out. My love."

She blew meakiss, then returned dl her attention to her bottle of gin. Alex looked at me with amixture
of awe, horror, and utter astonishment, and seized the opportunity for aquiet chat while Suzie was
preoccupied. He pulled me aside and lowered his voice to awhisper.

"Did | just hear right, John? My love? Am | to take it you and the psycho bounty hunter from Hell are
now anitem?'

"Lookslikeit," | said. "I'm as shocked and surprised as you are. Maybe | should have checked the
wording in my Personals Ad more carefully.”

"But... Quzie?| mean, ten out of ten for courage, yes, but... she's crazy!”

| had to smile. "Y ou think anyone sane would hook up with me?’

Alex consdered the matter. "Well, thereisthat, yes. Good point. But John... her face..."
"I know," | said quietly. "1t happened in the Past. Therewas nothing | could do.”

"John, she's one step closer to becoming the future Suzie who tried to kill you. Shouldn't wetell her about
thet?"

"| aready know," said Suzie. | hadn't heard her approach, and from the way Alex jumped, he hadn't
ather.

She was gracious enough not to smile. "I've known for sometime. Y ou can't keep secretslong in the
Nightside, especially when they include bad news. Y ou should know that, John. Don't worry about it. |
never worry about the future. Mostly because | don't believe I'm going to live to seeit. It'savery
liberating attitude. Worry about the present me, John."

"Ohl do," | assured her. "l do."



| put my back against the bar and looked out over the place. Just another night in the oldest bar in the
world. Alex's muscle-bound bouncers, Betty and Lucy Coltrane, were throwing out a bunch of burly
masked Mexican wrestlers, and making them cry likelittle girlsin the process. Never messwith the
Coltranes. Especidly when they're wearing their ROLLERBALL HELLCAT MUD-WRESTLING
CHAMPIONS T-shirts. Not far away, a cyborg with glowing golden eyes ordered another bottle of neat
ethanol from Alex, in astrange buzzing voice. Hed dropped in from apossible future viaa Timedip, and
was currently trying to mend hisleft leg with apair of pliers and a sonic screwdriver someone had left
behind in the bar. | was actualy pleased to see him. It was good to know that other futures, apart from
the terrible devastated future | feared so much, were still possible.

Not far enough away, haf adozen flower fairiesin drooping petal outfits were Singing araucous
Victorian drinking song, buzzed up on pollen. Soon they'd start getting nasty, and go looking for aWater
Baby to beat up. Coming down the metal stairsinto the bar proper was Kid Psychoses, in his
tatterdemadlion rags, doing hisrounds and peddling his appaling wares. The Kid sold brief interludes of
mentd illness, for people who wanted to go really out of their heads. He once told me he started out
sling menta hedlth, but there was no market for it in the Nightside. | could have told him that.

And the King and Queen of Americawere passing through, smiling and waving.
"S0," said Alex, freshening my glass, "what wasthe Nightside like, in the Past?"
"Messy," said Suzie. "In every possible sense of theword.”

"Kill anyoneinteresting?'

"You'd besurprised,” | said. "But agentleman doesn't kill and tell. Have you seen Tommy Oblivion
recently?'

"Not since he |eft here with you earlier. Was | supposed to?"

Tommy Oblivion, the exigtentia private eye, had gone back into the Past with Suzie and me, but we'd
had afaling-out. He accused me of being cold and manipulative and more dangerous than the people |
was trying to stop. | had to send him back to the Present. It was ether that or kill him, and I'm trying to
be one of the good guys, these days. But | had afeding | might have missed the mark, just abit. | could
remember Tommy gppearing in this bar quite suddenly, out of nowhere, some months back when | was
working the Nightingale's Lament case. Back then, held threatened to hunt me down and kill me. I'd
wondered why, but now I think | knew.

| Sghed and shrugged mentally. Tommy Oblivion could take anumber and get in line. There was never
any shortage of people trying to kill me, in the Nightside. There was aloud creaking of heavy leathers as
Suzie moved in beside me, her back to the bar, gin bottle in hand. It was dready hdf-empty, and she had
acigarette in one corner of her mouth. Smoke curled up owly past her sedled-shut eye.

"I'll findyou aspdl,” | said. "To repair your face."

"I'mthinking of keepingit,” Suzie said camly. "Itll help my image as a desperate character and ruthless
killer."

"Y our image doesn't need any help.”

"Y ou dways know the right thingsto say, Taylor. But I've never cared about being pretty. At least now
my outside matchesmy indde.”

"Suzie... | won't have you hurt, because of me."



She looked at me coldly. "Y ou start getting protective, Taylor, and | will drop you like a hot elephant
turd."

"Speaking of redly big shits" said Alex, "Walker wasin here afew hours ago, John. Looking for you."

| didn't like the sound of that. Walker, that perfect city gent in his smart city suit and bowler hat,
represented the Authorities. Hisword was law in the Nightside, and peopled lived and died and worse at
hiswhim. They say he once made a corpse sit up and answer his questions. He doesn't approve of me,
but he's thrown somework my way from time to time, when he's needed a deniable and completely
expendable agent. He was mad at me at the moment, but he'd get over it. Or he wouldn't, in which case
one of uswould dmost certainly end up killing the other.

"He brought his people in here and had them search the place from top to bottom," said Alex, sounding
ditinctly aggrieved. "Hence my need for athorough and very expensive cleanup crew, just before you

droppedin.”
"Y ou let them search your bar?' | said.

Alex must have heard the surprise in my voice, because he had the grace to look alittle ashamed. "Hey,
he brought a lot of people with him, al right? Serious people with serious wesponry. Some of whom are
il missing, presumed eaten. | warned them not to go down into the cdllars.”

| shook my head. Waker must be getting really desperate to lay hands on meif he was prepared to raid
abar protected by Merlin Satanspawn. Merlin had been buried in the cellars under the bar, after thefall
of Camelot; but being dead doesn't necessarily keep you from being amajor player in the Nightside. |
wouldn't go down into those cellars with agun a my back.

"l haveto go take apiss,” | announced. "I've been holding it in for over two thousand years, and my back
teeth arefloating.”

"Thank you for sharing that with us," said Alex. "Try and keep some of it off thefloor thistime."

| headed for the toilets at the back of the bar. Without making abig thing of it, people moved dowly but
deliberately out of my way. Partly because of my carefully maintained reputation, but mostly because bad
things had a habit of happening to and around me, and wise people kept a safe distance. | pushed open
the door with the stylised ma e genitals painted on it, and headed for the row of gdls. I've never been
onefor urinas. Far too easy to be ambushed. | took aquick glance around me, breathing through my
mouth to avoid the worst of the smell, but it seemed | had the place to mysdf. The small, dimly lit Sone
chamber looked as disgusting asever. | don't think Alex ever cleansthe place; he just fumigatesit now
and again with aflamethrower. The bare stone walls dripped with condensation, and the floor was wet
with awhole bunch of liquids that had nothing to do with condensation. The graffiti hadn't improved
either. Someone had daubed the Y ellow Sign on onewall, and beside it someone had painted Gods do
it in mysterious ways. Next to the row of stalls, someone else had written For a good time, knock on
any door .

| entered the first stall, and locked the door securely behind me. | then unzipped and attended to
business, |etting out along sigh of relief. Firg rule of the private eye—aways go when you can, because
you never know when you might have to stand stakeout. On the wall above the toilet, someone had
written What are you looking up here for? Ashamed?| smiled, shook off the last few drops and put it
away, then stood very ill. | hadn't heard or seen anything, but somehow | knew | wasn't donein the
gdl any more. In the Nightside, you either develop survivd ingtincts fast, or you don't develop past
childhood. | started to reach for one of the little surprises| keep in my coat pockets for occasonslike
this, then stopped as something small and hard pressed into my back, directly above the kidney.



"There's something smal and hard pressing into my back,” | said. "And I'm redlly hoping it'sagun.”

"Heh-heh-heh," said a soft breathy voice behind me. "I can dwaysrely on you for alittle quip, Mr.
Taylor. Helps the business go down so much more smoothly. Yes, it isagun, and quite aspecia gun, I'll
have you know. An energy pistol from some cyborg's future that | acquired just for this occasion.
Heh-heh. So don't even try your little trick of removing the bullets from my gun. Because it hasn't got

a.

"Sneeky Pete," | said, grimacing. "Bounty hunter, snesk thief, and all-around scumbag. How did you get
past that locked door?”

"I didn't, Mr. Taylor. | was aready hiding in the next stal. Heh-heh. Sneaked over the partition while you
were... occupied. Heh. Y ou know no-one ever seesme coming, Mr. Taylor. | have trained with ninjas. |
am athing of mists and shadows."

"You'reasnesky little bastard,” | said firmly. "And lower than aworm'stit. What do you want with me,
Pete?'

"Why, you of course, Mr. Taylor. Thereisan awful lot of money being offered for your head, not
necessarily attached to your body, and | mean to collect it. Oh yes. Now, we can either walk out of here
together, nice and easy with not aword to your companions, to where | have transport waiting... or |
can carry you out. Or at least, part of you. Heh-heh. Y our choice, Mr. Taylor."

"Youmindif | flushfird?" | sad.

"Always ready with acheerful quip! | do so enjoy doing businesswith afellow professona. Makesit dl
so0 much more civilised. Heh-heh. Be my guest, Mr. Taylor. But carefully, yes?'

| leaned forward dowly and flushed the toilet. And while Sneaky Pete's attention was fixed on what |
was doing with my hands, | fired up the spell | normally use for taking bullets out of guns, took dl of the
water flushing through the toilet and dumped the lot of it in Sneaky Pete'slungs. The thing pressing into
my back disappeared abruptly as he fell backwards, making horrible gurgling noises. I spun round, ready
to grab the energy gun, but his hands were empty. There never had been agun, just afinger poking mein
the back. Sneaky Pete. He sat down on the floor abruptly, water spilling out of his mouth, scrabbling
franticaly with hisempty hands. | considered him for amoment. Bounty hunter. Sneak thief. Pegping
Tom and blackmailer. He might not have killed me himself, but he would have handed me over to be
killed without a second thought.... | Sighed, placed my foot against his chest and pushed hard. Water
gushed out of him, and after aseries of redly nasty choking noises, he started breathing again.

| let himlive. | didn't liketo think | was getting soft, but. .. maybe | needed to convince mysdlf that |
wasn't my mother's son.

| eft the toilets and returned to the bar. | gave Alex Morrisey my best hard look. "I just had arun-in with
Sneaky Petein thetoilet, and not in agood way. Isthere perhaps something you haven't got around to
tdling meyet?'

"Ah," said Alex. "Y es, there's been awholelot of bounty huntersin and out of here recently. Apparently
therich and very well connected families of the thirteen Reasonable Men you killed, for perfectly good
reasons I'm sure, have got together and placed atruly impressive bounty on your head.”

"How much?' said Suzie. | looked at her, and she shrugged. " Sorry. Force of habit.”

| was about to say something sharp when fortunately my mobile phone rang. | answered it with my usud



"Taylor,” said Waker, in hissmooth and very civilised voice. " So glad you've returned safely from your
littletrip into the Past."

"Walker," | said. "Word does get around fast, doesn't it?1 didn't think you knew my private number."

"I know everyone's number. Comeswith the job."

"l am not going to comein and give mysdf up to you and the Authorities. | have important thingsto do.”
"Oh, | think you will, Taylor."

Therewas something in hisvoice... "What have you done, Waker?'

"Only what you have forced meto do, to get your attention. | have reluctantly given the order for your
delightful young secretary Cathy Barrett to be kidnapped. By now she will bein safe hands, being held
somewhere very secure. Turn yourself in peacefully, and you have my word that she will be freed
unharmed. But if you ingst on making life difficult for me by continuing to defy mein thismanner... Well,
I'm afraid | can't answer for the young lady's continued well-being.”

"Y ou bagtard.”
"l only do what | have to, John. Y ou know that."
"If anything happensto Cathy..."

"That's entirely up to you, isn't it? | regret to inform you that the people entrusted with this kidnapping
bear you a consderable amount of ill will. Thelonger you take to cometo adecison, themorelikdy itis
they'll vent their spleen on her. And much as| might regret that. . . the Situation isout of my hands. | have
my orders, and my duty. Whatever happens..."

| hung up on him. He had nothing elseto say worth listening to. He was only keeping the conversation
going in the hope his people would be able to track my location through my phone. | explained the
gtuationto Suzieand Alex.

"I can't turn mysdf in," | said. "I haveto befreeto operateif I'm going to stop Lilith. Thewhole
Nightside's at risk, and maybe theworld, too. But | won't, | can't, abandon Cathy."

"Of coursenot,” said Suzie. "She'syour secretary.”
"Your friend,” said Alex.
"My daughter,” | said. "In every way that matters.”

"Then we must go and get her,” said Suzie. "We can't givein to threats like this. If people thought we
could be pressured into doing things, they'd take advantage. So go on, Taylor. Do your thing."

| raised my gift, my single supernatura inheritance from my inhuman mother, and opened up my Sight.
And through my third eye, my private eye, | looked out over the Nightside, searching for Cathy. | can
find anyone, or anything, if I look hard enough. | don't like to use my gift too often, becausewhen | do |
blaze so brightly in the dark that | am easy to see. And then my Enemies send agentsto kill me. But for
the moment, | was too mad to care.

The Nightside spread out below me, naked to my Sight, and | looked down upon it like an angry god.



Streets and sguares and places within places, with people and things not at all people coming and going.
Barsand clubs and more private establishments flashed past beneath my searching inner eye, houses and
warehouses and lock-ups and dungeons, and no sign of Cathy anywhere. The Fae sparked briefly in the
shadows, and the Awful Folk moved unhurriedly on their unguessable missions, invisible to the materia
world. | could fed Cathy's presence now, al done somewherein the night, but I couldn't seem to pin her
down. | concentrated till my head ached, but finaly | was forced to settle for agenerd location.
Something or someone was blocking my gift, obscuring my Sight, and that was anew thing to me. | shut
down my gift, and carefully re-established my mentd shields. Y ou can't have an open mind in the
Nightsde. Y ou never know what might walk in.

"She's somewhere near the Necropolis,” | said. "But | can't be more specific than that.”
Suzieraised an eyebrow. "That's... unusud.”
| nodded shortly. "Stands to reason Walker wouldn't chose just anybody to hide Cathy from me.”

"But Walker knows about your gift," said Alex. "He must know you'll comelooking for her. It hasto bea
trgp.”

"Of courseit'satrap,” | said. "But I've been walking in and out of trapsall my life. So, first Suzieand |
will rescue Cathy, after making it clear to her kidnappersthat getting involved in my businesswas aredly
bad idea, then... I will go walking up and down in the Nightside, and raise an army big enough to give
even Waker nightmares.”

"Onething fire," said Suzie.
"Yes?' | sad.

"Do upyour flies, Taylor."

Chapter Two

And Dead Men Rise Up Never

Getting out of Strangefellows wasn't going to be easy. Knowing Walker, it was a safe bet that dl of the
bar's known and suspected exits were being watched by his people, heavily armed with guns, bombs,
and spells of mass destruction. It was what | would have done. | said as much to Alex Morrisey, and he
scowled even morefiercely than usud.

"I know I'm going to regret this," he said heavily, "but there is one way out of thisbar | can guarantee
Walker doesn't know about. Because no-one does, except me. My family have run this place for
generations, and given the weird shit and appalling trouble Strangefellows tends to attract, we've dways
appreciated the need for aswift, sudden, and surreptitious exit. So we've carefully maintained a
centuries-old hidden exit, for use by usin the direst of emergencies, whenit'sal gonetoHdl ina
handcart. Understand me, Taylor—the only reason I'm prepared to reved it to you now is because |
don't want Walker's people crashing back in here looking for you, wrecking the place again. The quicker
you're out of here, the sooner we can al breathe easily.”

"Understood, Alex," | said. "Thisisn't aout friendship. It'sjust business.

"Damnright," said Alex. He beckoned for Suzie and meto join him behind the bar. "1 wouldn't want



peopleto get the ideathat | was going soft. That | could be taken advantage of ."
"Perish thethought,” | said.
"Thereis... onesmdl drawback," said Alex.

"I knew it," Suzie said immediately. "1 knew there had to be a catch. We don't have to go out through the
sawers, do we? I'm redlly not in the mood to wrestle dligators again.”

"Evenworse," said Alex. "We haveto go down into the cellars.”

Suzie and | both stopped short and looked at each other. Strangefellowss cellars were infamous evenin
the Nightside; they were so dangerous and generdly disturbing that most sane and sensible people
wouldn't enter them voluntarily without the holy hand grenade of St. Antioch in one hand and atactical
nuke in the other. Merlin Satanspawn was buried in the cdllars, and hereally didn't carefor visitors. Alex
was the only one who went down there on aregular basis, and even he sometimes came back up pae
and twitching.

"I've got abetter idea," said Suzie. "L et's go out the front door and fight our way through Walker's
people.”

"He could have awhole army out there," | said.

"Somehow that doesn't bother me nearly as much asit did afew minutes ago,” said Suzie. "'l could handle
anamy."

"WEell, yes, you probably could, in the right mood,” | said. "But we can't rescue Cathy if Waker knows
we're coming. We need to stay under the radar, keep him off-baance. Lead theway, Alex."

"Havel got timeto go to confession first?' said Suzie.
"You leavethat priest done” | said firmly. "He till hasn't got over your last visit.”

Alex produced an old-fashioned storm lantern from undernesth the bar, lit the wick with amuttered
Word, and then hauled open the trap-door set in the floor behind the bar. It came up easily, without the
dightest creak from the old brass hinges, revealing smooth stone steps leading down into pitch-darkness.
Suzie and | both leaned over and had agood ook, but the light from the bar didn't penetrate past the first
few steps. Suzie had her shotgun out and at the ready. Alex sniffed loudly.

"Thisisan ancient family secret I'm entrusting you with. Whatever you see down there, or think you see,
it'sprivate. And don't show me up in front of my ancestors, or I'll never liveit down."

He led the way down the steps, holding the lantern out before him. Its pale amber light didn't travel far
into the dark. Suzie and | followed him, sticking as close as possible. The steps continued down for
rather longer than was comfortable, and the roar of voices from the bar was soon left behind. Theair
becameincreasingly close and clammy, and the surrounding darkness had awatchful fed!.

"There's no dectricity down here," said Alex, after awhile. Hisvoice sounded smdl and flat, without the
faintest trace of an echo, even though | could al but feel avast space opening up around us, " Something
down hereinterfereswith al the regular means of power supply.”

"Don't you mean someone?" said Suzie.

"I try redly hard not to think about thingslikethat," said Alex.



The stone steps finally gave out onto a packed-dirt floor. The bare earth was hard and dry and utterly
unyielding under my feet. A blue-white glow began to manifest around us, unconnected to the storm
lantern or any other obvious source. It rapidly became clear we were standing at the beginnings of agreat
stone cavern, avast open space with roughly worked bare stone walls and an uncomfortably low ceiling.

| felt like crouching, even though there was plenty of headroom. And there before us, stretching out into
the gloomy distance, hundreds of graves set in neat rows, low mounds of earth in the floor, with smple,
unadorned headstones. There were no crosses anywhere.

"My ancestors,” said Alex, in asoft, reflective, quietly bitter voice. "Wedl end up here, under the bar we
giveour livesto. Whether we want to or not. Merlin'sindentured servants, bound to Strangefellows by
hiswill, down dl the many centuries. And yes, | know everyone e sewho diesin the Nightsdeis
supposed to have their funerals handled by the Necropolis, by order of the Authorities, but Merlin's
never given adamn for any authority other than hisown. Besides, | think we all fed safer here, under his
protection, than any earthly authority's. Oneday I'll belaid to rest here. No flowers by request, and if
anyonetriesto sing ahymn, you have my permission to defenestrate the bastard.”

"How many graves are there?’ | said.

"Not as many asyou'd think," said Alex. He put his lantern down on the bottom step and glowered
around him. "Wedl tend to belong-lived. If we don't get killed horribly somewhere dong the way. Only
useful thing we inherited from our gppalling ancestor.”

He started out across the cavern floor. Despite the limited lighting, he was still wearing his sunglasses.
Style had never been a sometime thing with Alex Morrisey. Suzie and | followed, trying to look in dll
directions at once. We passed by great barrels of beer and casks of wine, and bottles of rare and vicious
vintage, laid out respectfully in awine rack that looked even older than its contents. There were no
cobwebs, and not even a speck of dust anywhere. And somehow | knew it wasn't because Alex was
handy with afesther duster.

"It occurstome,” | said carefully, "that theré's no sgn anywhere of the people Walker inssted on sending
down here. Not any bodies. Not even any bits of bodies.”

"I know," said Alex. "Worrying, isn't it?"

We stopped again, to consider a grave set some distance away from the others. Just another low mound
of earth, but with no headstone or marker. Insteed, there was amassive silver crucifix, pressing down the
length of the earth mound. The silver was pitted and corroded.

"Presumably put there in the hope it would hold himin his grave and keep him from straying,” said Alex.
"They should have known better. Y ou couldn't keep Merlin Satanspawn down if you put S. Paul's
Cathedrd ontop of hisgrave.”

"Y ou have to wonder exactly what'sinthere" | said. "After al these centuries.”
"Youwonder," said Suzie. "l liketo degp soundly at night.”
"Just bones?' | said. "No different from anyone elses?"

"No," said Alex. "I think, if you dragged away the crucifix and dug him up... hed look exactly like he did
the day he was buried. Untouched by time or the grave. And he/d open his eyes and smile at you, and tell
you to cover him up again. He was the Devil's son after dl, the Antichrist in person, evenif he did refuse
the honour to make his own path. Y ou redly think the world isfinished with him yet? Or vice versa?
No... the bastard's till hoping some poor damned fool will find his missing heart and return it to him.



Then helll rise out of that grave and go forth to do awful thingsin the Nightside... and no-one will be able
to stop him."

"God, you're fun to be around, Alex," | sad.

We moved on, giving the grave plenty of room. The blue-white light moved with us, cold and intense, and
our shadows seemed far too big to be ours. The darkness and the silence pressed in around us. Finally,
we came to a bare and undistingui shed-looking door, set flush into the sonewall. A gleaming copper
latch, inscribed with blocky Druidic symbols, held it shut. | reached out a hand to the latch, then snatched
it quickly back again. Some inner voice was shouting loudly that it would be avery bad ideafor anyone
but Alex to touch it. He smiled at metiredly.

"Thisdoor will open out onto anywhere you want, within aone-mile radius of the bar," he said.
"Announce your destination out loud, and I'll send you on your way. But beredlly sure of whereyou
want to go, because once you're through the door, that'sit. It's aone-way door."

"Who put it here?' said Suzie.
"Who do you think?" said Alex.
"Y ou mean this door's been herefor fifteen hundred years?' | said.

Alex shrugged. "Maybe longer. Thisisthe oldest bar in the world, after dl. Now get the hell out of here.
I've got customers waiting upstairs with my money burning aholein their pockets.”

"Thank you, Alex," | said. "Y ou didn't haveto do this"
"What the hdll," said Alex. "Y ou'refamily. In every way that matters.”

We amiled briefly at each other, then looked away. We've never been very good at saying the things that
metter.

"Where do we want to go to?" said Suzie, probably not even noticing the undercurrents. Sheld never
been very good a emotions, even hers. ™Y ou can bet Walker's people will be guarding dl the
approaches to the Necropolis."

"Not if we go directly there," | said.

"Not possble" Alex said immediately. "1 told you, nothing over amileradius.

| grinned. "I wasthinking of paying the Doormouse avist.”

Suziewinced visibly. "Do we have to? | mean, he's so damned... cute. | don't do cute.”
"Braceyoursdf,” | said kindly. "It be over before you know it."

| announced our destination in aloud, clear voice, and Alex hit the latch and pulled the door open,
reveding atypica Nightside street. People and other things bustled briskly back and forth, and the gaudy
Technicolor neon pushed back the gloom of the cellar. | strode forward into the welcoming night, with
Suzieright behind me, and Alex dammed the door shut.

To the crowds in the Street, we must have seemed to appear suddenly out of nowhere, but that was
nothing new in the Nightside, so no-one noticed, or if they did, no-one gave adamn. They weredl intent
on pursuing their own pleasures and damnations. The twilight daughters catcalled to prospective



customers from the street corners, sticking out their breasts and batting kohl-stained eyes. Club barkers
cried their wares to the more unsuspecting tourists, and the traffic on the road roared past without ever,
ever sopping.

| hurried down the rain-dick pavement, noting without surprise that some people were already muttering
my name and Suzi€'sinto mobile phones. Must be aredly good price on my head. And there was the
Doormouse's shop, right ahead. 1t was set between anew establishment caled the Bazaar of the Bizarre
and amusic emporium that specidised in rare vinyl LPsfrom dternate dimensions. | paused despite
myself to check out the latest specidsin the window. There was a Rolling Stones abum with Marianne
Faithfull asthe lead singer, a Pink Floyd debut L P where they were fronted by Arthur Brown, and alive
double album of Janis Joplin, from her gigs as an overweight, middle-aged lounge singer in Las Veges. |
wasn't tempted. Not at those prices.

The frosted-glass doors hissed open as | entered the Doormouse's excdl lent establishment. Then | had to
go back out again and drag Suzie Shooter in. Insde, it wasdl very high-tech, with rows of computers
and towering stacks of futurigtic technology, most of which I couldn't even identify, let done hopeto
understand. The Doormouse had very good contacts and an uncanny eye for abargain. But what he did
bedt... was doors. He came bustling forward to meet us, a cheerful six-foot-tall roughly humanoid

mouse, with dark chocolate fur under a pristine white lab coat, complete with pocket protector. He had a
long muzzle with twitching whiskers, but hiskind eyes were entirely human. He lurched to ahdt before
us, clapped his paws together, and chattered pleasantly in a high-pitched but perfectly clear voice.

"Welcome, welcome, sir and lady, to my humble establishment! Am | correct in thinking | aminthe
presence of two of the Nightside's most noted celebrities? John Taylor and Shotgun Suzie, no less! My,
my, what aday! | know, | know, you weren't expecting all this technology, were you? No-one ever
does. Y ou hear the name Doormouse, and immediately your thoughts go al rustic, but I, sir and lady, am
aTown Mouse! And proud of it! Now, what can | do for you? | have doorsfor everyone, to
everywhere, and al points between. And al at very reasonable prices! So, just state your travelling
needs, and | shdl rush to satisfy them! Why is she growling & me?”

"Dont mind her," | said. "She's being hersdf. Areyou the only mousein the Nightsde? That is..."

"| quite grasp your meaning, Sir. There were others, once, but they dl moved away to asmdl town in the
countryside. Wimps. | am the only one of my kind currently residing here.”

"Good," said Suzie. "l was beginning to think I'd have to Sart putting bigger traps down."

"I need adoor,” | said, loudly. "Onethat will take us directly to the Necropoalis. Isthat going to bea
problem?’

"Ohno, gr, not at dl," said the Doormouse, edging just alittle further away from Suzie. "1 dwayskeep a
number of the more common destination doorsin stock, ready for sale. Both insde and outside the
Nightsde. Thisway if you please, sr and... lady..."

He scurried away deeper into his shop, with Suzie and mein close pursuit, to ashowroom full of doors
standing upright on end, apparently entirely unsupported. Neat handwritten |abel s announced the
destination they opened onto. Shadows Fall, Hy Breasil, Hyperborea, Carcosa. Together with awhole
series of doorsthat would take you practically anywhere insgde the Nightside. But it was two other doors
that caught my attention, standing alittle off to one side. They were labelled smply Heaven and Hell.
They looked no different than any of the others—simple waxed and polished wood, each with a gleaming
brass handle.

"Ahyes" said the Doormouse, easing chummily in beside me. "Everyone notices those."



"Can they redlly take you whereit saysthey go?' | said.

"That isamatter of some debate,”" the Doormouse admitted, crinkling his muzzle. " The theory's sound,
and the mathematics quite clear. Certainly no-one who's gone through has ever come back to
complan..."

"Let ustalk of other things" | said.
"Yes, let's" said the Doormouse.

Heled us past other doors, some labelled in languages and ideographs even | couldn't identify. And I've
been around. Wefinally cameto adoor labelled Necropolis. The Doormouse patted it affectionately
with one padded paw.

"I always keep this one charged up and at the ready for people who need to visit the Necropolisfor a
sad occasion. Much more dignified than fighting the traffic in ablack Rolls Royce. Thisdoor will ddliver
you and the... lady, to right outside the main entrance.”

"Not ingde?' | said sharply.

"She's started growling again,” said the Doormouse. "No, no, sir. Never inside! My doorslead only to
exterior locations. If word got out that | waswilling to provide accessto theinteriors of buildings, thus
circumventing al usual security messures, you can be sure the Authorities would send Walker to shut me
down. With prgiudice. Now, sir, let ustak of the price.”

We haggled for awhile, and he drove aredly hard bargain for amouse. Wefinaly settled for an only
moderately painful extortionate sum, which | paid with gold from the traveller's pouch OId Father Time
had given me, when | travelled back in Time. The pouch was seemingly bottomless, and I'm pretty sure
Time meant for meto giveit back to himwhen | returned, but | fully intended to hang ontoit until it was
wrestled from my grasp. The Doormouse opened the door with aflourish, and Suzie and | stepped
through into another part of the Nightside.

The Necropolislooked just as| remembered it; big, dark, and supernaturally ugly. I'd been here not long
ago, with Dead Boy, to clean up an incurson by Prima demons. Which meant that technically spesking
the Necropolis saff still owed me afavour. How much weight that had, when set againgt Waker's
publicly stated disapprova, remained to be seen.

The Necropolisitself was a huge towering edifice of old brick and stone, with no windows anywhere and
along, gabled roof. The various owners had been adding exteriorsto it for years, in aclashing variety of
styles, and yet the building maintained atraditiona aspect of gloom and depression. The one and only
front door was amassive dab of solid sted, rimmed with silver, covered with deeply etched runes and
sgilsand awhole bunch of nasty wordsin dead languages. Two huge chimneys at the back pumped out
thick black smoke from the on-site crematorium.

The Necropolis serves dl the Nightside's funeredl needs. Any religion, any ritua, any requests, no matter
how odd or distressing. Cash up front and no questions asked. People paid serious money to ensure that
their dearly departed could rest peacefully in their graves, undisturbed and unmolested by any of the
many magicians, necromancers, and creatures of the night who might profess an unhedthy interest in the
helpless dead. And, of course, to ensure that the dead stayed dead and didn't turn up unexpectedly to
contest thewill. Inthe Nightside, you learn to cover al the bases. | considered the ugly, sprawling
building before me. Cathy was being held there somewhere, very much againgt her will, and if shedd been
harmed in any way, someone was going to pay for it in blood and horror.



"Enough travelling,”" said Suzie Shooter. "l fed the need to kill someone.”

"Questionsfird,” | said. "But if anyone doesn't fed liketalking, fed freeto encourage themin violent and
distressing ways."

"Y ou know how to show agirl agood time, Taylor."
"Except, your secretary isntinthere,” said acalm, quiet, and very familiar voice.

We both |ooked round sharply and there he was, Razor Eddie, the Punk God of the Straight Razor,
gtanding unnaturaly il in the pool of light from anearby street-lamp. Even though he very definitely
hadn't been there amoment before. Razor Eddie, a painfully thin presence wrapped up in an oversized
grey coat held together by accumulated filth and grime. His hollowed face was deathly pale and stresked
with grime, dominated by fever-bright eyes and asmile that had absolutely no humour init. We walked
over to him, and the smell hit us. Razor Eddie lived on the streets, dept in doorways, and existed on
hand-outs, and he ways smelled bad enough to make a sewer rat's eyeswater. | half expected the
Sreet-lightsto start wilting.

"All right," said Suzie. "How did you know we'd be here, Eddie?

"I'magod," said Razor Eddie, in hisquiet ghostly voice. "I dways know what | need to know. Whichis
how | know exactly where your secretary is being held, John."

| regarded him thoughtfully. Eddie and | were friends, sort of, but given the kind of pressure Walker was
capable of bringing to bear. .. Eddie nodded dightly, following my thoughts.

"Cautious as ever, John, and quite right, too. But I'm hereto help.”
"Why?' | said bluntly.

"Because Walker was foolish enough to try and order meto do hisdirty work for him. Like | givea
damn what the Authoritieswant. | go where | will, and do what | must, and no-one getsto stand in my
way. No-onetellsme what to do. So, your secretary isn't being held inside the Necropolis building, but
rather intheir private graveyard. Which is so big they keep it in a private dimension that they sub-let.”

"Who from?' said Suzie.
"Best not to ask," said Razor Eddie.

| nodded. It made sense. I'd heard that the Necropoliss extensive private graveyard waskept in a
pocket dimension, for security reasons, protected by really heavy-duty magics. Getting in wouldn't be
essy.

"You can't just crash into the Necropolis and intimidate the staff into giving you access,” said Eddie.
"Want to bet?' said Suzie.

"They know you're here," Eddie said patiently. "And they're dready on the phone to Walker, screaming
for reinforcements. By the time you've smashed your way through that building's defences, you'll be hip

deep in Waker's people. And your only red hope for rescuing Cathy is a surprise attack. Fortunately, |
can offer an dternativeway in."

Hisright hand, thin and grey, came out of his pocket, holding a pearl-handled straight razor. He flipped
the blade open, and the steel shone supernaturally bright. | could fed Suzie tensing beside me, but she



had enough sense not to go for any of her weapons. Eddie flashed her ameaningless amile, turned away,
and cut savagely a the empty air. The whole night seemed to shudder asthe air split apart, widening and
opening up like awound in theworld. And through the opening Razor Eddie had made, | could see
another world, another dimengion. It was adarker night than ours, and bitter cold air rushed out into our
world. I shuddered, and so did Suzie, but | don't think it was from the cold. Razor Eddie, unaffected,
gared camly through the gap held made.

"I didn't know you could do that,” | said.

"I went back to the Street of the Gods," said Eddie, putting away hisrazor. "Got an upgrade. Did you
know, John, there'sanew church there, worshipping your image. Unauthorised, | takeit? Good. | took
careof it for you. Knew you'd want meto. Follow me."

Poor bastards, | thought, asthe Punk God of the Straight Razor stepped through the wide opening, and
Suzie and | followed him through, into another world.

Theterrible cold hit melike afist and cut me like aknife, burning in my lungsas| struggled with thethin
air. Suzie blew harshly on her cupped hands, flexing her fingers so they'd be free and ready if she had to
kill someonein ahurry. Before us, the graveyard seemed to Stretch away forever. Row upon row and
rank upon rank of massed graves, for asfar asthe eye could seein any direction, from horizon to
horizon. A world of nothing but graves. The Necropoliss private cemetery lay slently under an entirely
different kind of night from the Nightside. It was darker, with an dmost palpable gloom, apart from a
glowing pearlescent ground mist that curled around our ankles and swirled dowly over the rows of
tombstones. There was no moon in the jet-black sky, only vivid stresks of multi-coloured stars, bright
and gaudy asawhore's jewels.

"We're not in the Nightside any more," said Eddie. "Thisisawhole different kind of place. Dark and
dangerous and dead. | likeit."

"Youwould," said Suzie. "Damn, but it's cold. | mean, serious cold. | don't think anything human could
survive herefor long."

"Cathy's here, somewhere,” | said. "Whoever has her had better be taking redlly good care of her. Or |
will make them scream beforethey die”

"Hard-core, John," said Suzie. "And not readly you. Leave the rough stuff to me. I'm more experienced.”
Shelooked around her and sniffed loudly to show how unimpressed she was. " The Necropolis could
have chosen amore cheerful resting place for the Nightside dead.”

"Perhaps all the dternativeswereworse," | said. "Or more expensive."
"We didn't come here to admire the scenery,” said Razor Eddie.
"Damnright," said Suzie. "Find me someone | can shoot.”

| looked around. There was only the dark, and the graves and the mist. Nothing moved, not a breath of
wind anywhere, and the place was utterly silent. The only soundsin the cemetery were those we made
ourselves. Razor Eddie's rasping breathing, the creaking of Suzie'sleathers.

"l don't seeanyone,” | said.

Eddie shrugged dightly. "Nothing lives here. That'sthe point. Even the flowers|eft on the graves are
plagtic.”



There were headstones of al shapes and sizes, catafd ques and mausoleums, statues of weeping angels
and penitent cherubs and crouching gargoyles. All kinds of religious symbols, large and small, smple and
complex, and afew even | didn't recognise. All the objects of death, and not one of life.

"| thought there might be at least afew mourners” said Suzie.

"Not many come hereto visit,” said Eddie. "I mean, would you? Now follow me and walk carefully.
There are concedled traps here, for the uninvited and the unwary."

Suzie brightened up abit. ™Y ou mean some of those stone gargoyles might cometo life? | could use some
target practice.”

"Possibly,” said Razor Eddie. "But mostly | was thinking about bear traps and land mines. The
Necropolis takes security very serioudy. Stick to the gravel path, and we should be safe enough.”

"l never get to go anywherenice,” | said, wigtfully.

| fired up my gift, hoping that sSince | was closer to Cathy, it would &t least be able to provide mewith a
direction. My Sight was limited, in this new dimension. There was no hidden world here, no secret lives
for meto Seg; just the deed, lying at peacein their graves and mausoleums, like so many silent strangers
at thefeast. And yet therewas afedling... of being watched, by unseen eyes. | tried to focusin on Cathy,
but a strangely familiar shadow il hid her exact position from me. At least | had adirection.

| set off down the gravel path, with Suzie Shooter and Razor Eddie on ether sde of me. Suzie had her
shotgun in her hands, aert for any opportunity to show off what she did best. Eddie strolled dong, his
handsin his pockets, his unblinking eyes missing nothing, nothing at al. The sound of our feet crunching
the gravel was uncomfortably loud, announcing our coming. | watched the shadows between the stone
mausoleums, ready for any sudden attack from behind the larger tombstones; but | wasn't at al ready for
what lay in wait for us around an abrupt corner.

They were ditting at apicnic around a pristine white cloth, laid out on along earth barrow. Therewasa
food hamper, with plates of cucumber sandwiches and sausage rolls and nibbles on sticks, and a bottle of
quite decent champagne chilling in an ice bucket. And smiling camly back a us—Tommy Oblivion, the
exigential detective, and Sandra Chance, the consulting necromancer. Tommy's usual New Romantic
slkswere mostly concedled under aheavy fur coat, but he still managed a certain dated style. He smiled
eadly at us, showing off abroad, toothy grinin hislong, horsey face, and toasted me with abrimming
glass of bubbly. Sandrajust glared coldly, pae of face and red of hair, wearing nothing but apparently
random splashes of dark crimson liquid latex from chin to toe. She looked like avampire after aredly
messy meal, and not by accident. Sandrawent out of her way to make an impression on people.
Supposedly, the liquid latex also contained holy water and other useful protections. The tattoo on her
back could make angels vomit and demons hyperventilate. Interestingly enough, shedd had al of the sted!
piercingsin her face and body removed, recently enough that some of the holeswere till closing. A
amplelesther belt, carrying aseries of tanned pouches holding the tools of her unpleasant trade,
surrounded her waist. She didn't fedl the cold because she thrived in graveyards. Sandra Chance loved
the dead—and sometimes even more, if that waswhat it took to get them to talk.

Wed worked together on afew cases, successfully, if not entirely happily. Sandraonly cared about
getting results, and to hell with whoever got caught in the crossfire. | liked to think that wasn't true of me,
any more.

"Hello, old thing," said Tommy Oblivion. "So glad you could join us. And you've brought company! How
sweet. Do st down and have alittle something with us, and a splash of champers. | think it'sterribly
important wedl remain civilised in Stuationslike this, don't you?"



"Want meto shoot him?' said Suzie.

"I'm thinking about it," | said. "Hello, Tommy. | should have known it was you, with your exigentid gift,
hiding Cathy. Still sticking with the effeteimage, | see.”

Heflapped hislong, bony fingersin an affable sort of way. " Stay with what works, that'swhat | say."
"How'syour brother?'

"Still dead. But he says he's starting to get used to it. And he's a better private eye now than he ever was
while hewasdive."

"| think that's enough civilities," | said. "Tell mewhere Cathy is, or I'll have Suzie shoot you somewhere
redly unfortunate.”

"Any violence and you'll never see her again," said Sandra. Her voice was deep and vibrant and bitter as
cyanide. "Y ou'l never find Cathy Barrett without our help.”

"Whereisshe?' | said, and my voice was colder than the night. Tommy and Sandrasat up alittle
draighter.

"She's deeping peacefully,” said Sandra. "In one of these graves. | put aspell on her, then Tommy and |
opened up agrave, put her init, and covered her over again. She's quite safe, for the time being. All you
haveto do isturn yoursdf in to Walker, and Tommy and | will dig her up and return her safely to the

Nightside. Of course, thelonger she stays underground, the more difficult it will be to wake her from the

gdl..."

"Of course”" | said. "Y ou're never happy with aspdl unlessit'sgot astinginthetail.” | looked a& Tommy.
"Why are you doing this? Sandral can understand. I've never known her to balk at anything if the price
was right. But you... what happened to those principles you used to trumpet so loudly? Cathy's the only
innocent in thiswhole business”

His cheeksflushed alittle, but he held my gaze steadily. "Needs must when the devil drives, old sport.
Y ou're just too dangerous to be alowed to run loose any more. | saw what you did with Merlin and
Nimue, remember? Y ou don't care about anyone or anything, except getting your own way."

"No," said Razor Eddie. "That's not true.”
Weadl glanced at him, alittle startled. He was so quiet and till it was easy to forget he wasthere.

"Y ou haveto be stopped,” said Tommy, alittle more loudly than was necessary. "Y ou're cold and
ruthlessand..."

"Y ou got back from the Past months ago,” | said, talking right over him. "Why didn't you do something
before this? Why wait till now?"

"1 was keeping my head down, out of Sght, while| thought things through,” said Tommy. Hewastrying
hard not to sound defensive. 1 put alot of thought into how best to stop you. It took me awhile to admit
| couldn't hopeto doit alone. So | came up with this plan, and went to Walker with it, and he put me
together with Sandra. Not at al aniceplan, | agree, but you brought it on yoursdlf. Fight firewith fire,
and dl that. You might say... thiswasmy last test for you, John. One last chance to see what you're
really made of, to seeif you care for anyone other than yourself. Prove me wrong about you. Proveto
me and to Waker that you're not the evil wethink you are by turning yoursdlf in. And | give you my
word that Cathy will be reeased, entirdy unharmed.”



"l can't," | said, trying hard to make him hear the need and urgency and honesty in my voice. "My mother
Lilithisback, and shesworsethan I'll ever be. I'm the only one who can stop her from destroying the
Nightsde™

"Such arrogance,” said Sandra. "Well stop her, after we've dedlt with you.”
"I could blow your head right off your shoulders,”" Suzie Shooter said casudly.

"You could try," said Sandra Chance. The two women smiled at each other easily. Sandraleaned
forward to put down her champagne glass, and Suzie moved her shotgun dightly to keep her covered. "l
am anecromancer,” said Sandra. "And thisismy place of power. With this much desth to draw on, even
the Punk God of the Straight Razor can't hope to stand against me. Y our presence here was not
expected or required, little god. Thisis nothing to do with you."

"Yesitis" sad Eddie. "I know what you found in the future, John. | know who you found. I've aways
known."

| looked at him sharply. | saw him dig, in the Timedip future. | helped him to die. But | never told anyone.
He shrugged easily. "I'm agod, remember?”

"Thisdoesn't haveto endin violence" Tommy said urgently, sensing the undercurrents. "Y ou know I'm
an honourable man, John."

"You might be," | said. "But Sandraworks for Walker. And Walker ... hashisown very personad take
on honour, when it comesto the Nightside. HE'd sacrifice any number of innocentsto preserve the
Nightsdefor the Authorities”

"He was supposed to be here," said Tommy, frowning dightly. "To reassure you of hisgood intentions.
But unfortunately he was caled away. It seems something really unpleasant is happening on the Street of
the Gods."

Weadll looked at Razor Eddie, who met our gaze alittle reproachfully. "Nothing to do with me," he said.

"Hdl with this"" said Sandra Chance, rising to her feet in one smooth feline movement. "It'stimeto take
care of busness.”

"No!" said Tommy, scrambling untidily to hisfeet. "He hasto be given achance to surrender! You
agreed!”

"I lied," said Sandra. "His existence offends me. He killed the Lamentation.”

"Ahyes" | said. "Your... wha wasthe term, exactly, | wonder? Y ou never did have much tastein
lovers, Sandra. The Lamentation wasjust anasty little Power with delusions of godhood, and the world
smells better now that it'sgone.”

"It wasthe Saint of Suffering, and it served a purpose!” Sandrasaid loudly. "It weeded out the weak and
punished the foolish, and | was proud to serveit!”

"Exactly what was your reationship with the Lamentation?' said Tommy Oblivion. Hisvoicewas
thoughtful and not at al threstening, as his gift manifested subtly on the till air. Tommy could be very
persuasive when he choseto be. | don't know whether Sandra could feel what was happening, but she
answered anyway, her cold green eyeslocked on mine.



"| used to investigate insurance fraud,” she said. "And acluster of unexplained suicides brought meto the
Church of the Lamentation. Wetalked, and we... connected. | don't think it had ever met anyone like
me, with my fetish for death.”

"Kindred spirits, who found each other in Hell," | said softly. "What did you do for the Lamentation,
Sandra? What dedl did you make with your devil ?*

"Y our devil, my god,” said Sandra Chance. "I became its Judas Goat, leading the suffering to their Saint,
and it taught me the ways of the necromancer. It gave mewhat 1'd dwayswanted. To lie down with
death and rise up wreathed in power."

"Of course," said Tommy, "such knowledge usudly drives people insane. But you were functiondly crazy
to begin with."

"Takes oneto know one," said Sandra. "Now shut up, Tommy, or I'll do something amusing to you.
Y ou're only here on sufferance.”

"It wasmy plan!™
"No," said Sandra. "Thiswas dways Waker's plan.”

"And you never gave adamn, for al the poor bastards you ddlivered to your nasty lover?' | said. "To die
in despair, then linger in horror, bound even after death to the service of the Lamentation”?”

"They wereweak," said Sandra. "They gave up. | never broke under the strain, never gave up. | save my
help for those who deserveit.”

"Of courseyou didn't care," said Suzie Shooter. "Y ou're even more heartlessthan | am. I'm going to
enjoy killingyou."

"Enough talk," said Sandra. "It'stime to dance the dance of life and degth, little people. | shdl raise all
those who lie here because of you—John Taylor, Shotgun Suzie, Razor Eddie. All your victims gathered
together in one place, with hate and vengeance burning in their cold, cold hearts. And they will drag you
down into the cold wet earth and hold you therein their bony armsuntil finaly... you stop screaming.
Don't say | never did anything for you."

Sheraised her arms high in the stance of summoning, and chanted ancient Words of Power. Energies
crackled fiercely around her extended fingers. .. and nothing happened. The energies dissipated
harmlesdy on the freezing air, unable to come together. Sandra stood there awvkwardly for along
moment, then dowly lowered her arms and looked about her, confused.

"The Necropolis graveyard is protected by serioudy heavy-duty magics," said Eddie, in hiscam, ghostly
voice. "l thought everyone knew that."

"But the magics were supposed to have been suppressed!” said Sandra. "Walker promised me!™
"That wasn't the dedl!" said Tommy. "I wasn't told about any of thid"
"Y ou didn't need to know."

There was a pleasant chiming sound, abrief shimmering on the air, and there was Walker, standing
before usin his neet city suit and old-school tie. He smiled vaguely about him. "This... isarecording. I'm
afrad | can't be here with you, on the grounds it might prove injurious to my hedth. By now you should
have realised that the magics of this place have not been shut down, as promised, Sandra Chance. My



apologiesfor the deception; but it was necessary. Y ou seg, thisisn't just atrap for John Taylor; it'satrap
for dl of you. Taylor, Shooter, Oblivion, and Chance. I'm afraid you've al become far more trouble than
youreworth. And | need to be free to concentrate on the Really Bad Thing that al my best precogsinsst
iscoming. So the decision has been made to dispense with al of you. | have at least extracted apromise
from the Authoritiesthat after you've dl killed each other, or the cemetery haskilled you, your bodies will
be buried here, free of charge. It'stheleast | could do. Good-bye, John. | am sorry it had to cometo
this. | protected you for aslong as| could... but I've dways known my duty."

The image of Walker raised his bowler hat in our generd direction, then snapped off. Therewasalong
moment of Slence.

"Weare 0 screwed,” said Suzie.
| looked at Eddie. "He didn't know you'd be here. Y ou're our wild card in this Situation.”
"It'swhat | do best,” said Eddie.

"Walker, you supercilious son of abitch!" said Sandra Chance, actualy slamping one bare foot in her
outrage.

"I wouldn't argue with that,” | said. "Ladies and gentlemen, it would appear we have al been declared
redundant. Might | suggest it would bein al our best interests to work together, putting aside old quarrels
until weredl safely out of here?!

"Agreed," said Sandra, two bright red spots burning on her pale cheeks. "But Waker ismineto kill."
"Frg thingsfirg,” | sad. "Whereis Cathy?"

"Oh, we put her in the mausoleum right behind us,” said Tommy. "Sesping peacefully. You didnt redly
think I'd stand for her being buried dive, did you? What kind of aperson do you think | an?

"I ought to shoot you both right now, on generd principles,” said Suzie.
"Later," | sadfirmly.

The mausoleum was ahuge stone Victorian edifice, with al the usud Gothic trimmings, plusawhole
bunch of decidedly portly cherubsin mourning. The Victorians could get redlly sentimental about desth.
Tommy heaved open the door, and when | looked in there was Cathy, lying curled up on the bare stone
floor like adeegping child. She was wearing something fashionable, under athick fur coat someone had
wrapped around her like a blanket. She was actualy snoring dightly. Tommy edged nervoudy past me,
leaned over Cathy, and muttered afew Words under his breath. Cathy came awake immediately and sat
up, yawning and knuckling at her deepy eyes. | moved forward into the mausoleum, and Cathy jumped
up and ran forward into my arms. | held her very tightly.

"I knew you'd come and find me," she said, into my shoulder.
"Of course” | said. "How would | ever run my office without you?'

Shefindly let go, and | did, too. We went out of the mausoleum and into the night, where Tommy
Oblivion and Sandra Chance were standing stiffly alittle to one side. Cathy stepped briskly forward, got
agood hold on Sandra’s breasts with both hands, then head-butted her in the face. Sandrafell
backwards onto her bare arse, blood spurting from her broken nose. Tommy opened his mouth, either to
object or explain, and Cathy kicked him square in the nuts. He went down on his knees, tears streaming
past his squeezed-shut eyes, with both hands wedged between histhighs. Perhaps to reassure himsdlf



that histesticleswere actudly ill attached.

"Messing with thewrong secretary,” said Cathy.

"Nicely done," | said, and Cathy grinned at me.

"Y ou are abad influence on the child,” Suzie said solemnly.

Sometime later we al assembled around the earth barrow. Tommy moved around dowly and carefully,
packing up the picnic things, while Sandra stood with her back to al of us, sniffing gingerly through the
nose she'd reset herself. Suzie glared suspicioudy about her, shotgun at the ready. She was convinced
Waker wouldn't have abandoned us here unless he knew there was Something in the cemetery strong
and nasty enough to see us al off. She had apoint. | turned to Razor Eddie.

"Walker didn't know you'd be here. And I'm reasonably sure he doesn't know about your new ability to
cut doorsinto dimensions with that nasty little blade of yours. Take us home, Eddie, so we can express
our extreme displeasure to himin person.”

He nodded dightly, and the pearl-handled straight razor gleamed vicioudy in the starlight as he cut at the
ar before him, in amovement so fast none of us could follow it. We all braced oursalves, but nothing
happened. Eddie frowned and tried again, till to no effect. He dowly lowered his blade and considered
theair before him.

"Ah," hesadfindly.

"Ah?' | sad. "What do you mean, ah? | sthere something wrong with your razor, Eddie?’
"No, there's something wrong with the dimensond barriers.

"| don't like the sound of that, Eddie."

"I'm not too keen on it mysalf. Someone has strengthened the dimensiona barriers, from the outside. No
prizesfor guessng who."

Cathy hugged my arm tightly. "How does he know things like that?

"l find it better not to ask,” | said. "Eddie, |... Eddie, why are you frowning?| redly don't likeit when
you frown."

"Something's... changed,” he said, hisvoice stark and flat. He looked around him, and we dl did the
same. The night seemed no different, cold and till and quiet, the graves unmoving and undisturbed under
the gaudy starlight. But Eddie was right. Something had changed. We could all fed it, like the tension that
precedes the breaking storm.

"Y ou achieved something, with that spell of yours," Eddie said to Sandra. "It's till trying to work,
undischarged in the cemetery atmosphere. It's not enough to affect the dead, buit..."

"What do you mean, 'but'?" | said. ™Y ou can't stop there!"

"She's disturbed Something,” said Razor Eddie. "1t's been adegp along time, but now it'swaking... and
itswaking angry.”

We moved closer together, staring about us and straining our ears againgt the silence. The atmospherein
the graveyard was changing. There was asense of potentia on the air, of something about to happen, in
this place where nothing was ever supposed to happen. Suzie turned her shotgun thisway and that,



searching invain for atarget.

"What am | looking for, Eddie?" shesaid cadmly. "Whét livesin thisdimenson?'
"| told you. Nothing lives here. That'sthe point.”

"Could the dead berising up after dl?' said Tommy.

"It'snot the dead,” Sandrasaid immediately. "I'd know if it was that."
"It'scoming,” whispered Razor Eddie.

The ground rose sharply beneath our feet, toppling us this way and that. Headstones collapsed or lurched
to one side, and the great mausoleumstrembled. My first thought was an earthquake, but al around us
the graveyard earth wasrisng and fdling, lifting like an ocean swell. We al scrambled onto our feet
again, finding thingsto cling to for support.

"There were rumours,” said Sandra Chance, "of a Caretaker, set to guard the graves.”
"I never heard of any Caretaker," said Razor Eddie.
"Yes, well, just because you're agod doesn't mean you know everything,” said Sandra.

And that was when the graveyard dirt burst up into the air from between the rows of graves, great
fountains of dark wet earth shooting up, highinto the chilly air. It rained down al around us, forming itsalf
into rough shapes. Dark, earthy human shapes, with rough arms and legs, and blunt heads with no faces.
Golemsfashioned out of graveyard dirt. They arted towards us, dow and clumsy with the power of
earth, closing in on usfrom every direction at once. The ground grew il again, savefor the heavy
thudding of legswith no feet.

Suzie opened up with her pump-action shotgun. She hit everything she aimed at, blowing ragged chunks
of earth out of the heavy lumbering figures, but it didn't dow them down. Not even when she blew their
heads off. Sandra chanted Words of Power and stabbed at the advancing earth golems with an aborigina
pointing-bone, and none of it did any good at dl. Razor Eddie darted forward, moving supernaturaly
quickly. Severd of the earth figuresjust fell gpart, diced through again and again. But for every golem
that fell, adozen more rose out of the graveyard earth and headed our way with silent, implacable intent.

| heard muttering beside me. Tommy Oblivion was using his gift to try to convince himsdf hewas
somewhere else, but it seemed Walker's dimensiond barriers were too strong even for him. Cathy pulled
aKandarian punch dagger from the top of her knee-length boot, and moved to watch my back. She
knew her limitations. Sandrawas reduced to throwing things from her belt pouches at the approaching
golems. None of them did any good.

"Il have Waker'sbdlsfor thid" she screamed.
"Join the queue,” | said.

| took out my Club Membership Card. Alex Morrisey gaveit to me sometime back, when hewasin an
unusualy expansive mood. When properly activated, the magic stored in the Card could transport you
right into Strangefellows, from wherever you happened to be at thetime. | had perhaps used it more
often than Alex had intended, because he was aways nagging at meto return it, and yet somehow | kept
forgetting on purpose to do so. But once again, the magic in the Card was no match for whatever Walker
had done to the dimensiond barriers. | turned to Suzie,



"Do you have any grenades?’

"Silly question,” she said. "Y ou think 1'd go out half-dressed?"

"Spread some confusion,” | said. "'l need sometime to concentrate, to raise my gift."
"You got it," said Suzie. "Blessed or cursed grenades, do you think?"

"I'd try both."

"Excdlent notion."

She garted lobbing grenadesin dl directions, and everyone e se ducked and put their hands over their
ears. The explosions dug great craters out of the ground, and bits of golem, coffin wood, and even body
partsrained down al around us. Stone fragments from headstones and mausoleumsflew onthe air like
dhrapnel. The golems were shredded and rent, flattened and torn apart. And still more rose, forming
themselves out of the torn earth.

| cdlosed my eyes and sudied the cemetery through my third eye, my private eye. Without Tommy's gift
interfering, | could See clearly again. And it only took me amoment to find the source of the
consciousness animating the earth golems. It was a diffused, widdly spread thing, scattered throughout the
whole of the cemetery, and beyond. Thiswasthe great secret of the Necropolisgraveyard. Thelast line
of defence for the helpless dead. Thiswhole world, the earth and the soil of it, was alive and aware, and
st to guard. The Caretaker. A living world, to protect aworld's dead.

The Caretaker decided the golems weren't working, or perhaps it sensed my probingsinto its nature. All
the earth in the cemetery rose before us, in agreet tidd wave, and thundered forward like a horizontal
avalanche. Enough earth to pulverise and drown and bury us all. There was nowhere to run, nowhereto
hide, no way to defend oursaves. But | had finally found the weak spot in Walker's plan. Hed
strengthened the spells containing the cemetery dimension, made very sure that nothing could get out. But
it had never occurred to him to stop anything from getting in.... | reached out with my gift, and found a
placein the Nightsde whereit wasraining redlly heavily. And then dl | had to do was bring therainto
me and let it pour down. The driving rain hit thetidal wave of earth and washed it away. Thick mud
swirled around our feet, but its strength and power were gone. The rain kept hammering down, and the
Caretaker couldn't get its earth to hang together long enough to form anything. And while the Caretaker
was preoccupied with that, | reached out with my gift again and located the weakest spot in the
dimensiond barriers containing us. | showed Eddie where it was, and he cut it open with one stroke of
hisgodly razor.

Weadl ran through the opening, while Eddie strained to keep it open. Then we were dl back in the
Nightside, and the opening dammed shut behind us. We stood together, soaking wet and smeared with
mud, breathing hard. | looked around me. I'd been half-expecting a crowd of Walker's people, set to
stand and watch in case we found away out, but there was no-one. Either Walker hadn't expected any
of usto get out... or his people were needed somewhere else. Sandra said he'd been called away, to
dedl with trouble on the Street of the Gods... Could Lilith be making her move at last?

Sandra stomped wetly towards me, and | raised an eyebrow. "Relax, Taylor,” she said curtly. "You
saved my life, and | dways pay my debts. Walker has to be shown the error of hisways. | can help. Of
course, once that'sover..."

Cathy fixed Sandrawith athoughtful eye, and the consulting necromancer winced despite hersdlf. Cathy
amiled swestly. "L eave my bossaone, bitch.”



"Play nicdly, children,” | said. "We haveto go to the Street of the Gods. | think the shit isfinally hitting the
fan. Tommy, escort Cathy back to Strangefellows, and stay there with her. And don't argue. Neither of
you has the firepower for what we're going to be facing. Lock and load, people; we have aBiblical myth
to take down."

Chapter Three

Playtime's Over, Children

| wasn't there at the time, but the survivorstold me what happened.

It wasjust another day on the Street of the Gods. That magical, mercurid, and entirely separate place
where you can worship whatever you want, or whatever wantsyou. There are Beings and Powers and
Forces, things unknown and things unknowable, and it'sall drictly buyer beware. Religion isbig business
inthe Nightside, and on the Street of the Gods you can find something to fit anyone's taste, no matter
how bizarre or extreme. Of course, the most popular faiths have the biggest churches and the most
magnificent temples, and the best positions on the Street, while everyone dsefightsit out in aDarwinian
struggle for cash, congregations, and more commanding positions. Some gods are very old, some are
very rich, and some don't even last long enough to pass around the collection plate.

Gods come and go, faithsrise and fall, but the Street of the Gods goes on forever.

Gargoyles crouched high up on cathedral walls, studying the worshippers below with sardonic eyes,
chatting and gossiping and passing round athick hand-rolled. Strange forms walked openly up and down
the Street, going about their unguessable business. Wisps and phantoms floated here and there, troubled
by every passing breeze—old gods worn so thin they weren't even memories any more. There were
paper lanterns and human candles, burning braziers and bright gaudy neon. Living lightning bolts chased
each other up and down the Street. Rival gangs chanted dogma at each other from the safety of their
church vedtries, and here and there mad-eyed zeal ots practised curses and damnations on hated enemies.
Some of the more fashionable gods strolled up and down the Street in their most dazzling aspects, out
and about to see and be seen. And Harlequin danced, in his stark chequered outfit and black domino
mask, pinning and pirouetting as he dways had, for aslong as anyone could remember, on and on,
dance without end. Under candlelight, corpselight, and flashing neon, Harlequin danced.

It had to be said—the Street of the Gods had known better days. Just recently, Razor Eddie had lost his
temper in the Street and done something extremely distressing, as a result of which some gods had been
observed running out of the Street screaming and crying their eyes out. Waker's people were il
coaxing them out of bars and gutters and cardboard boxes. On the Street, people were clearing up the
wreckage and taking estimates for rebuilding. Churches were surrounded by scaffolding, or held together
by glowing bands of pure faith, while those beyond saving were bulldozed flat by remote-controlled
juggernauts. The barkers were out in force, drumming up new business, and there were more tourists
about than ever. (They do so love adisaster, especially when it's somewhere picturesque.) Some
worshippers were still wandering around in adaze, wondering whether their deitieswould ever return.

Just another day on the Street of the Gods, then—until dead angel's began dropping out of the night sky.
They fel gracelesdy and landed hard, with broken wings and stupid, Sartled faces, like birdswho have
flown into the windows of high-rise buildings. They lay on the ground, not moving, creatures of light and
darkness, like achild's discarded toys. Everyone regarded the dead angels with awe and some timidity.



And then they looked up, the worshippers and the worshipped, to see agreater dark miraclein the starry
night sky.

A moonbeam extended lazily down into the Street of the Gods, shimmering silver starstuff, splendid and
coldly beautiful, just like the great and awful personage who sailed dowly down it like an ethereal moving
gairway, smiling and waving to the crowds below. Lilith had been planning her return for sometime, and
she did so love to make an entrance.

Inhumanly tall, perfectly formed, and supernaturaly feminine, with askin so paleit wasthe very antithes's
of colour, and hair and eyes and lips blacker than the night, she looked like some screen goddess from
the days of slent film. Her face was sharp and pointed, with a prominent bone structure and a hawk
nose. Her mouth was thin-lipped and far too wide, and her eyesheld afire that could burn through
anything. She was not pretty, but she was beautiful dmost beyond bearing. She was naked, but there
was nothing vulnerable about her.

Her presencefilled theair, like the roar of massed cannon announcing the start of war, or achoir Snging
obscenitiesin a cathedrd, like the first scream of being bom or the last scream of the dying. No-one
could look away. And many alesser god or goddess knelt and bowed, recognising the redl thing when
they saw it, come at |ast to the Street of the Gods. There was ahalo round Lilith's head, though it was
more a presence than alight. Lilith could be very traditiona, when she chose. She stepped down off the
moonbeam into the Street of the Gods, and smiled about her.

"Hdllo, everyone,” shesaid, in avoicerich and sweset as poisoned honey. "I'm Lilith, and I'm back. Did
you missme?"

She walked openly in glory through the night, and everyonefell back before her. The great and small
alike bowed their heads, unable to meet her gaze. The ground shook and cracked apart beneath the
thunder of her tread. 'Even the biggest and most ornate cathedral seemed suddenly shabby, next to her.
She kicked dead angels out of her way with a perfect pale foot, not even looking down, and her dark
mouth made asmal moue of annoyance.

"Such ample, stupid things," she said. "Neither Heaven nor Hell can stand against me here, inthe place |
made to be free of both."

Some tourists made the mistake of pressing forward, with their cameras and camcorders. Lilith just
looked at them, and they died screaming, with nothing left to mark their presence save agonised
shadows, blasted into the brickwork of the buildings behind them.

Lilith stopped abruptly and looked about her, then called in acommanding voicefor al the godsto leave
their churches and present themsalves before her. She cdlled for them by name and by nature, ina
language no-one spoke any more. A language so old it couldn't even be recognised as words, only
sounds, concepts from an ur-language so ancient as to be beyond civilised comprehension.

And out of the churches and temples and dark hidden places they came, the Beings and Power and
Forceswho had called themselves gods for so long. Out came Bloody Blades and Soror Marium, the
Carrion in Tears and the Devil's Bride, Molly Widdershins, Abomination Inc, the Incarnate and the
Engineer. And more and more, the human and the humanoid and the abhuman, the mongters and the
magica, the scared and the profane. And some who hadn't |eft the dark and secret places under their
churchesfor centuries, unseen by generations of their worshippers, who, having findly seen the awful
things they'd prayed to for so long, would never do so again. And last of al, Harlequin stopped dancing
and came forward to kned before Lilith.

"My masters and my mistresses," he said, inacam, cold, and utterly hopeless voice. "Therevelsnow are



ended.”

The watching crowd grew loudly agitated, crying out in awe and shock and wonder at the unexpected
sghts before them. They argued amongst themsalves asto what it al meant, and zedlots struck out at
those nearest with fists and harsh words. No-one likes to admit they may have backed alosing horse.
The quicker-thinking in the crowd were dready knedling and crying out praisesto Lilith. The prophesiers
of doom, those persistent grey creatures with their hand-made signs saying the end is nigh seemed most
put out. They hadn't seen thiscoming. Lilith smiled at them.

"You aredl redundant now. | am the End you have been waiting for.”
More shadows, blasted into crumbling brickwork, more fading echoes of startled screams.

Lilith looked unhurriedly about her, considering the various divine forms gathered before her, in dl their
shapes and incarnations, and they all flinched alittle under that thoughtful gaze, eveniif they didn't
remember why. She made them fedl nervous, unworthy, on some deep and primal level. Asthough she
knew something they had tried very hard to forget, or, if never known, had somehow aways suspected.

"l an Lilith," shesad findly. "First wifeto Adam, thrown out of Eden for refusing to acknowledge any
authority but mine own. | descended into Hell and lay down with demons, and gave birth to mongters. All
my marvellous children—thefirg to beinvited to dwell in my Nightside. Y ou aredl my children, or
descendants of my children. Y ou are not gods, and never were. It takes more than worship to make you
divine. | made you to be splendid and free, but you have grown small and limited down the many years,
seduced by worship and acclaim, alowed yoursalves to be shaped and endaved by the imaginations of
humanity. Well, playtimeis over now, children. | am back, in the place | madefor us, and it'stimeto go
to work. I've been away too long, and there is much to be put right.

"I have been here for sometime, watching and learning. | waked among you, and you knew me not.
Y ou've been playing a being gods for so long you've forgotten you were ever anything el se. But you owe
your existence and loyaty to me. Y our livesare mine, to do with as| please.”

The Beings and Forces and Powers|ooked at each other, stirring uneasily. It was al happening so fast.
One minute they were being worshipped as divine, and the next... Some of them were beginning to
remember. Some shook their headsin hopeless denia, even astears ran down their faces. Some didn't
takeat al kindly to being reminded of their true origins and obligations, and shouted defiance. And quite
alarge number were distinctly resentful at finding out they weren't godsat al and never had been. The
watching worshippers retreated to what they hoped was a safe distance, and et the gods argue it out
amongst themselves. The argument was getting quite noisy, if not actudly raucous, when Lilith slenced
them al with asingle sharp gesture.

"You," shesaid, pointing to asinglefigure a the front of the pack. "I don't know you. Y ou're not one of
mine. What are you?"'

The Engineer stared calmly back at her, while everyone ese edged away from him. He was squat and
broad and only vaguely humanoid, with blue stedl shapes piercing blue flesh, and long strips of bare
muscle tissue held together with bolts and springs. Steam hissed from his naked joints, his eyes glowed
like coals, and if you got close enough you could hear his heart ticking. He was surrounded and
protected by agroup of gangling meta constructions, of intricate design and baroque sensihilities, though
whether they were the engineer's worshippers or his creations was unclear.

"l anaTrangent Being," said the Engineer, in avoicelike metal scraping against metd. "A physica
incarnation of an abstract idea. | am immortal because | am a concept, not because | have your unnatural
blood in my ancestry. The world has become so much more complex since your time, Lilith. All of this...



isnone of my business. So I'll leave you to get onwithiit."

He turned and walked sideways from the world, disappearing down a direction most of those present
couldn't even comprehend, let doneidentify, and in amoment he was gone. The stedl-and-brass
congtructions he left behind collapsaed emptily, o much scrap metd littering the ground. Lilith stood silent
for amoment, nonplussed. That hadn't been in the script. Emboldened by the Engineer's defiance, some
of the Beings stepped forward to confront Lilith.

"We heard you were banished,” drawled the Splendid, leaving ashimmering trail behind him ashe
moved. "Forced out of the world you made, by those you trusted and empowered.”

"Thrugt into Limbo," said LaBelle Dame du Rocher, in her watery voice. "Until some damned fool let
you out, let you back into the Nightside to trouble us again with bad dreams of our beginnings.”

"Some say you've been herefor years," said Molly Widdershins, showing her stained and blocky teeth in
something that was only nominaly asmile. " So where have you been hiding, dl thistime?"

"Not hiding," said Lilith, and the chill in her voice made them dl fall back apace. "I've been... preparing.
So much to do, and so many to do it to. And then, of course, | had to produce anew child, and seeto
his education. Heis mine, body and soul, even if he doesn't rediseit yet. My dearest darling John
Taylor."

The name rumbled through the crowd, from worshippers and worshipped dike, and not in agood way.
Many shifted uneasily, and aspectsflickered on and off in the crowd like hest lightning. The Splendid
opened his perfect mouth to protest further, and Lilith reached out and touched him lightly on the
forehead. He cried out in shock and horror as hislife energy was ripped right out of him, to feed Lilith's
endless hunger. She sucked him dry in amoment, watching calmly as he crumpled and shrivelled up
before her, dl his power nothing more to her than adrop in her ocean. The Splendid blinked out and was
gone, as though he had never been. Lilith smiled about her.

"Jug alittleillustration of my mood, so everyone knows where they stand. | may be your mother, but |
won't abide over-familiarity. Now, where are those who banded together to betray me, so very long
ag0? To banish me from my own creation? Step forward, that | might look upon your faces once again.”

There was along, uncomfortable pause, then the Devil's Bride stepped forward rel uctantly, the conjoined
twin in the hump on her back peering over her shoulder. "They're dl gone, mistress” said thelittletwin, in
asweet seductive voice. "Long and long ago. They killed each other, or were brought down, or grew
irrdlevant to the modern world and just faded away. There's only one left that we know of . Its origina
nameislog to us. Wecdl it the Carrion in Tears, and it isquite insane.”

She darted back into the safety of the crowd, while others pushed forward the Carrion in Tears, ahuge
body of rotting flesh, red and black and purple, with jagged ends of bones protruding from suppurating

flesh. Forever decaying, never dying, quite mad. It snapped at the world with broken teeth, dull grey in

muddy scarlet flesh, and its cloudy eyeswerefixed and Saring.

"It incorporates dead thingsinto itsalf,” volunteered Molly Widdershins. "They keep it going. Makeit
srong."

"Andthis... hasfollowers?' sad Lilith.
"Of akind," said Mally.
"Proof, if proof were needed, that some people will worship absolutely anything,” said Lilith. "Aslong as



it hasthe stink of immortaity about it."

Some of the Carrion in Tears worshippers were thrust forward through the crowd, to face Lilith. They
dressed in soiled rags and torn plagtic, with grime artfully smeared acrosstheir faces. The oldest among
them raised his head proudly and stood defiantly before Lilith.

"Weworship it because it shows usthe truth. The red world isfilth and rot, pollution and corruption. Our
god shows usthe dirty truth behind the pretty face. When dl dseisfaleninto ruin, our god will remain,
and wewill bewith him."

"No you won't,” said Lilith. "Y ou offend me even more than he does” And shekilled them al, witha
glance.

The Carrionin Tearsdidn't notice. It wastoo busy digesting adead angd it had noticed lying by itsfoot.
Inch by inch, the dead angdl was sucked into the Being's corrupt flesh and absorbed. The smell was
awful, and even other Beings looked away. The Carrion in Tears straightened up abruptly, asthe last
lingering traces of the angd's divine energies surged through it, and shocked the dumbering mind awake.
It cried out, athick choking sound of horrid awareness, and fixed Lilith with its staring eyes.

"You! Thisisal your fault! See what has become of me! Look at what driving you out did to me!”
"l seeit,” Lilith said camly. "Fair punishment, I'd have said, for atraitor and afool.”

"It was necessary,” said the Carrion in Tears, but it sounded tired, as though repeating an old, worn-out
argument. "And now you're back, and it was dl for nothing. | told them, but they wouldn't listen. ... Kill
meif you want. | don't care. | was beautiful once, and adored... | don't recognise this Nightside. Y ou
won't either. It'sdl changed. It'smoved on and left us behind.”

"Killing you would be amercy, in your current state," said Lilith. "But what the hdll. Don't say | never did
anything for you."

She absorbed dl itsliving energiesin amoment, then made amoue of distaste with her night-dark mouth
asthe Carrion in Tears vanished into her. "Nasty," she said to the silent crowd. "But | promised myself
that I'd kill all of my old enemieswho survived, and | always keep my word. Now, step forward, my
children. Theorigind productions of my young and lusty flesh.”

She called for them by their origind names, and again there was along pause. Finaly, amere handful of
Beings made their way to the front of the crowd to face their long-forgotten mother. First wasthe
Harlequin, who knelt before her in his chequered finery and bowed his masked heed to her.

"I am here, mother dear, though much-changed by time and circumstance. | alowed myself to be shaped
by fashion and fad, but ill | survive, and ill 1 dance. | would like to think that you could still see
something in methat you would recognise.”

"| change, too, when | must,” said the Incarnate, bowing elegantly to Lilith. He was young and pretty,
dressed in an immaculate white suit of impeccable cut, his noble face attractively androgynous under a
white panama hat. "The detail s change, but | go on, worshipped and adored. At present | am apop
sensation, Singing for my supper, and teenage girlsworship my image on their bedroom walls. | amthe
Thin White Prince, and they love my music and they love me. Don't you, my little doves?'

A pack of fierce young girls surrounded him, dressed just like him, their overly made-up faces sullen and
aggressve. You could seein their faces that he was more than life itself to them, and they would diefor
him in amoment. Some actudly spat and hissed at Lilith, senaing athreat to their beloved idol. The oldest



of them couldn't have been more than fifteen.
"I know," said the Thin White Prince. "But one takes one's adoration where one can find it."

And findly, there was Bloody Blades. He crouched uncertainly before Lilith, snorting and quivering, held
in place by ancient ingtinct. He was huge and hairy, with hooves and horns and terrible clawed hands. He
stank of sweat and musk and uncontrolled appetites. He glowered at Lilith with stupid, crafty eyes,
attracted by her femininity but cowed by the sheer power he sensed in her.

"Theré's not much left of Bloody Bones," said Harlequin. "He's been reduced to apurely anima nature, a
god of wild actions and transgression without conscience. There are always men and women ready to
worship the beast within. There are those who say he did thisto himsdf, quite deliberately, to free his
needs and appetites from the tyranny of reason.”

"How very depressing,” said Lilith. "From al the thousands who spilled from my fecund loins, only three
remain? And dl of you so much lessthan | madeyouto be."

Shekilled them dl, contemptuoudy, sucking intheir life energies, then murdered dl of the Incarnate's
child followerswith a casua wave of her hand, just to be thorough. Her power beat onthe air likea
storm that sweeps dl beforeit, and the assembled crowd quailed under her cold gaze.

"It'stime," said Lilith, and al those present shuddered at the power in her voice. "Timefor you to choose
which side you're on. I'm back, ready to remake the Nightside in my own image, to retoreit to what |
originaly intended it to be. It was never meant to bethis... smal, shabby thing. | will make the Nightsde
glorious again, and you with it. Unless you choose to stand againgt me, in which case no-one will even
remember your names."

Beings and Forces and Powers glanced at each other uneasily, and there was much muttered
conversation. Themain gist of it wasthat they liked things the way they were. They liked being gods,
being worshipped and feared and adored. They liked being rich and famous and revered. (And if these
weredl very human thingsfor agod to value, no-one said s0.) Give dl thisup, to seetheir world and
their very saves remade according to Lilith'swhim? Unthinkable. And yet... shewasLilith. No-one
doubted that. Greater than the Nightside and destroyer of those who only thought themselvesto be gods.
Inthe name of survival, it might bewiseto go dong... for awhile... and hope some opportunity might
arise where they could rid themsalves again of this unwanted matriarch. And so the argument went this
way and that, while Lilith waited patiently, amusing hersdlf by killing people a random if they didn't look
respectful enough. And in the end, it was | €eft to one of the more modern manifestations, Abomination Inc,
to step forward and spesk fird.

Ever sncethe law decided that corporations were, technically speaking, both personsand immortal, it
was inevitable that one would grow large and powerful enough to be worshipped as agod. Abomination
Inc manifested itself through a crowd of faceless worker drones, al dressed exactly the same. Grey men
in grey suits, they spokein chorus.

"Weareagod of thistime. It suits us, and we are suited to it. Why should we give up all that we are, and
that we intend to be? We have no reason to believe that you have our best interests at heart.”

Next up werethe Little Siters of the Immaculate Chainsaw. Terrifying figuresin stark black and white,
these nuns were dogmatistsfirst and foremost, and modern dogmatists at that. They cursed and abused
Lilithinrich, vibrant voices and defied her with awful threats.

Others stepped forward, representing the modern religions of amodern world, but aready other voices
wererisng in the crowd to shout them down. Older voices, remembering old ways, and lesser voices



seeing hopein achanged future. And 0, just like that, the god war started.

Beings and Forces and Powers went head to head, aspects clashing like mighty enginesin the night, while
strange energies boiled on the il air. And as above, so below, with whole armies of the faithful going for
each other's throats. Hot and vicious murder ran up and down the Street of the Gods, sucking everyone
in, and bodies piled up as blood flowed thickly in the gutters.

Lilith rose gracefully into the starry sky, looking down upon what she had brought about, and laughed
aloud to see such daughter done in her name. She encouraged those of her children who followed her to
kill their brothers and ssterswho didn't, and encouraged their followersto fight and riot and ddlight in the
death of their enemies. She wanted them to get ataste for it. There would be much more of this, when
they went out into the Nightside. But for now, murdering their fellowswould help to bind the survivors
more closdly to her.

She waked in glory down the Street of the Gods, treading the air high above the conflict that surged
back and forth, while lesser beings raged beneath her. Wherever she passed, churches and temples and
cathedral s juddered and shook themsalves to pieces, and were swallowed up by the ground breaking
gpart beneath them. Lilith was sending them dl to Hell, by the direct route. Gods and followers caught
within these sanctuaries, too scared to come out and face Lilith, died screaming.

"There shdl be no other gods but me," said Lilith, her voice rising effortlesdy above the roars and
screams and howls of the violence below. "All who livein the Night-side shal worship only me. Thisis
my place, and | am all you need to know."

And that was when Walker showed up. He came strolling casudly down the Street of the Gods, in his
smart city suit, and everything dowed to ahalt asword of his progress went ahead of him. People and
Beings stopped fighting, backing away from each other and from him. They withdrew to the Sdewalks
and watched slently as he passed by, not even acknowledging their presence. Beings and Forces and
Powers stopped doing distressing things to each other and stood till, waiting to see what would happen.
A dow sullen silence fell acrossthe bloody Street, and the god war stopped. All of this, smply because
Walker had come to the Street of the Gods.

He brought no backup with him, no bodyguards, specialised operatives, or armed forces. His presence
was enough to cam and intimidate all those around him. Gods and their followers looked sheepishly at
the destruction they'd wrought, like children caught in the act of doing something naughty. Because this
was Walker, the Voice of the Authorities, whose word was law. The single most implacable forcein the
Nightside. Hefinally cameto ahdt, looking up &t Lilith tanding on the air. They considered each other
for awhile, then Walker smiled and tipped hisbowler hat to her. Waker had style. Lilith dropped
elegantly down to stand on the bloody Street before him, and if he was aware of her nakedness or the
sexudlity that burned in her like afurnace, he gave no sign of it. Helooked around at the scattered

bodies, the burning churches, then at the watching gods and their followers, none of whom could meet his

gaze.

"That's quite enough of that," he said crisply, not looking at anyonein particular, though everyone just
knew he was talking to them. "Never seen such amess. Y ou will stop this nonsenseimmediately and start
clearing up. Y ou wouldn't want me to get upset, would you?'

Some of the gods and their congregations were aready backing away, muttering excuses and gpologies,
and in some cases actudly trying to hide behind each other. They dl knew the names and legends of
those poor unfortunates who'd upset Waker in the past, and the terrible things that had happened to
them. But dl that stopped asLilith addressed Walker in aloud and carrying voice that had not the
dightest trace of fear or uneasein it. If anything, she seemed... amused.



"Dear Henry, so good to see you again. Y ou've come such along way, since we last met.”

Walker raised an elegant eyebrow. "Y ou have the advantage of me, madam. | seem to recognise the
voice, but..."

"Oh Henry, have you forgotten your dear little Fennella Davis so soon?' said Lilith, and Walker actually
caught his breath, as though he'd been hit.

"S0..." hesadfindly. "Lilith. Thisiswhat you redly look like."

Lilith laughed, shaking her head allittle coquettishly. "This... isas much of me as human senses can sand.
Y ou must remember that the whole Eden thing isjust aparable. Redlly, thisbody issomething | useto
walk around in, in your limited world. Once | have refashioned the Nightside into something more suited
to my needs and nature, | will bring dl of mysdf here, and | will be gloriousindeed.”

"What areyou?' said Waker. "'l mean, what areyou, redly?'

"I am of thefirst creation,” said Lilith. "l am what camefirg, long before thisworld was. | an dso
Charles Taylor'swife and John Taylor's mother. | am what three foolish boys summoned into the world,
unknowingly. Oh dear Henry, am | everything you thought 1'd be?"

"Sand where you are," said Walker, and his words thundered on the air. He was using the VVoice the
Authorities had given him, that could not be denied by theliving or the dead. " Surrender yourself to me,
Lilith, and do no more harm."

Lilith laughed at him, and the Voice's power shattered on the air like cheap glass. "Don't be silly, Henry.
Y our Voice was only ever designed to work on the things of thisworld, and | am so much more than
that. Run away, dear Henry, and hide until | comefor you. | have aspecid reward in mind for you. You
will worship me, and loveme, and | will make you immortal in some more pleasing shape, so that you
cansing my praisesfor al eternity. Won't that be fun?'

"I'd rather die" said Waker.

Lilith dapped him aside contemptuoudy, and her dender pae arm hit him like a battering ram. His bones
broke under the force of the blow, and blood flew on the air as he flew backwards, crashing into the wall
of ahaf-buried church. Hefell to the ground like abroken doll, and the church wall collapsed on top of
him. The gods and their worshippers watched the rubbl e settle, then watched some more, but Walker,
who could have called down armies from both Church and State with but aword, did not emerge.

The god war was over. Everyone had seen the Authorities Voice crushed and broken in amoment, his
power brushed aside like an annoying insect, and that was enough for them. They knelt and bowed their
headsto Lilith, then joined up behind her as sheled her army in triumph down the Street of the Gods and
out into the Nightside.

Not long after that, | findly turned up, with Shotgun Suzie, Razor Eddie, and Sandra Chance. The Street
was amess, with ruined buildingsto every sde, unattended fires sending up thick black smoke that stank
of incense, and the dead and the dying lying ignored. The survivors and the walking wounded stumbled
thisway and that, deep in shock, only |eft behind because they were too damaged to be of use. It said
something for Razor Eddie's reputation that broken, dazed, and defeated as they were, many of them
took onelook at Eddie and started running. Rather more unsettlingly, awhole lot more took one look at
me and came forward to kneel before me, praisng me as Lilith's son and calling on me for mercy and
deliverance.



"All right," said Suzie, curling her upper lip. "Thisis serioudy fresking me out.”
"You'renot aone” | said. "You! Let go of my leg, right now.”

"No-one ever kneelsto me," said Suzie. "Y ou there! Y es, you, stop shaking and tell uswhat the hell
happened here."

It took awhile, but we findly got the story out of them. Lilith had made her triumphant return to the
Nightside, and I'd missed it. The shivering wrecks before us madeit very clear that Mommie Dearest
was looking for me. And not necessarily in agood way. It seemed she had some specid purposein mind
for her only begotten child.

"Tough," | said. "'l don't happen to fed like obliging her. At least, not yet. When wefinaly do mest, |
want it to be on my terms, on my home ground.”

By now, word of my arrival had spread up and down the Street of the Gods, and amob of ragged
people formed around us, half out of their minds with fear and anger, crying out Blasphemer! and Drag
him down! and Take himto Lilith! Suzie and Eddie and Sandramoved in close beside me, but the mob
didn't even see them. There were hundreds of them now, with more coming, faces twisted with hate and
loathing, reaching out for me with clawed hands. They surged forward from al sides, and before| could
say anything, Suzie opened up with her pump-action shotgun, blowing great holesin the advancing ranks.
They kept coming. Razor Eddie cut abloody path through them, moving too fast for the human eyeto
follow. Then Sandra Chance raised the bodies of the fallen dead to attack the living, and that wastoo
much for the mob. The crowd broke apart and quickly dispersed, scattering in dl directions, leaving the
dead and dying behind. | couldn't feel angry a them. None of thiswastheir fault, redly. It wasjust that
my mother made such a powerful impression on people. Suzie lowered her shotgun and reloaded. Eddie
regppeared a my sde, hisrazor dripping blood. Sandralet the dead lie down again. A shivering acolyte
in an Aztec feathered headdress gpproached her timidly.

"If you can raise the dead, could you perhaps... 7

"Sorry, no," said Sandra Chance. "Raising dead godsis beyond me. Besides, if he stays dead, he
probably wasn't much of agod to begin with, was he?"

The acolyte burst into tears, and we left him Stting there on the shattered steps of what had once been his
temple.

"Ms. Tact," said Suzie, to Sandra.
"You'd know," said Sandra.

"Wherés Waker?' said Eddie. "'l don't see abody anywhere, and you know what they say inthe
Nightsde—if you don't see abody, they're dmost certainly not dead.”

"I think | can help you there," said a sad-eyed priest. "Y oull find him over there, under what's left of my
church."

We thanked him and approached the remains of what might once have been a pretty impressive edifice.
Half of it was 4iill onfire, burning sullenly inthe till night air. In the end, we had to dig through apile of
rubble, hauling it away brick by brick, to uncover Walker. His suit was tattered and torn and soaked with
blood, but he still opened his eyes the moment | leaned over him. He even managed asmall smile.

"John," he said faintly. "Late, asusudl. I've been having afew words with your mother."



"Sol see” | said. "Y ou can't get on with anyone, can you?"

We dug him out, and sat him up with hisback against awall. He never made a sound the wholetime.
Suzie checked him over with brisk efficiency. Suzie knows alot about wounds, from both ends.
Eventually she stood back and nodded to me.

"He'sdamaged, but hell live™
"Oh good,” said Walker. "For awhile there, | was dmost worried.”

"Y ou should be," said Sandra Chance. "Y ou trapped us dl in the cemetery dimension and left usthereto
die. We had an agreement, and you broke it. No-one does that to me and lives."

"You can't kill him now," | sad.

"Why not?' said Sandra, turning the full force of her cold, angry gaze upon me. | looked back at her
Steadily.

"Because hewas my father's friend. Because | don't kill in cold blood. And because | have ause for
him."

"Practical asever, John," said Walker.
Sandrafrowned. "Thisplan. Will helikeit?'
"Almost definitey not."

"Then I'll wait," said Sandra Chance.

| crouched down before Walker so | could look right into hisface. "She'sback,” | said. "Lilith. My
mother. Back to tear down the Nightside and replace it with something that will have no roominit for
Humanity. And if | try to stop her, just maybe shell bring down the whole world. | can't do thisaone,
Walker. | need your help.”

Heamiled briefly. "Werefinaly on the same wavelength. Pity it took such dire straitsto bring us
together."

"Dont kid yoursdf," | said. "All we havein common isamutud enemy.”
"Y es. Someone who'sworse than either of us.”

"Y ou should know," | said. "Y ou brought her here, through the Baba on Working. Y ou, and the
Collector, and my father."

"Ah," said Walker. " So you worked it out, findly. | was beginning to think you wereabit dow. Y oull
have dl the support | can raise from the Authorities, but it'll take more than an army of warm bodies and
everyday magicsto sop Lilith."

"l have afew old friendsand aliesinmind,” | said. "And aplan | can practically guarantee no-one€'s going
tolike." I turned to Suzie. "Take Sandraand Eddie and get Walker back to Strangefellows. Alex can fix
him up, but make sure he doesn't try to put it on my tab. Then you wait there, till | get back.”

"Hell with that," Suzie said immediatdy. "Wherever you're going, you'll need meto watch your back."

"Not thistime," | said gently. "I need you with the others. You're the only onel can trust. And besides...



| don't want you to see some of the things | might haveto do.”
She amiled briefly. "Y ou pick the damnedest timesto worry about my fedings, John."
"Somebody hasto,” | said.

Chapter Four

Not Fade Away

How do you take down an army of ex-gods? Well, when the living can't help you, start with the dead. |
left the Street of the Gods by one of the less-travelled exits and made my way through the crowded
sreets of the Nightside, heading for Uptown, where they keep dl the redly weird clubs. | waslooking
for Dead Boy, and | didn't have alot of time. Given the sheer size and scope of the Nightside, it would
take even Lilith and her army quite awhile to make any real impression, but the newswould start to
spread soon enough. Bad news aways does.

The night air was crisp and clear, the pavements were dick from arecent rain, and the scene was
jumping, like dways. There might be rumours of riot and mayhem and imminent apocalypse, but that was
smply business asusud in the Nightside. Especidly at weekends. And yet... | sensed agrowing jittery
feeling among people | passed, asense of nervous anticipation, even if no-one seemed too sure about
what. | fought down an urge to hurry, not wanting to attract attention to myself. | had time. Even with
Walker taken out of the picture, the Authoritieswould still be able to throw whole armiesinto Lilith's
path, armed with guns and blades and magics and al the usua nasty surprises. They'd dow her down.
For awhile,

People around me kept glancing up at the night sky, as though half-expecting the stars to have changed
position, or the oversized full moon to have turned bloodred. Something new and dangerous had come
into the Nightside, and they could al senseit, like cattle gpproaching a daughterhouse. Everyone seemed
sharper and dmost spookily dert, and theintendty of the night moved up another notch.

Striding back and forth outside the ever-welcoming doors of disreputable clubs, the barkers hawked
their wares with anew urgency, while on every sireet corner the come-ons from the scarlet lips of the
twilight daughters was alittle bit more aggressive. Tides of people surged thisway and that, the casua
groll giving way to the determined march, as though the punters were afraid that what they werelooking
for might not be there when they got there. A new Specid Edition of the Nightside's only daily paper, the
Night Times, wasjust hitting the streets, and people crowded round the news vendors, almost snatching
the papers out of their hands, then chattering animatedly over the heavy black headlines. | had no doubt
that Lilith had made the front page, and probably most of the other pages, too. | needed to get my plan
up and running before everything started faling apart. And for that, | needed Dead Boy.

It wasn't hard to find the lap-dancing club where he was working as abouncer. Bit of acome-down, for
the Nightsde's most eminent vigilante, dark avenger, and first line of defence againgt the legions of the
dead, but presumably there were fringe benefits. | stopped before the club and studied it carefully from
what | hoped was a safe distance. The flashing neon sign over the gaping door spelled out the club's
name, not fade away, in colours so bright and garish they practicdly stabbed into my eyes. To either Sde
were neon figures of dancing girls, jiggling eternaly from one uncomfortable-looking position to another,
back and forth, back and forth. A grubby window held photographs of the glamorous girls one could
hope to find ingde the club, though experience led meto believe the girls actually on display would look



nothing like the photos.

The barker lounging by the door inhabited a brightly coloured check coat, with arevolving bow tieand a
grin so fixed it bordered on the unnatura. HEd started out life as aventriloquist's dummy, and never
redly got over it. Seeing my interest he fixed me with hisbrightly shining eyes and launched into hisspid.

"They're dead, they're naked, and they dance!”
| fixed him with my best cold stare. "Do | look like atourist?"

He sneered and moved away from the door, waving mein. | passed him by with as much dignity aswas
possible under the circumstances. Insde the lgp-dancing club, someone tried to take my coat, and |
punched him out. Start as you mean to go on... Thetrangtion from chilly night to sweltering lounge was
abrupt, and | stopped inside the main areato get my bearings. The management kept the lightsdown to a
comforting gloom, partly to give the punters asense of privacy, but mostly so you wouldn't get too good
alook at therest of the clientele. The air wasthick with al kinds of smoke, and rank with the stink of
sweat and desire and desperation. There were ratty-looking tables and chairsfor the scattered audience,
and cheap plywood booths at the back for more private encounters. The customers were mostly men,
mostly human, their eyes fixed hungrily on the four separate spotlighted stages where the dancers swayed
back and forth to the over-amplified music.

There were girls, up on the stages and in and among the audience, showing off what they'd got and what
they could do, all of them naked, al of them dead. The spirits of departed women, condemned to
wander the Earth for this reason or that, lap-dancing for the living. Some seemed completely red and
solid, while otherswere only wisps of smoke or migt, tinted al of the colours of the rainbow by the
coloured gelsrotating in front of the stage lights. Most of the girls drifted from one state to the other and
back again, asthey stamped and spun and shook their breasts, pumping their hipsand curling around the
ged poles on the stages, al the time favouring the nearest customers with wide smiles that meant nothing,
nothing at al. Ghostly girls, the dancing dead—the ultimate ook but don't touch.

There was atacky-looking bar set to one Sde, and leaning up againgt it, the legendary Dead Boy himself.
Technicaly spesking, he wasn't old enough to bein aclub like this. Dead Boy was seventeen, and had
been for some thirty years, ever since he was murdered—clubbed down in the street for his credit cards
and mobile phone. He came back from the deed, after making adeal with someone he ill preferred not
to name, and took aterrible vengeance on hiskillers, only to find that his ded made it impossiblefor him
to go to hisrest afterwards. And so he walks the Nightside, forever young, forever damned, his spirit
possessing his own dead body, doing good deeds in the hope that eventually helll accumul ate enough
goodwill in Heaven to break the terms of the dedl he made.

Hewastall and adolescent thin, wrapped in adark purple greatcoat, over black leather trousers and tall
cafskin boots. He wore ablack rose on onelapel and alarge floppy black hat perched on the back of
his head. His coat hung open, revealing a corpse-pale torso held together with stitches and staples and
duct tape. He doesn't fedl pain any more, but he can till take damage. If | looked closely | could seethe
bullet holein hisforehead that held filled in with builder's puity .

Hislong white face had aweary, debauched ook, with burning fever-bright eyes and a pouting sulky
mouth with no colour in it. He had experimented with makeup, but mostly he just couldn't be bothered.
Long dark hair fell to hisshouldersin oiled ringlets. He looked calm, casud, even bored. He was drinking
whiskey straight from the bottle and eating Negpolitan ice cream straight from the tub. He nodded easily
as| cameover tojoin him.

"Hello, Taylor," hesaid indigtinctly, around amouthful of ice cream. "Pardon my indulgence, but when



you're dead you have to take your pleasures where you can find them. I'd offer you adrink, but I've only
got the one bottle. And don't order anything from the bar—their prices are appdling, and the drinks are
worse."

| nodded. | already knew that. I'd been here once before, working a case, and had allowed mysdlf to be
persuaded to order what passed for champagne. It tasted like cherry cola. Nothing was what it seemed
here. Even the waitress had an Adam's gpple.

"So you're the bouncer?' | said, leaning easily back against the bar beside him.

"I run security here," he corrected me. "1 keep an eye on things. Most of the punters take one look at me,
and know better than to start anything.”

"| thought you had a steady gig, body-guarding that singer, Rossignol ?"

He shrugged. " She's off touring Europe. And 1. prefer not to leave the Nightside. Thisjob'sjust
temporary, until | can scare something else up. Even the dead have to earn aliving. Hence the girls here.”

| nodded. The Nightside accumulates more than itsfair share of ghosts and revenants, one way and
another, and they all have to go somewhere.

"Where do the girls go, when they're not working?' | asked.

Dead Boy gave me apitying look. "They're always working. That'sthe point. It'snot like they ever get
tired..."

"What do the girls get out of this? The money can't be that good.”

"Itisn't. But aclever girl can make alot from tips, and the management guarantees to keep the girls safe
from necromancers, plusal the other unsavoury types who use the energies of the departed to fuel their
magics. And of course all the girls hope to hook an appreciative customer, turn himinto aregular, and
milk himfor al hesworth."

| looked out over thewidely spread audience. "Anyoneinteresting in tonight?"

"A few names, afew faces, no-one you'd know and no-one worth noting. Though we do have severa
diminutive professors, who claim they're here researching modern dang. They loved it when | told them
this club was licensed to dispense spirits. . ."

| smiled dutifully. Dead Boy shrugged and took agood dug from hisbottle. It was nearly empty.

| watched the ghost girls dance. Putting off the moment when I'd haveto tell Dead Boy why | wasthere.
They were currently spinning and gyrating to an old Duran Duran number, "Girlson Flm," and being
ghogtsthey were dl supernaturdly beautiful, impossiblelithe, and utterly glamorous. They danced with
implacable grace, stamping their bare feet and jiggling their oversized breadts, rising from the stagesto
dide and sweep through the smoky air. Those in and among the audience drifted around and sometimes
even through the customers, giving them athrill they wouldn't find anywhere dse. And why not? The sted
poleswerethe only truly solid things on those stages.

"Don't get tempted,” said Dead Boy, putting down his empty bottle and scraped-clean ice cream tub.
"It'sal just aglamour. Y ou wouldn't want to see what they really look like when they drop their illusions
between sets. Unfortunately, being dead | dways see them asthey redly are, which takesalot of thefun
out of thisjob."



Onegirl swayed ddicioudy down from her stage, seemingly completely solid, until she extended one
finger to achosen customer, and he breathed it in, inhaling it like cigar smoke. The girl's hand unravelled,
disappearing into his mouth and nostrils, until he couldn't take any more, and let it dl back out againin
coughs and snorts. The girl giggled as her hand reassembled. Up on one of the stages, agirl suddenly
caught fire but kept dancing, unconsumed.

"Anold flameof mine" Dead Boy said solemnly.

Thereare quite afew clubsin Uptown that cater to the various forms of desth fetish, from mummification
to premature buria, and some places that would fresk out even hard-core Goths; clubs like Peaceful
Repose, where you can try out being dead for awhileto see what it fedslike. Or the brothel where you
can pay to have sex with femae vampires, ghouls, and zombies. There are dways those who like their
mest cold, with the taste of formaldehyde on their lips...

| said as much to Dead Boy, who only showed any interest when | got to the brothel. He actualy got out
anotebook and pencil for the address.

"Trust me," | said firmly. "Y ou redlly don't want to go there. Y ou'll end up with worms."

And then one of the ghost dancers caught my attention, as she beckoned coyly to acustomer and led
him, haf-walking and haf-swaying, across the gloomy club to one of the private booths at therear. The
customer wastall and skinny, with afurtive air about him. The two of them disappeared into a booth and
shut the door firmly behind them. | turned to Dead Boy.

"All right, what's the point of that? | mean, if she'snot solid enough to touch..."

"Lovedwaysfindsaway," said Dead Boy. "Ingtead of an exchange of fluids, an exchange of energies.
All purdly consensud, of course. The ghost girl absorbsalittle of the customer'slife energy, which I'm
told feels very nice, and she becomes alittle more solid, so she can... take care of him. A benefit to both
sdes. Themorelife energiesagirl collects, the more solid and red she can become. Theoreticaly, she
could even become dive again... Sometimesthe girls go too far and drain the customer dry. Then we
end up with aredly pissed off customer ghost haunting the place and acting up dead cranky.
Management keeps an exorcism service on speed did for just such occurrences...”

The door to the private booth opened, and the customer came out again. He hadn't been in there long.
And when held gone in held been skinny as awhip, but now he was noticeably overweight, with an
extensve bulging belly. Dead Boy cursed briefly and pushed himself away from the bar.

"What isit?" | sad.
"The bastard'sa soul thief," Dead Boy said curtly. "He's inhaled the ghost girl, every last smoky bit of
her, and now he's containing her inside himself, hoping to smuggle her out. Let'sgo.”

We headed purposefully across the floor, and the punters hurried to get out of our way. The fat man saw
Dead Boy coming, pulled an intricate glass charm out of his pocket, and threw it on the floor. The glass
shattered, releasing the pre-prepared spell, and Dead Boy stopped as though held runinto aninvisible
wall, his colourless face twisted in apained grimace.

"It's an antipossession spell,” he grunted. " Trying to force me out of my body. Stop the bastard, John.
Dont let him get away withthegirl."

| hurried forward to block the fat man'sway. He stopped, studied me cautioudy, and reached into his
pocket again. | fired up my gift just long enough to locate the spdll he was using to contain the ghost



within him and ripped it away. | shut down my gift asthe fat man convulsed, staggering back and forth as
hisimposing stomach bulged and rippled like a sheet in thewind. | got behind him, grabbed him in abear
hug, and squeezed with al my strength. Thick streams of smoke came pouring out of his mouth and
nogtrils, quickly forming into the ghost girl. The bulging ssomach flattened under my grip, and the ghost girl
stood fuming before us. She solidified oneleg just long enough to kick the soul thief redly hard in the
nuts, then she stalked away. | let go of the soul thief, and he collapsed to the floor, looking very much as
though he wished he was dead.

| 1eft him there and went back to Dead Boy, who was |ooking much better.

"Chegp piece of rubbish spdll,” he said chearfully. "Almaost an insult, expecting something like thet to take
me out. My soul was put back by an expert. Leave the soul thief to me, John. I'll arrange for something
suitably humiliating and nesty to hgppen to him."

We gtrolled back to the bar, where the barmaid had a fresh bottle of whiskey waiting for Dead Boy. He
reached for it, then hesitated, and gave me along, considering look.

"Y ou didn't come herejust to inquire after my nonexistent hedlth, Taylor. What do you want with me?"
"1 need your help. My mather isfinaly back, and the shit is hitting the fan in no uncertain manner.”

"Why isit people only ever come to me when they want something?' Dead Boy said wigtfully. "And
usudly only after everything's dready goneto Hell and worse?!

"I think you just answered your own question,” | said. "That's what you get, for being such agreat
back-stop.”

"Givemethedetails," said Dead Boy.

| gave him the edited version, but even so he winced severa times, and by the end he was shaking his
head firmly.

" No. Noway. | do not get involved with Old Testament forces. They are too hard-core, even for me."
"l need your help.”

"“Tough."

"Y ou haveto help me, Dead Boy."

"No | bloody dont. | don't haveto do anything | don't want to. Being dead is very liberating that way."
"My mother isleading an army of Beings from the Street of the Gods. She hasto be stopped.”

"Good luck with that, John. Do send me a postcard asto how you got on. I'll bein the Arctic. Hiding
under apolar bear."

"l haveaplan ...
"Y ou dwaysdo! Theanswer'sill no. I do not go up against gods. | know my limitations.”
| fixed him with my best cold stare. "'If you're not with us, you're againgt us. Againg me."

"Y ou'd redly threaten an old friend, John?"



"If you wereredly afriend, | wouldn't have to threaten you."

"Dammit, John," he said quietly. "Don't do thisto me. | can't afford to have my body destroyed, and lose
my grip on thisworld. Not with what'swaiting for me. . ."

"If Lilith isn't stopped, the Hell shelll make of the Nightsde will bejust asbad.”

"Youreared piece of work, Taylor, you know that? All right, I'min. But | know I'm going to regret
this"

"That'sthe spirit," | said.

"Y ou're not even safe being dead, these days," Dead Boy said mournfully.

Chapter Five

Down in Dingley Dell

"S0," said Dead Boy, "you've definitely got a plan?’

"Ohyes"

"But you're not going to tell mewhat it is?'

"It would only upset you."

"Canyou a least tell me where we're going?”

"If youlike, but..."

"l wont like that ether?'

"Probably not."

"If | wasn't already dead, | think 1'd probably be very depressed.”

| had to laugh. It felt good to have something to laugh about. We were walking through one of theless
sdubrious aress of the Nightside, where the neon signsfell away like uninvited guests a the feast, and
even working street-lamps were few and far between. We had come to Rotten Row, and the people
who lived thereliked it dark. We'd been walking for awhile, and even though Dead Boy couldn't get
tired, he could get bored, and downright cranky about it. He'd wanted to use his famous futurigtic car, the
gleaming Slver sensation that drove itsdlf out of a Timedip from some possible future, and adopted Dead
Boy asitsdriver. But | had to work on the assumption that Lilith had agents everywhere now, and they'd
be bound to recognise such adigtinctive car. And they might well have ordersto attack it on sight, justin
case Dead Boy was giving hisold friend alift. Nothing like having aBiblical myth for amother to make
you redly paranoid. | wasn't ready for adirect confrontation with Lilith's people. Not yet. So Dead Boy
and | waked together through increasingly dark and dingy back streets, in search of that greet Victorian
Adventurer, Julien Advent.

I'd dready phoned the main offices of the Night Times, and the deputy editor had reluctantly confirmed
that Julien wasn't there. He might be the paper's editor and owner now, but Julien sill remembered the
days when held been the Nightside's leading investigative journdist. So every now and again hed



disappear for afew days on apersonal assignment, without telling anyone where he was going. No-one
could say anything because he dways came back with one hell of agtory. Julien did like to keep his hand
in, and assure himsalf hewas dill an Adventurer at heart.

The deputy editor actualy asked meif | knew where Julien was, because the whole paper was going
crazy without him, trying to cover the huge story breaking on the Street of the Gods. Did | happen to
know anything about what happened on the Street of the Gods? | admitted that | might know athing or
two, but that | would only talk to Julien. The deputy editor tried threets, insults, and burgting into tears
before findly giving up on me and admitting that while Julien had turned off his mobile phone and pager,
s0 he couldn't be traced, he had been heard asking questions about some of the nastier sweatshops still
operating in the Nightside.

And so Dead Boy and | had walked to the extremely low-rent district that was Rotten Row. There were
fewer and fewer people around, and those on view had adistinctly furtive air about them. There were the
homeless and beggars, ragged men in ragged clothes, with outstretched grimy hands and ripped paper
cupsfor small change. There were things that stayed in the shadows so you couldn't get agood look at
them—possessed anima s with glowing eyes and cancerous faces, and haf-breed demons offering to sl
you their bodies or blood or urine. Plus any number of hard-faced working girls with dead eyes, rent
boyswith scarlet lips, and speed fresksin alleyways ready to sal you any drug you had ever heard of.
And darker things ill, offering darker services.

Rotten Row, where dreams go to die, hopeisacurse, and death is sometimes the kindest thing that can
happen to you.

Long rows of dilapidated tenement buildings crouched sullenly on ether side of arubbish-strewn Street.
Half the street-lamps had been smashed, and sul phurous steam drifted up out of rusted meta grillesin the
pavement. The tenement walls were stained black with soot and pollution and accumulated grime. Graffiti
in adozen languages, not al of them human, sometimes daubed in dried blood. Windows boarded up or
covered over with brittle paper. Doors with hidden protections that would only open to the right muttered
words. And inside every dark and overcrowded room in those ancient tenements, sweatshop businesses
where redlly low-paid piece work was performed by people who couldn't find work anywhere else. Or
had good reason to stay hidden, off the books. The sweatshop owners took advantage of these
desperate people, in return for "protecting” them. The sad part was that there was never any shortage of
desperate people, ready and willing to be "protected.” The Nightside can be very dark, when it chooses.

Grim-faced enforcers sauntered casudly out of aleyways and side streets to make their presence known
to us. Dressed up as dandified gangsters, they wore guns and knives openly, and afew even had
ideograms tattooed on their faces, marking them as low-rank combat magicians. Some had dogs with
them, on reinforced stedl chains. Serioudy big dogs, with bad attitudes. Dead Boy and | strolled openly
down the middle of the street, |etting the enforcers get agood look at us. The dogs were thefirst to
redlise. They got one whiff of Dead Boy, and backed away whining and cringing. Their ownerstook one
look a me and started backing away themsdlves. The enforcers huddled together in tight little groups,
muttering urgently, then pushed one of their number forward to meet us.

He affected anonchalant swagger that fooled no-one, least of dl him, and finally cameto ahat a
more-than-respectabl e distance away. Dead Boy and | stopped and considered him thoughtfully. He was
wearing asmart pin-striped suit, white spats, and agrey fedora. He had twin pearl-handled revolvers on
his hips, and a pencil moustache on his scarred face. He gave us each ahard look, which he might have
pulled off if he hadn't been sweating so profusdly.

And on acold night, too.



"Y ou hereto cause trouble?' he said, in avoice so degp he must have had athird testicle tucked away
somewhere.

"Almost certainly,” | said.

"Right, lads!" said the enforcer, glancing back over his shoulder to address the rest of the street. "Pick up
your feet, we are out of here. Thisis Dead Boy and John bloody Taylor, and we are not being paid
nearly enough to take on the likes of them. Everybody round to Greasy Joan's cafe, where we will wait
out whatever gppalling things are about to happen.”

"You've heard of us," said Dead Boy, sounding just alittle disappointed.

"Too bloody right, squire. | sgned on for security work and alittlelight brutality. Nothing was ever said
about having to face living legends and death on two legs.

Behind him, the rest of the enforcers were rapidly melting away and disgppearing into the distance at
something only alittle lessthan adead run. | looked thoughtfully at the man stlanding before us, and his
|eft eye developed adigtinct twitch.

"Y ou seem to have alot of influence over your fellow thugs” | said. "Who are you, exactly?"

"Union representative, squire. | look out for my boys, make sure they've dl got health insurance, and I'd
redly liketo run away after them, if that'sdl right with you."

I'd barely finished nodding before he'd turned and hurried away. Thereésalot to be said for agood, or
more properly bad, reputation. One young enforcer was still standing in the middle of the Street, looking a
bit bewildered. He yelled after his union rep, who didn't even look back.

"Hell with thisshit," snarled the young punk, sounding actualy outraged. "We're supposed to be hard
men! Spreading fear with aglance and crushing al opposition! We don't turn and run when a coupl e of
seriousfacesturn up!”

"He'syoung,” said avoice from the shadows of avery dark aley. "Doesn't know anything. Please don't
kill him. Hismather would give me hell.”

The young enforcer went for the gun on his hip, but Dead Boy was dready moving. Being dead, his body
wasn't limited to norma human reaction times. He darted forward impossibly quickly, closing the distance
between himsdlf and the young enforcer in amoment. The punk actualy got off two shots, and Dead Boy
dodged both of them. He crashed into the young enforcer, ripped the gun out of his hand, and
head-butted him in the face. He then examined the gun while the young man crumpled to the floor, before
findly throwingit asde.

"| take it there won't be any more opposition?” | said, to the general surroundings.
"Not from us," said the voice from the shadows. "Y ou do whatever you fed likedoing, sir.”
"Thank you," | said. "Wewill."

| gathered up Dead Boy, and we continued down the street. There wasn't asingle soul to be seen
anywhere, but | had no doubt we were sill being surreptitioudy observed. | raised my gift, opening up
theinner eyein my mind, my private eye, to locate exactly where Julien Advent was hiding himsdlf inal
thishostile territory. | kept my Sight narrowed down to just thetask at hand. | redlly didn't want to See
the kind of dark forces that moved unseen in aplace like Rotten Row. | was also concerned that 1'd
recently been using my gift too much. My Enemies were dways looking, to send their horror troops after



me. | found Julien dmost immediately, observing afirm called Dingley Ddl from aplace of conceal ment
in atenement building only alittle further down the street. | shut down my gift, checked that dl my mental
barriers and safeguards were securdly in place, and told Dead Boy what 1'd learned.

"Y ou are serioudy spooky sometimes, you know that, John?" he said. "The way you know things. Still, |
wouldn't worry too much about these Enemies of yours. They probably won't be ableto locate you at all,
what with Lilith and her pal's on the rampage, jamming the mental agther.”

Wewalked on awhilein slence. " Jamming the mental aether? " | saidfinaly. "Whét the hell does that
mean?'

"l don't know," said Dead Boy. "But you have to admit, it sounded really good there for amoment. Now
then, Dingley Ddll... Sounds amost unbearably twee. Probably makes lace dailies, or something..."

We cameto a hdt before the right building and studied the small cards tacked to the doorframe, beside
the row of buzzers. The cards|ooked decidedly temporary, as though they had atendency to change on
aregular basis. The current occupiers of the three-storey building were Alf's Button Emporium,
Matchstick Girls, Miss Snavely's Fashion House, Shrike Shoes, the Stuffed Fish Company, and Dingley
Ddl.

"Top floor," Dead Boy said disgustedly. "Why do they dways have to be on the top floor? And how are
we supposed to get al the way up there, past dl the other businesses, without anyone noticing us?'

"Firdly, it'sonly three floorswe're talking about,” | said. "Undoubtedly because this entire shit heap
would have collapsed if anyone had added afourth floor. And secondly, while | doubt very much that a
dump like this has afire escape, you can bet good money that there's a concealed exit round the back so
company executives can make a swift departure unobserved if their creditors turn up unexpectedly. So,
round the back."

We made our way down anarrow Sde aley dmost choked with garbage and generd filth, and a couple
of degping formswho didn't even stir when we stepped over them. | found the back door without having
to raise my gift again because it was exactly where | would have put it. (Having had occasion to dodge a
few creditors mysdlf, in my time.) Dead Boy checked the door out for magica darms and booby-traps,
which didn't take long. He only had to look at them, and they mafunctioned.

"My being dead and dive at the same time confusesthem,”" he said happily.
"It'saways confused me," | agreed.

Dead Boy went to smash the door in, but | restrained him. There could till be purely mechanicd darms
in place that we hadn't spotted, and | didn't want to risk attracting attention and perhaps blowing Julien
Advent's stakeout. So | raised my gift for amoment, located the right spot on the door, directly above
thelock, and hit it once with the hedl of my hand. The lock disengaged, and the door swung open. Dead
Boy averted his gaze so he wouldn't have to see melooking smug, and we entered the tenement, quietly
closing the door behind us.

There was hardly any light, and the place stank of poverty and misery and blocked drains. Every expense
had been spared in the congtruction of this building, and everything about it screamed fire trap. We
moved quietly down the gloomy corridor, dert for any sign that we'd been noticed, but the whole building
seemed glent asatomb. The stairway was so narrow we had to go up in singlefile, so | let Dead Boy go
firgt, on the groundsthat he could take alot more damage than |. There were any number of magical
aarms and booby-traps, but they dl blew up in slent puffs of fluorescent smoke, rather than try to dedl
with Dead Boy's presence. On the second-floor landing a monstrous face formed itsalf aboruptly out of



the cracksin the plaster wall, looked at us, mouthed the words Oh bugger, and disappeared again.

The next stairway was wide enough for usto walk side by side. | was sarting to relax when awooden
step sank just alittle too far under Dead Boy's weight, followed by adight but definite click, and | threw
myself flat. A metal shaft shot out of a concedled hole in the wall, passed right over me, and speared
Dead Boy through the left arm. Helooked down at the spike trangfixing hisarm, sighed heavily, and
carefully pulled hisarm free. | got to my feet again, and we studied the metal spike.

"Why did thiswork when the others didn't?’ said Dead Boy.
"Purdly mechanical," | said. "L east theré's no harm done.”

"No harm? Thisismy good coat! Look at these two holesin the deeve. Going to cost asmdl fortuneto
put thoseright. I've got thislittle fellow in Greek Street who does al my repairs (you'd be surprised how
many outfits| go through), but they're never the same afterwards. He callsit invisble mending, but | can
dwaysseit..."

"Do you think you could perhaps lower your voice atad?" | said, quietly but urgently. "We are supposed
to be snesking in, remember?*

He sniffed sulkily afew times, and we continued up the rickety stairway to the third floor, and along the
shadowy passage at the top of the building. Every room we passed was a different business, sub-let
presumably, and we caught glimpses of shabby people daving away, working slently in gppdling
conditionsfor nothing remotely like minimum wage. Whole families packed so tightly round rough
wooden tables there was hardly any room to move. Fathers and mothers and children, al working
intently in dim light in rooms with windows that wouldn't open, making goods for pennies that would sl
for poundsto their betters. None of them ever said anything, bent quietly over their work. The overseers
might not be visible, but that didn't mean they weren't there. Trouble-makersdidn't tend to last long in
Swesatshops.

I'd never seen such blatant misery before. Capitaism, red in tooth and claw. It was one thing to know
that such things till went on and another to seeit with your own eyes. | fdt like tearing the building down
with my bare hands... but the sweatshop workers wouldn't thank mefor it. They needed the work,
needed the lousy money and the protection that went with it, from whoever was|ooking for them... And
| couldn't risk blowing Julien Advent's stakeout and getting him angry a me. | was going to need Julien.

Dead Boy redly didn't like snesking around. It wasn't hisstyle. "When am | going to get to hit someone?’
he kept asking.

"You'l get your chance," | said. "God, you'relikeabig kid. You'll be asking if we're nearly there, next.”

Wefindly cameto aclosed door with a card tacked to it, saying Dingley Dell. | tried the door handle,
dowly and very carefully, but it was locked. Dead Boy raised aboot to kick it in, and | pulled him away,
shaking my head firmly. | listened, one ear pressed againgt the wood of the door, but | couldn't hear
anything. | straightened up, wincing as my back creaked, and looked around. And there at the end of the
corridor was aspird stairway, leading even higher. | led the way up the curving steps, Dead Boy
pressing close behind like an impatient dog, and we ended up in adisused gdlery, looking down onto the
open room that was Dingley Ddll. And there, a the end of the gdllery, was the Timedipped Victorian
Adventurer himsdlf, Julien Advent.

He was actually wearing his old opera cloak, the heavy dark materia blending him smoothly into the
gdlery shadows. Dead Boy and | padded forward as silently aswe could, but he still heard us coming.
He spun round, ready to fight, and only relaxed alittle as he recognised us. He gestured sharply for usto



crouch beside him. Hewastall, and il lithely muscular despite hisyears, with jet-black hair and eyes,
and aface handsome as any movie gar's; only dightly undermined by his unswervingly serious gaze and
gimanmile

Julien Advent was a hero, thereal dedl, and it showed. We'd worked together, on occasion. Sometimes
he approved of me, and sometimes he didn't. It made for an interesting relaionship.

"Whet the hdll are you two doing here?' he said, hisvoice little more than amurmur. "1 put alot of effort
into getting slently into place here, and remaining unobserved, and now you two clowns... How do you
know you haven't tripped off every darm in the place?’

"Because | saw them all,” said Dead Boy. "There's not much you can hide from the dead.”

| looked at the two ragged holesin his coat deeve, and sniffed. "Y ou don't half fancy yoursdlf
ometimes™

Julien shook his head despairingly, then we dl looked down into the open room of Dingley Dell, while
Julien filled usin asto what was happening, in avoice | had to strain to hear.

It seemed Dingley Dell was a sweatshop for manufacturing magica items. Wishing rings, cloaks of
invishility, talking mirrors, magic swords, and so on. The usud. | awayswondered where they came
from... Gathered around along trestle table were dozens of small shivering forms like undernourished
children, with big eyes and pointed ears. Wee fagries no bigger than two-year-olds, with bitter faces and
crumpled wings, dl of them looking half-starved and beaten down. They would pick up some everyday
object with their tiny hands and stare at it with fierce concentration until the sweet ran down their pointed
faces. They were pouring their own natural magic into the items, making them magica through sheer force
of will. Asthe faeries gave up some of their magic, they became visbly duller and less specid. Dying by
inches

Every single one of them was held in place by heavy leg irons, and chainsled from theironsto sted rings
embedded in the bare floor-boards.

Thefaerieswere refugees from awar in some other dimension, said Mien, fleeing and hiding from
something awful: the Hordes of the Adversary. They were desperate not to be found, by anyone.
Looking more closaly, | could seethey all had old scars, and more recent cuts and bruises. They wore
rough clothing made from old sacking, with dits cut in the back for their crumpled wingsto poke through.
Now and again, in abrief look or amovement, | could see aglimpse of how wild and beautiful and
charming they had once been.

And even as we watched, one small winged figure gave up the lagt of its magic and just faded away to
nothing. His clothing dowly collapsed in onitsdf, and the empty leg iron danked dully againgt the floor.

| couldn't remember when I'd last been so angry. It burned within me, knotting my stomach and making it
hard for meto breathe. "Thisissick!" | said fiercely. | actually glared a Mien Advent. "Why are you just
stting here, watching? Why haven't you done something before this?!

"Because I've been considering how best to dedl with that,” said Mien. "That istheir overseer—the
Beadle"

Dead Boy and | were dready |ooking where he pointed. Emerging from an adjoining kitchen was ahuge,
hulking figure. He was eadily eight feet tall—his head brushing againgt the ceiling—and his shoulderswere
broader and more muscular than any human's had aright to be. He was a construct, a patchwork figure
of stitched-together human pieces. His only clothing was a collection of broad leather straps, perhapsto



help hold him together, or maybe just to give him afeding of security. He carried alarge empty sack in
one hand and aroast chicken in the other. He took a gresat bite out of the chicken breast, and waved the
greasy carcass at the fagries, tauntingly.

Two fera children prowled beside him, oneto each side, their naked bodies caked in old dried blood
and filth. A boy and agirl, they were only ten or eleven years old, but till big enough to scare and
intimidate the weefaeries.

"That isone big Beadle," said Dead Boy.

"Quite," said Julien. "l could probably take him, but I didn't want to start something | wasn't sure | could
finish. For the sake of the fagries”

The Beadle approached the table, and the faeries dl tensed visibly. Some Started crying, quietly,
hopelesdy.

"Now then, have Santas little helpers been busy, making nice little presents, like they weretold to?" said
the Beadle, in aharsh, growling voice. "Ho-ho-ho! | see another of you has escaped. .. but not to worry,
my little cherubs; there's dways fresh mest to replace the old.”

He grabbed ahandful of the completed magical items piled up in the middle of the table, and started
stuffing them carelesdy into his sack. One of the faeries wept alittle too loudly, and the Beadle turned on
it svagdy.

"You! What are you snivdling for, you little work-shy?*
"Pleasedr," said thefaerie inasmal, chiming voice. "I'mthirgty, Sr."

The Beadle cuffed the faerielightly across the back of the head, but it was still hard enough to dam the
gmall face onto the table,

"No water for anyone until you've all made your quotas! And no food till the end of your shift. You
know therules." He broke off abruptly to examine aglowing dagger he'd just picked up. He sniffed
dismissively and broke the blade in two with his bare hands, throwing the no-longer-glowing pieces
asde. "Usdess! Spoiled! All because someone wasn't concentrating! Don't think you can pass off
inferior work on me! Y ou al need to buck yourselves up, because the next one of you that doesn't
measure up... getsfed to my little pets here!™

Theferd children grunted and snarled, samping their bare feet on the bare floor and making playful little
darts a the nearest faeries, who cried out and cringed away asfar astheir leg irons and chainswould let
them. Theferd children laughed soundlesdly, like dogs.

"That'sit," said Mien Advent, inacam, quiet and very dangerousvoice. "1 have seen enough.”

He dropped gracefully down from the high gdlery, his open cloak spreading out like the dark wings of an
avenging angdl. He landed lightly before the astonished Beadle, who reared back. Thefera children
retreated, snarling. Dead Boy jumped down and landed heavily, the floor-boards cracking under the
impact. He smiled easily at the Beadle, who threw aside his bag and his roast chicken so he could close
hisgreat handsinto massvefigts. | climbed down from the gdlery, taking it onefoot hold a atime. |
knew my limitations. Mien Advent advanced on the scowling Beadle, and the giant construct actualy
backed away from the much smaler man, driven back by the incandescent rage in Mien's voice and

eyes.
"| thought 1'd left the evil of sweatshops behind me, in Victoriasreign. To see such crudty ill thriving in



thismodern ageis an affront to al honourable men. To persecute such innocents, such helpless creatures,
inthe name of profit isan abomination! It sops now!"

The Beadle stopped backing away, and sneered down at Mien, his deep set eyes suddenly crafty aswell
ascrud. "l know you, Adamant. Crusading editor, bleeding heart, gentleman adventurer. Movesin dl the
best circles. But if | wereto tel you the names of those who own thislittle business, and othersjust like
them, | daresay you'd know them. Probably membersin good standing of your precious gentlemen's
clubs. They know the truth of the Nightside—that at the end of the day it's al about wealth and power.
And what you can get away with."

"Il dedl withthem, too, intime," said Julien.

"But you're here now," said the Beadle. "Far away from home, in my territory. And no-one plays by
gentlemen'srules here. | am authorised to ded with any and al intrudersin whatever way | seefit. So...
let's seewhat | can get away with..."

He spoke aWord of Power, and thetwo fera children suddenly changed. Thick fur sprouted out of their
bare skins, and their bones creaked loudly as they lengthened. Muzzlesfull of sharp teeth thrust out of
their dirty faces, and in moments the two children were two wolves. The Beadle laughed and urged his
petsforward. The faeries cried out hopeesdy, cringing away from the davering wolves, tugging piteoudy
at the stedl chainsthat held them in place. The wolves stalked dowly forward, and Dead Boy went to
meet them, drawing two long silver daggers from the tops of his calfskin boots.

"No," | said sharply. "Don't kill them. | think they're as much victims here asthe faeries”

Dead Boy glanced back at Julien, then shrugged and stepped back again. He didn't put the sillver knives
away. | confronted the two wolves, hoping | was right in my assumption. The Beadle had brought about
their change with aWord of Power, which suggested the boy and girl weren't natura werewolves, that
the change had been enforced upon them. So | fired up my gift and found the spell that controlled the
change. Then it wasthe easiest thing in the world for meto rip the spell away, and just like that two
wolves shrank back into two dazed children. Only aboy and agirl again, at last. They could fed they
werefree, and their ferad instincts told them who was responsible. They charged towards me, and | made
mysdf stand my ground. The boy and the girl pressed affectionately againgt my legs, nuzzling me with
their heads and faces, pathetically grateful. The Beadle shouted orders at them, trying hisWord again,
and they turned and snarled defiantly back at him. | patted them comfortingly on their matted heads, and
they settled down again.

Dead Boy and Julien Advent and | turned our full attention to the Beadle. He eyed the only door, but
could tell it wastoo far away. He flexed his greast muscles, showing off hissize and strength. Hisfists
were bigger than our heads. He sneered at us.

"This changes nothing! Y ou're not big enough to bring me down. Not even together. | will eat your flesh,
and crack your bonesfor the marrow, then I'll stick your severed heads on the railings outside, to show
everyone what happens when you mess with the Beadle. And don't think your magics will help you
againg me. The owners made me proof againg dl magica attacks."

"Good thing I'm not magic then," said Dead Boy. "Just dead.”

He went to meet the Beadle, daggersin hand, and the Beadle turned to run. Hed barely made two steps
before Dead Boy was upon him, plunging both his daggers deep into the Beadl€s kidneys. The giant
cried out horribly and fdll to hisknees. And Dead Boy cut the Beadle up into his respective origina
pieces, undoing thework that had first put the huge construct together. The Beadle kicked and screamed
for along time. John and | watched in silence, while the two ferd children grinned and stamped their feet



approvingly, and the wee winged faeries clapped their tiny handstogether in joy and relief.

Dead Boy went about his business as methodicaly as any butcher, until nothing waslft of the Beadle but
blood and gore and piles of separated pieces, some of them ill twitching. When it was over, and the
Bead|€'s eyes had stopped rolling in his severed head, Julien took thering of keys from the discarded
leather belt and set about freeing the fagries from their leg irons. | helped asbest | could. The faeries
thanked ustearfully, in voiceslike the singing of birds. The iron shackles had burned the faeries skin
where they had touched, and even after they were freed the faeries stayed on their wooden benches,
huddling together for comfort. One of them looked at Julien and raised an uncertain tiny hand.

"Please, ar, we're hungry."”

"No problem!" Dead Boy said cheerfully. He gathered up an armful of body parts and assorted offa, and
marched off into the adjoining kitchen. "1 know agreat recipe for chunky soup!”

Julien looked a me. "Ishe serious?’
"Almogt certainly,” | said. "Fortunatdly, I've dready eaten.”

We moved alittle away, so we could talk privately. The faeries and the two fera children looked at each
other, equally uncertain, but finally the boy moved towards them, one step at atime, and crouched before
the nearest fagrie. The boy put forward his head to be petted, and after along moment the faerie reached
out asmall hand and gently touded the matted hair. The boy grinned happily, just like adog, and the girl
padded forward to join him. | dlowed mysdlf asmal breath of relief and gave my full attention to Julien.

"What are we going to do with them?" | said quietly. "All right, we rescued them. Greet. But they've il
got to live. They can't go back to their own dimension, but they don't have anywhere elseto go. And
there are things out there in the Nightside that would egt them dive."

"Well," Julien said thoughtfully, "they've got aredly good business going here, so why shouldn't they take
it over and run it for themselves? Someone hasto make adl the magic artifacts... They could make a
comfortable living for themselves. I'm pretty sure the boy and the girl could be retrained as bodyguards.
And I'll underwrite the business to begin with and provide the faeries with someone suitable to act asa
front, so no-one will know about them.”

"That'svery kind of you," | said, and | meant it, "but what about al the other sweatshopsin this building?
What about al the other people daving away for pennies, in buildingsjust likethisdl over the Nightside?!

Julien met my gaze steadily. "I know. There are hundreds of places as bad asthis, if not thousands. But
one of thefirgt thingsyou learn in the Nightside is that you can't save everyone. You jud... do what you
can, save whom you can, and try to be content with that.”

"And what about this businesssorigind owners?' | said. "Won't they kick up a stink about being frozen
out of their own business?'

"Not after the piece I'm going to write for the Times," said dulien. "I'll change some of the detailsto
protect the faeries, but it will still befine, loud, incendiary stuff. The ownerswon't want to beidentified
with the stink I'm going to generate. May | mention you and Dead Boy by namein my story?

"I don't mind," Dead Boy said cheerfully, from the kitchen. Something was cooking, and it smelled realy
good.

"If youthink itll help," | said.



Julien Advent consdered mefor along moment. "Maybe | won't mention you, John."
"| quite understand,” | said. "L ot of people fed that way about me."
"Why did you come here looking for me?* said Julien.

"Ah," | said. "Now, you're probably not going to like this, Julien, but..."

Chapter Six

Guardian Angel

When you're about to do something really risky, or really dumb, or both, it's nearly alwaysagood ideato
doitin company. That way, at least you've got someone to hide behind when it dl starts going horribly
wrong. So, while the freed faeries gathered happily around a huge cauldron brimming over with chunky
soup, and the feral boy and girl gnawed meat off oversized bones and cracked them open to get at the
marrow, | took Julien Advent to one side, for a quiet word.

"I need to talk with you and Dead Boy, somewhere private.”
"Does this concern your cunning plan, the one I'm redly not going to like?"
"Gotitinone

"l know just the place.”

It turned out that Julien had stumbled across the Beadl€'s private living quarters while he was exploring
the building. He led Dead Boy and me back up onto the gallery, to aconcealed door at itsend, and
through that into aloft converson. The bare-raftered room turned out to be alot bigger on the insde than
it appeared on the outside, but that's acommon spdll in the Nightside, whereliving spaceisat a premium.
The Beadlesliving quarters were al hanging drapes and throw cushions, in assorted eye-dazzling
colours, dong with fresh flowersin tal vases, Andy Warhol printson thewals, and ddicatelittle china
statuettes of wide-eyed kittens.

Dead Boy headed immediately for the rack of wine bottles at the far end of the room, sampled severa of
them in an experimentd sort of way, before findly settling for athick blue liquor that seethed heavily
againg the containing glass. Persondly, | wouldn't have used it for cleaning combs. Dead Boy took a
long drink straight from the bottle, shuddered dightly, then grinned widdly.

"It takes alot to affect you, when you're dead,” he said chearfully. "But this Suff's got akick like one
hundred and twenty per cent emba ming fluid.”

| wrestled the bottle away from him and put it to oneside. "Trust me,” | said. "Y ou redly don't want to
do what I've got in mind while you're drunk.”

"I hateit dready," said Dead Boy.

We arranged ourselves as comfortably as we could on the embroidered throw cushions, and | explained
dowly and carefully just what it was | had in mind. Firgt, | described in some detail the devastated future
Nightsde I'd seen in the Timedip. The ruined buildings and the terrible silence, in which the only things
moving were swarming mutated insects. Humanity was gone, and al the world was dead and cold. A



future that was my fault, somehow. Julien and Dead Boy listened intently, drinking in the details. They'd
heard rumours of what |'d seen, most of the Nightside had, but 1'd never told anyone the whole story.
And even now, | kept afew thingsto mysdf. They didn't need to know about the Razor Eddie | found
there, thelast living man in the world. They didn't need to know | killed him, with hisown razor, asa
mercy.

Of course, when | finished my story they had to argue with me. They were far too sophisticated to
believein asingle, unavoidable future. In Fate, or Destiny.

"There are any number of potentid time-lines, possible futures,” said Julien, alittle condescendingly.
"None of them more certain than any other."

"Right," said Dead Boy. "My own car comes from an dternate future that clearly has nothing to do with
the one you described.”

"Once, that might have been true,” | said. "But our future, the future our time-line is heading towards, is
getting more certain al thetime. I've... seenthings. Signs, portents, details coming true despite everything
| could do to avoid them. According to Old Father Time, the number of possibilitiesfor our time-lineis
narrowing down, steadily decreasing to only oneinevitable future.”

"Because of your mother," said Julien.

"Yes" | said. "Because of Lilith. She's such a powerful Being that her mere presence here is enough to
overturn the whole gpple-cart and rewrite the rules of redity itself."

| et them consider that for awhile, then pressed on. They had to understand the background of my
thinking, in order to appreciate what | intended to do.

"I have becomeincreasingly convinced,” | said dowly, "that the War I'm supposed to start with Lilith and
her followers could be the very thing that will bring about the destruction of the Nightside. That well tear
the world apart, fighting over it. So I've decided | can't go any further, in good conscience, without better
information. And the only people who can offer methat... are my Enemies. The people who've been
sending their agentsto kill mefor aslong as| can remember.”

Julien leaned forward eagerly. "Y ou findly found out who they are?"

"Yes," | said. "They'rethe last surviving mgor players of the devastated future, hiding out in the final
stages of the War, sometime before my vist in the Timedip. Thefew remaining heroesand villains,
desperately sending their agents back into the Past, to kill me before | do... whatever itis| do, to damn
everyone.

Mien and Dead Boy looked at me, silenced by shock, by the staggering implications of what 1'd just said.
"Who... ?' said Julien.
"Familiar names, familiar faces" | said. "Y ou'd know them."

(I didn't tell Julien Advent that he would become one of my Enemies, in that terrible future. Or that he
would dietrying to kill me, and his dead body would be made over into one of the avful agentsthey sent
back after me. He didn't need to know that.)

"Why have you never told me any of thisbefore?" Julien said, finaly.

"Because you would have told everyone,” | said. "That'swhat you do. And | wasn't ready to trust...



everyone."

"Thisis sounding more and more like aclosed circle," said Dead Boy. "How canyou... talk with your
Enemies?'

"By travelling forward through Timeinto their future,” | said steadily. " And confronting them. Because
they're the only oneswho know what happened, to bring about their future. They cantell me... what |
mustin't do.”

What can | do?1'd asked the future Razor Eddie, moments before| killed him. What can | do to
prevent this happening?

Kill yourself, he said.

"But... they'reyour Enemied” said Dead Boy. "They!ll kill you on sght!”
"Then I'll haveto be very persuasive,” | said. "And talk redly quickly.”
"Andif they kill you anyway?' said Julien.

"Widll, that might solvethe problem,” | said. "But trust me, thisisnot asuicide run. | have every intention
of coming back dive, with theinformation | need to put Lilith back in her box and avoid the end of the
world."

"It'sagood thing I'm already dead," said Dead Boy, "or | think I'd be very worried about this."

"Trave through Timetakesahdl of alot of power," said Julien, frowning heavily. "Theré's not many who
candoit. Or would do it for you, John. | suppose | could talk to Old Father Time, on your behalf. Put in
agood word for you."

"Oh, I think he'sgot avery good word for me," | said. "He's dready arranged onetrip through Time for
me, and after the way that turned out, | don't think helll be doing that again, anytime soon.” Julien looked
at me sharply, scenting astory, and | shook my head. "Trust me on this, Julien, you redlly don't want to
know."

"All right," said Dead Boy, "if Old Father Timeisout of the picture, who doesthat leave?’

"I've been thinking about that,” | said. "The Collector is supposed to have awhole bunch of realy weird
Timetravel mechanisms; but he's sill mad at me. For awhole bunch of reasons.”

Dead Boy sniffed loudly. "The Collector's mad at everyone. And vice versa. | wouldn't pissdown his
throat if hisheart wasonfire."

"Then therésthe Chronovore," | said loudly. "Who eats up dl thelittle lost moments of your life, the ones
that you can never account for. But he works strictly for cash these days. Serious cash. Theres aways
the Traveling Doctor, but you can never rely on him being around when you need him."

"That'severyone | know of," said Julien. "Who dseisleft?’

"Thisiswhereit al sartsgetting abit risky," | said carefully. "1 think | know someone On High who might
owe meafavour. So... | plan to summon an angel down from Heaven."

| don't think I've ever seen two such gppalled facesin my life. Dead Boy's eyes actualy bulged in their
sockets, and Julien Advent's face went as pale as Dead Boy's. They both tried to say something, but
couldn't get the words out for spluttering.



"It'sredly not dl that different from calling up ademon,” | said quickly, trying hard to sound confident.
‘The principleisthe same, only in reverse. "That'swhy | needed both of you, for my plan to work. Dead
Boy, to help me send my message beyond the planes of the living, and Julien, to help me contact the
Courts of the Haly. Y ou have asingular nature, Dead Boy, being both dead and dive at the sametime,
and | can usethat ambiguity to punch my way through alot of the usua barriers. Julien, you created a
drug to split gpart the best and worst eementsin man. Y ou embraced the best elements, of course, and
became a hero, apure soul. Or at least, as closeto one asI'm going to find in the Nightside. Y our purity
of spirit will help my message get whereit needsto go. Theoreticdly.”

"And that'sit?' said Dead Boy, when hefinaly got hisvoice back. "That's your marvellous plan? Y ou
wereright, | don't likeit. Infact, | think | would go so far asto say | hateit! Have you lost your mind,
John?1 can't even count al the waysthis could go horribly wrong. Y ou and Julien could get killed, |
could... well, I'm not entirely sure what could happen to me, but | am ready to bet good money that it
would beredly, redly bad! | think I'm going to have one of my turns... Look, you can't just go banging
on Saint Peter's Gates and demand he send down an angdl to talk to you! We'redl going to end up as
pillarsof dt, | know it..."

"For once | find mysdlf in complete agreement with Dead Boy," said Julien, glaring a me gternly. "If we
summon an angel, and please note the emphasis | am placing on theword if, what well get will bethe
redl thing. A messenger of God, completein al its power and glory. Not the weakened, limited things
that are normally al that can manifest in the Nightside. And you of al people should remember how much
damage and loss of life those weakened presences brought about during the angel war last year. They're
gtill rebuilding parts of the city. If we call down therea thing, what'sto stop it wiping usall out ona

"Frg," | sad, "the angel will be contained within a protective circle, just like ademon. Second, your

presence and Dead Boy's will add to the protections considerably. That'swhy | waited to connect with
you two, before | tried anything. Itis... possible, for thingsto go wrong, yes. Summonings are abit like
fishing—you can never be sure whether you'll hook asprat or akiller shark. Thelast timel tried this..."

"Hold everything," said Mien. "Y ou actudly tried this before?!

"Once, when | wasalot younger,” | said defensively. "When | wasredlly desperate for information about
who and what my missing mother was. | thought, if anybody would know..."

"What happened?’ said Dead Boy.

"Wadl," | sad, "you know that redlly big crater, where the Hotel Splendide used to be?"
"That was you?' said dulien. "It's till radioactivel”

"| redly don't want to talk about it," | said, with greet dignity.

"Give me back my bottle," said Dead Boy. "Thereisno way in Hell I'm doing this sober.”

"I have yet to be convinced we should doit at al,” said Julien. "Infact, I'm il rather hoping thisisall
some terrible dream I'm going to wake up from soon.”

"God, you'reapair of wimps! Everything'sgoing to bedl right." | leaned forward, doing my best to
project certainty and trustworthiness. "I'm going after a specific angel thistime, and I'm sure having you
two dong will makedl the difference.”

"Don't worry," Dead Boy said to Julien. "It's not that bad, being dead. It's actudly quite restful,



vMetimes.”

Julien helped me clear away the throw cushions and the rugsto reveal the bare floor-boards beneath,
while Dead Boy went downstairs, and came back with abucket full of the Beadle's blood. He handed it
over sulkily, muttering something about how he'd been saving that blood, to make blood pudding and
stock later. | ignored him and had Julien prick histhumb and add afew drops of his own blood to the
bucket, to purify it. (Working on the principle that some trace of the drug that brought out his best
edementswas gl in hissystem.) | then used the blood to draw aredlly big restraining circle, surrounded
by every protective symbal | knew. It took along time and used up most of the bucket of blood.

"I don't even recognise some of the languages you'reusing,” said Julien.
"Think yourself lucky," said Dead Boy, and | had to agree.

Finaly, it was done. It looked pretty impressive, eveniif it did smell redly rank. The three of us sat down
together, ingde a second smaller protective circle, holding hands; and that wasit. No chanting, incense,
dead chickens, or waving your hands around. In the end, most magic isredly primarily amatter of will
and intent. The signs|'d so carefully daubed were the spell's address, dong with afew extrathingsto get
the recipient's attention, and afew safeguards so the recipient couldn't smply wipe usdl out for
interrupting them at a particularly inconvenient moment. Y ou'd be surprised how many demons screen
their callsthese days. Everything else was down to me, Julien Advent, and Dead Boy, and our combined
will and determination.

"'Something's happening,” said Dead Boy, after awhile. "l can fed energiesforming al around us. | can
See... | can See avenues opening up, levels of redlity unfolding like the petals of aflower, morelevels,
more and more... | can Seefurther than | ever could before... and | don't likeit. It scaresme. It'stoo
bg..."

"Look away," | said sharply. "Shut down your Sight and reinforce your mental barriers. Concentrate on
the summoning.”

"| can fed something,” said Julien.
"Dont," | said.

Dead Boy and Julien both had their eyes squeezed shut now, beads of sweat standing out on their
strained faces. | kept my eyes open. One of us had to, and | was more used to Seeing the unseen realms.
| still kept my mental barriersfirmly in place. There were things none of us could afford to seg, if we
wished to remain in the mortal world. The glory of the shimmering plainsis not for mortas. By now we
could al fed Something gpproaching, from adirection wedl ingtinctively recognised but couldn't identify.
It fdt like above, in al senses of the word. Something was coming into our world, Something impossibly
large and powerful, downloading itsdlf into amortal framethat wouldn't blow al the fusesin our merely
human minds

Brilliant light exploded within the main circle, and we dl cried out and turned our heads away as an angdl
manifested; ablazing light far too fierce to look at directly. We could only catch brief glimpses of it, out of
the corners of our watering eyes. It was vaguely human in shape, pure light, pure energy, pure magic,
with just an impression of wide wings. Smply being closeto it made mefed amdl and inggnificant,
smple and undeveloped, like achak drawing next to the Mona Lisa. The angel regarded us, and its
attention embraced us dl, like ajudgement only barely tempered with mercy and compassion.

"Hi," | made mysdlf say. "Glad you could drop in. Isthat you, Pretty Poison?!



| don't use that name any more, said aVoice like thunder in my head. All three of us groaned out loud,
asthe angd'swordsfilled our minds. | have my old name back now. Thanks, in part, to you, John
Taylor. | know what you want. We know everything. It's part of the job description. And yes, | will
help you, just this once. Because of what you did, for me and my beloved. But understand this,
John Taylor; although | can send you into the future, getting back again will be your own problem

"Canyou help usagaing Lilith and her followers?' said Julien Advent. He was actualy ableto look &t the
angel for more than afew seconds a atime. Maybe heredly did have apure soul, after al. ™Y ou must
know what she's done, what she plansto do.”

Yes. We know. But all of Heaven and all of Hell are forbidden to intervene directly in the
Nightside. Some of the lesser ranks from Above and Below volunteered to try to intercede, and
were destroyed for their trouble. Lilith designed the Nightside specifically to diminish all spiritual
messenger s who entered it. So all future interventions have been forbidden, in the place where all
the decisions that matter are made. In the Courts of the Holy. It's up to the Nightside to save
itself, if it can. | am bending the rules to help you, John Taylor, and | will not do so again. Good
luck. And don't call this number again.

| knew ahint when | heard it. She wastelling meto get on with it, before Someone el se called her back.
So | raised my gift and focused my Sight on dl the various time-lines radiating out from this place, this
moment, thisdecision. | could only see the most immediate timetracks, but even so the sheer number of
images amost overwhelmed me. | narrowed my regard till further, searching through the time-linesfor
the single path that led to my Enemies. Near futures flashed on and off dl around me. | saw my friends
die, fighting Lilith and her people. | saw different versons of mysdf, and them, and we dl died fighting
Lilith, over and over again. | saw my friends support Lilith, while | led acodition of those who had once
been my foes againgt her, and we all died again. | saw mysalf, wearing an expression | didn't recognise,
gtting a my mother'sfeet as she contemplated amountain of skulls and smiled, while monstersdanced in
theflickering light of burning buildings.

Other versons of the future pressed in from all Sdes—other, stranger, dien Nightsides. | saw inhuman
gructures that might have been buildings, with unnaturd lights burning in them, while impaossible forms
lurched and mewled through the shifting streets. | saw huge cavernous shapes, rounded structures with an
organic sheen, grest insects crawling al over them. | even glimpsed aversion of the carnivorousjunglel'd
vigted briefly in the Padt, with its trees made of meat and lianas like hanging intestines, where hissing
rosesrioted in the ruins of long-abandoned cities. | fought hard to focus my gift, forcing aside dl the
irrdlevant futures, until 1 found what | waslooking for: the dark and devastated future that was hometo
my Enemies.

And once | waslocked on to that terrible place, the angel tore me loose from the Present, and sent me
rocketing forward through Time. The world speeded up around me, Time flashing by impossibly fast.
Days became months became years, piling up behind me. | saw the Nightsidefal, its great buildings
crashing down, crumbling like sand castles in the path of an oncoming tide. | saw the great oversized
moon in the night sky explode, its piecesraining down like fiery meteors. And | saw the stars Sart to go
out, one by one by one.

Therewere Voices dl around me, growling and muttering and howling, outsde of Time. Strange
Presences, dl speaking at once in no human tongue, yet still | could understand the gist of it. Slowly they
became aware of me, then the V oices began to cgjole, to warn, and to threaten. | think they were
frightened of me. | refused to listen, making mysdf concentrate only on my destination, until finaly Time
dammed to ahdt again, and | was spilled out into the dark future I'd visited before. The dead end of the



Nightside, and maybedl of history.
Anddl of it my faullt.

Chapter Seven

The Night, So Dark

It was even worse than | remembered. A night dark as despair, cold asalover'sregection, slent asthe
grave. Everywhere| looked, there were buildings fallen into ruin and rubble, whole areas stamped flat or
burned down. Asthough amighty storm had passed through the Nightside, levelling everything it
touched. Only this storm had aname. | looked up into the night sky, and there was no moon and only a
sprinkling of scattered stars. The end of the world, the end of life, the end of hope. And all because of
me.

It was bitter cold, the harsh ar burning in my lungs, so cold it even numbed my thoughts. All around me
for asfar as| could see, there were only the stumps and shells of what had once been proud, tall
buildings. Shattered brickwork, cracked and broken stone stained from the smoke of old fires, windows
with no glass and empty doorways like gaping mouths or wounds. The streets held only abandoned,
crushed and burned-out cars, along with piled-up rubbish and refuse. And shadows, shadows
everywhere. I'd never known the Nightside so dark, without its bright neon, its gaudy glare of bustle and
commerce. What light there was had a deep purple hue, as though the night itself was bruised.

And yet | wasn't done. | could hear something, vague sounds off in the distance. Something large,
crashing through an empty street. | thrust my hands deep into my coat pockets, hunched my shoulders
againg the cold, and went to investigate. That'swhat | do. Curiogity killed the cat, but satisfaction
brought it back. | made my way cautiousy through the dark streets, stepped around and over al kinds of
debris. | peered into the trashed vehicles | passed, but there was never anyonein them. Thick dust puffed
up around my feet with every step, only to fal straight back again. There wasn't even apuff of wind. The
cold air was ill, lifeless. The sounds grew louder as| drew nearer. They were coming from more than
onedirection. | remembered the giant, mutated insectsfrom my last vist and moved more dowly, more
quietly. Until finaly | came to the edge of agreat open square, and when | saw what walked there, |
shrank back into the darkest, degpest shadow | could find, holding my breath so as not to give away
even the dightest sign of my presence.

It lurched across the open square, its weight cracking the ground with every step, huge and bulging like a
living cancer growth, al red-and-purple striations, with rows of swollen eyes and mouths dripping pus. It
stalked unsteadily forward on tall tilt legs that might have been leg-bones, once upon atime. It sopped
abruptly as something el se entered the square from the other sde. Something tall and vague, made up of
shifting unnatura lights. It surged forward in sudden spurts and jerks, spitting and sparking vivid energies,
discharging lightning bolts at everything meta it passed. The two monsters howled and squaled at each
other, terrible sounds, like two great Beasts disputing territory.

The hideous racket called others. They burst out of Side streets and the shells of broken buildings, huge
monstrosities that could never have survived and prospered in a sane and rationd world. They snapped
and snarled at each other, stlamping and coiling and rearing up jagged heads full of teeth. Something big
and bruta with too many clawed arms circled warily around something with along scarred cargpace that
lesked dime. It waved long, serrated clawsin the air, while something el se like a massive squashed
over-ripe fruit, big asabus, humped itsway across the square, leaving atrail of seaming acid that ate



into the bare stone ground.

All their movements were sudden, erratic, disturbing. Their raised crieswere awful, actudly painful to the
human ear. They struck at each other, or at nothing, or charged each other head-on, like rutting stags.
They did not move or act like sane things. Y ou only had to watch them to know that their minds had
gone bad, their spirits broken by thisterrible place, thisend of al things. They looked as though they
were Sck indde, everything goneto rot and corruption, dying by inches.

| knew what they were. What they had to be. These hideous, distorted things were al that was |eft of
Lilith's children, the last of the Powers and Beings shed recruited from the Street of the Gods to follow
her. Stripped of their might and glory, mutated and driven mad. | backed dowly away from the square,
away from them, away from the world I'd made. But one of them found me anyway.

At firg, | thought it was just another degp shadow, cast againgt the unusualy high wall of ajagged
building, but then it moved, lurching out into the street to block my way. It rose before me like amassive
black dug, big asabuilding, wide as alobby, made up of living darkness. It didn't gleam or glisten, and it
had no discernible details, what light there was seemed to just fall away into it like a bottomless pit. It had
no eyes, but it saw me. It knew | wasthere, and it hated me. | could fedl its hatred, like a pressure on the
air. Hatred without cause, or character, or even ConsciOusness.

| took a cautious step backwards, and it came after me. | stopped immediately, and it stopped, too.
Something else dowly manifested on the air, besides the hatred. It was hungry. | turned and ran,
Sde-stepping and lunging across the piled-up rubbish in the street, and behind me came the Beast. | ran
cardesdy, taking crazy risks with my footing, not caring where | was going. | chose the narrowest streets
and darted down Sdedleys, but it came rdentlesdy after me, crashing through the sides of crumbling
buildings, never dowing or diverting from its path. I1ts bulk smashed through the materia world like it was
made of paper, while falling masonry bounced harmlesdy off itsdark hide. Dust rosein thick clouds, and
| coughed harshly as| ran. | wasfaster, more manoeuvrable, but it wasinexorable. And finaly, it
cornered me.

| chose the wrong turning and ended up in aside street blocked by piled-up cars. Too tall to climb and
no way past. There was adoor to one side. | grabbed at the brass handle and it came away in my hand,
jerked right out of the rotten wood. | kicked at the door, and it absorbed my foot like spongy fungus. |
pulled my foot free and turned around, and there was the great black dug, blocking the street, towering
over me. | leaned forward, gasping for breath, coughing out the dust in my lungs. | had nothing on me that
could dedl with such amongter, no tricks or magics or last-minute escapes. | started to raise my gift,
hoping it could find me away out, then the black dug lurched forward, and my concentration shattered.

Up close, it stank of brine, of the sea. Of something that should have remained hidden at the bottom of
the deepest ocean. It hung over me, impossibly huge, then it stopped, asthough... considering me. |
could have reached out and touched it, but | could no more have made myself do that than plunge my
bare hand into avat of acid. And then, dowly, areflection formed on theflat black surface of the Beast,
facing me, coming into focus like an old photo, or an old memory. Animage of me. The Beast
remembered me. Slow ripples spread across the black surface, increasing in speed and urgency, and it
lurched backwards, returning the way it had come, until finally it disappeared back into the night.

It knew me. And it wasterified of me.

| sat down on some rubble and concentrated on getting my breathing back under contral. | could fee my
heart hammering like a pile-driver, and my hands were shaking. It wastimeslikethisthat | wished |
smoked. Eventualy my composure returned, and | looked around me. | had no ideawhere | was. All the
landmarks were gone, beaten down into mess and ruin. Everywhere looked the same. Civilisation had



come and gone, and only monsters stalked old London's streets. | shuddered suddenly. It was very cold,
here at the end of theworld. But | till had work to do. No rest for the wicked. | got to my feet again,
best my numbed hands together, and raised my gift. There was nothing to See. The unseen world was as
dead and gone as everything else. But when | concentrated, it only took me amoment to find the lair of
my Enemies. Ther light wasfeeble and flickering, but till it shone like abeacon in thisdarkest of nights. |
shut down my gift and set off in the direction it had shown me. It wasn't far.

| kept well away from the Beasts. Or maybe they were keeping away from me. Either way, nothing
crossed my path till | cameto my Enemies hideout. Again, it looked just as| remembered it. A cracked,
crumbling house in arotted tenement, with nothing obvioudy different about it. No light showed & any of
the shuttered windows, but | could fed light and life inside, hidden, barricaded against the monsters of the
night. | advanced dowly, carefully, using just enough of my gift to See the concealed protections and
magica booby-traps covering al possible approaches to the house. Most were of the Don't see me,
nothing here, move along kind, but surprisingly they were al keyed to abhuman energies. None of them
would activate even if | waked right through them. Perhaps they no longer had any reason to expect
human visitors. Or maybe they just needed to be able to get back inside at amoment's notice. The outer
door wasn't even locked.

| let mysdlf in and moved slently through the gloom and tension of the broken-down house. My eyes had
adjusted to the gloom of the end of theworld, but it was ftill hard to see anything inside. | trailed the
fingertips of one hand aong the nearest wall, to keep my bearings, and the plaster crumbled into dust
under my touch. | strained my ears againgt the quiet, and findly | caught the first faint traces of sound,
from the end of the corridor before me. | padded forward and came to adoor camouflaged in the wall. It
wasn't locked either. | dipped through the door, and for the first time there was light, redl light. | stopped
to let my eyes adjust. Butter yellow light leaked round the edges of another door, inthewall ahead. The
light looked warm and comforting. It looked likelife. | eased over to the door. It wasalittle gar. |
pushed it open afew more inches, and looked through. And there were my Enemies, just as1'd seen
them before, in my vison.

They had agreat haunch of unidentifiable meat cooking over an open fire, turning dowly on arough meta
spit. They weredl crouched around it, utterly intent, not even aware of my presence. Such familiar names
and faces. Jessica Sorrow, Larry Oblivion, Count Video, King of Skin, Annie Abattoir. All of them

major players and even Powersin their time, now falen far from what they had once been. They were
huddled together, as much for companionship and comfort as against the cold that seeped through even
into the hidden room. All of them small ragged figures, with fear and hopel essness written deep in thelr
bony, malnourished faces.

Jessica Sorrow, no longer the terrible Unbeliever, looked dmaost unbearably human and vulnerable as she
sat cross-legged before thefire, as close to the flames as she could get without burning herself. She
hugged an ancient teddy bear in her skinny arms, holding it closeto her shrunken chest. Sheworea
battered black leather jacket and leggings, that looked alot like the ones Suzie dways wore.

Next to her sat Larry Oblivion, the dead detective. Betrayed and murdered by the only woman he ever
redlly loved, brought back as azombie, surviving now even when he would probably rather not, because
he couldn't die again. His dead pale flesh showed through the tatters of what had probably once been a
very expensive suit. Unlike the others, he didn't ook tired, or defeated. Hejust looked angry.

Count Video was amess. He wore nothing but a collection of lesther straps, and his skin was wrinkled
and loose in places, from where it had been stitched back on after the angel war. Heavy black staples
held him together, in places. Silicon nodules and sorcerous circuitry projected from puckered skin,
soldered into place long ago to form the necrotech that powered his binary magics. Plasmalights



sputtered on and off around hiswasted body, and ahalo of intermittent energies cast an unhedthy light on
histwitching face.

King of Skinwasjust aman here, stripped of his once-terrible glamour. In my time he could havekilled
with aword or endaved with alook, but not here, not now. Hewas all skin and bone, his gaze distant
and unfocused. Objects of power hung about him on tangled silver chains, haf-hidden under athick fur
coat with patches torn away. He rocked back and forth on his haunches, perhapslost in memories of
better times, because memory was al he had |eft.

And finaly, Annie Abattoir; assassin and seductress, secret agent and confidence trickster, praised and
feared and damned in adozen countries. She wore what was left of along crimson evening gown, the
low-cut back showing off the mystic symbols carved deep into the flesh between her shoulder blades.
Sheld dways been very hard to kill, though many had tried, often with good reason. Though shewas
gx-foot-two and still mostly muscle, her face held little of its old striking charm. Shelooked. ..
diminished. Beaten down.

| finally announced my presence with a polite cough, and they dl spun round, scrambling to their feet,
ready to fight. Their eyeswidened, and afew jaws dropped as they recognised me, then King of Skin
cried out like a hurt child and scurried away to crouch in acorner, terrified and trembling. Count Video's
face convulsed with rage, and new energies crackled around him as his necrotech sparked into life.

"Dont!" | said quickly. "I'm protected! And | mean serioudy protected, by mgjor magics. Anything
strong enough to bresk through my defences would amost certainly attract the attention of the Bessts
outsde. And | don't think any of uswant that, right?'

Annie Abattoir looked uncertain, aglowing dagger in each hand, but after atense moment Larry Oblivion
stepped forward and put ahand on her arm and Count Video's, and they both reluctantly nodded and
stepped back. Larry Oblivion studied me coldly.

"l don't see any protections..."”
| grinned. "Of course not. That's how good they are.”
| was bluffing, but they had no way of knowing that. And they didn't dare risk being discovered.

"John Taylor," Larry said dowly. "How isit that you are here? Did you bring yourself back from the
deed, too?"

"Timetravel," | said briskly. "For me, Lilith has only just happened. The War hasn't started yet. I'm here
looking for answers, and advice."

"Let mekill him," said Count Video. "He hasto die. For what he did, he hasto diel"
"Yes" sad Larry. "But not now. Not here.”

Annie made the Count st down by thefire again. King of Skin was dtill shivering in hiscorner, ina
spreading pool of urine, crying childish tears. It hurt meto see him that way. I'd never liked him, but |
always respected him. Annie Abattoir and Jessica Sorrow stood before me, on either Sde of Larry
Oblivion. They looked at melike | was aghost, some horrid spectre at the feast, some ancient evil from
their worst nightmares. And maybe | was.

"My brother Tommy fought on your sde" Larry said findly. "In the great War againg Lilith. He trusted
you, even though he had good reason not to. And when they struck him down you just stood there, and
watched him die, and did nothing to help.”



| spread my hands helplessly. "Y ou're judging me over something | haven't even done yet. And may
never do... That'swhy I'm here. | need you to tell mewhat | have to do to prevent dl this happening.”
They stared back at me, unconvinced. | took a step forward. When dealing with Enemies; it'sall about
confidence, or at least the appearance of it. | gestured at the great haunch of meat burning over thefire. It
smdled redly bad. "Y ou seem to be preparing dinner. Do you mind if | join you? Thereés nothing like
struggling to avoid the Apocaypse to give you an gppetite. What are we having?'

Larry snorted, amused despite himsdlf. "That. .. isone of Lilith's children. Pretty much dl thereisleft to
eat, these days. Apart from the bodies. There are ill alot of dead people |eft over from the War, but we
haven't been reduced to cannibalism. Not yet. Oh yes, they're ill lying around; decades after the War.
Nothing decays any more, you see. Except the buildings. All kinds of strange energies were released
during thefina days of your struggle with your mother. And now all the naturd processesare... out of
order. Existence follows new rules now. Sometimeswe don't fed the need to est or drink for days or
even weeks at atime. And we don't deep. Bad dreams can take on alife of their own, these days."

"It'shard to keep track of time any more,” said Jessica, in avoice like a shell-shocked child's. "There's
no way of measuring it, you see. There are no days, the night never ends, and watches don't work even
though there's nothing wrong with them. Perhaps you and Lilith broke Time, during the War..." She
cocked her head to one sde, like abird, still fixing me with her direct, unblinking gaze. "How did you
know whereto find us?'

"My gift," | said. "And alittle help from an angd .”
Her mouth twitched briefly. "Y ou dways did move in exated circles, John."

"Heaven and Hell have abandoned us," Annie Abattoir said harshly. "Nothing left to fight over, any more.
Do you know who we are? Why we stay together? Why we still struggleto survive, inthisworst of al
possibleworlds?

"Yes," | said. My mouth was suddenly dry. "Y ou're my Enemies. Y ou've been trying to kill me ever since
| was born, striking back through Time, to kill me before | do... whatever itis| do that brings about the
dedtruction of the Nightside."

"Andtheworld,” Larry said flatly. "Don't think thisisjust London. Theres nothing e se.”
"Wehadtodoit," said Jessica. "It was..."

"Ohplease!” | said. "Don't you dare say It was nothing personal! Y ou and your Harrowing have
hounded me dl my life! I've never been ableto fed safe, fed secure, because | could never know when
your bloody assassins would appear suddenly out of nowhere, killing everyonein their path for achance
toget a me! Youmademy lifealiving Hell!™

"Y ou made theworld aliving Hell," said Count Video. "Everything weve doneisjudtified by what you
did”

"| haven't done anything yet!"
"But you will, John," said Jessica. "Y ou will."

| made mysdlf control my temper. | was here for their help. And there was till one question | hadn't
asked. Something | had to know.

"Where's Suzie?' | said. "Whereés my Shotgun Suzie?!



Larry looked alittle surprised. Y ou expected her to be here?!

"Shetried to kill me," | said. The words hurt, but | forced them out. " She told me she was one of you.
That'swhy | came here, through Time, for information. The future isn't set in stone. This doesn't haveto
happen. Tell mewhat you know. The things only you know."

" She volunteered, to be made into one of our assassins,” said Larry. "Y ou do know she volunteered, to
be made over into... what we made her?

"Yes" | sad. "Shetold me. We never did believe in keeping secrets from each other.”

Jessica hugged her teddy bear tightly, resting her chin on its battered head. " She never came back. We
assumed you killed her, likedl our other agents. What did happen to her, John?'

"Merlin ripped off her arm,” | said Seadily. "The one with the Speaking Gun attached to it. Then she
disappeared. She was till dive, thelast time | saw her. | had hoped... shed made it back here."

"No," said Annie. "We haven't seen her. We have to assume she'slost to us. Another death on your
conscience, Lilith'sson.”

"He has no conscience,” said Count Video. "He's not human. Not redly. Why should he have human

fedings?'

"I was human enough to get past your defences,” | said.

"Then well haveto tighten themup,” said Larry.

| looked at Jessica. "'l seeyou still have your teddy.”

"Yes," shesad. "You found himfor me. | remember. He brought me back to life, and sanity.”
"I'mglad | could help,” | said.

She shook her head dowly. "I'm not. Thisworld would be so much easier to bear if | was till crazy. Still
safdy mad.”

"Ahwel," | said. "No good deed goes unpunished.”
"Especidly inthe Nightside," shesaid.
And we both managed asmdl smile, just between the two of us.

"S0," | said, looking around me, "thisisthe end of theworld, and it'sal my fault. Now tell mewhy. Tell
me what happened.”

"You gtarted it" said Larry Oblivion. "When you came back to the Nightside after five years away. That
wasn't supposed to happen. We went to alot of trouble to orchestrate the events that drove you
out—working behind the scenes, dways through agents who never knew whom they were serving. It
took alot of our strength and power, but since we'd had so little successin trying to kill you... wewere
ready to try anything else. Y ou were supposed to be so traumatised by events that you would fleeto
London, and the norma world, and never return. We were so sure we'd succeeded, at last. But nothing
changed here, and when Annie investigated why, she got avision of you returning anyway. So we used
the creature that pretended to be ahouse on Blaiston Street, and set atrap for you. If you were going to
come back to the Nightside, we wanted it to be on our terms.”



"But if it hadn't been for the house, | never would have come back," | said.

"Maybe," said Jessica. "Meddling with Timeis an uncertain business. Sometimes| think thewhole
universe runsonirony. By interfering, we created arod for our own backs and the seed of our own
destruction. Doesn't it make you want to spit?"

"And once you returned, events proceeded with predictable inevitability,” said Annie Abattoir. "By
indgsting on searching for the truth about your mother, though everyone warned you againgt it, you setin
place the chain of eventsthat led to the War between your forces and hers. The two of you destroyed
the Nightside by fighting over it, like two dogs with a single bone, because neither of you would alow the
other to contral it. Between you, you sucked dl the life out of the world, draining it dry to power greeter
and greater magics, for your precious War."

"Y ou squandered your own people,” said Larry. "Throwing them into the fray, again and again. Nothing
mattered to either of you, except winning. And so the War went on, until you both ran out of peopleto
throw at each other, and there was no-one left but you and Lilith."

"Y ou killed each other,” said Count Video, still staring into thefire. "Using the Speaking Gun. But by then
it wasfar too |late. The damage had been done.”

"That's why we retrieved the Gun and bonded it to Suzie," said Jessica. "'Even though the process nearly
destroyed us. Because it was the only weapon we were sure would destroy you. She screamed like the
damned when wefitted it to her, but she never once flinched away. Poor Suzie. Brave Suzie."

And then dl our heads whipped round, and wefdl slent, as we heard something impossibly huge and
heavy dragging itsdf by, outsde. We dl stood very ill, listening. Even King of Skin stopped whimpering
in his corner. The whole house shook with each dragging movement, then the sounds moved on, fading
away into the night. We dl dowly redlaxed. No wonder my Enemieswere so diminished. To haveto live
likethis, dl thetime, never free from fear, never knowing when they might be discovered and killed...
Not unlike the life they made for me, redly. But it was hard for meto fed any red sense of revenge, or
satisfaction. No-one should haveto live like this.

"All that remains of Humanity now," said Jessica, "issmal groupslike us. Those who survived the War
by hiding, like frightened micein their holes. Were il hiding, hanging on, surviving, doing what we can.
Hoping againgt hope. .. for amiracle. But we haven't heard anything from the other groups for months
now, and when we call out, no-one answers. So perhaps... we're al that'sleft. The last Redoubt of
Humanity, pinning al our hopes on the degth of one man.”

"Who would have thought it would come down to the likes of us, to be Humanity'slast hope," said King
of Skin sadly, from his corner.

Weal looked at him, waiting, but he had nothing eseto say. He still wouldn't look at me. But at least
he'd stopped crying.

"Outsde, dl that livesnow arethelast few remnants of Lilith's children,” said Larry Oblivion. "Mutated
and monstrous, and quite mad. Roaming the ruins, killing everything they find, including each other. |
sometimeswonder if they even know the War is over. They won't last much longer. The energiesloosed
during the War, by you and your mother, are still abroad in the night, changing everything, mutating
everything. Soon enough they'll al be gone... and so will we, and what's|eft of theworld will belong to
theinsects”

"But now I'm here," | said forcefully. "And weve taked, and that changes everything.”



"Doesit?" said Jessica

"Yes" | said. "'l haveto believe that. And so do you. It's our only hope. Humanity's only hope. Use your
power. Send me back into the Past, back to thetime | camefrom. And | promiseyou I'll find away to
gtop Lilith that doesn't involve raisng an army. There won't be any War, to cause dl this™

"Y ou want usto trust you?' said Count Video. "Trust the man who damned usal?'
"Why should we believein you?' said Larry. "Why should we trust in you, John Taylor, Lilith's son?”
"Because your brother Tommy did,” | said. "Even though he had good reason not to.”

Count Video rose abruptly to hisfeet, turning to face me. "We could kill you," he said. "Now you're here,
finaly, in our grasp. We could kill you, even if it meant all our degths. It might be worth it, to know you
were dead. And then maybe we could al rest peacefully.”

"Do you want revenge, or do you want to stop the War?' | said. "If | die, here and now, who's going to
gtop Lilith? 'Y ou must know she plansto remake the Nightside in her own image, kill everyone who
stands againgt her, and remake Humanity into something more pliable, to serve her dl her days. | think I'd
rather be dead, than that. I'm the only chance you've got of stopping Lilith. Of stopping this. If | can find
away to bring her down, without fighting aWear. .. that has to be more important than revenge. Doesn't
it?'

In the end, they only argued for about ten minutes before reluctantly agreeing. Annie Abattoir opened a
veinin her arm, and used the blood to draw a pentacle on the floor, while the others worked together to
raise what power remained to them. Jessica Sorrow used her teddy bear asafocusfor the right place
and time. Count Video swept his hands back and forth, leaving sparkling energy traceson the air,
weaving description theory and binary magics, while his necrotech sparked and sputtered on hiswrinkled
flesh. King of Skin stood tall and proud, doing what he was born to do, evoking powerful magicswith
ancient Words of Power. And Larry Oblivion took it al in, his undead body the conduit for the terrible
energiesthey wereraising, absorbing al the punishment so the others could concentrate on the Working.

Annie Abattoir gestured sharply with her bloody arm, and | stepped inside the pentacle. She closed the
pattern with afind flourish, and the spdll ignited. The crimson lines of the pentacle blazed with power,
and the world outside it began to grow dim and insubstantial to me.

And then King of Skin lifted his head, hiseyeshuge. "They're herdl" he cried. "They followed Taylor
here! They broke through our defences, and we were so preoccupied with Taylor we didn't even notice!
They're here!"

Mongters came crashing through &l the walls a once. Huge brutish forms with eager eyes and dripping
mouths. Long claws and taloned hands ripped through stone and brick and plaster, while something dark
and leathery smashed a hole through the ceiling. The floor jarred upwards and split gpart, asagreet eye
looked up through the widening chasm. My Enemiesignored them dl, concentrating on the Working that
would send me back through Time. A barbed tentacle shot down from the celling and wrapped itself
around Count Video. Blood spurted from his mouth as his ribs collapsed, but he still fought to pronounce
the last few Words of Power. A bone spike transfixed Annie Abattoir, gutting her, but sill she stood and
would not fall.

| faded away, faling back through Time, and that wasthelast | saw of them. Had the Beastsredlly
followed meto their hiding place? Had | brought their desths about, after al?

No. | could Hill save them. Save everyone. | would find away. That waswhat | did.



Chapter Eight

Whilel Was Away

| came back to fire and screams, and the thunder of buildingsfalling. The street wasfull of rubble and
overturned vehicles, and there were bodies everywhere. A shop-front blew out in a soundless explosion,
glass fragmentsflying on the air like shrapndl. | hunkered down, arms over my head, and stared quickly
about me. There was fighting going on all around, mad-eyed mobs attacking each other with spellsand
weapons and anything that came to hand. Fires burned to every side, consuming the few buildings till
gtanding. The air wasthick with smoke, and heavy with the stench of burned flesh and spilled blood. I'd
come back to awar zone.

For thefirst timethat | could remember, al traffic on the road had stopped. The way was blocked with
blazing wrecks, crashed vehicles, and piled-up cars. Some of them had bodiesin them, while others
leaked blood and similar fluids. A lightning bolt dammed down only afew feet away from me, buckling
the pavement, and | headed for the nearest cover. | scurried over to the broken hulk of an overturned
ambulance and crouched down besideit, pressing hard againgt its blood-smeared side. | could just make
out its dying whispers, fluttering on the edges of my mind, asthe vehicles animating spirit disspated. 1've
been good... I've been good... I'm scared... The ambulance coughed once, then was silent. All around
me, the fighting raged back and forth.

| Sghed heavily. Some daysyou can't turn your back for even amoment, without everything going to hell.

It would seem Lilith had started the War without me. | peered around me, trying to make out landmarks
or detailsthrough the thick drifting smoke, while various combatants ran back and forth, screaming
garbled war cries. After awhile, | redlised | was back in Uptown, in the heart of Clubland. Or at least,
what was left of it. Half of it was already demolished, and there was afirestorm raging at the end of the
sreet. Severd of the buildings were burning hotter and brighter than any earthly flames should. Dark
figures came and went in the smoke, and only some of them were human. Winged shapes soared by
overhead, flapping huge membraneous wings, and none of them were angels.

Some people were trying to help. Staff from the various clubs sprayed the roaring flames with fire
extinguishersthat probably hadn't been tested in years. Magics sparked and flared on the grimy air, and a
water eemental burst up out of several manholesto drench those buildings closest toit. A group of
Chrigtian Commandos chanted a blessing over afire hose, and used the high-pressure holy water asa
wegpon against the more sorcerous blazes. Stone golems strode unflinchingly into burning buildings past
saving, and pulled them down, using the weight of the rubble to smother the flames. Sometimesthe
golems came out again, and sometimesthey didn't. All around me, famous clubs with old and honoured
names were aready gone, reduced to cinders and blackened frames.

A large group of naked men and women, armed with axes and knives and machetes, their ungainly
bodies daubed with blood and woad and ashes, came stalking down the ruined Street like they owned it.
They struck out at everyone they passed, and carried severed heads on poles, dl the while howling
praisesto their god Lugh, and the glories of destruction. They al had mad, happy eyes and broad smiles.
Y et many of them were sill wearing wristwatches, which was abit of agive-away that they weren't quite
as primitive asthey were affecting. Well, | thought, 1've got to start somewhere.

| rose from behind the dead ambulance and strode forward to confront the mob. They ssumbled to a
ragged hdt, dmost faling over each other. | got the impression it had been some time since anyone had



done anything but take one look a them and run away screaming. Their leader fixed me with hisbest
mad stare, and started screaming something nasty about blasphemers, and | walked right up to him and
kicked him squareinthe bals. | put alot of strength and al my displeasure a what had happened into
that kick, and it actudly lifted him afew inchesinto the air before dropping him to his knees. His eyes got
very big, and though his mouth was working, not asound came out of it. He looked like he'd be pretty
busy for sometime, trying to get some or indeed any air back into hislungs, so | turned my attention to
the crowd before me. They looked at their fallen leader, then back at me, and some actualy started to
shuffletheir feet quiltily.

"l am John Taylor," | announced loudly, giving them my best disturbing smile. The people & the front of
the mob immediately tried to press backwards, away from me, but the ones behind them were having
none of it. There was acertain amount of undignified scuffling. | raised my voice again. "Whatever you've
been doing, it stops, right here and now. | have work for you."

"And what if we don't fed like working for you?' said a voice from somewhere at the back of the crowd.
"Youcantkick usdl inthebdls.”

"Right," said someone dse. "We can take him! He's only one man!™

| had to smile. | love it when they say thingslikethat. ™Y ou may have heard about thislittletrick | do,” |
sad. "Where| take the bullets out of guns.”

Some of the mob began to stand alittle Sraighter. Axes and machetes and knives were brandished.

"Guns?' said awoman, who would definitely have looked alot better with her clothes on. "We don't
need no ginking gund”

| could fed my smile broadening. "'I've been working on anew variation,” | said.

| snapped my fingers, and dl thefillings disappeared from their teeth. Along with al crowns, caps,
bridges, and veneers. There were agreat many howls of muted pain, an awful lot of clapping of handsto
mouths, and suddenly everyonein the mob looked awholelot less crazy and entirdly willing to listen to
whatever | had to say.

"Any morewords of dissent,” | said, "and | will show you another variation, that involves your lungs and
awhole bunch of buckets."

Somewhat garbled voices hastened to assure me that they were dl ready and willing to assst mein
anything | might want done. So | set them to defending those people who were trying to fight thefires.

| 1eft them to it and set off down the street, stepping carefully around and over the cracked and raised
pavement. The air was painfully hot on my face from all thefires, and the smoky ar wasthick with
floating cinders. Fighting was till going on, in fits and starts, but no-one bothered me. | stopped as|
cameto aclub | recognized, the lap-dancing joint Not Fade Away. The ghost girlswere out in force,
using their smoky bodies to smother any flames that threatened their club's aready scorched facade. The
barker kept them moving, histired and strained voice till rising easily over the generd din. He nodded
brusquely in my direction as| went over to join him.

"Club's closed, for redecoration,” he growled out of the corner of his mouth. "We will reopen. Look for
our ads."

"How long isit since | waslast here?" | asked him.

"About aweek, squire. Just before al this unpleasantness started. Now unless you've got something



useful to contribute, be anice gentleman and bog off. Theladiesand | are busy.”

| used my gift to find somewhere it was raining heavily, and brought the rain to where it was needed. It
dammed down, atorrentia downpour the whole length of the street, drowning dl the fires and washing
the smoke right out of the air. People shouted and cheered, and the ghost girls danced joyoudy in the
dreet astherain fell sraight through them. | tipped awink to the barker and continued down the Stret. |
shouldn't have used my gift so blatantly. Lilith would be bound to detect it, and know | was back. But |
needed to do something, and I've aways had aweaknessfor the grand gesture.

Next, | needed to find out what had happened while | was away. It appeared my Enemies return spell
hadn't been as accurate as 1'd hoped.

| eventually found the establishment | waslooking fo—Simulacra Corner. A discreet littlejoint,
specidising in the sale of magic mirrors, crystd balls, scrying pools, and other less-well-advertised means
of spying on your neighbour from adistance. Smulacra Corner dedlt in everything from confidentia
connectionsto industrial espionage, and everything in between. The sign over the front door said for all
your voyeuristic needs. Tucked away down aside street that wasn't always there, none of the recent
excitement had even touched it. As| approached the rough wooden door, an approximation of aface
raised itself out of the wood. The blank eyes glared at me, and the brass | etter box formed itself into a
Sheering mouth.

"Go away," it said, in aharsh, growling voice. "We are closed. Asin, not open. Cal back later. Or not.
Seeif | care”

I've never cared for snotty smulacra. ™Y ou'll open for me,” | said. “I'm John Taylor."

"Good for you. Love the trench coat. We're ill not open. And you probably couldn't afford anything
hereeven if wewere."

"Letmein," | said pleasantly. "Or I'll pissthrough your |etterbox.”

Theface scowled, then sniffed mournfully. "Y es, that soundslike John Taylor. | hate thisjob. When
everyone knows you're not real, you get no respect.”

The face sank back into the wood, disappearing detail by detail, and the door sivung dowly open before
me. | stlepped insde, and the door immediately dammed shut behind me. Aninvisble bell tinkled,
announcing a customer. The shop'sinterior was wonderfully cam and quiet, after the noise and chaos of
the street, and the air smelled swestly of sandalwood and beeswax. The entrance lobby was empty,
gpart from afew comfortable chairs and a coffee table half-buried under out-of-date magazines. The
shop's owner came bustling forward to greet me, asmall furtive type, badly dressed and overweight, and
smiling alittle bit too widdly. He was dready rubbing his handstogether, and | stuck my handsinto my
coat pockets so | wouldn't have to shake hands. | just knew hiswould be cold and clammy. He looked
likethekind of guy who dways assuresyou thefirg hitisfree.

"Mr. Taylor, Mr. Taylor, so good of you to grace my humbl e establishment with your presence! Sorry
we didn't let you in straightaway, Mr. Taylor, but it's chaos out there! Absolute chaos, oh my word yes!
Can't betoo careful... Don't those fools realise what they're doing? Property values will be depressed
for years after thigl"

"I need to make use of some of your items," | said, declining to enter aconversation | knew wasn't going
to go anywhere useful. "I need to catch up on what's been happening in the Nightside, while | was away."



"Well, | don't know about that, Mr. Taylor... you don't actualy have aline of credit with us, and in the
current circumstances..."

"Chargeit to Waker," | said.

The shop's owner brightened immediately. "Oh, Mr. Walker! Y es, yes, one of my most valued
customers. You're sureyou have his... well, of course you do! Of course! No-one ever takes Mr.
Waker'snameinvan, en? En?1'll just put it al on hishill..."

He bustled away, and | followed him through an inconspicuous door into ahall of mirrors. They hungin
uneven rows on the two walls, with no obvious means of support. They were long and tal, round and
wide, in slver frames and in gold, and one by one they opened themselvesto me, to show me visons of
the recent past.

| saw Lilith burst out of the Street of the Gods, at the head of an army of her monstrous children and
maddened followers. | watched as she commanded them to kill every living thing who wouldn't bow
down and worship her and swear eterna loyalty to her cause. | heard her order them to destroy every
building and structurein her path. Burn it all down, she said. | won't be needing it. And | wouldn't let
mysdlf look away asthe mirrors showed me bloody daughter, ancient buildings crumbling, flamesrising
into the night sky, death and destruction on an almost inconceivable scale. The bodies piled up as people
ran screaming through the wreckage of their lives.

| saw Walker, working desperately to organise resistance from the safe haven of Strangefdllows bar.
Hidden and protected, for the moment, by Merlin Satanspawn's defences. Someone had healed Walker
of theinjuries he'd taken on the Street of the Gods, but his face was gaunt with stress and fatigue, and
there were heavy dark shadows under his eyes. For thefirst timein al thetime I'd known him, he didn't
look confident. | watched and listened as he tried again and again to contact the Authorities, to summon
the armed forces that had aways backed him up in the past. But no-one ever answered him. Hewas on
hisown.

| ordered the mirror before me to concentrate on a specific time and place: on what Walker was doing
the day before | arrived back in the Nightside. The mirror narrowed its focus and showed me.

Walker sat at atable pushed right up againgt the long bar in Strangefellows, poring over reports brought
to him by aseries of runners, deathly tired men and women only kept going by duty and honour and the
pills Walker passed out by the handful. Waker looked in redlly bad shape; but still he studied his reports
and gave ordersin acam, unhurried voice, and his agents went straight back out into the night again, to
do what was needed.

The bar had the look of a place under siege. It was dark and overcrowded, with people sitting dumped
at tables or on thefloor, nursing their drinks and their hurts and their remaining strength. A hedler was
running arough-and-ready clinic in one corner, doing meatball sorcery on the worst wounds to get
people on their feet, so they could be sent out again. The floor was stained with blood and other fluids.
People were coming and going al the time, and most of them had that driven, damned, defeated look in
their faces. A few were deeping fitfully on pushed-together mattresses, twitching and crying out miserably
inthelr deep.

An unseen band was playing the old Punk classic "He Fucked Me with a Chainsaw and It Felt Likea
Kiss"" Which wasworrying. Alex only ever plays Punk when he'sin areally bad mood, and then wise
men check their change carefully and avoid the bar snacks. Alex was behind the bar, as usua, making



Molotov cocktails out of hisreserve stock and complaining loudly about having to use some of his better
vintages. He comforted himsdlf by adding a splash of holy water to every bottle, to give the mixture that
little extrabite. Alex had aparticularly unpleasant sense of humour when he put hismind to it.

Betty and Lucy Coltrane stood poised in the centre of the bar, their bulging muscles distended, each of
them holding aredlly vicious-looking shillelagh carved out of blackthorn root and covered in deeply
etched runes. Now and again some poor damned fool would force hisway past Merlin's defences and
teleport blindly into the bar, hoping to impress Lilith with feats of daring, and each and every time Lucy
and Betty Coltrane would pound the living shit out of him, with extreme prgjudice. | didn't see what they
did with the bodies afterwards, and | wasn't sure | wanted to know.

Walker got up from histable, stretched dowly and painfully, and leaned weerily against the bar. Alex
sniffed loudly.

"Taking abresk again, your high-and-mightyness? More Benzedrine with your champagne, perhaps, you
heethen?'

"Not just now, thank you, Alex. Still no chance of Merlin's manifesting, | suppose?’

Alex shrugged. "I can't fed his presence, though | have no doubt he's keeping awatchful eye on things.
Either heshiding histime, or he's keeping his head well down till it'sal safely over. Trust me, when he
finally does decide to Do Something, you'll dmost certainly wish he hadn't. Merlin has dways favoured a
scorched-earth policy when it comesto dedling with problems.”

"I likehim dready," said Waker, and Alex sniffed loudly again.

At the end of the outside alley that led to the bar's front door, Shotgun Suzie was standing guard. A tidal
wave of Lilith's more fanatica followers came sweeping down the narrow alley towards her, and she met
them with guns, grenades, and incendiaries. Explosionsfilled the aley with painful light and sound,
throwing bodies thisway and that, while shrapnd from fragmentation grenades cut through the packed
rankslike ascythe. Suzie fired her shotgun again and again, blowing ragged holesin the surging mob of
zedlots before her, and the dead piled up into abloody barricade that her enemies had to drag away or
climb over to get at her.

The dleyway was narrow enough that only adozen or so could come at her at one time, and none of
them ever got close enough to touch her. Shefired her shotgun over and over, congtantly reloading from
the bandoliers crossing her chest, until the gun got hot enough to burn her hands. And then she pulled on
leather gloves and kept on firing until she ran out of ammunition. Blood sprayed acrossthe dley walls,
and gore ran thickly in the gutters. The screams of the wounded and the dying went ignored by both
gdes. And 4till Lilith's followers pressed forward, and still Shotgun Suzie stood her ground.

Shetossed the last of her incendiariesinto the thickest part of the mob, and aterrible flickering light filled
the alleyway as men burned like candles. They thrashed back and forth, spreading the flames, and Suzie
sai zed the moment to snatch up aColonid Marines smart gun that had falen through a Timedip from a
particularly militaristic future. She opened up with the smart gun, and thousands of rounds aminute
dammed into the mob. The carnage moved up another notch as she swept the heavy muzzle back and
forth, and the mob's front ranks disappeared in abloody haze of exploding heads and bellies. Therewas
apause asthe piled-up dead seded off the dleyway completely, and Lilith's surviving followers had an
earnest discussion over what to do next. Suzie grinned and lit hersaf anasty black cigar. Intheend
Lilith'sfollowerswere more afraid of failing her than they were of dying, so they sent runners back to
request more powerful weapons, pulled the barricade apart, and pressed forward again.

They kept coming, and Suzie kept killing them. Facing impossible odds, knowing they were bound to



drag her down eventually, Suziewas till grinning broadly. | didn't think I'd ever seen her look happier.

Reluctantly, | switched to another mirror. I'd worn the other one out, and | had to see how Walker's
agentswere doing out on the streets againgt Lilith'sfar greater forces. Thefirst one the mirror found was
Dead Boy. Hewas gtriding cardlesdy down ahaf-demolished street, hislong purple greatcoat flapping in
the gusting wind, hisdark floppy hat crammed down over his curly hair, while an armed crowd charged
right at him. Dead Boy laughed in their faces, and didn't even bother to increase his pace. He took a
deep sniff of the black carnation in his buttonhole, tossed back ahandful of the nagty little pillsthat an
Obeah woman made up specialy for him, drank the last of the whiskey in hisbottle, and tossed it aside.
His corpse-paeface wasfull of adreadful anticipation.

"Come on, you bastards! Show me what you've got! Give me your best shot. | can takeit!"

The mob hit him like ahammer, flailing arms widlding knives and clubs and even broken glass, but he
stood hisground, and dmost immediately the crowd broke around him like awave hitting asolid
outcropping of rock. Dead Boy struck about him with his paefists, and there was avicious strength in
his dead arms. He moved impossibly quickly, thrusting himself forward into the face of his attackers, and
those he hit fell and did not rise again. The raging mob struck him and cut a him, and hit him with
everything that came to hand, doing their best to drag him down by sheer force of numbers;, but till he
stood and would not fall. His dead body soaked up appd ling punishment, but he felt none of it. Hejust
kept going, forcing hisway into the heart of the mob, going to daughter asto afeadt, laughing doud as he
crushed skulls and stove in chests and tore limbs from their sockets. He was dead, and his strength was
no longer bound by the limitations of living flesh. Blood made his face a crimson mask, and none of it was
his

In the end the mob smply split gpart around him, streaming past in search of easier prey. Hewas only
one man, and he couldn't sop a crowd. Dead Boy cried out angrily after them, and struck out at those
who passed, but the mob quickly learned to give him awide berth, and soon enough they had al moved
on and left him behind. Dead Boy stood done on a burning street, surrounded by the dead and the dying.
He shouted after the departing mob, demanding they come back and fight, but none of them were zedlot
enough or stupid enough to listen. Dead Boy shrugged, cleaned his face with adirty handkerchief, then
sat down on the nearest pile of bodies and opened his tattered purple greatcoat, to check the extent of
the damage he'd suffered.

There were bullet, holes, of course, but he'd dig the dugs out later. He liked to collect the more obscure
brands. There were cuts, with pale edges but no blood, and puncture wounds that were nothing more
than puckered holesin hisunfedling flesh. Hed stitch them up later. Or superglue them, if he was short of
time. There were some wider tears, exposing pale pink and grey mesat, and he scowled a one especialy
widerip down hisleft side, big and degp enough to expose haf hisrib cage. Some of the ribswere
clearly broken. He sniffed and pulled aroll of black duct tape from his coat pocket. He wrapped it round
and round historso, to hold himsdlf together until he could perform more detailed repairs.

"Thank God for duct tape. Maybe | should invest in one of those industria staplers..." He shrugged
eadly and tore off alength of the tape with histeeth. He smoothed the tape flat, then held up one hand
and glared at it. "Shit, | can't have lost another finger..."

Hewas till searching through the rubble and the bodies for his missing finger when hishead came up
sharply. His senses might have been dulled, but hisingtincts had never been sharper. One of Lilith's
children was heading down the street towards him. Dead Boy stood up and pushed his floppy hat onto
the back of his head to get a better [ook.



Lord Pestilencewas astringy grey figurein atattered grey robe, hisface so gaunt it was little more than
brittle lesther over agrinning skull. Thick pus oozed from his empty eye-sockets and dripped from his
mirthless smile. His bare hands were covered in weeping pustules. He rode a primitive hobby-horse
fashioned from human bones, and wherever he went he spread disease. All around him people fellback
choking and bleeding, dying dowly and horribly from ahundred different plagues. Lord Pestilence rode
his hobby-horse down the middle of the road, and didn't care whether he struck down enemy or dly; it
was enough that he was free at last from his prison under the Street of the Gods, free once again to
goread Scknessin theworld and glory in the suffering he caused.

Dead Boy saw him coming, and was the only oneto stand his ground, when everyone else did the
senshlething and fled. Lord Pestilence headed straight for him, giggling like ahappy child, and Dead Boy
conddered the old god thoughtfully. Lord Pestilence lashed out with typhoid, cholera, polio, AIDS,
Ebola, and green monkey fever, and everyone for half amile around fell twitching and choking to the
ground; but not Dead Boy. He just stood his ground, waiting, his pale face impassve. Enraged, Lord
Pestilence urged his bony hobby-horse on, throwing increasingly obscure diseases and maladies at the
snglefigure that sood so contemptuoudy in his path. Until findly the old god made the mistake of
coming within arm's reach of Dead Boy, who lashed out with amovetoo fast for living eyesto follow. He
clubbed Lord Pestilenceright off his hobby-horse and sent the old god crashing to the ground. He lay
there amoment, crying out at the unthinkable indignity, and Dead Boy stamped on his chest. Old bone
cracked and splintered under the force of the blow, and Lord Pestilence unleashed al hisawful power in
oneterrible blow &t the grim figure standing over him.

A hundred thousand diseases issued from the old god, every fever and blight and growth that had ever
vexed mankind, and none of them could touch Dead Boy. Diseases werefor the living. Thwarted, the
magic recoiled and turned back upon its sender. Lord Pestilence screamed and howled horribly asthe
diseasestook hold in him, al at once, eating him alive. Cursed to know at last dl the pain and horror hed
spent lifetimesimpaosing on others. Hisleathery skin cracked and bubbled, and findly ran away like
watery mud. Hefdl apart, bit by bit, crying out like an anima now asthe diseasesturned hisinsdesto
soup, and his bones cracked apart into shards and splinters, and finaly dust. In the end, there was
nothing left of that old god L ord Pestilence but a grinning misshapen skull. Dead Boy stamped it into
pieces, just to be sure.

"It'snot easy being dead,” he said solemnly. "But sometimes it does have its advantages.”

| moved to another mirror, and ordered it to show me Larry Oblivion. The dead detective, the
post-mortem private eye. I'd heard alot about him, most of it uncanny or unsettling, but I'd never met him
inmy owntime. Only in the future, as one of my Enemies. And now there he wasin the mirror before me,
and looking very different. He looked. .. so much more dive. He strode purposefully down a
smoke-streaked street, looking fine and sharp and so stylish with his Gucci suit, his manicured hands and
hisrazor-cut hair. He had the look of aman who awaystravelled first class, and didn't have acarein the
world. Except for being some kind of zombie. | never did get the full story about that.

A crowd of minor godlings with animal heads and inhuman appetites broke off from raping and feesting
on the running people, and spread out to block his path. Blood dripped thickly from their clawed hands
and furry mouths. And Larry Oblivion disgppeared. Vanished into thin air, gonein the blink of an eye. |
didn't know he could do that. Neither did the godlings, apparently, as they heaved themsalves about, this
way and that, ssamping their hoofed feet on the ground. They weren't used to being cheated of their prey.

Blood flew abruptly on the air, gushing from a severed throat, and one of the godlings crashed to the
ground, kicking spasmodicaly asitslife-blood flowed away. More and more of the godlings cried out as



they were attacked by something none of them could see, striking impassibly quickly, killing them with
contemptuous ease. One by one they fell, old gods brought down by a more recent power. The dead
detective, Larry Oblivion.

At firgt | thought he must be using somekind of invighility, but the mirror said otherwise. It would have
been able to see through that. So | got the mirror to dow the image right down, and sure enough there
was Larry Oblivion, moving too quickly for the eyeto follow. He was here, there, and everywhere, come
and gone in amoment, gppearing out of nowhere to strike down an unsuspecting godling with a
shimmering slver blade and aready disappearing before his victim hit the ground. He flickered on and
off, only present for such small fractions of time that even the mirror had trouble keeping up with him. I'm
getting such a headache, it complained, but | droveit ruthlesdy on. | needed to know what was

heppening.

In the end dl the godlings were dead, and Larry Oblivion appeared out of nowhere next to the bodies,
looking asimmaculate and stylish as ever, with not one hair out of place. Hed moved so quickly there
wasn't even asingle drop of blood on his Gucci suit. But he was holding a Faerie wand. | smiled,
satisfied. A lot of things about the mysterious Larry Oblivion and hisimpaossible exploits made sense now.
Hed been using the wand to bring Timeto ahdt, while he kept moving. Very useful little toy, that. Of
course no-one ever suspected, because wands were so passe, these days. Everyone had just assumed
he had a gift like mine, or his brother Tommy's.

And then Larry looked up sharply from adjusting hissilk tie, as something far worse than a pack of minor
godlings came crashing down the street towards him with murder on itsmind. It wasthirty feet tal if it
was an inch, agiant mechanica apparatus stamping down the street on giant multijointed stedl legs. It was
al bitsand pieces pressed into use and held together by unknown forces, dl kinds of metd revolving
around glowing sources of power. Everything about it shouted brute force. It was roughly humanoid, with
mismatched arms and legs and a bulging brass head with two huge eyesthat glowed red as hellfire. It had
along jagged dit for amouith, itsrising and falling edges sharper than any teeth.

It swung down the street with long ungainly steps, swaying from sideto side, samping theliving and the
dead to pulp under its heavy sted feet. Itslong arms ended in fists as big aswrecking balls, and it struck
out casudly at every building it passed, smashing through stone and brick with equa ease. The ground
shook with itsevery step. | had no ideawhat it was, god or construct or some mechanica ided run by an
animating spirit. The Spirit of Crap Robots Past, perhaps.

Certainly Larry Oblivion didn't look at al impressed by the huge clunky thing asit tramped and crashed
itsway down the street towards him. Everyone else hurried to get out of its path, at least partly because it
didn't look too steady onitsflat stedl feet, but Larry just shot hisimmaculate white cuffs, brushed an
invishlefleck of dust from one shoulder, and stood his ground. He waited until the huge construct was
practicaly on top of him, then he gestured amost negligently with hiswand, and disappeared. The
massive contraption reared back, roaring like a deep bass steam whistle, swivelling its great brass head
back and forth in search of itselusive prey.

A blur of motion surrounded the metd thing, swift glimpses of something appearing and disappearing too
fast to be tracked, then bits of the construct began flying off in al directions. It took Larry Oblivion less
than five minutes to dismantle the metal construct and reduce it to its component parts. Larry reappeared
next to the detached brass head and kicked it down the Street like an oversized football. I'm pretty sure
people would have cheered, if thered been anybody |eft to witnessiit.

Larry checked his suit carefully for sgns of stress, then continued down the Strest.



The next mirror showed me King of Skin, douching down awide thoroughfarein dl hisdeazy glory,
looking proud and potent and confident. His eyes were bright with aterrible aspect as he sdlied forth,
undoing probabilities and spreading nightmares through the power of hisawful glamour. Even through the
distance of the mirror, | still couldn't stand to look at King of Skin directly. These were hisglory days,
and he was till a Power to be reckoned with. Even following his progress out of the corner of my eye
was amost too much to bear. Look at him for too long and | started to see... unbearable things. When
King of Skin walked abroad, wrapped in his glamour, everyone saw what they feared most, and his
power reworked probability to make those nightmaresreal, and solid. No man can stand to face hisown
nightmares, made flesh and blood. Hideous things manifested around King of Skin as he douched aong,
the dreadful King with hisdreadful Court.

He went where he would in the besieged city, surrounded by awful shapes, rich with terrible Sgnificance
for those who saw them, like the monsters we see in the dark bedrooms of our childhood. They reared
and roared and swaggered in the night, attacking everything within reach, broken free at last from the
restraints of unredlity. King of Skin went where he pleased, and dl the Powers and Forces and Beings of
Lilith's court ran screaming from him. King of Skin smiled and sniggered and continued on hisway.

Until someone dropped a building on him, from a safe distance. He disappeared under amountain of
rubble, and dthough | watched the mirror for along time, | didn't see him again.

Although | knew | would, in acertain, terrible future.

By now I'd exhausted al the mirrors. The scenesthey showed me became hazy and blurred, and some
couldn't even muster the strength to show me my own reflection. | tried the crystal bals, but their range
was very limited, and haf of them had gone opague from the traumas of what they'd witnessed.
Reuctantly, I moved on to the scrying pools. They weren't much to look at, just asdection of smple
stone grottos in an underlit room, each holding pools of clear water. | knelt beside thefirst pool, pricked
my thumb with a prepared dagger, and let three big fat drops of blood fall into the weater. Scryingisold
magic, with old prices and pendties. The clear water swalowed up my blood without taking on the
faintest tinge of red, but the ripples kept spreading and spreading, until finaly the pool focused in on what
| wanted to see, and then the ripples cleared to show me an image dmost painfully bright and clear.

Razor Eddie, the Punk God of the Straight Razor, walked through what was eft of the Street of the
Gods, and if hewas at dl affected by the destruction around him, the burned-out churches and
demolished temples, it didn't show in his sharp, pinched face. A thin intense presence wrapped in afilthy
old greatcoat, he strolled unconcerned past the bodies of dead gods and didn't give adamn.

A crowd of spiked and pierced zealots looked up from desecrating a sacred grove as Razor Eddie
approached, and they swaggered out into the Street to block hisway, laughing and calling out
suggestively to him. They didn't know who he was, the fools. When he showed no fear of them, or any
intention of doing something amusing, like running or begging for hislife, the zedots grew sullen and
angry, and sharp objects appeared in their hands. They were vultures, feeding on the carrion left behind
by Lilith's crusade, hyped up on adrenaline and bloodlust and religious fervour.

They went to meet Razor Eddie with torture and horror and murder on their minds, laughing and
squedling with delight, and the Punk God of the Straight Razor walked right through them. When he came
out the other sde they were dl dead, nothing left of them but agreat pile of severed heads. None of them
had any eyes. | don't know how he did it. No-one does. Eddie might be an agent of the good these days,
but even the good looks the other way sometimes. Razor Eddie isamystery aswell asagod, and he
likesit that way.



Helooked round interestedly at a sudden loud clattering sound, and a huge creature something like a
millipede came writhing and coiling up out of the ruins of an ancient temple. It wasimpossibly huge and
seemingly without end, its vast shiny bulk propelled along by thousands of stubby little legs. Hundreds of
yards of it came hammering along the Street towards Razor Eddie, easily a dozen feet wide and made up
of curving segments of shimmering carborundum, gleaming dull red in the light of ahundred Smmering
fires. It darted forward impossibly quickly, its bulging head covered with rows of compound eyes, its
complicated mouth parts clacking expectantly. It could sense the power in Razor Eddie, and it was
hungry. | don't know what it was. Some old nameless god from out of the depths, perhaps, no longer
worshipped by anything but the worms of the earth.

Razor Eddie went forward to meet it, frowning dightly as though considering an unfamiliar problem. His
pearl-handled straight razor wasin his hand, shining bright asthe sun. The creature reared up, its blunt
head rising high above the surrounding buildings, then it dammed down again and snatched up Razor
Eddiein its pincered mouth. Razor Eddie struggled briefly, hisarms pinned helplesdy to hissides, and the
giant millipede swalowed him whole. He was there one moment, and gone the next. The millipede tossed
back its carapaced head, and a series of dow ripples passed down the bulging throat asit gulped Razor
Eddie down. The great head nodded afew times, as though satisfied, then it continued on itsway down
the Street of the Gods.

Only to pause, just afew yards later. Its head swayed uncertainly back and forth, its mouth parts
clacking loudly, then it screamed like a steam geyser asits belly exploded outwards. The gleaming
segments cracked and splintered and blew apart as Razor Eddie cut hisway out from theinside. The
huge millipede curled and writhed and dammed back and forth, demolishing buildings dl around it,
smashing stone and concrete and pounding the rubble to dust in its agonies, but till it couldn't escape
from the awful, remorsdless thing that waskilling it. In the end, Razor Eddie strolled unhurriedly away
from the wreckage of the dead god, ignoring the last spastic twitches of the cracked and broken body.
Hewas amiling dightly, as though conddering even more disturbing things he intended to do to hisfellow
gods.

Another pool, another three drops of bloods, another vision. Those of Waker's agents not strong enough
to take on Lilith's offgpring, or enter maddened mobs single-handed, had banded together to take on
smaller targets, doing what they could to make a difference. Sandra Chance, the consulting necromancer,
stabbed about her with her aborigina pointing-bone, and wherever she pointed it, people crashed
convulsing to the ground and did not rise again. When sheld exhausted the bone's power she tossed
handfuls of carefully pre-prepared graveyard dirt from the pouches hanging at her waist into the air, and
al around her Lilith's zedotsfell choking, asthough buried dive.

Annie Abattoir watched Sandra's back. A huge muscular presence and a head tdler than mogt, she
staked the night in her best opera gown, tearing people limb from limb, biting out their throats and
cramming the flesh into her ravenous mouth. Her crimson smile dripped blood and gore.

The Nightside's very own transvestite super-hero, Ms. Fate, the man who dressed as a super-heroine to
fight crime, finally came into her own. She stamped and pirouetted through crowds of maddened zedlots,
feling them with vicious kicks and blows as she moved gracefully from one martid art to another.
No-one could stand against her, and no-one could touch her. Now and again she'd throw handfuls of
razor-edged shuriken where they would do the most good. She might not have been making awhole lot
of differencein the great scheme of things, but a long last Ms. Fate was the dark avenger of the night
he'd aways wanted to be.

The three fighters roamed far and wide, combining their effortsto break up mobs, save those under



threat, and do what they could for the wounded and the lost. Walker sent more of his agentsto back
them up, when he could spare them, but there were never enough to do more than dow Lilith's advance
into the Nightside. Scene followed scenein the pool's clear water as Lilith's growing army marched in
triumph through burning streets and devastated didtricts. Everywhere Lilith went, people flocked to join
her growing army—either because they fell under the spell of her powerful persondity, or because they
were desperate to be on the winning side. ..

or just because they were afraid Lilith's people would kill them if they didn't.

She waked up and down in the Nightside, and buildings exploded where she looked. Fires burned at her
word, and the street cracked apart where she walked. Bodies piled up because there was no-one left to
take them away, and people ran screaming or sat huddled in the doorways of burned-out homes, driven
out of their minds by shock and suffering. The mad and the desol ate staggered whimpering through
streetsthey no longer recognised, retreating endlesdy before Lilith's advancing forces. Waker's people
did their best to guide Lilith away from those areas where she could do the most damage, by goading her
with hit-and-run tactics, faling back just dowly enough that she would be sure to follow them.

Stll the Nightsde was abig place, much larger than its officid boundaries suggested, and therewasa
limit to how much death and destruction even Lilith and her forces could bring about. Walker's people set
up roadblocks, barricaded narrow passageways, and set up distractions, trying to herd Lilith into areas
they'd dready evacuated. Lilith didn't seem to care where she went, aslong as she got to kill or destroy
everything she saw. She knew sooner or later sheld reach the people and places that really mattered. She
wasin no hurry. For the moment, shewas just playing, indulging hersdf. If she had an overal plan,
Walker couldn't seeit.

And neither could I.

| watched as Walker discussed his most recent stratagemswith Alex Morrisey. They sat together round
asmall table, talking softly in aquieter, darker Strangefellows. It wasn't crowded any more. Anyone who
could was out fighting in the streets. People lay on bloody mattresses, quietly dying. Betty and Lucy
Coltrane sat dumped in acorner, leaning on each other for support, their faces dack and exhausted.
Therewasblood dl over them, not dl of it from their victims. Alex and Walker didn't look much better.
Their faces were drawn and gaunt, older than their years. There was no music playing in the bar, and
from outside | could hear the baying of monsters and the screams of their prey. Strangefellows didn't
look like abar any more; it looked like somewhere people went to wait to die.

"Tell meyou've got aplan, Waker," said Alex, too tired even to scowl properly. Hetook off his
sunglassesto rub at histired eyes, and | was actually shocked. It was like seeing him naked. He looked
like heé/d been hit so many times he was broken insde. "Tell me you've got aredly good plan, Walker.
Evenif you havent."

"Oh, I have aplan,” Walker said camly. Hisvoicetried hard to sound confident, but hisface wastoo
tired to cooperate. "'Y ou might remember a certain creature from Outside that pretended to be ahouse
on Blaiston Street. It called peopleto it, then consumed them. After Taylor destroyed it, | had my people
collect scrapings of the dien cell tissues and preserve them for andlysis. Asaresult of what they
discovered in their labs, | was eventudlly able to grow anew house, in a setting of my own choice. | had
it lobotomized, of course, so it would only eat what | choseto feed it. Never know when you'll need a
Secret wegpon to use againgt your enemies.”

Alex looked at Walker. "Enemies? Like John Taylor, perhaps?’
"Of course," said Walker.



"Do you think helll ever come back?" said Alex.

"Of course" said Walker. "The murderer dways returns to the scene of his crime, and the dog to his
vomit. Anyway, my planisto lure Lilith ingde the dien house and see what happens. | doubt very much it
will be ableto consume her completdly, but it might be able to leach off a considerable amount of her
power. Make her easier to deal with."

"You'll need to bait your trap," said Alex, peering listlesdy at the amost empty glass before him. " She's
bound to suspect something. What have we got, that she wants badly enough to walk into certain ambush
for?'

"Me" said Walker.

The scene faded out, as the pool's waters went opaque. | fed it more blood, but it didn't want to know. It
wastired and scared, and it didn't want to see any more. But | did. So | raised my gift and thrust it into
the pool. The two magics combined, and the scrying pool screamed pitifully in my mind as1 made it show
me what happened next. | had no time for kindness. I'd dmost caught up with what had happened while
was gone, and time was running out. The pool's waters shook and trembled, but finaly showed me what
Walker did next.

| saw Lilith parade through a burned-out business digtrict, at the head of an army so large | couldn't see
itsfull extent. | saw Walker step camly out of an aleyway at the end of the street to confront her. Lilith
stopped abruptly, and dl the monsters and zeal ots jammed up behind her. A dow sullen hush fell across
the empty street, broken only by the sounds of distant screams and the low crackle of guttering fires.
Walker stood perfectly poised before Lilith, in his smart suit and bowler hat, asthough held just stepped
out of atearoom or apolitician's office, to discussthe time of day with an old acquaintance. Hed pushed
the tiredness away from him by an effort of will, and looked just like the Walker of old. He smiled easily
at Lilith, and tipped his bowler to her.

"Walker," said Lilith, in avoicejust like poisoned wine. "My dear Henry. Y ou do get around, don't you?
| thought you might take the hint from our last little encounter that | have nothing more to say to you. But
you aways were a stubborn soul, weren't you? | have to say, you hedl remarkably quickly, for ahuman.”

Walker shrugged easily. "Needs must, when the Devil drives. I'm hereto take you in, Lilith. Surrender
now, and no-one need get hurt."

Lilith laughed girlishly, and actudly clapped her hands together before her. "Dear Henry, you were
aways able to surprise me. What makes you think you can take mein?'

Waker reached insde hisjacket and pulled out agun. It was a bright shining siver, with coloured lights
flashing dl over it. Waker handled it casudly, but his eyes were very cold. "Don't make me haveto use
this Lilith."

"Now you'rejust boring me, Henry."
"Redly? Try this"

Walker raised the gun and shot Lilith in the face. The paint capsule hit her right between the eyes. Paint
exploded dl over her shocked face, athick evil-smeling purple dime liberdly spiked with Alex's holy
water. Lilith actudly fell back a pace, spitting and sputtering and clawing frantically at her face with both
hands. Waker chuckled nadtily, turned, and ran. White-hot with rage, Lilith chased after him. | haveto
giveit to Waker; I'd never seen him move so fast in hislife. He was aready down the street and round
the corner before Lilith was even up to speed. | don't think she was used to having to exert herself



physicaly. Walker ran, and Lilith followed, and her somewhat confused army brought up the rear.

Walker paused outside the front door of a house that looked no different from al the others around i,
then he darted insde, leaving the door that wasn't adoor standing open. Lilith charged through the
opening afew moments later, and it dammed shut after her. The army stumbled to ahalt outside. One of
the leaderstried the door, but it wouldn't open. One of Lilith's children pushed forward, placed an
oversized hand on the door and pushed, then cried out in shock and pain asthe door tried to est his
hand. Thefront ranks of the army looked at each other, and decided to stay where they were until Lilith
emerged from the house to give them orders.

The scenein the scrying pool changed to show me arear view of the house that wasn't ahouse, as
Waker came running full pelt out the back door. He ran through the overgrown garden to the back gate,
then leaned on it for awhile, breathing heavily. He looked back at the house, shuddered once, and
immediately regained his composure. The back wall of the house seemed to heave, and swell, twisting
black veins standing out suddenly in sharp relief in the fake brickwork. First thewall, then thewhole
sructure of the house began to shake and shudder. Black and purple splotches of rot and decay
appeared, and the two windows ran away like pus. Holes like ragged wounds opened up al over the
doping roof, and the back door dumped, running away in streams of liquid foulness. The house hadn't
stood a chance againg Lilith. Sheld bardly been init afew moments, and aready it was dead and rotting.

Maybe he shouldn't have lobotomized it, after dl.

"Damn," said Waker, quite succinctly. He produced a Strangefellows Membership Card from his
pocket, pressed his thumb against the embossed surface, said the activating Word, and was gone,
teleported back to the relative safety of the bar. | shut off the sceneinthe poal. | didn't want to see
Lilith's rage when she emerged from the trap Walker had st for her. | was actudly alittle jeal ous that
Alex had given Walker one of his Cards. They were supposed to be reserved for closefriendsand dlies.
| was aso just abit concerned about what Walker might do with the Card, in the future. | redlly didn't
liketheideaof hisbeing ableto just drop in at the bar, whenever hefdt likeit.

Of course, that assumed any of us had afuture...

The scrying pool was sobbing quietly to itsdf, but | made it show me onelast vison—what Lilith did
next.

Raging mad at being mocked and outmanoeuvred by Walker, Lilith trangported herself and al her great
army straight to the Necropolis. The main building was barricaded, boarded up, and rendered positively
indistinct behind a dozen layers of magical defences, but Lilith ignored them. Shetoretheair gpart with
her bare hands, breaking al the barriers set between thisworld and that of the Necropoliss private
cemetery. Nothing was hidden from her, and nothing was safe. Thefina barrier screamed asit went
down, and the cobbled street in thisworld split from end to end. Through the ragged tear Lilith had made
in redlity, the grim and grey world of the Necropolis graveyard could clearly be seen. Long streamers of
fog drifted out. Lilith gestured sharply for her followersto stay put and stalked forward into the private
cemetery.

The vison followed her. The graveyard looked just as cold and depressing as | remembered it, with row
upon row of graves and tombstones stretching away to the distant horizon. Lilith looked around her and
sniffed contemptuously. The Caretaker reared its earthy head to observe her, took one look, and sank
back into the ground again, diving for deep cover. It wanted nothing to do with her. It knew when it was
outmatched.



Lilith walked among the graves, glaring about her, and findly stopped and stamped her bare foot
impatiently. When she spoke, her voice cracked like awhip on the till and silent air.

"You can dl stop lying around, right now! | want every single one of you up and out of those graves, and
standing here before me! Why should you lie quietly, when thereiswork you could be doing for me? Up,
now! And the Devil help anyone who daresto keep mewaiting!"

She snapped her colourlessfingers, and immediately every grave and mausoleum gave up its occupant.
They stood in endless rows, in the good suits and gowns they'd been buried in, looking around themin a
confused sort of way. Even | was shocked, and not alittle impressed. There were mgjor spells defending
the private graveyard, but to a Power like Lilith, Life and Death were very smilar states.

It had to be said, the returned from the dead didn't look at al happy about their new condition. They'd
paid good money in advance, precisay to avoid being disturbed from their rest like this. But they ill had
enough sense not to argue with Lilith. Even those who had been mgjor playersin their day knew better
than to cross the ancient and terrible Power standing before them.

"These areyour orders,” she said crisply. "'l want al of you out of here, and back in the Nightside. Snip,
snap, no dawdling. Once back in your home territory, you areto kill every living thing you see and
destroy everything in your path. No exceptions. Any questions?’

Oneman raised his hand. Lilith snapped her fingers again, and the reanimated man exploded into a
thousand twitching pieces.

"Any more questions?’ said Lilith. "I just love answering questions.”

There were no more questions. Some of the returned even stuck their hands deep into their pockets so
there wouldn't be any unfortunate misunderstandings. Lilith smiled coldly and led her new army back into
the Nightside. The newly revived dead didn't object, being ready to do whatever was required of them,
aslong asthey could go back to the comfort of their graves afterwards. Anything for alittle quiet resting
in peace. Still, some of them did fed the need to discusstheir new condition, in guarded whispersand
mutters.

"Shesaid kill everyone," said one voice. "Does that mean we're supposed to eet their brains?!
"No, | think that'sonly in the movies, darling.”

"Oh. I think I'd quiteliketo try eating some brains, actualy.”

"Now that'sjust gross,” said athird voice.

"Do we have to eat them raw, swestie; or are we alowed to add condiments?’

"I think it's probably a matter of persond taste, dear.”

The ranks of the returned dead streamed through the streets of the Nightside, faling upon every living
thing they encountered. Some of them with more enthusiasm than others, but al of them bound to Lilith's
will. They couldn't be hurt or stopped, and their sheer numbers overwhelmed any and al defences. A hell
of alot of people had died in the Nightside, down the centuries. Walker sent asmall army, under Sandra
Chance, of his best people to try and contain the returned dead, but they couldn't be everywhere at once.

Many people were distressed to find themsalves fighting off deceased friends and relatives, now intent on
killing those who had once been closest to them. There were tears and screams, sometimes on both



sdes, but the reanimated dead did what they had to, and so, eventudly, did theliving. The risen dead
were burned, blasted, and dismembered, but still they pressed forward. Walker's barricades were soon
overrun, and the defenders forced to run for their lives. Walker was forced to order agenera retreat, just
50 he could control it. He ordered the demolition of whole aress, to sedl off the better defended sections
from those dready falen. There was fighting everywhere now, and fireswide as city blocks raged
fiercdy, unconfined.

There were those who till had the guts to fight. The Demonz street gang, minor demonswho claimed to
be politica refugees from Hell, poured up out of their nightclub the Pit to defend their territory. Eight feet
tall, with curling horns on their brows and cloven hoofs, scarlet as sn and twice as nasty. The reanimated
dead stopped in their tracks. They knew real demons when they saw them. Lilith just laughed at the
Demonz, said Children shouldn't stray so far from home, snapped her pale fingers, and sent dl the
Demonz back to Hell again.

After that, she went to Time Tower Square, deserted but dmost untouched by the chaosdl around. Lilith
struck amocking pose before the blocky stone structure that was the Tower, and caled loudly for Old
Father Time to come out and face her. She had work for him. Minutes passed, and Lilith snarled and
stamped her feet as she redised Old Father Time wasn't coming out. She ordered her offspring to tear
the Tower gpart, and drag Old Father Time from the ruinsto face her displeasure. But, as| knew to my
cost, the Tower was serioudy defended. Thefirst few Beingsto touch the Tower with bad intent just
disappeared, blown out of existence like the flame of a candle. Other, greater Powers advanced on the
Tower. A terrible stone Eye opened in thewall facing them, and the Powers froze in the glare of that
awful regard. Thelife seeped out of them, and left behind only ahandful of ugly stone Satues, in
awkward poses. The great stone Eye dowly closed again.

Lilith cried out asngle angry Word, and the whole stone structure blew gpart, until there was nothing left
of the Time Tower save apile of smoking rubble. Lilith glared at what shed achieved, shaking with effort
and reaction, while her army watched carefully to see what would happen next. In the end, it was clear
that Old Father Time was either dead or trapped. Either way, he wouldn't be coming out to obey Lilith's
wishes, S0 she spat and cursed, turned on her hedl and led her army on to other ventures.

And that brought me up to date. The scrying pool had gone cloudy with shock and trauma, and | left it
sobbing quietly to itself. The shop's owner trailed behind me as| eft hisemporium, complaining bitterly
and wringing his hands over what 1'd doneto his best merchandise. | told him again to send the bill to
Walker.

Outside the shop, it wasrelatively quiet. The fires had run out of thingsto burn, and the survivors were
keeping their heads down and quietly licking their wounds. | walked dowly through deserted streets, and
no-one bothered me. Just aswdll. | had some thinking to do. Why had Lilith been so determined to
control Old Father Time? Could there be something about Timetravel, or perhaps Time itsdlf, that would
be adanger to Lilith's plans? | smiled mirthlesdy. It beat the hell out of me. | needed advice and
information, which meant... | needed to talk to Walker.

| pulled my Strangefellows Membership Card from my pocket, activated it, and caled for Walker. After
making mewait alittle while, to keep me respectful, Walker's face looked out of the Card at me. He
looked calm and poised and completely confident. He might have got away with it, if he hadn't dso
looked like hell.

"Taylor!" he said brightly. "Back at lagt, after your extended vacation? | should have known you'd turn up
for the main event. | didn't know these Cards could be used for communication."



So Alex didn't tell you everything, | thought, alittle smugly. "I'm back,” | said. "We need to talk.”
"Couldn't agree more, old chap,” said Walker. "I need to know everything you know."

"Wedon't have that much time," | said. | never could resist agood chegp shot. "Right now, we need to
talk to the Authorities. Get their resources behind us. They need to hear what | haveto tell them. | need
you to st up amesting.”

"I've been trying to contact them ever since thiswhole mess started,” said Walker, just alittle tartly.
"No-onesreturning my cdls.”

"Cdl them again," | said. "Drop my name, and set up ameet. We need to do thisin person. They'll talk to
Lilith'sson."

"Yes" sad Waker. "Yes, they just might. Very well, I'll arrange aface-to-face, at the Londinium Club.”

"Of coursg,”" | said. "Whereds=?'

Chapter Nine

Thrown to the Wolves

| found an undead Harley Davidson lurking in an dleyway, and persuaded it to give me alift to the
Londinium Club, in return for squeezing the essentia juices out of severa nearby corpsesinto the undead
machines fud tank. | swear other people don't have days like this. The motorcycle carried me smoothly
through the Nightside, weaving in and out of crashed and overturned vehicles littering the abandoned
road. Theair rushing into my face was hot and dry, thick with drifting smoke and ashes. It stank of
burned mest. Even abovetheroar of the bike, | could till hear distant screams. Riding through the
deserted dreets, lit by the intermittent glow of burning buildings rather than the deazy flush of hot neon,
reminded me uncomfortably of the devastated future Nightside that was coming. A future coming truein
front of my eyes, despite everything | did to try and stopit.

You'retrying to steer again, said theHarley. Don't. | know what I'm doing.
"Then| envy you," | sad. "Redly. You have no idea."

That'sright; condescend to me, just because I'm undead. You wait until the mystical Vampire
Lords of the Twenty-seventh Dimension descend in their crimson flying saucers to make me
Grand High Overlord of the Nightside... Oh. Damn. | said that out loud, didn't 1? Sorry. I've not
been taking my medication, lately.

"It'sdl right,” | said. "Weveadl got alot on our minds at the moment.”

The Harley mournfully sang Meatloaf's "Bat out of Hell" as we cruised through the deserted streets.
Therewere hardly any people around now. They were either hiding, or evacuated, or dead. There were
bodies everywhere, and sometimes only parts of bodies. | saw piled-up severed heads, and dozens of
severed handslaid out in strange patterns. Something had strung aweb of knotted human entralls
between a series of lamp-posts. | didn't raise my Sight. | didn't want to understand. | didn't want to see
dl the new ghodgts.

The motorcycle dropped me off outside the Londinium Club, then disappeared into the night at speed. It



thought there was still somewhere safeto go, and | didn't have the heart to disillusion it. | wasn't blessed
with the same delusion. | knew better. Walker was aready waiting for me, of course. He stood at the
foot of the Club's steps, looking sadly down at the dead body of the Doorman. The Londinium's most
faithful servant lay sprawled across the steps, before the entrance he'd guarded for so many centuries.
Something had ripped the Doorman's head off and impaed it on the spiked railings. The expresson on
the face was more surprised than anything.

"Hewas supposed to beimmorta,” observed Walker. "I didn't think anything could kill him."
"Now that Lilith's back, al betsare off,” | said. "It isapity.”

Walker gave me ahard look. ™Y ou know very well you couldn't and the man, Taylor."

"l gave himaroseonce," | said.

Waker sniffed, unconvinced, and led the way up the stepsto what was | eft of the Londinium. The oldest
Gentleman's Club in the Nightside had seen better days. The magnificent facade was cracked and holed,
smoke-blackened and fire-damaged. It looked like the outer wall of acity that had findly falentoits
besiegers. The huge single door had been burst inwards, forced off itshinges. The great dab of ancient
wood lay toppled on the floor of the lobby, torn and gouged with deep claw marks. The once-elegant
lobby had been thoroughly trashed and befouled. The statues had been shattered and the paintings
defaced. The ddicately veined marble pillars were cracked and broken, and the unknown Michelangelo
painting that covered the entire ceiling was now haf-hidden behind smoke stains and sprayed arteria
blood.

Bodieslittered the wide floor, |€ft to lie where they had falen. Many were mutilated, or half-eaten. Most
of them looked to have been unarmed. Important men and servantslay together, probably killed fighting
back-to-back, equal at last in death.

"Something got here before us,” | said, because | had to say something. Y ou think any of the bastards
aredill around?"

"No," said Walker, knedling beside one of the bodies. "Theflesh is cold, the blood-stains are dry.
Whatever happened here, we missed it." Helooked at the dead man's face for along moment, frowning

dightly.
"Did you know him?" | asked.

"I knew dl of them," he said, rising to hisfeet again. "Some were very good, some were very bad, and
none of them deserved to die like this."

He stalked acrossthe lobby, hisback very straight, stepping carefully round the scattered bodies. |
followed him, my shoulders tense with the anticipation of unseen watching eyes. Someone had goneto a
lot of trouble to trash the Nightside's most visible symbol of power and authority. Walker findly cameto
ahalt facing the right-hand wall, and solemnly considered a part of it that looked no different from any
other part. | sood beside him, looking hard for any sign of a concealed door or panel, but | couldn't see
anything. And I'm usudly really good at spotting things like that. Walker fished in hiswaistcoat pocket for
along moment, but when he finaly brought his hand out, it was empty. He held the empty hand up before
me, the fingers pinched together as though holding something.

"This" hesaid, "isakey that isn't akey, that will open adoor that isn't adoor, to aroom that isn't dways
there”



| considered hisempty hand. "Either the strain isfinaly getting to you, or you're being cryptic again. This
secret room... it'snot by any chance going to try to eat me, isit?"

Heamiled briefly. "It'sared key. Butinvisble. Fed it."

He put something | couldn't seeinto my hand. It felt cold and metallic. "Okay," | said. "That's creepy. If
the door isasinvisble asthe key, how arewe going to find it?"

"Becauseit isnt invishleto me" Waker said airily, taking the key back again. "'l serve the Authorities, so
| get to seeeverything | need to see.”

"Show-off," | said, and he smiled briefly again.

Hethrust the key only he could seeinto the lock only he could see, and part of thewall before us
disappeared. | was staring so hard by now that my eyes were beginning to hurt. Walker strolled into the
newly reveded room before uswith just ahint of smugness, and | sighed and followed himiin. It figured
that the Authorities would have their very own specia room to hold their meetingsin, exclusive even from
other members of the Nightside's most exclusive Gentleman's Club.

"The Authorities don't agree to meet with just anyone,”" Waker murmured. ™Y ou should fed honoured.”
"Oh, | do," | said. "Redlly. You havenoidea."
Walker actudly winced. "Somehow, | know thisisn't going to go well.”

The wall regppeared behind us, sedling usin, and the room abruptly snapped into focus. It was protected
by very powerful magics. | could fed them, crawling on my skin like living static. The room itself was
something of acliche, the very essence of aprivate room in a Gentleman's Club. Oversized but no doubt
extremely comfortable chairs, rich furnishings, and splendid decorations. Far more splendid, indeed, than
the expensively tanned, persondly trained but till doppy, overdressed men stting dumped in their big
chairs, with their big drinks and their big cigars. | took my time looking them over, the ten powerful men
who ran the Nightside, inasmuch as anyone did. Y ou wouldn't know their names. Y ou've never seen their
facesin the glossies. These men were above that. They al had the same casua arrogance of people used
to getting what they wanted when they wanted it. Somehow, | just knew we weren't going to get along.

Walker introduced meto the Authorities, then moved aside to stand leaning against the William Morris
wallpaper, hisarmsfolded, as though to indicate he'd done dl that could reasonably be expected of him.
Maybe he smply wanted to be out of the line of fire, for when everything inevitably went wrong. And
though he must have had many questions of his own for his absentee masters, he seemed content to leave
the lead to me. For the moment, at least.

"So," | said findly, "you're the grey men, the businessmen, the faceless men who only ever operate behind
the scenes. Somehow, | always thought you'd be... bigger. Tak to me, Authorities. Tell mewhat | need
to know. Whiletherésill time.”

"I am Harper, and | speak for usal," said the man nearest me. Hisface was far too old for hisjet-black
hair, and his waistcoat strained over a bulging stomach. It was covered with cigar ash that he couldn't be
bothered to brush away. Presumably he had someone to do that for him, in his own world. He stared
coldly at me with piggy, degp-set eyes. "Our ancestors made their fortunes operating in the Nightside of
Roman times, during their occupation. Our families have spent generations building on those fortunes. We
own al the businesses here, a one remove or another. There's nothing that happens that we don't take
our cut. The Nightsde belongsto us."



"Not for much longer,” | said. "If Lilith has her way. Thisisn't just acorporate take-over shed proposing,
sheplansto kill usdl. Or hasn't that penetrated your thick skullsyet?"

My voice must have got alittle sharp, because that was when the Authorities bodyguards decided to
make themsalves known to me. They manifested abruptly, one on each side of the room, and | sudied
them warily. Two basically humanoid forms, large and overpowering, one made of pure light, one of pure
darkness. It would be hard to say which was more unpleasant to the eye. They were presences rather
than physica forms, and | could fed power radiating off them. It waslike standing in front of afurnace
when someone unexpectedly opened the door.

"They used to be angels," said Harper, with more than ahint of smugness. "From Above, and Below.
Now they work for us."

"How arethe mighty falen,” | said, just to be saying something. Never let the other sde know when
you've been serioudy impressed. "I suppose that's why they don't have wings any more. Or halos.”

"Y ou cannot conceive how much we havelogt," said the figure of light, itsvoice like cracking ice floes.

"But we have dso gained much,” said thefigure of darkness, in avoice like aburning orphanage. "We are
here because we developed... appetites. Tastes for thingsthat can only be found in the materia world.
Our new madters... indulge us.”

"Wetake our comforts here," said thelight. "To our eternd shame.”
"To our endless satisfaction,” said the dark.

"But why servethe Authorities?' | said. "Even asdiminished asyou are, you must know they're not
worthy of you."

"We haveto serve someone,” said thelight.
"It'sin our nature," said the dark.

"Enough,” said Harper, and immediately both figuresfdl slent. Harper glared a me, and | glared right
back. Heraised hisvoice alittle, to convince both of uswho wasredly in charge here. "Normdly, we
run the Nightside from outside. We live in London proper, in the sane world. Were only here now
because Waker summoned uswith your name. What do you want with us, John Taylor?"

"Answers, to dart with," | said, meeting his gaze unflinchingly. "Why haven't you sent your armiesto
support Walker? Don't you know how bad things are here?

"Weknow," said Harper. "But what help could we send that could hope to stand against Lilith and her
followers? Were not in the business of throwing good lives away after bad.”

Walker stirred for thefirst time. "Bad? Those were my people!”
Harper didn't even look a him. "Not now, Walker. I'm talking."

"If not now, then when?' said Walker, and hisvoice was colder than I'd ever heard it before. "How many
years have | and my people served you here, protecting your interestsin the Nightside? I s this how you
reward us—by throwing usto the wolves?'

Harper findly looked at him, but only to smile condescendingly. Y ou mustn't take it persondly, Walker.
It'sjust business.”



"You look nervous,” | said suddenly. "All of you. Uncomfortable. Sweeting. Y ou don't like being here,
doyou?'

"Asyou said, the Nightside has become a dangerous place." Harper took along draw on hiscigar.
"Before Waker contacted us with your name, we had been preparing to sed off the Nightside, closing
every entrance and exit until dl this... unpleasantness hasrun its course.”

"Y ou're abandoning us?' | said.

"Why not? Y ou're only abusinessinterest. A cash cow, from which we squeeze every penny we can.
We are aware of the powerful men and women who cometo your little freak show, to indulgein the
pleasures and excitements they can't find anywhere dse, but we... We have only ever cared about the
profit they made us. For us, the Nightsdeis smply acommodity, that we exploit. Correct, Waker?'

"Dontlook at me," said Walker, surprisngly. "l seethings differently, these days.”

| looked at him for amoment. There was something in hisvoice. .. but that would have to wait. | turned
back to Harper.

"If the Nightsde fallsto Lilith, then so does the rest of the world. Y ou can't hope to contain a Power like
her. Shewill bresk out, then ther€lll be nowhere far enough or safe enough for you to hide.”

"So we have cometo believe," said Harper, reluctantly. He glared a hiscigar, asthough it had failed him
in someway, and stubbed it out in an ashtray with quick, angry movements. "So, it seemswe have no
choice but to make adedl with Lilith. Very well. We can do that. We're good at making dedls. It's what
we do, after al. That iswhy we agreed to meet with you here, John Taylor. Lilith's son. Y ou will be our
agent, our representative, in these negotiations. Tak to your mother and promise her... whatever it takes,
to reach an accommodation. We have aready revealed our presence to her and summoned her hereto
tak withus."

Walker stood up straight, pushing himself away from the wall hed been leaning on. "What? Why didn't
you consult mefirst? Do you know what you've done, you bloody fools..."

"Not now, Walker!" Harper didn't even look at him.

Hewas dill doing hisbest to intimidate me with an imperious stare. "We are rich beyond the nightmares
of avarice, Taylor. We can afford to beflexible, if we haveto. Better to share the wedlth of the Nightside
with your mother than risk seeing it destroyed. It'sjust a matter of finding out what shewants... Weredl
reasonable people, after dl. I'm sure we can come to an understanding with Lilith, with your help.”

"Lilithisn't reasonable,” | said. "Sheisn't even people. Y ou have no ideawhat you're dedling with. She
isn't interested in money, or even in power, asyou understand it. She just wants to wipe the whole date
clean and start again. And replace Humanity with something more suited to her needs.”

Onewholewadl of the private room suddenly disappeared, ripped away by an outside force. Wedl
looked round, startled, to discover that the room now looked directly out onto the Nightside. Nothing
stood between us and the dark, the blazing buildings, and the streets filled with smoke and screams. And
there before us stood Lilith, naked and magnificent, with al her monstrous Court ranked behind her. The
Authoritiesroseto their feet, sumbling and awkward, staring with wide horrified eyes.

The two former angels surged forward, to stand between the Authorities and Lilith, their power
shimmering on the air around them like a hest haze. Lilith smiled at them and said Go home, and thelight
and dark figures both disappeared in a moment, banished from the materia planes by the sheer force of



her will. | had agood ideawhere sheld sent them, and | doubted either of them could expect much of a
welcome back.

"So," sad Lilith, stepping gracefully forward into the private room, her voice light and teasing, "you'rethe
Authorities. The Secret Masters of the Nightside, the Big Men... Wemeet a last. Only, | haveto say,
you don't look very big to me. Y ou look much more like little boys, way out of their depth. Cometo me.
Cometo Mommie..."

Her presenceignited, filling the whole room, vast and overwhelming. | had to look away, retreating
behind my strongest menta shields, while the ten most powerful men in the Nightside, and therefore the
world, fdl to their kneesand went to Lilith on dl fours, like swine before agoddess. Waker started
forward. | grabbed him by the arm and hustled him towards the invisible door. He found the key and
opened the door, his hand steady even though his face was torn with conflicting emotions. | looked back,
briefly.

Lilith laughed, to see the high-and-mighty Authorities cringe and fawn & her colourlessfest. "Why, you're
so cute! | could eat you up... but | think you'd probably make me sick. Fortunately, my children have far
more robust appetites..."

Shelaughed again, as her horrid offspring surged forward. | pushed Waker through the door, following
him into the relative safety of the Club'slobby. Asthe door swung dowly shut behind us, | looked back
onelast time. And saw Lilith's monstrous children fal upon the screaming Authorities and tear at them
hungrily, likewolves|et into thefold.

Chapter Ten

A Chancefor Revenge

| ended up having to drag Walker back through the lobby and out onto the steps of the Londinium Club.
His eyesweren't tracking properly, and he was mumbling to himsdlf. Once we were safely outside, |
glanced quickly around to be sure we were alone, then sat down on the steps to get my composure
back. With the invisible door shut again, Lilith shouldn't be able to come after us. For awhile, anyway.
Walker sat down suddenly next to me, dl hisusua poise and confidence gone. | supposeit's not an easy
thing, to see the lords and masters you've followed al your life revealed as cowards and scumbags, then
turned into monster food. The night seemed relatively quiet, and no-one came by to bother us. | looked
at Walker. A painin my arsefor most of my life, 1'd often wanted to see him brought down, but not like
this. He was taring out into the night as though he'd never seen it before.

"The Authorities are dead,” he said abruptly. "What do | do now?"

"Beyour own man,” | said. "Y ou can till give the ordersthat need giving, kick the arsesthat need
kicking. Get things done. Someone's got to lead the resistance. Who's got more experience than you?
Y ou're needed, Walker; now more than ever."

Walker turned his head dowly to look a me. "You're Lilith'sson," he said findly. Y ouretheKingin
waiting. Y ou're the legendary John Taylor, who aways snatches victory from the jaws of defeat. Maybe
you should bein charge.”

"No," | said. "I've never wanted that. | have enough trouble being responsible for myself, never mind
anyone else. And I've got other thingsto do. Don't ask what. It would only upset you. Y ou've always



been The Man, Walker. So suck it up and solider on.”

He smiled briefly. "Y ou sound very like your father sometimes, John." He stood up, and just like that dl
his old poise and confidence were back again. "'l suppose someone's got to turn you rabbleinto a
disciplined fighting force. So, I'm going back to Strangefellows. Where will you go?’

"In search of some heavy-duty backup,” | said, getting to my feet. "We need more big guns on our sde.”
"Andif therearent any?'

| grinned a him. "Then I'll improvise. Suddenly and violently and al over the place.”

He nodded. "It's what you do best."

Hetook out his Membership Card, activated it, and stepped through into the relative safety of
Strangefellows bar. The Card disappeared with a soft sucking sound and a brief flurry of sparks, and |
was | eft standing alone on the steps of the Londinium Club. | pushed my hands deep into the pockets of
my trench coat, and looked out into the night. All the buildings around me were wrecked or burned out.
Bodies everywhere. Screamsin the distance, strange lights flaring on the horizon. The Nightside was
going down for the third time, and | was running out of ideas. There had to be someone ese, some
Power or mgjor player who still owed me afavour, or could be fooled into thinking they did... but |
couldn't think who. I couldn't do this on my own. | needed someone powerful enough, or tricky enough,
to stop thisWar initstracks beforeit got out of hand. Beforeit led to the terrible future that was
becoming more real, more inevitable, by the minute. Unfortunately there was only one name left on my
list, the one I'd been trying so hard not to think of. Because he scared the crap out of me.

The Lord of Thorns. The Overseer of the Nightside, appointed directly by God to keep an eye on things.

Mogtly, he didn't intervene personally. He was the last judge of adl disputes, the Nightside's court of last
resort, the one you only went to when everything else had failed and you weretired of living anyway. I'd
been haf-expecting him to turn up and start smiting everything in sight for some time now. Since he
hadn't, it looked like | was going to have to give him hiswake-up cdl. Lucky old me. The Lord of
Thornslived in the World Beneath, the miles and miles of caverns, catacombs, and stone gdlleriesthat lay
deep below the Nightside. The place where you went, when the Nightside wasn't dark enough for you.
The Lord of Thorns dept hisdeep of centuriesin acrystal cave in the deepest, darkest part of the World
Beneath, and God help anyone who disturbed him unnecessarily.

| had only met him once, and that was more than enough. | am the stone that breaks all hearts, hed
sad. | amthe nails that bound the Christ to his cross. | am the necessary suffering that makes us
all stronger . .. God's power flowed through him, the power over life and death and everything between.
He could save or damn you with aword or aglance, and his every decision was binding. | was pretty
sure he didn't approve of people like me, even though he'd been friendly enough, in adistant sort of way,
at our last mesting.

Why hadn't he come forth to confront Lilith?

| wasn't at al keen on descending into the World Beneath, to talk to him. It was afoul and dangerous
place, and ahell of along way to travel, besdes. Especidly if he had already surfaced somewhere, to
show Lilith the error of her ways... | pushed the thought back and forth for awhile, but | was only
putting off what | knew | had to do, sointheend | just Sighed heavily, took therisk, and raised my gift.
Wherever the Lord of Thornswas, in or under the Nightside, my gift would find him.

My inner eye, my third eye, opened wide and soared up into the night sky, my Sight spreading out for



milesin every direction, till thewhole of the Nightside lay sorawled below melike atwisted and
convoluted map. Whole areas were burning, out of control, while monsters roamed the streets and
panicked mobs ran thisway and that. | forced my Sight to focusin on the oneindividua soul | was
searching for, and my mind's eye plummeted down, narrowing in on asingle speck of light in the dark. I'd
found the Lord of Thorns. Just as I'd thought, he had | eft the World Beneath for the surface; but much to
my surprise, the most powerful man in the Nightside was currently hiding out in St. Jude's, the only redl
churchinthe Nightsde.

| quickly shut down my Sight, and dropped back into my head. | took afew momentsto make suredl
my mental barrierswere safdly in place again. | redly didn't want Lilith to know where| wastill | was
ready to face her. | considered what to do next. St. Jude's wasn't anywhere near the Street of the Gods,
becauseit wasthered ded. An ancient place of worship, dmost as old asthe Nightsdeitsdlf, older by
far than the Chrigtianity that had given it its present name. (St. Jude isthe patron Saint of lost causes, in
case you were wondering.) It wasthe one placein al the world where you could go to speak with your
Maker and be sure of getting areply. Which iswhy most people didn't go there. Unless they absolutely
had to.

. Jude'swas located way over on the other side of the Nightside, along way from anywhere, and
separated from me by miles and miles of very dangerousterritory. Walking was not an option. | wished
I'd told the Harley to stick around. | took my Membership Card out of my pocket, fired it up, and caled
for Alex Morrisey in aloud and demanding voice. There was a pause, just to keep me from getting
above mysdlf, then hisface appeared, glowering out of the Card at me.

"Taylor! About time you turned up again. If only so you can pay your bar bill before the world ends. And
what have you done to Walker? He showed up here afew minutes ago |ooking like someone had put the
fear of God into him. | don't think 1've ever seen him 0 pissed off at the world. He's currently charging
round my bar ydlling orders at everyone like Captain Kirk on crack, and organising everyone within an
inch of ther lives”

"Probably just amidlifecrigs,” | said. "Put Tommy Oblivion on, would you, Alex? 1 need to ask him
something.”

Alex sniffed loudly, just to remind me he was no-one's servant, and his face disappeared from my Card,
which then played me atinny Muzak version of Prodigy's"Firestarter” while | was on hold. Tommy'sface
findly peered out of the Card & me, frowning suspicioudy.

"What do you want, Taylor?"
"You," | said.

And | reached into the Membership Card, grabbed him by the front of hisruffled shirt, and dragged him
through the Card to where | was. The Card expanded hadtily to let him through, but even so it was atight
squeeze for amoment. Tommy sat down suddenly on the Club steps as his head spun from the sudden
transfer, and the Card shrank back to norma size and shut itself off, possibly in protest at such rough
handling. | put it away, and heped Tommy to hisfest.

"Son of abitch!" hesaid.
"Yes" | said. "That just about sums me up."
Heglared at me. "I didn't know you could do that with aCard."

"Most people cant,” | said. "But I'm specid.”



Tommy sniffed. "l suppose that's one way of putting it." He brushed himsalf down here and there,
repairing his appearance as best he could, then looked at the headless Doorman, lying on the steps
beside him. He moved fastidioudy alittle further away from the blood. "Been busy, | see.”

"For once, not my fault." | filled him in on what had been happening, or at least asmuch of it as| thought
he could cope with, and explained my need to get to St. Jude'sin ahurry. He really wasn't keen on the
idea, but | can be very persuasive when | haveto be. Not to mention downright threatening. | only had to
mention acertain video that had come into my hands, featuring him and avery athletic exotic dancer, who
happened to be married to someone exceedingly scary, and suddenly he was only too willing to help me
out. (I didn't actudly havethevideo. I'd just heard of it and run abluff. The guilty flee...)

Tommy Oblivion's gift manifested subtly on the air around us, and everything became uncertain. Tommy
was an exigentidi<t, and his gift dlowed him to express his uncertainty about the world in ared and very
physica way. The more he thought about a thing, the more possibilities he could see, and hefixed on the
redity he preferred and made it solid. By concentrating hard enough, Tommy was able to convince the
world that not only were we not where it thought we were, but actualy we were somewhere else entirely.

And so, inthe blink of an eye we l&ft the Londinium Club behind us and materialised outsde the Church
of St. Jude. A dodo wandered past, hooting mournfully, aflock of passenger pigeons flapped by
overhead, and an ogtrich with two heads looked confusedly at itsdlf, but they were only afew odd
possibilities generated by Tommy's gift. He concentrated on shutting his gift down, while | looked around
us. Everything but the church had been razed to the ground, for asfar asthe eye could see. It stood
alone, an old sguat stone structure in the middle of awasteland. A wide-open plain of ash and dugt,
wherethick curls of glowing ground fog surged thisway and that under the urging of afitful wind. It was
very dark, with just the blue-white glare of the oversized moon shining off the church walls. In the
distance, fires|eapt up briefly, screamsrang out, but it was dl very far away. The War had come and
gone here, and left nothing behind but the church.

"I'm trying very hard to be existentia about this" Tommy said findly, "But thisredly isagod-awful place.
I'd like to say something like. .. from the ashes of the old shall arise abrave new Nightside... but my
heartisntinit."

"If anew Nightsde does arise, | doubt it would be anything you or | would recognise, or would want to,"
| said. "Not if Lilith has her way."

"God, you're depressing to be around, Taylor. My brother's more cheerful than you, and he's dead. Who
arewe hereto see, anyway?'

"The Lord of Thorns"
"Right,” said Tommy. "l am leaving now. Good-bye. Writeif you get work. | am out of here..."

"No! Noway in Hdl! Thereisabsolutely nothing you can say or do or threaten me with that would
persuade me to have anything to do with Him! | would rather eat my own head! The Lord of Thornsis
the only person who actually scares me more than Lilith! She only wantsto kill me; he wantsto judge
rTE"

"You couldleave," | sad. "But it'saredly long wak to anywhere civilised. All on your own, in the dark.
Andif you try to teleport back using your gift... I'll just have the Lord of Thorns drag you back again.”

"Y ou know the Lord of Thorns?"



"l know everyone," | said airily.
Tommy kicked at the dusty ground. "Bully," he muttered, not looking at me.

"Y ou're my ride home, Tommy," | said, not unkindly. "Y ou don't have to come into the church with me, if
you don't want to. Y ou can guard the door."

"Itll dl endintears" said Tommy.

| tried the church's only door, and it opened easily a my touch. | left Tommy sulking outside, and went
in. The bare stone walls were grey and featureless, with only a series of narrow dits for windows. Short
stubby candles that never went out burned in old lead wall holders, casting a cold judgementd light. Two
rows of blocky wooden pews, without a cushion in sight. The dtar wasjust agreat dab of stone,
covered with acloth of spotlesswhite samite. A singlesilver cross hung on the wall over the dtar. And
that wasit. You didn't cometo St. Jude'sfor frillsand fancies.

Thiswas aplace where prayers were answered, and if you didn't like the answers you got, that was your
problem.

A singleragged figure sat dumped on the cold stone floor, leaning againgt the dtar, embracing it with
desperate arms. It wasthe Lord of Thorns. He looked like he'd been crying. He also looked like held
been dragged through Hell backwards. Instead of the grand Old Testament Prophet | remembered, he
looked like one of the homeless, like arefugee. The Overseer of the Nightside had been reduced to a
man in torn and bloodied robes. Hislong grey hair and beard had been haf-burned away. He didn't look
up as | walked down the aide towards him, but he flinched at the sound of my footsteps, like adog that's
been kicked once too often. | knelt before him, took his chinin my hand, and made him look at me. He
trembled a my touch.

"What are you doing here?' | said. | didn't mean for it to come out as harshly asit did, but that's St.
Jude'sfor you.

"It'sdl gone" hesad, in adistant, empty voice. "So I'm hiding. Hiding out, in the one place where even
Lilith's power can't touch me. | believethat. | haveto believethat. It'sal I've got left.”

| et go of hischin, and made an effort to soften my voice. "What happened?!

His eyes came up to meet mine, and aVision gppeared in my mind's eye, showing me Lilith's descent into
the World Beneath. She camein force, with dl her monstrous Court, smashing through ancient defences
and protections as though they weren't even there, and set her people to destroying everything and
everyone. As above, so below. Just because she could. She wiped out the Eaters of the Dead, the
Solitudesin their cdls, the Subterraneansin their sprawling city of catacombs. A warning went out ahead
of her, echoing from gadlery to gdlery, and some came out to fight and some dug themselves in deeper;
but none of it did any good. Lilith and her terrible offspring pushed relentlesdy on, destroying whole nests
of vampires and ghouls and Elder Spawn, and even the worms of the earth in their deep deep tunnels.

The Lord of Thorns came forth from his crystal cave, wrapped in power and acold, awful anger, to set
hisfaith and authority againg Lilith. For he wasthe Voice of God, and she was but aname out of the
past. He had his staff of power, its wood taken from atree grown from adiver of the origina Tree of
Lifeitsalf, brought to Britain long and long ago by Joseph of Arimathea. The Lord of Thornsstood in
Lilith'sway, and she dapped him aside contemptuoudy. Shetook his staff and it shattered into piecesin
her grasp. Shewaked on, leaving him lying helplessin the dirt, and not even the least of her offspring
would deign to touch him. Thekilling continued, and there was nothing he could do to stop it. He made
himself watch, as apenance. And when it was dl over, the Lord of Thorns made hisway up from the



World Beneath and cameto St. Jude's. To hide.

"Y ou haveto undergtand,” he said, asthe Vision faded from my mind. "When Lilith appeared, | thought
I'd findlly discovered my true purpose, my reason for being in the Nightside. That thiswas my
destiny—to stop L.ilith when no-one else could. But | waswrong. | was nothing, next to her. After so
many years of judging others, | wasjudged... and found unworthy."

"But... you're one of the greatest Powersin the Nightsde!"

"Not compared to her. | forgot... intheend I'm just aman, blessed with God's power. And my faith...
was nothing compared to her certainty.”

"All right,” | said. "We need backup. Can we use St. Jude'sto call for Heavenly help? For direct divine
intervention?'

"What do you think I've been doing?' said the Lord of Thorns. "The Nightside was expressly designed
from itsfirst conception so that neither Heaven nor Hell could intervene directly. And it was decided long
ago in the Courts of the Holy that this Great Experiment would be alowed to continue, to see whereiit
would lead. | was placed here to Oversee the Experiment, to keep it on track. But now that the
Nightside's creator has returned, it ssems my time and my purpose are at an end. Therewill be no
outside help. The Nightside must saveitsdf. If it can.”

"Thereisaresstance,” | said. "Comewith me. Y ou can beapart of it."

But the Lord of Thornsjust sat where he was, shaking his grey head. "No. | an not who | thought | was.
So | will stay here and pray for guidance.”

| tried to argue with him, but | don't think he redlly heard me. Lilith broke him when she broke his staff.
So | left what was once the most feared man in the Nightside, Sitting mumbling to himsdlf, in the one place
hedill fdt safe.

| went outside and found mysdlf facing acrowd of hard-faced and heavily armed individuas. Their
expressionslit up at the sight of me, and not in agood way. At their head stood Sandra Chance,
resplendent in her thick crimson swirls of liquid latex and not much ese. Though the ol d-fashioned pistol
holstered on her bare hip was anew addition. She grinned a me, very unpleasantly. | looked a Tommy
Oblivion, who was standing very very still, with hisback pressed against thewall of the church.

"Sorry, old sport,” he said miserably. "Didn't even hear them coming. Just popped out of nowhere.”
"Haveyou at least asked them what they want?" | said.

"Oh, I'm pretty sure they want to speak to you, John. In fact, they were most insstent on it being a
urprise”

"It'sdl right, Tommy," | said, trying to hide the fact that internaly | was hyperventilating. "I know who
they are. They're bounty hunters. How did you find me here, Sandra?"

"I can get answers from the dead, remember?’ Shewas gtill smiling, not at dl pleasantly. "And therearea
lot of dead up and about just at the moment. The dead know many things that are hidden from theliving.
They have... an overview. And | can get them to tell me anything.”

"Yes" | sad. "And | know how. It's one thing to love the dead, but you takeiit far too literaly. Y ou coffin
chaser, you."



"Am | underganding this correctly?* said Tommy. ™Y ou mean she actudly...”

"Ohyes" | sad.

"Now that'sjust tacky. | can't believe | shared apicnic with her.”

"Shut up, Tommy," said Sandra, not taking her eyes off me.

"In case you hadn't noticed, thereisaWar goingon,” | said. "Thisredly isn't thetime..."

"Theres awaysawar going on somewherein the Nightsde," said Sandra. ™Y ou should know—you've
started your fair share of them. My associates and | have decided that we don't care. We want the
reward on your head. It'saredly big reward; one of the biggest bounties ever posted in the Nightside.
Thevery well connected families of the thirteen Reasonable Men you daughtered want you dead, John,
and they don't care how much it costs them. There's enough money on the tableto buy al of usaway
out of the Nightsde and into some distant dimension where even Lilith can't reach. And still leave enough
cold cash for al of usto livelikeroyalty, in our new home. So, revenge, escape, and al our dreams
cometrue. In return for your head, preferably no longer connected to your body. See how negtly it dl
works out?'

"I thought you said you owed me," | said carefully. "For saving your life in the Necropolis graveyard?'

"Whatever smadl debt | may have owed you, | more than paid it off being agood soldier for Waker and
defending the Nightside during your absence. | want you dead, John. | can't even breethe easily while
you're gtill among theliving. Y ou murdered my sweet Saint of Suffering, my beloved Lamentation. Y ou
haveto pay for that. | put together thislittle band of bounty hunters, some of the very best in the business,
just S0 | could be sure you wouldn't dodge your death thistime. Try your little bag of tricks against
professionds, Taylor, and see where it getsyou.”

She had apoint. | considered the dozen or so bounty hunters fanned out in awide semicircle before me,
covering al the possible escape routes. Most were vaguely familiar faces, and three of them were actudly
famous, dmogt in aclasswith Suzie Shooter herself. At least shewasn't here. Then | redlly would have
beenintrouble. Thetal scarecrow figurein Saly Army cast-offs was Dominic Flipside, a short-range
teleporter. Frighteningly quick and sneaky, you never knew from which direction held come a you next.
Whispering vy was arogue animafrom Wales, made up entirely from flowers and thorns, an
ever-shifting montage of natural formsin the vague shape of awoman. When she moved, it sounded like
the whispering of owls. And Cold Harad, dressed as dwaysin the starkest black and white, withamind
like a calculating machine. He dways worked the odds, hislogic unclouded by any trace of emotion or
humanity. He held amachine pistol in each hand and looked like he knew how to use them. Any one of
these three would have worried me, but al of them together... and Sandra Chance... | thought about
running back into the church and screaming for sanctuary, but | knew 1'd never make the second step.

"Don't even think about the church," said Sandra. "Or well shoot your friend.”

Tommy looked at her, hurt. "After we worked together, such a short time ago? Have you no shame?
Y ou wound me, madam.”

"If you don't shut up, I'll wound you somewhereredly painful,” said Sandra. "It'sup to you, Taylor.
Surrender, and welll makeit quick. Y ou can go out with some dignity, at least. Make uswork for your
head, and well al take turns expressing our displeasure on your hel pless body."

"Comeandtakeit," | said. "If you can."



"l was hoping you'd say that," said Sandra Chance. "Remember, people, do what you like to the body
but don't damage the head. Our patrons won't pay up unless the face is unquestionably his. | think they
want to take turns pissing on it. Otherwise, anything goes.”

Tommy Oblivion stepped forwards. Hed aways been alot braver than people gave him credit for. His
gift manifested very subtly on the air, making his words seem the very epitome of reasonableness and
good sense.

"Come," he said warmly, hisarms reaching out to embrace everyone. "L et usreason together..."

"Let'snot,” said Cold Hardd, in hisflat, clipped voice, and he shot Tommy haf adozentimesinthe
stomach. Tommy staggered back under the impact, damming up againgt the church wall, then did dowly
down it until he was ditting on the ground. The whole bottom half of his ruffled shirt was dick with blood.

"Ohdear,” hesad quietly. "Oh dear." He bit hislip against the pain, and | could see him trying to
concentrate, trying to raise his gift, so he could find a possibility where the bullets hadn't hit him. But his
face was dready white and beaded with sweet, his breathing hurried and shalow. | could fed hisgift
gparking on and off, but pain and stress were getting in the way of his concentration.

| couldn't expect any help from him. | was on my own.

| palmed an incendiary from out of my deeve and tossed it into the midst of the advancing bounty
hunters. Fire and smoke exploded noisily, and two of the bounty huntersfell broken and bleeding to the
ground. The rest scattered. Dominic Hipside giggled, along knife suddenly in each hand, then he
disappeared, air rushing in to fill the space where he'd been. | felt as much as heard him regppear dmost
immediately behind me, and spun round, one arm raised. He cut me open from wrist to elbow, and
disappeared again. Blood soaked the length of my coat deeve.

Cold Harad stepped forward, raising both machine pistolsto target me. Dominic Flipside was dready
gone. | fired up my gift, used it to find where he'd regppear, and stepped forward to meet Cold Harald.
He hesitated, expecting some trick, some magic. Dominic Hipside gppeared behind me, and lunged
slently forward with hislong knife. | stepped aside at the last moment, and Dominic plunged on to stab
Cold Hardd through the heart. Hisfingerstightened on the triggers of hismachine pistols, and blew a
dozen holes through Dominic Hipside. Both of them were dead before they hit the ground.

Therewasarustling of plants, and the murmuring of dreaming owls, as Whispering vy stretched out a
hand made of petas and thorns. She sprouted fierce tendrils of barbed greenery, her shifting shaperisng
up and towering over me, then she stopped abruptly. There was the sound of crackling flames, the smell
of smoke. She looked back, turning her flowery head impossibly far round. While she wasfixed on me,
Tommy had crawled around behind her and st fire to her with his monogrammed gold lighter.
Whigpering Ivy shrieked asthe flames shot up incredibly fast, consuming her construct body, and sheran
off acrossthe open ashy plain, howling shrilly, ashrinking flickering light in the gloom.

| looked at the remaining bounty hunters. They were dl frozen in place, horrified at how quickly I'd taken
out their star players. They al looked at Sandra Chance, to see what she would do. To her credit, she'd
aready thrown off any surprise or shock she might have felt, and had drawn the old-fashioned pistol from
itsholgter. It was an ugly, mean gun, built with function in mind, not aesthetics. The metal was blue-black,
the barrel unfashionably long. It looked like what it was—akilling tool.

"Thisisan enchanted pistol,” Sandra Chance said steadily. "It never misses. It belonged origindly to the
famed Western dudlist, Dead Eye Dick, renowned hero of dime novelsand at least one song. | dug up
his grave and broke open his coffin to get thisgun. | had to break hisfingersto make him let go of it. I'd
been saving it for aspecia occasion. Y ou should fed honoured, John.”



"People keep teling methat,” | said.

She pulled the trigger while | was still speaking, and shot me three timesin the chest. It waslike being
kicked by ahorse, animpact so great it knocked al the breath out of my lungs and sent me stumbling
backwards. The pain was remarkably focused; | could fedl each separate bullet hole. Therewasa
roaring in my head, and | till couldn't breathe. | bent forward over the pain, as though bowing to my
killer, to the inevitable, and then, suddenly, | could bresthe again. | sucked in agreat lungful of air, and it
had never tasted so good. My head cleared, and the pains faded away to nothing. | straightened up
dowly, not quite trusting what | was fedling, and pulled open my bullet-holed trench coat to ook
undernegth. There were three more holesin my shirt, but only alittle blood. | put my fingers through the
holesin my shirt, and found only unbroken skin. | felt great. | looked at Sandra Chance, and she stared
blankly back at me, open-mouthed.

"Honest," | said. "I'm just as surprised asyou are. But | think | know what's happened. | once put
werewolf blood into Suzie Shooter, to save her from amortal wound. And later she put her blood into
me, for the same reason. So it seems| have acquired awerewolf's healing abilities. The blood's probably
too diluted to do anything elseto me, but..."

"It'snot fair,” said Sandra. "'Y ou bastard, Taylor! Y ou dways have away out."

| had afedling slver bullets might still get the job done, but I didn't think I'd mention that to Sandra. |
turned to the other bounty hunters, who were gtill as statues, watching with gaping mouths, and gave them
my best nasty smile. Five seconds later dl | could see was their backs, heading for the nearest horizon.
They knew when they were outclassed. | turned back to Sandra Chance, and she shot mein the head.
The impact whipped my head round, and for amoment it scemed like dl the bellsin the world were
ringing ingde my skull. | then felt the weirdest sensation, asthe bullet crept dowly back out of my brain,
the hole hedling behind it, until it popped out my forehead and dropped to the ground. The bone healed
with only the faintest of cracking sounds, and that was that.

| smiled at Sandra. "Ouch," | said, just to be sporting.
She stamped her foot. "Don't you ever play by the rules?’
"Notif | canhepit,” | said.

We stood and looked at each other for along moment. Sandralowered her gun but didn't put it away. |
knew she was consdering the possibilities of abullet to a soft target, like an eye or my groin.

"Wedon't haveto dothis" | said. "All thiskill or bekilled bullshit. I don't want to kill you, Sandra.
Theré's been enough desth in the Nightside.”

"I haveto kill you, John," said Sandra, amost tiredly. ™Y ou murdered the only thing | ever loved.”
"The Lamentation isn't actudly dead,” | said. "'l only returned it to its origina human components.”

"They weren't the Lamentation,” said Sandra. "They weren't what | loved. So | killed them. And now |
havetokill you."

"l never understood what you saw init," | said carefully. "Even dlowing for your well-known degth fetish,
and your preferencefor... cold meat. Y ou must know the Lamentation didn't love you. It couldnt, by its
neture.”

"I knew that! Of coursel knew that! It was enough... that | loved it. The only creature something like me
could ever love. It made me happy. I'd never been happy before. I'll kill you for taking that away from



rrell
"I won't kill you, Sandra,”" | said. "And you can't kill me. Forget this shit. Welve got aWar to fight.”

"l don't care” shesad. "Letit dl burn. Let them al die. That'stheworld | livein anyway. I'll find you,
and I'll kill you, John. Therésdwaysaway. Wherever you go, I'll be there in the shadows, hunting you.
And oneday I'll step out of adoor or an aleyway and kill you dead, when you're least expectingit. I'll
watch you choke on your own blood and laugh in your face asyou die.”

"No you won't," said Suzie Shooter.

We both spun round, startled, and the roar of the shotgun was like thunder. Sandra Chance took both
barrelsin the chest, at closerange. The blast tore half her upper torso away, and she was dead long
before she hit the ground. Suzie nodded camly, lowered the double-barrelled shotgun, and reloaded it
from her bandoliers, and only then looked a me.

"Blessed and cursed ammo. If one barrel doesn't get you, the other will. Hello, John.”

"Thank you, Suzie," | said. Therewas nothing else | could say. She wouldn't have understood. "How did
you know to find me here?'

Suzie nodded at Sandra's sprawled body. " She was dumb enough to gpproach me when she was putting
her little army together. She thought the sheer size of the bounty would sway me. | won't say | wasn't
tempted, but | like to think I've moved beyond that, where you're concerned. So | came here. | thought
you might need some backup."

"I had the Stuation under contral,” | said. "Y ou didn't haveto kill her."

"Yes| did," said Suzie. "Y ou heard her. Sheld never give up. That'swhy you'll aways need me around,
John. To do the necessary things you're too soft to do.”

"That's not why | keep you around,” | said.
"I know," said Suzie Shooter. "My love."
She extended aleather-gloved hand to me, and | held it lightly in mine, for amoment.

"Excuse mefor butting in on such atender scene,” said Tommy Oblivion, "But | do happen to by dying
here. | would appreciate ahelping hand.”

Hewaslying on his side on the ground, both hands at his stomach, asthough trying to hold it together.
Suzie knelt beside him, pushed his hands aside, and checked the extent of the damage with experienced

eyes.
"Gut shot. Nagty. If the bullets don't kill him, infection will. We need to get him out of here, John."

"l can't usemy gift," said Tommy. Hisvoice was clear enough, but his eyeswere vague. "Can't
concentrate through the pain. But | absolutdly refuseto diein such adrab and depressing location as
this”

"Dontworry," | said. "I'll take usback to Strangefellows through my Membership Card, and Alex will fix
you up. You can put it on my tab."

"Oh good," said Tommy. "For aminute there, | was alimost worried.”



| took out my Membership Card, activated it, then dmost dropped the bloody thing asLilith'sface
looked out of the Card at me.

"Hello, John," she said. "My sweet boy. My own dear flesh and blood. | haven't forgotten you. I'll come
for you soon, then you'll be mine, body and soul, forever and ever and ever.”

| shut down the Card, and her face disappeared. | was breathing hard, asthough I'd just been hit. Suzie
and Tommy werelooking at me, and | realised they hadn't heard athing.

"Bad news," | said. "We're going to have to do thisthe hard way."

Chapter Eleven

Truth and Consequences

| sripped off my trench coat and gingerly ingpected my injured arm. Dominic Hipsideredly had diced it
open from wrist to el bow, and blood was coursing down my arm. It hurt alot more once | saw how bad
it was. It dso showed absolutely no signs of hedling on its own. Suzie bandaged my arm with practised
skill, brisk efficiency, and a bedside manner that bordered on distressing. She kept her gloves on the
wholetime. | would have liked to make alot of noise, or at least indulged in some impassioned cursing,
but somehow | couldn't when Tommy Oblivion's wounds were so much worse, and he wasn't making a
sound. Suzietied off both ends of my bandaged arm, and | flexed it carefully.

"Youll need stitcheslater," said Suzie.

"That'sright, cheer me up.” | glanced at Dominic's body. "Trust a snesk assassin like him to use ablade
with aglver edge. It'slucky you were carrying bandages, Suzie."

"Lucky, hdl. | dways carry afull med kit. Tools of the trade, when you're in the bounty-hunting business.
Even though the powers that be won't let me claim them as a business expense, the bastards.”

| put my trench coat back on. The dit deeve flapped loosdly around my injured arm. "'l suppose,” | said
thoughtfully, "they won't et you claim because the med kit could be used by you, or your victims."

"Don't beslly, John. Y ou know | aways bring them in dead. L ess paperwork that way."

Welooked over at Tommy Oblivion, who was ill sitting with his back propped againgt thewall of St.
Jude's. Suzie had pushed his guts back into place, then wrapped his ssomach with half amile of
bandages, but they were aready soaked through with fresh blood. Tommy's face was grey and beaded
with swest. His eyes were wide and staring, and his mouth trembled. There was no way in Hell hewas
going to be able to concentrate hard enough or long enough to hea himself.

"We haveto get him back to Strangefdlows" Suzie said quietly. "And fagt."

"l can't use my Membership Card, or his" | said, just asquietly. "Lilith hasfound away to hack into it.
She'sclosing in on me, Suzie, and | can't afford to be found.”

Suzie looked out over the wasteland of ash and dust. Strange lights flared briefly on the horizon. "Werea
long way from the bar, John. A long way from anywhere civilised. Tommy won't makeit if we haveto
travel through the war zones on foot. Hell, I'm not even that sure well makeit. Things are bad out

there... How about if we go into . Jude's, and pray for amiracle?"



"How about you goin?' | said. "Tommy and | will watch. From asafe distance. St. Jude's has afamoudy
zero-tolerance policy when it comesto sinners.™

"Could you two please keep the noise down?' Tommy said hoarsely. "I'm dying here, and | havea
headache."

"He'sddirious" said Suzie.
"l wish," said Tommy.

Suzie leaned in closeto me, her mouth right next to my ear. "It might be kinder to kill him here, John.
Rather than et him die by inches, dragging him through the war zones. His screaming would be bound to
attract attention. | could doit. I'd be very humane. He wouldn't fed athing."

"No," | said. "l won't let him down. | won't let him die. He saved my life. He crawled twenty feet in the
dirt with haf adozen bulletsin his gut to st fire to that rogue anima. Bravest thing I've ever seen. | wasn't
the hero he wanted meto be, on our trip into the Past. But he was a hero for me.”

| remembered Larry Oblivion'swords, from the pitiful last redoubt of my Enemiesin thefuture. He
trusted you, even though he had good reason not to. And when they struck him down you just
stood there, and watched him die, and did nothing to help.

| looked at Suzie. "How did you get here?

"Razor Eddie cut adoor in the air with hisrazor, opening up a breach between there and here. All | had
to do was step through.”

Suziefixed mewith her cold, unwavering gaze. ™Y ou want to save him, therés only onething left. Use
your gift, John. Find us away back to the bar."

"Using my giftislikeusing the Card,” | said reluctantly. "It'sanother way for Lilith to find me. If | keep
pushing my luck, it'sbound to run out. But... right now, I'd have to say Tommy's chances are much
worse than mine. So."

| fired up my gift, concentrating as hard as | knew how on finding away out of thismess. Not for me, but
for my friends. Because they both came through for me, when | needed them. | pushed hard, gritting my
teeth until my jaw ached. Swest rolled down my face. | could fed some chance, some possihility, close
at hand. Something wed al overlooked. | concentrated till my head ached, a vicious pounding besat of
pain, forcing my inner eye, my private eye, to focusin on what | needed. And finaly my Sight showed me
adoor, or at least the essence of adoor, hanging before me. 1t was the opening Razor Eddie had made,
with hisgodly will and hisawful straight razor. The door had closed behind Suzie when Eddie stopped
thinking about it, but the rift hed made was ill there, if only potentidly. | felt my lipspull back ina
death's-head grin that was as much asnarl as anything else. | was back in the game again. | sensed Suzie
moving in to stand very close to me, comforting me with her presence, but | couldn't see or hear her.

| hit the potentia door with every bit of willpower | had, all my muscleslocked solid from the strain, my
somach clenching so painfully | dmost cried out; and dowly, inch by inch and moment by moment, the
door grew more real and more definite. Sweat was pouring off me now, my whole body aching from the
tension, and my head fdt like it would fly apart at any moment. Blood poured from my nose and ears,
and even oozed up from under my eydlids. | was doing mysdlf some serious damage, pushing my gift
harder than | ever had before. My breathing came harsh and rapid, my heart hammered in my chest, and
my vision narrowed till al | could see was the door, asreal to me as| was, because | madeit so. |
couldn't fee my hands. Couldn't fed my wounded arm. A terrible chill soread through me. | fell to my



knees, and didn't even fed theimpact. | could sense Suzie knegling beside me, yelling my name, but even
that wasfaint and far away.

The door swung open, and | cried out, aharsh rasping cry of victory. The door hung on the air before us,
an opening, awindow through spaceitsalf. I shut down my gift, and the door remained. I'd broken it to
my will. Sight and sound and sensation returned in arush. Suzie was knedling beside me, shaking my
shoulder with her gloved hand and yelling right into my ear. | dowly turned my head and grinned &t her,
blood spilling out over my lips, and said something indistinct. She saw | was back and stopped shouting.
She produced a surprisingly clean handkerchief from inside her leather jacket and wiped the blood and
sweat and tears from my face. When | was ready, she helped me up onto my feet again.

Through thegapintheair | could seeright into Strangefellows. Walker and Alex Morrisey werelooking
back through the gap, their faces dack with dmost comic expressions of surprise. | waved cheerfully at
them, and they both recovered quickly. Suzie started to hel p me towards the door.

"No," | made mysdlf say. "Tommy firs. I'll hedl. Hewon't."

She nodded and let go of me. | swayed alittle, but stayed upright. Suzie picked Tommy up in her ams
as though he was a child, and carried him towards the door. He cried out once at the sudden new pain,
but that wasit. Tough little guy, for an effete exigentiaist. Suzie took him through the opening into the
bar, then came back for me. | walked through the door under my own steam, but it was anear thing. I'd
pushed mysdlf too hard thistime, and | had astrong fedling I'd haveto pay for it, later. | might have
werewolf blood in me, but God aone knew how diluted it was, having passed through Belle and Suzie on
itsway to me. Suzie stuck closeto my side, ready to catch meif | fell.

|sthere abetter definition of love?

We came home to Strangefdllows, and | felt the door close very firmly behind me. Alex aready had
Tommy Oblivion laid out on atable-top, while Betty and Lucy Coltrane hurried to get Alex the repair
spells he needed. Tommy's breathing didn't sound at al good. | started to go to him, but | was suddenly
hot and cold at the same time, and the bar swayed around me. Suzie lowered me onto achair, and |
collapsed gratefully. | checked mysdlf out asbest | could. | didn't seem to be bleeding from anywhere
any more, and feeling was flooding back into al parts of my body. It hurt like hell. Suzie snapped her
fingersimperioudy for some clean water and acloth, and set about cleaning the last of the mess off my
face. The cool water felt good on my skin, and my head settled down again.

Razor Eddie stood before me, an intense grey presence in hisfilthy overcoat, regarding me thoughtfully
with hisfever-bright eyes. He was holding abottle of Perrier water. Flies buzzed around him, and up
closethe smell wasredly bad.

"Y ou reopened adoor | made," he said findly, in his quiet, ghostly voice. "'l didn't know you could do
that. | didn't think anyone could do that."

"Yeah, well," | said, ascasudly as| could, "nothing like having your mother around to inspire you to new
heights."”

Waker brought me a glass of wormwood brandy. I'd actually have preferred a nice ice-cold Coke, but |
appreciated the thought. | nodded my thanks to him, and he nodded back. Which was about as
demondrative as we were ever likely to get. It did seem we were becoming closer, whether we liked it
or not. Suzie stopped dabbing a my face with her damp cloth, inspected her work critically, then nodded
and tossed the bloody cloth aside. She sat down on the edge of atable facing me, and concentrated on
cleaning her double-barrelled shotgun.



At another table, not too far away, Tommy Oblivion thrashed about while Alex did necessary, painful
thingsto him. Betty and Lucy Coltrane held Tommy down, using dl their considerable strength, while
Tommy used the kind of language you didn't expect to hear from effete exigtentidiss. Alex'sremedies
tended to be swift, brutd, but effective. He chanted something dliterative in Old Saxon, while pouring a
thick blue gunk into Tommy's exposed guts, while Dead Boy peered over his shoulder, watching
interestedly.

"| could lend you some duct tape, if you like" he said. "I've dways found duct tape very useful.”

"Get the hell away from my patient, you heathen,” said Alex, not looking up from what he was doing. "Or
I'll usethis superglueto sed your mouth up.”

"Superglue?’ gasped Tommy. "Y ou're putting me back together with superglue? | demand a second
opinion!™

"All right, you're anoisy bugger, too," said Alex. "Now shut the hell up and let me concentrate. Superglue
was good enough for the gruntsin Vietnam. It's not like you needed dl that lower intestine anyway ...
There. That'sit. Give the glue afew minutesto bond with the spells, then you can sit up. I've got the
bullets here. Do you want to keep them for souvenirs?'

Tommy told Alex exactly where he could tick the bullets, and everyone managed some kind of amile. |
looked around me, studying the smal crowd gethered in the bar. My only remaining dliesin the struggle
to stop Lilith. It redly was avery smal crowd. | looked a Walker, who shrugged. Hed got his
equilibrium back, but he still looked very tired.

"All my other agents are either out in the field, doing what they can, or they're missing, presumed dead.
What you see... isdl that'sleft.”

Therewas Alex Morrisey, cleaning hisbloody hands on agrubby bar cloth, al in black asusud, in
perpetud mourning for the way hislife might have gone, if only he hadn't been Alex Morrisey. He
glowered at me, and said something about the mess I'd made of his place, but | could tell his heart wasn't
redly init. Tommy Oblivion was aready stting up on histable-top, ruefully ingpecting the tattered and
bloodied remains of hisruffled shirt. He nodded amost cheerfully to me and gave me athumbs-up. Betty
and Lucy Coltrane had chosen chairs from where they could keep awatchful overview of the bar, ready
to ded with any and al intruders. They looked muscular as ever, but there were deep black smudges of
fetigue under their eyes.

Dead Boy struck a casua posein hisflapping purple grestcoat, while Ms. Fate struck an heroic posein
his leather superhero outfit, mask, and cape. Standing proudly at his side was my teenage secretary,
Cathy Barrett, in an oversized black leather jacket covered in badges. | stopped and looked at her
closly.

"Cathy... why are you wearing ablack domino mask?'

"Ms. Fate made me hissidekick!" Cathy said cheerfully. "1 thought I'd call myself Deathfang the Avenger,
or maybe..."

| shut my eyes, just for amoment. Teenagers...

Razor Eddie was standing alittle off to one side, as he always did. Eddie wasn't a people person. Mien
Advent was nursing aglass of champagne and smoking along black cheroot. Asdways, he was every
inch the elegant Victorian, but his opera cloak was torn and tattered and even burned through in places.
Of usdl helooked the most like area hero, tall and brave and unbending. Because hewas. Larry



Oblivion, in asoiled and battered Gucci suit, stood supportively beside his brother, and nodded briefly
when my gazelanded on him.

"Y ou saved my brother'slife," he said. "Thank you."
"Yourewdcome" | said.

| hadn't [et Tommy die. The thought warmed me. 1'd finally broken one clear link between my present
and the devastated future, and it felt good, so good. And then | felt guilty, for caring more about that than
for saving the man who'd risked hislife to save mine. | do try to be agood man, but my life gets so
damned complicated, sometimes...

"We'readl glad you're back, Taylor," said Walker, alittletartly. "But you'd better have some really good
idess, because weredl out. We're losing, John.”

Outsde the bar, | could hear the roar of unchecked fires and the rumble of explosons, running fest,
human screams, and the cries of monsters loose in the streets. Merlin's shields were gpparently il
holding, but the War was edging closer. It occurred to me that this might be the last safe haven |eft inthe
Nightsde. | remembered my Enemies, huddled together in their last refuge, and shuddered despite

mysdif.

"What istherel€eft for usto do?' said Walker. "Weve tried open confrontation, manning the barricades,
hit-and-run tactics, and guerrillawarfare, and none of it has ever done more than dow down Lilith's
advance. Now there'sjust us... Weredl good, in our own ways, but she's Lilith. Even her children were
worshipped as godsfor centuries. Lilith represents akind of Power that's amost beyond our
comprehension. And her army of followersisgrowing dl thetime. | like to think most of them have been
terrorised into joining, and would cut and runif given achance, but..."

Everyone looked at me, and the silence stretched, because | had nothing to say. | had no plans, no
schemes, no last trick up my deeve.

"Can't you use your gift, to find out what Lilith will do next?' said Cathy. It was hard for meto look at
her. She dill had faith in me. "Couldn't your gift find usaway to defeat her?"

| shook my head dowly. "I know you're trying to help, Cathy, but my gift doesn't work like that. And
every timel rase my gift now, it'slike running up aflag to tell Lilith exactly wherel am."

"But you're dways finding new things you can do with your gift," said Cathy.

" Specific questions lead meto specific answers” | said tiredly. "The vaguer the question, the harder itis
to get any kind of answer that makes sense.”

"Where did you get this gift, anyway?' said Ms. Fate, in hisrough, smoky voice. "I would have loved to
have agift to help me. | had to create mysdf through hard work and long training.”

"l won my gift in apoker game," said Tommy Oblivion, unexpectedly.
"It'strue, hedid,” sad hisbrother Larry. "And he was bluffing, with apair of threes. | couldn't believeit.”
"My gift was alegacy, inherited from my inhuman mother,” | said. "My only legacy.”

"Now that'sinteresting,” said Mien Advent. "Why that gift, in particular, and no other? | mean, when your
mother isan ancient Power and a Biblica myth, | think you could reasonably expect to inherit at least half
of that power, smply through the operations of chance. If dl you got was one specific gift, it's because



that'swhat your mother intended. She wasn't prepared to risk your becoming powerful enough to
chdlenge her, but she wanted you to have this gift for finding things. Why?*

An earthquake shook the bar. Tablesrattled and chairs shimmied across the heaving floor. Thewalls
cresked, and the long wooden bar groaned out loud. Everyone clung to each other, to keep from falling.
Bottles toppled and crashed behind the bar, and the lights swung crazily. My first thought wasthat Lilith
had found us at last, and was smashing her way through Merlin's defences, but as quickly asit darted the
disturbance faded away, and everything grew still again. Wewere al standing, prepared to defend
oursavesin our variousways.

"Thecdlard" Alex said abruptly. "1 can hear something moving, downinthe cdlars”

Weadl fel slent, ligening. Nothing good could come from the cellars under Strangefelows. Finaly, we
heard faint but definite footsteps, coming up the stairs under the bar. Slow, measured, inexorable
footsteps. And then the trap-door behind the bar flew open with a crash, and that ancient sorcerer,
Merlin, came up into the bar. Merlin of Camelat, the Devil's only begotten son, risen up in his own dead
body with the dirt till on him from where hed burst up out of hisown grave. I'd known that giant crucifix
wouldn't hold him down if he wanted out.

Merlin strolled out from behind the bar, taking histime, enjoying the shock and gpprenensonindl our
faces. Alex stared, open-mouthed. He'd never seen his ancestor before, because up till now Merlin had
aways manifested through him. Thiswasthered ded, Merlin's dead body up and about again, raised
fromitslong rest through an effort of supernatural will.

Merlin Satanspawn. A man born out of Hell who became awarrior for Heaven. And scared the crap out
of both sdes.

Hisface waslong and heavy-boned, unrepentantly ugly, and two flames leapt in the empty sockets where
his eyes should have been. (He has his father's eyes, they said...) Hislong grey hair and beard were
stiff and packed with old clay. His skin wastaut and cracked and stained with grave-moss, but still he
looked in pretty good shape for someone who'd been dead and buried for fifteen hundred years. He
wore the magician's robe they'd buried him in, along scarlet gown with golden trimming round the collar.

| remembered that robe. HEd been wearing it when | killed him, back in the Past. The robe hung open to
revedl abare chest covered in Druidic tattoos, interrupted by agreat gaping hole, from where I'd torn the
living heart out of his chest with my bare hands. For what seemed like good reasons at thetime. Asfar as
| knew, he didn't know I'd taken it.

Merlin came striding through the bar, and the tables and chairs drew back to get out of hisway. His dead
body made low, creaking sounds with every movement, and gravedirt fell off him. He wasn't breathing.
Heignored Razor Eddie, standing ready with his straight razor shining impossibly bright in hisfilthy hand.
Heignored Suzie Shooter, with her double-barrelled shotgun following his every movement. Heignored
Dead Boy and Julien Advent and all the others. He came straight for me, his dead lipsdrawn back ina
mirthless smile that showed brown teeth and grey |eathery tongue.

He stopped right before me, and actualy bowed dightly. "Herewe are at last," he said, in avoicelike
everyone's favourite uncle. "Two sons of distinguished parents, who only ever wanted to be |eft doneto
work out their own destinies. | was born to be the Antichrist, but | declined the honour and went my own
way. And much good it did me. Weve dways had alot in common, you and I, John Taylor."

"What brings you up here, sorcerer?’ | asked. | kept my voice calm and easy through an effort of will.
(Firgt rule of operating in the Nightside—never let them see they've got you scared or they'll walk al over
you.) "What brings you up out of your grave, after dl these centuries?'



"Totel you things you need to know," he said, still smiling hisunnerving smile. "1 know why your mother
bestowed only the one gift upon you, when she could have made you one of the greatest Powersin the
Nightside. | am old and wise and | know many things I'm not supposed to. Being dead didn't stop me
listening, and learning. Lilith gave you that one gift and no other because she intended to make use of you
and it, on her return. Y our gift will find for her the one thing that will make possible her control of the
whole Nightsde.

"I would have thought you'd have worked that out by now. If she could remake the Nightside by will
aone, shewould have doneit by now, don't you think? But her creation has grown and changed so very
much during the long centuries of her abbsence, become something far greater and more intransigent than
sheever intended... Why else would a Power like Lilith need an army to subdue the Nightsde?"

"Why haven't you manifested before?' Walker said sharply. "We could have used your help. Why wait
till now, when it'samost too late?!

"I'm here now because you finally asked the right question,” said Merlin, still looking only a me. He
pulled up achair and sat down before me, and his manner made it seem like athrone. His presence
dominated the room, pulling dl eyesto him. "Now I'm up and about again, Lilith will know I'm back.
Shell know where to come, to find me. She hasto face me, because I'm her only redl rival. Shelll never
fed safe until she's seen me utterly destroyed and cast down.”

"Can you stop her?' said Mien Advent.

Merlinignored him, hisfiery gaze fixed on me. "The protections | have set in place around this bar won't
keep her out forever. Shelll be here, very soon now. And if she finds mein my present condition, shell
strike me down with alook and aword and laugh while she does it. And then shélll take you over, John,
make you her puppet, and use your gift asthough it were her own. Just as she's planned from the very

beginning.”

| considered him for along moment, letting the silence build. "But now you're here, to save the day.
Because you have aplan, too, don't you, Merlin?'

Henodded. "Yes. | haveaplan.”

"Of courseyou do. Y ou're Merlin Satanspawn, and you aways have aplan.”

"Don't drag my father into this" said Merlin. ™Y ou know very well we never got on. Now, John Taylor, |
need you to use your gift for me. | need you to find my missing heart and bring it hereto me. | will placeit
back in my breast, and then... Ahthen, | will show you wonders and miracles beyond your wildest
dreamd | will live again, my body made new and vita, and al my old power will return! | shdl bethe
greatest magician of this Age, and walk out of thisbar, free at last. .. to teach Lilith the error of her

ways."

Therewas along pause. | looked around, and it was clear that no-one except Merlin thought thiswas a
good idea.

"Youmight win againg Lilith," | said findly. "Or you might not. But even if you did... who'sto say you
might not prove as great athreat as she?"

Everyone looked at me, then at Merlin. Herose dowly up out of hischair, his dead body cresking and
groaning, and | sood my ground, facing him unflinchingly.

"I could make you find my heart,” said Melin.



"No you couldnt,” | said.

We gtared at each other, both of usvery till. | looked into the flames that were his eyes, and I'd never
fet colder in my life. And in the end, Merlin looked away first. He sat down heavily on hischair. | sat
down quickly, too, so no-one would see how badly my legs were shaking. There were impressed
murmurs al around me, but | just nodded giffly. | wasthe only one there who knew for surethat 1'd been
bluffing.

"I've had enough of this" | said harshly. "Enough of guesses and warnings and prophecies of doom. It's
timeto get to the heart of the matter, timeto find out the truth, once and for dl. Y ou wereright al aong,
Cathy. The only way to find out what | need to know, isto use my gift. So, gift, Why did Lilith give you
tome ?'

| was ready for another fight, another concentrated effort of will that would hdlf kill me, but in theend it
was as easy astaking adeep breath. Asthough my gift had been waiting al my life for meto ask of it the
one question that really mattered. My shadow stood up before me, separating itself, taking on form and
substance until it looked exactly like me, right down to the white trench coat with the flapping deeve.
Exactly like me, in every detail—except my doppel ganger's eyes were full of darkness. It leaned againgt a
table and folded itsarms acrossits chest, smiling mockingly a me.

"Took you long enough,” it said. Its voice was smooth, assured, and only just short of openly taunting.
"Well, herel am, John. Y our gift personified, ready to answer al your questions.”

"All right," | said. My mouth was very dry. "How do you work? How isit you're always ableto find the
things that are hidden from everyone e se?'

"Easy. | tap directly into redlity itself. | seeeverything that is, dl a once. I'm redly so much more than
you ever dlowed meto be, John."

"Damn,” Tommy said quietly. "That is... redly gpooky."
"Why did Lilith giveyouto me?' | sad.

"Because she intends to use you to find the Speaking Gun. The most powerful weapon in theworld. It
was originaly created to kill angels and demons, but it can do so much more than that. Lilith will usethe
Speaking Gun to remake the Nightsde in her own image. Return it to what she origindly intended it to
be, before Humanity infested and perverted it from its true purpose and nature. She was responsible for
the Gun's creation, long and long ago. Adam gave of hisrib and his flesh to make Eve, and after Lilith
came back up from Hell, having lain down with demons and given birth to monsters, she dso gave of her
rib and her flesh, to make the Speaking Gun. With the help of Abraxus Artificers.”

"Yeah," Suzie said suddenly. "That was engraved on the stock of the Speaking Gun; Abraxus Artificers,
the old firm, solving problems since the beginning. I've aways been very good at remembering things,
where wegpons are involved."

"Very good," said my double. "Now shut up and listen, and you might learn something. Abraxus
Artificers were the descendants of Cain, the first murderer. How € se do you think they could fashion
such marvellous wegpons of destruction?' My double paused. "Y ou do al redlisethat I'm taking in
parables, representing afar more complicated redity? Good. | shall continue. The Speaking Gun was
designed to speak backwards the echoes of the original Word of Creation, which resonatesonin
everything, giving each separate thing its own true secret name. By speaking this secret name backwards,
the Speaking Gun can thus unmake or uncreate anything. But the Speaking Gun could be used, by
someone with enough power, someone who gave of their own flesh to make it to respeak those secret



names, and thus change their essentid nature. Lilith will use the Speaking Gun to respeak the Nightside,
making it over into whatever she wantsit to be. Persondly, | can't wait to see what she'sgoing to do..."

"That'senough,” | said, and shut down my gift. It didn't fight me, just collapsed back into darkness, and
my shadow was nothing more than my shadow. | wondered if 1'd ever look &t it in the same way again.
Or ever redly trust my gift, knowing that it lived within melike a parasite.

"So," Walker said findly, "who has the Speaking Gun? My people lost track of it some time back."

"I last saw it here, in this bar, with the future Suzie Shooter,”" said Alex, glancing apologeticaly at Suzie.
"Before Merlin banished both of them.”

"Don't look at me," said Merlin. He sounded alot smaler, sncel'd stared him down. "I only sent them
away. They could be anywhere now. Or anywhen."

"Thelast time | saw it, in the Present, Eddie had it," | said. | looked at him. We all looked at him, and he
nodded dowly. "Y ou were using it to kill angelsfrom Above and Below, inthe angd war," | said, being
careful to sound not a al chalenging or confrontationd. "What did you do with it, Eddie?’

"l gaveit away," said Razor Eddie, quite cdmly. "To Old Father Time. Theonly Being | knew powerful
enough to control it and not be corrupted by it."

"I thought all you cared about was smiting the bad guys?' said Suzie.

"No," said Razor Eddie. "I wanted to do penance. Therés adifference. All thetime | had the Speaking
Gun, | could fed it working on me, trying to seduce me with its endless hunger for death and destruction.
But I have been there, and done that. | am something €l se now."

"According to my agents last reports, Lilith has destroyed the Time Tower," Walker said heavily.
"Reduced it to nothing but rubble. Old Father Timeis dead, and the Speaking Gun buried under the
rubblewith him."

"No," | sad, feding hoperise anew within me. "Times domain isn't actualy in the Nightsde. The Tower
was just how people got to speak to him. There is another way to reach him... So, who's up for onelast
suicidd chargefor glory? Don't dl spesk a once."

Chapter Twelve

Last Train to Shadows Fall

| explained what | had in mind. Everyone looked at me. And somehow | knew they weren't too keen.
"You'recrazy!" sad Larry Oblivion.
"And if you think we're going along with you, you're crazy, too!" said Dead Boy.

"Hold everything," said Walker, holding up hishand, and it was ameasure of the man that everyone else
fell glent, like children when the teacher speaks. "L et me be sure I've grasped dl the details of this
cunning plan of yours, John. Y ou want usto go out onto the streets full of madmen and monsters and run
interference for you, a the risk of dl our lives, so you can get safely to the nearest Underground station
and catch atrain to take you safely out of the Nightsde? Isthat it? Have | grasped dl the nuances



correctly?’

"I loveit when you get al sarcagtic, Walker," | said. "But actudly, you're pretty much right. Look, Old
Father Timeresdesin Shadows Fdl, that smdl town in the back of beyond that's an e ephants
graveyard for the supernatura. He only commutes into the Nightside to work. When Lilith destroyed the
Time Tower, dl she did was cut off his accessto the Nightside. He's still safein Shadows Fall, with the
Speaking Gun. If | can get safely to the Underground, | can take atrain straight to him. And just maybe |
can persuade him to give me the Speaking Gun, to use againg Lilith."

"Or, you could just run out on us," said Larry, fixing mewith his cold unblinking gaze. "Even Lilith would
think twice about going after you, if you were hiding out in Shadows Fall."

"He may be dead, but he hasa point,” said Walker. "Y ou've never been the most trustworthy soul,
Taylor. Why should werisk our livesto save your selfish skin?”'

"Ohyeof littlefath,” | said. "We need the Gun, and I'm the only one he might giveit to. Do you have any
means of communicating with Shadows Fal, Waker? Any way we can tak to Time, and save methe

journey”?”

"No," Waker admitted reluctantly. "All outgoing communications have been jammed. Scientific and
supernatura. We're completely cut off from the rest of theworld.”

"Then | haveto go in person, don't I?' | said. "Isthere anyone ese here who thinks Old Father Time
might surrender the most powerful wegpon in theworld to them? No, | didn't think so.”

"Why should he giveit to you?' said Julien Advent. From him, it was afar question.
"Because I'm Lilith's son. Because he knows I'm the only one who can stop her now.”

"l say!" Tommy Oblivion said suddenly, and we dl jumped alittle. "I've just had a brilliant ideal Taylor,
why don't you get Old Father Time to send you back into the Past again, to before dl this started, so you
can warn yoursdf about what's coming?’

"l can't,” | said patiently, "because| didn't."

Tommy frowned, hislower lip pouting out sullenly. "1 can't help feding there should be more to the
argument than that." He pulled anotepad out of his pocket and started jotting down equations and Venn
diagrams, muttering about divergent timetracks, opposing probabilities, experiment'sintent, and whether
or not someone's pizza had anchovies on it, so we left him to get on withit. In my experience, Timetravel
just complicated things even more.

"The Spesking Gun iswhat matters," | said forcefully. "It's the only weapon we can be sure will work on
Lilith, becauseit's made out of her flesh and bone. | can useit to speak her namein reverse, and uncreste

"Or perhapsto respeak her?' said Walker. "Remake her into some more acceptable form? Sheisyour
mother, after dl.”

"No," | said. "Aslong as shelives, shell dways be athreat. For everything she's done, and for everything
sheintendsto do, she hasto die. She was never my mother. Not in any way that mattered.”

Alex produced arather grubby and much-folded map of the loca Underground system out from behind
the bar, aong with half adozen cards from local taxi firms, astuffed cat, and a dead beetle or two, and



after acertain amount of argument and calculation (because the streets around Strangefellows aren't
aways there when you need them), we finally decided the nearest Underground station entrance had to
be Cheyne Wak. Within walking distance from the bar, under norma circumstances, which these
werent, but ill... it wasreachable.

"l don't likethis" said Ms. Fate. "It'sawar zone out there."

Weadl stopped and listened to the chaos raging outside the bar. Even behind the shuttered windows and
the locked doors, even behind Merlin's ancient defences, we could still hear scresms and howls, the rage
of firesand the rumble of collapsing buildings. Raw hatred ran loose in the streets, and it was hard to tell
what sounds were human and which weren't, any more.

"S0," | said, trying hard to sound confident, “whao's coming with me?”
"l am," said Suzie Shooter. "But you knew that aready."

"Yes" | sad. "My love™

"I may puke" said Alex.

"l can't gowithyou," said Walker. "I have respongbilities, to my people. Many of them are till out there,
fighting. Someone hasto stay here, to organise the resistance. In case you don't come back. | will do my
best to keep Lilith distracted while you make your run to Shadows Fall.”

"Il gowith you, old thing," said Tommy Oblivion, throwing his notebook aside. "1 fed fine again. Hones!
And | owe you morethan | can ever repay. | was so wrong about you."

"If you're going, then I'm going, too," hisbrother Larry said immediately. ™Y ou'll need someone to watch
your back. Y ou dways do."

"Y ou're not coming, and that'sfina!" snapped Tommy. "I don't care if you are dead, one of ushasto
survive thismess, to look after Mother."

Larry subsided, muttering under his breath. Razor Eddie drank the last of his designer water, tossed the
bottle carelesdy over his shoulder, and nodded to me.

"I'll go. I've dways wanted to see Shadows Fdl."

"I'm not going, and you can't make me!" said Alex Morrisey. "I've got abar to run. And no, you can't
have the Coltranes either. | need them, to protect the place.”

Alex couldn't leave Strangefdllows. The bar's geas held him there. We all knew that, but he had a
reputation to keep up.

"| cannot go to Shadows Fall," said Merlin. "And no, I'm not going to tell you why. I'll just say... you'd
think such aproud, ancient, and legendary town would have more of a sense of humour about. .. certain
things. I'll stay here and keep Lilith's attention focused on me. I'm pretty sure | can set up aglamour, to
fool her into thinking Taylor's ill herewith me. For awhile, anyway..."

| looked at Julien Advent. "I redlly could use your help on thisone, Julien..."

But hewas dready shaking his head. "I'm sorry, John. It's my responsbility to protect the Nightside, not
risk my life on such along shot. I'll help Walker run the resistance. | have contacts and associates and
Beings who owe me favours that even he doesn't know about.”



"l wouldn't put money on that," said Walker. "But thanks, Julien. | could use someone level-headed
around here."

"Who'shelooking a?' Alex said loudly. "I don't know what hel'staking about. Liketo see him run adive
likethis | canfed oneof my funny turns coming on."

In hisown way, hewastrying to cheer usup. | looked at Cathy before she could say anything.

"No," | said, "you can't comewith me. Y ou'd haveto kill or be killed out there, and | won't have that on
my conscience.”

She nodded jerkily. Her eyeswere full of tears she refused to shed. "Y ou come back safe," she said. "Or
I'll never forgiveyou.”

"I'll keep an eye on her," said Ms. Fate. " She's stronger than you know."
"You keep her safe” | said. "Or I'll come back from my degth to haunt your Bat-cave."

"Y ou probably would, too," said Ms. Fate. "l wish | could go with you, but | know my limitations. Good
luck, Taylor."

And that left Dead Boy. He scowled, shook his head, and findly shrugged. "Oh hell, why not?1 could
use alittle excitement. Where did | put that duct tape... ?'

"I could use my gift to trangport you right to the station entrance,” Tommy said suddenly.

"No, you couldn't,” | said. "Lilith will belooking for that. If she even guessesI'm heading for Shadows
Fal, shéell sopme.”

And that was that. People finished their drinks, said their good-byes, and set about preparing themselves
for what was to come. Shotgun Suzie took me to one side, and looked at me solemnly. She put a
leather-gloved hand on my chest and let it rest there, like abutterfly onawall.

"| wanted us to have amoment together,” she said, in her cold cadm voice. "Because.. . things can dways
go wrong, and we might not get a chance to say aproper good-bye, later. We've been through so much
together, and if thisisit, well... | need to say something to you, John. Y ou... matter to me. No-one's
mattered to me for along time. Not even me. Perhaps especidly not me. But you... made mewant to
liveagain. So | could share my lifewith you. | carefor you, John. | wanted you to know that."

"I knew that, Suzie..."
"Shut up and let me say this. It isn't easy. | love you, John Taylor, and | aways will."

She made herself hug me. Her leather jacket creaked loudly as she put her arms around me, and her
bandoliers of bullets pressed hard againgt my chest. She put her head forward, and ddliberately pressed
her unscarred cheek againgt mine. Flesh to flesh. | held her gently, as though she was brittle and might
break. | could fed the effort involved, in what she was doing, of how much strength it took her todo a
smplething likethis, and | was so proud of her | could hardly get my bresth.

"If we do both makeit out of thisdive," she said, very quietly, her mouth right next to my ear, "'l can't
promise I'll ever be able to be awoman for you, John. But | will try."

"Suzie... it doesn't matter..."

"Yesit doed! It mattersto me. Do you love me, John?"



"Of course | love you, Suzie. Now and forever, and dl the times between. I'd diefor you, if | had to."
"I'd much rather you lived for me."

Shelet go of me and stood back. | let go of her immediately. | knew better than to push it. She looked at
me, her face apparently entirely unmoved.

"I know about the future Suzie. | know what happened to her, herein thisbar. Y ou can't keep secretsin
adump likethis. Y ou mustn't worry about it, John. The future iswhat we makeit."

"That'swhat worriesme," | said.

And so, findly, I led my brave little band of heroes out of the bar. Shotgun Suzie, Razor Eddie, Tommy
Oblivion, and Dead Boy. | eased open the door, dowly, silently, and one by one we crept out into the
narrow cobble-stoned back aley. It smelled really bad. The piled-up bodies I'd expected from Suzie's
defence were gone, and it was best not to wonder where, but the blood and gore remained, splashed up
the alley walls and soaking the cobbled ground. The air was hot and heavy, thick with old smoke, and an
overbearing sense of aworld running down, of things coming to an end. There were screams and roars
and howls, dl the sounds of death and destruction, horror and fury. The Nightside might be going down
for thelast time, but it sure as hell wasn't going down quietly. | set off down the dley at a steady pace,
ignoring the blood splashing under my shoes, trying hard to radiate confidence and a strong sense of

purpose.

Suzie wasright there at my side, shotgun at the ready, happy and smiling like awoman on her way to a
redlly good party. Tommy and Eddie and Dead Boy moved aong with us, and together we made our
way to the end of the alley and looked cautioudy out into the main Street.

Fires blazed everywhere. Dead vehicles sprawled the length of the road, overturned and abandoned. A
hearse had been broken gpart from the insde out, and ataxi lay onits sde with awooden stake
hammered through its engine block. Maddened crowds swept back and forth under aflickering twilight
of burning buildings and half-smashed neon sgns, attacking everything in sight. The noises they made
didn't sound human any more. Reason had been blasted from their minds, by loss and horror and Lilith's
will, leaving them only the most basic instincts and emotions. Men and women killed and ate each other,
while mongters roamed fredly, killing where they would and exhaugting their various agppetites on the
falen. Lilith was softening the Nightside up, before she went in for the kill. And because she enjoyed it.

"How the hell are we supposed to get to Cheyne Walk through that?' said Tommy.
"I'd suggest running,” said Suzie.
"I'd ds0 strongly suggest killing anything that isn't us" said Dead Boy.

"Worksfor me" said Razor Eddie. "But... loath as| am to be the voice of reason in thisgroup, | redly
dont like the odds out there. Too many of them, too few of us. Enough hyenaswill bring down even the
strongest lions. If we haveto fight for every step of the way, they'll drag us down long before we get
anywhere near Cheyne Walk."

"We can't hit them head-on," | said. "In fact, we can't afford to be noticed at dl. Lilith isbound to have
people out there looking for me. Once she knows I've left Strangefellows and Merlin's protections, shell
come graight for me. So, Tommy, you're up.”

"What?' said Tommy. "What?'



"Useyour gift to hide us. Or at least hide our identities. Such asmall use of your gift should dide past
Lilith unnoticed."

"Yes" said Tommy, after amoment. "l think | could do that..."

He frowned, concentrating. It took him awhile, to force his mind to ded with only one thing and ignore
the madness and horror around him, but finally | could sense his gift firing up, as heimposed his existentia
will upon theworld. Sowly and carefully, moment by moment, we became as uncertain as he thought we
were, until the world couldn't decide whether we redlly were there or not, and even if we were, it couldn't
make up its mind about who we were. | could fed Tommy'sgift dl around us, like afog of posshilities.
Everywhere | looked, it was like seeing through a heat haze, as though we were out of synch with our
surroundings. | took that as agood sign and made myself concentrate on the only thing that redlly
mattered—aetting to Cheyne Wak Station.

| took adeep breath and led the way out onto the main street, walking openly, taking my time, doing
nothing to attract attention. The others came with me, sticking close but not crowding. No-one even
looked at us. Crazed mobsrioted up and down the street, and swept right past us without even dowing.
| led the way down the Street, through chaos and murder and foulness of dl kinds, and no-one touched
us. Sometimes they'd step out of our way, without even reglising they were doing it. Suzie stayed at my
sde, the others spread out behind us. | tried to keep track of where they were without looking at them
directly, but Tommy's gift made that difficult. It was hard to be sure of anything under the concentrated
field of uncertainty he was generating. Terrible things happened, but none of them seemed redl, or close,
or threatening. Until afamiliar face came running franticaly out of asdeadley.

Sister Morphine cared for the homeless and down-and-outs of Rats Alley, trying to keep them fed and
warm and dive, and save afew souls where she could. A good woman in abad place, watching over
those the world had abandoned. And now she came running out of the night, her nun's robes torn and
tattered and soaked in her own blood. Her tear-stained face was dull with exhaustion and shock and the
sght of too much horror. A mob was coming right behind her, screaming for her head. She burst out of
the sde dley and looked right at me. And even Tommy's gift was no match for her honest gaze.

"John! John Taylor! Help me! For God's sake, help me!™

The mob fell upon her and dragged her down, and she disappeared under amass of flailing bodies.
Knivesflashed brightly in the night. She kept on screaming long after she should have stopped. And | let
it happen, torn between the need to hel p her and the greater need to get to Cheyne Walk. | let agood
woman die because | had somewhere more important to be. | walked on down the street, staring straight
ahead, not even dlowing mysdf to hurry in case tha cdled attention to me. The screaming finaly
stopped, but | knew 1'd be hearing it for the rest of my life. Suzie and the others stuck alittle closer to
me, but none of them said anything. They'd made the same choice | had. | could seethe sign for the
Cheyne Walk Underground Station up ahead, right at the end of the street. On anormal day, | could
have waked it in afew minutes.

But the damage had aready been done. Sister Morphine had called me by name, undermining Tommy's
uncertainty. All around us, headswere dowly turning in our direction, not dl of them human, not al of
them sane. Perhaps that helped them see us, see me, more clearly. Someone pointed. Something said my
name. The word flashed up and down the packed street, and men and monsters stopped the awful things
they were doing to look for me. For Lilith's son.

"What do we do?' said Suzie.

"Run," | said.



And so we ran, pushing oursalves hard, ploughing through the crowds and damming people out of our
way if they didn't move fast enough. The press of bodies grew thicker as people came surging down the
Street towards us. My people formed a protective ring around me, without my asking. Suzie blasted a
bloody hole in the crowd ahead, using both barrels, and bodies fell thisway and that. Razor Eddie
moved forward to take the lead while Suzie reloaded, gliding dong like an angry ghog, his pearl-handled
draight razor blazing fiercely in the twilight, as though it had come home. Eddie cut about him without
even looking, and no-one could stand againgt him.

Suzie kept up asteady fire against anyone who even looked like they were getting too close, reloading on
the run, though her bandoliers were dmaost empty now. She tossed the odd grenade or incendiary where
she thought it'd do the most good, but from the unusualy sparing way she was using them, | guessed she
was running low on them, too. Shewas till grinning broadly, like she was having the best time, and
maybe she was. Dead Boy hit anything that came within reach, while Tommy tried hisbest to wrap the
last tatters of hisgift around us, frowning fiercely with concentration as he ran. It must have been
working. No-one seemed able to lay ahand on us.

Weweredl running full out, but the station entrance didn't seem to be getting any closer. My heart
hammered in my chest, my lungs burned with the need for air, and my legs ached fiercely. It had been a
long, hard day, and | was running on fumes now. It didn't ssem fair that the world should require more
effort from me, after everything 1'd aready done. | put my head down, and sweet dripped off the end of
my nose. | concentrated on running. | could do this. I'd run harder, and longer, when Herne and hisWild
Hunt chased me through the primordia forest of old Britain.

Mobs and monsters descended on usfrom al sides, from everywhere a once, driven by hate and
bloodlust and the fear of Lilith'swrath if they let me escape. She knew | had to be stopped, beforel
stopped her. | ran hard, we dl ran hard, sticking very close, striking out vicioudly at our many enemies,
and Dead Boy wasthefirgt of usto fal. Hands from afaceless mob of howling savages caught hold of
his flapping greatcoat and dragged him down by sheer weight and force of numbers. Hewas Hill lashing
about him with his powerful dead hands as he fdll, handing out death with every blow, but there were just
S0 many of them.

Weran on, leaving him behind. We had no choice. | looked back anyway. The mob boiled around Dead
Boy, samping and kicking him and stabbing him with any number of wegpons. | knew hewouldn't fed
any of it, but that didn't make the sSight any easier to bear. He was till struggling, thelast time | saw him.
I'msure | heard him yell out to me, to keep going. I'm amost sure | heard him call out. | turned my head
away, and kept running.

Razor Eddiefell back to cover our rear. Perhaps because there were more enemies behind than in front.
Perhaps because even he was getting tired. Certainly even the most crazed individuas showed a marked
reluctance to get too close to hisinfamous straight razor. He cut through the madnesslike agrim grey
ghost, or agrim grey god, and no man and no monster came close to touching him. The street was full of
people now, and things not at dl like people, coming a usfrom every dley and side street, brandishing al
kinds of weapons, yelling my name like a curse. Creatures |oped through the crowds, or hovered above
in the smoky night sky. | saw fangs and claws and membraneous wings, and shapes that made no sense
at dl, burgting out of the sides of crumbling buildings as though they weren't even there.

And then | swear | heard my mother's voice, abroad in the night, speaking Words of Power from a
language so ancient it predated any human tongue or meaning. A trapdoor opened up in the pavement
right in front of Razor Eddie, aholein our world, adoor to somewhere else. Long tentacleswith
crocodile hide and suckers like barbed mouths shot up out of that other place and wrapped themselves
around Razor Eddie. He cut vicioudy about him with hisrazor, but for every tentacle he savered adozen



more burst up through the trgp-door. They finally whipped around both his arms, pinioning themto his
sdes, then they dragged him down into the hole, out of our world and into theirs. He never cried out, not
once. The trap-door dammed shut, and Razor Eddie was gone.

| kept running. Wedl did. The Punk God of the Straight Razor could take care of himself. Hed find his
way back. | believed that. | had to believeit.

The Cheyne Walk entrance was really close now. The crowds were thickening up before us, desperate
to block our way. Suzie's shotgun fired again and again. The barrels were so hot that steam rose up from
her leather gloves where she held the gun. Tommy was speaking gibberish, forcing his gift to manifest
through sheer force of will. Hisface was very pae, his breathing laboured, his eyes dangeroudy wild. He
wrapped the three of usin acloud of uncertainty, and the mobs couldn't find us. And then awhole
building collgpsed as we ran past it, the smoke-blackened wall bowing suddenly outwards and damming
down like ahammer. Suzie and | forced out one last burst of speed, but Tommy was so focused on his
gift he didn't redlise what was happening until it wastoo late. The crumbling brickwork swept over him
like ajagged tide, enveloping him in amoment, and we logt sight of him inadark, billowing cloud of dust.

| stopped to ook back, and through the settling dust | saw Tommy lying half-covered by rubble. Hewas
hurt, but till conscious, still dive. Suziewas & my side, tugging my arm, caling my name. | looked at
Tommy, and he looked right back at me. His gift was gone, and everyone knew exactly where we were.
Voiceswere calling my name. Suzie pulled me away, and | turned my back on Tommy and started
running again. The station entrance wasright there. Tommy called out my name once, then | heard him
scream as the mob found him.

| left Tommy Oblivionto die. | hadn't saved him after dl. And al | could think was What will | tell his
brother?

We came to the Cheyne Walk underground station entrance, and | started down the steps. It took me a
moment to realise Suzie wasn't there with me. | looked round, and sheld taken up a position at the top of
the steps, blocking the entrance. She glared a me.

"Go on, John. I've got your back."
"Suzie no..."

"Someone's got to hold them off long enough for you to catch your train out of here. And I'm the only
oneleft. Don't take too long, John. I'm serioudy low on ammo and dmost out of dirty tricks."

"l can't just leave you!"

"Yesyou can. Y ou must. Now get the hell out of here, John. And don't worry. | can look after mysdlf,
remember?’

She smiled once, then the mob came surging forward. She met them with both barrels and a handful of
shrapnd grenades. | carried on down the stepsinto the Underground. She'd been right before, as usual.
There hadn't been time for a proper good-bye.

Downinthetube station, it felt alot later than three o'clock in the morning. The place stank of blood and
swesat and desperation and far too many people. They sat huddled on the stepsin filthy blood-stained
clothes, rocking back and forth and hugging themselvestightly, as though that was the only thing holding
them together. They didn't look at me as| squeezed my way past. Down in the tunnels they were packed
even moretightly, refugees from the War above. The floorswerefilthy, wet and dick with every kind of



waste. A recent attempt at graffiti on atiled wall said The End Is but it finished aoruptly in asplash of
dried blood.

| forced my way through the increasingly packed tunnels and down the escalators, none of which were
working. Half the lights were out, too, and the air was hot and close and clammy. People were shoulder
to shoulder down on the platform, and | had to force my way through. No-one had enough strength |eft
to object. The destination board on the wall opposite said street of the gods,

HACELDAMA, CARCOSA, SHADOWSFALL. | looked Up and down the platform, hoping to spot
someplace | could sit down and get my breath back, but there was nowhere. Only people, packed alot
closer than people can usudly stand, their faces empty, their eyes dead. There was no energy |eft in them,
no hope. They'd found a place to hide from the War, and the horror they sensed coming, and that was
enough. Natives and tourists sat huddled together, equally traumatised, equaly logt, giving each other
what comfort they could. Every now and again, some especialy loud roar or explosion would
reverberate down through the tunnels from the street above, and everyone would flinch or shudder, and
huddle just alittle closer together.

Therewasalot of dust in the air, and the taste of smoke, and | would have killed for acool drink. All the
food and drink machines had been smashed open and emptied, though | doubt their contents went far,
among so many. A woman was talking tearfully on a courtesy phone, even though it was obvious there
was no-one on the other end of the line. There were no quarrels or shoving matches anywhere, or even
any raised voices. The people were dl too tired or hurt or beaten down to cause any trouble. One area
at the end of the platform had been set aside for the wounded and the dying, and a handful of assorted
nurses and doctors did what they could, though they had damn al to work with. Blood and offal and
other, worse things pooled on the floor, and the smell drifting down the platform was the stench of

degpair.

| asked people around me when the next train was duein. Most didn't answer. Some were so far gone
they didn't even seem to understand the question. Finally, aman in atorn and scorched business suit, il
clinging protectively to his briefcase, informed me that no-one had seen atrain in ages. The genera feding
wasthat al the trains had stopped running the moment the War began. | could understand that. Thetrains
were frightened. (They might have started out as purely mechanica creetions, but they'd evolved down
the years, and now they were dl quite definitely dive and sentient, in their own way.) They were

probably hiding somewhere outsde the Nightside, afraid to enter.

| powered up my gift, found the nearest train, and caled it to me. | didn't have to worry about Lilith's
finding me through my gift any more. By thetime she got here, | planned to belong gone. Using my gift
felt easier than ever before. Now that | knew the truth about it. Asthough... it had stopped fighting me. |
cdled, and thetrain came, protesting loudly al theway. | shut down my gift, slencing thetrain's
querulous mentd voice.

It findly roared into the station, shaking thewhole platform with itsarriva, along, shining, slver bullet,
cold and festureless. Thelong sted carriages had no windows, and only the heavily reinforced doors
stood out against the gleaming metal. But till there were scuffs and scrapes down the long, sted Sides,
and even afew deep gouge marks. People stirred and murmured, astonished. The trains were supposed
to be untouchable, by long tradition. Thefirst carriage dowed to ahalt, and its door opened, right in front
of me. | stepped inside. People on the platform surged after me, but | turned and glared at them, and
something of my old legend stepped them in their tracks, just for amoment. Long enough for the door to
hiss shut again. Fists hammered on the outside, while raised voices cursed and pleaded.

| ignored them dl and sat down. They couldn't go where | was going. It felt good to sit down and take
the weight off my feet. Rest my aching back againgt the leather seet. Tired, sotired... | let my head roll



forward until my chin rested on my chest... but | couldn't let myself deep. | had to stay dert. Thetrain
was dready off and moving, leaving behind the angry and disappointed howls from the platform.

Theair in the carriage was till and clear, dmost refrigerator cool. | breathed deeply, savouring it. There
were afew splashes of blood on the stedl grille floor, and some scorch marks on the wall opposite, but
hardly worth the noticing after what 1'd been through. | relaxed further into the support of the dark leather
seet, and raised my voice.

"You know who | am, train, so no arguments. Take me straight to Shadows Fall. No stops, no detours.”

"Don't want to," said aquiet voice from concesaled speakers. It sounded like atraumatised child. "It's not
safe any more. Come with me, and hide in the sidings. Well be safe there, in the dark.”

"No-one's safe any more," | said, not unkindly. "I have to go to Shadows Fall.”

"The badlands aren't secure, any more," said thetrain, sadly. "The places between destinations are dll
stirred up, by the War. Don't make me do this, John Taylor."

"l don't want to do it either,” | said. "I'm scared, just like you. But if | can get to Shadows Fall, theré'sa
chancel can stop dl this."

"Y ou promise?"
"l promise,” | lied.

Thetrain |eft the Nightside, gathering speed.

The badlands were very bad, now. In the places that lay between places the train was attacked over and
over again, in defiance of al old pacts, customs and protections. At first it was only loud noises, and the
occasiond buffet asthe train hit something on the tracks that shouldn't have been there, but then
something hit the outside of the carriage | wastravelling in, something big enough and heavy enough that
the impact made a sizeable dent in the reinforced stedl wall. | sat up straight, jerked out of the half doze
I'd faleninto in spite of mysdlf. Something hit the carriage again, and again; first from this Sde, then from
that, and it even stomped about on the roof for awhile, leaving deep dimplesin the stedl. The blows grew
harder, and the indentations grew deeper, the stedl forced inwards by theimpact. | siood up, feding my
muscles creak, and moved to the aide between the rows of sedts, just in case.

The carriage wall on my |eft cracked open, splitting gpart, along, jagged rent stretching from floor to
ceiling. For thefirst time| heard voices from outside, saying Let usin! Let usin! Therewasnothing
human in those voices, nothing so smal. They sounded like mountains crashing together, like old gods
grown senile and vicious. Therent in the steel wal dowly widened, as something forced it open from
outsde. And through the rent, filling the gap from top to bottom, | saw a single huge monstrous eye,
somehow keeping pace with the speeding train, staring in at me. And there was nothing in itsfixed gaze
but an awful, malicious madness.

| made mysdlf walk towardsthe terrible eye, staring right back into that monstrous gaze, and when | was
close enough | punched the eye as hard as | could. There was a scream like an insane sseam whistle, and
the eye was suddenly gone. Outside the rent in the wal there was only darkness, and an air so cold just a
moment's exposure | eft hoarfrost on my face. There were no more voices, and no more pounding on the
cariagewals.

Thetrain kept going, and we | eft that place behind. The new silence had aweight dl its own, asthough it



was but a precursor for something even worse. | didn't fed like sitting down, so | paced up and down the
narrow aide, peering out of the long rent now and again. A strange unearthly light streamed suddenly into
the carriage as we entered another phase, another dimension. Thelight grew increasingly harsh and
bright, until it burned my exposed skin whereit touched, and | wasforced to retreat from it. Thin shafts
of thefiercelight stabbed through unsuspected smdler rentsin the walls and celling, and | was hard put to
avoidthemall.

From outside came sounds of akind | couldn't place or recognise. They reminded me most of birds
made of machinery, and the sound grated on my nerveslike fingernails on the blackboard of my soul. The
exterior atmosphere began seeping in through the jagged stedl rent, driven by the greater pressure
outside. It smelled like crushed nettles, thick and choking. It burned inside my mouth and nose, and |
backed away from the crack in the wall, fighting an urgeto vomit. | yelled for thetrain to go faster and
curled up inabal on thefloor.

We left that place for somewhere ese, and dowly the poison in the air diminished, Ieft behind with the
awful trip-hammer songs of mechanica birds. New air built up, flat and stae, from the carriage's
reserves. | gulped it down anyway and dowly uncurled from my protective bal. My hands and face were
gl smarting from their brief exposure to thefierce light. | sank down onto the nearest seat, dumped and
amost bondess. Too much was happening too quickly, even for me, with never achanceto rest. So
tired... | think I'd have sold my soul for agood night's deep.

Luckily, no-onewas listening.

| looked up sharply asthe qudity of air in the carriage suddenly improved. Light from abright summer's
day cameflooding in through the jagged rent in thewall, bringing with it new sweet air, rich in oxygen. It
was hot and humid, thick with perfume, like the crushed petals of athousand different flowers. The extra
oxygen made mefed light-headed, and | grinned stupidly as| took in one deep bregth after another. |
got up and wandered over to therent in the carriage wall, and that was when a hundred heavy vineswith
barbed thornsthrust their way into the carriage from outside. Decorated here and there with thick pulpy
flowers like sucking mouths, they lashed around, thrashing and coiling with dreadful energy.

More and more of the vinesforced their way in, twisting around each other, flailing back and forth in the
confined space, taking up more and more of the carriage while | backed cautioudy away. My feet made
ascuffing sound on the grilled floor, and immediately every vine reached out in my direction. The
flowered mouths screamed shrilly, avile hungry sound. | cut at the nearest vine with the Kandarian
sacrificid dagger Cathy gave mefor my last birthday, and the dender blade sheared right through the
vine, thornsand dl. All the flowered mouths howled with rage and pain. The severed vine bled aclear
00zing sap, and the ssumpy end just kept coming after me. Half the carriage wasfull of theroailing,
thrashing vines now, and more were forcing their way in, widening the stedl rent in the process.

| dashed open one of the leather seatswith my dagger, pulled out ahandful of stuffing, and st fireto it
with abasc dementd spel | normaly only usefor lighting friends cigarettes. The Suffing flared up
esgerly, ydlow flames legping high in the oxygen-rich air. | tossed the blazing massinto the midst of the
crashing vines, and adozen caught dight al a once. The pulpy flower mouths screamed in unison asthe
fire spread quickly through the vegetable mass. All the untouched vines whipped back out the rent,
leaving the othersto burn and die. The flowers howled like damned souls as they burned.

Thick black smokefilled the carriage. The vines and flowerswere all dead, but they'd spread thefireto
the carriage seats. The train screamed through its hidden speakers as flames took hold of the carriage. |
yelled back at thetrain to keep going, then had to bresk off as aharsh coughing fit from the smoke took
hold of me. | backed away from the growing inferno and crouched on the floor where the air was il
clearest. Thick tears ran down my face from my smarting eyes. | couldn't see anything, but | could hear



theroar of thefire drawing closer.

And then the whole carriage shook and shuddered as the train ground to a sudden halt. The carriage
door cracked itself open, afew inchesat atime, while | crawled towardsit on my hands and knees. |
forced the door open thelast of theway with the last of my strength, and half fell out of the carriage, my
lungs straining for air, my eyes blurred with tears. | could fed ahard floor underneath me, and | crawled
forward, away from the smoke and fire. | heard the carriage door straining to close behind me, then the
train sped off, heading for sanctuary. Itsroar faded dowly away, dong with its telepathic screamsin my
mind. Poor thing. Still, needs must when your mother drives. | lay there on the hard floor, shaking with
reaction, waiting for my lungs and head to clear. Hoping I'd madeit dl the way to Shadows Fall.

| findly sat up and looked around me. | wasn't on any train platform. | got to my feet, alittle unsteadily.
Thetrain had dropped me off a ahuge, old-fashioned Hall, with towering wood-panelled wallsand a
raftered celling uncomfortably high overhead. The Hall Stretched away to my left and to my right for as
far asmy smarting eyes could see, and it was wide enough to hold afootbal gamein. The sheer szeand
scale of the Hall should have made it seem overpowering, but somehow it wasn't. If anything, it felt
amod... cosy. Like coming home, after too long away from family and loved ones. The light wasa
cheerful golden glow, though there didn't seem to be any obvious source for it. And no shadows
anywhere. No windows ether, or doors, and no portraits or decorations on the wals. Only asingle stone
fireplace, right in front of me, with abanked and quietly crackling fire, asthough it had been set just for
me. It seemed to methat | could hear agreat wind blowing, outsde. Something about that sound made
me shudder, though | couldn't say why.

| knew whereit was. What it had to be. I'd done alot of reading about Shadows Fall. Most peoplein
the Nightsde have, because Shadows Fall isthe only place on this earth that's stranger, more glamorous,
and more dangerous than the Nightside. The place where legends go to die, when the world stops
believing in them. Or perhaps when they stop believing in themsdlves... And since the world has believed
in some pretty strange thingsin itstime, and because not everything that comes to Shadows Fal isready
to liedown and diejust yt, thislittle town in the back of beyond can be scarier than anything you'l find
inthe Nightside. We dl read everything we can find about Shadows Fall. If only because we have a
snesking suspicion we might end up here someday.

| wasin the Gallery of Bone, in All Hallows Hall. The house at the heart of the world. The place where
Timelives

On the mantel piece over the fireplace, there was asmple clock set in the stomach of abig black bakelite
cat. Asthe clock ticked, the cat's red tongue went in and out, and its eyes went back and forth. It looked
like something you'd win a achegp carnival. Standing on either Sde of the cat were stylised silver figures
of alion and aunicorn. And on either Sde of them, aseries of small carved figures that made me think of
chess pieces, though they clearly weren't. | moved forward, for acloser look.

They were carved out of aclear, dmost tranducent wood, and | had no difficulty in recognisng who the
figureswere. Razor Eddie, Dead Boy, Walker, Shotgun Suzie. | wondered if | kept looking. .. would |
find one of me? | deliberately turned my back on the figures, and found that the centre of the floor was
now taken up with a huge old-fashioned hourglass. It was easily afoot taler than I, and two feet in
diameter, with sparkling clear glass supported by more of the strange trand ucent wood. Most of the sand
had fallen through, from the upper glassto the lower, and something about that made me fed very sad.

| walked dowly round the massive hourglass, and met someone coming the other way, even though | was
sure no-one else was there when | started. | stopped short, and so did she, and we regarded each other
suspicioudy for awhile. Tal and dmost painfully dender, with long cords of muscle on her barearms,



she was ateenage punk, in battered black |eathers adorned with studs and chains, over a grubby white
T-shirt and faded blue jeans. Her hair was a spiky black Mohawk, shaved high at the sides, and her face
was dmost hidden behind lashings of black and white makeup. A safety pin pierced one ear, whilea
rusty razor blade dangled from the other. Her eyes werefierce, her black-lipped mouth asnarl. She
glared a me, two large fistsresting on her hips. She had hate tattooed on both sets of knuckles.

"I'mMad," she announced abruptly, in adeep harsh voice.
"Of courseyou are," | said, keeping my voice calm and soothing.

"It's short for Madeleine, you divot!" She brought up her right hand, and suddenly there was a flick-blade
init, the blade snapping out with a nasty-sounding click. I think | was supposed to be impressed, but
then, | knew Razor Eddie. And Shotgun Suzie. The punk girl snarled a me. "What are you smirking at?
You think I won't usethis? Thisis Time's house. | look after him, because, well... someone hasto.
Otherwise, he goeswandering. .. Look, we don't like unexpected, uninvited visitors, so you can just turn
around and go straight back where you came from. Or there's going to be trouble.”

"Actudly, I'm afraid I'm stuck here" | said. "I came by train. From the Nightside.”
She sniffed loudly. "That shit-hole? | wouldn't go there on abet.”

"Yes, well, alot of people have been known to fed that way, but... | really do need to speak to Old
Father Time"

"Well he doesn't need to see you, so piss off, before | decide to start cutting lumps off you."
| thought for amoment. "Isthere anyonedse| could talk to?"
"No! I'm Mad!"

"Yes, welve dready established that. .. |sthere perhaps someone who looks after you, makes sure you
don't hurt yourself, that sort of thing?'

"Right! That'sit! Y ou're going back to the Nightsde indde thirty-seven chutney jard™

| think we were both about to do something unfortunate at that point, soit'sjust aswel Old Father Time
finaly decided to make himsalf known. He appeared out of nowhere, looking exactly theway |
remembered him from our last encounter in the Time Tower. A tal gaunt manin hislatefifties, dressed to
the height of Victorian fashion. Mien Advent would have loved it. Time wore along black frock coet of a
most severe cut, over severely tailored grey trousers, and, except for the gold watch chain stretched
across hiswaisteoat, the only splash of colour in his outfit was the gpricot cravat at histhroat. He was
handsome enough, in an old-fashioned way, with a determined chin held high, asteely smile, and old old
gyes. A thinning mane of long white hair had been brushed back from anoble brow, and l€ft to liewhere
itfell. Anar of quiet authority hung about him like an old comfortable cloak, only dightly undermined by
acertain vaguenessin hisgaze.

"It'sdl right, Madeleine," hesaid camly. "I know who thisis. I've been expecting him. Now go and find
something useful to do, therésadear, while | tell this gentleman things he dmost certainly doesn't want to

Madeleine sniffed loudly again, and made her flick knife disappear. "Well, that's something, | suppose.
Areyou sure you can trust him?"

"Absolutdy not, but it's been that sort of aday for several centuries now."



Madeleine walked around the hourglass and disappeared, leaving Time and me donein the great Hall.
He amiled briefly as helooked down at himself.

"I redly should change thisimage for something more gppropriate. | an aTrandent Being, after dl... but
so many of you seem to find this appearance comforting, these days. | think | know why, and the
Travelling Doctor hasalot to answer for..."

"Quite," | said, because you have to say something, into pauseslike that. "I'm sorry to intrude, but..."

"Yes, yes, my boy, | know. Lilith has cometo the Nightsde a last, and it's dl faling apart a the seams.
But unfortunatdly, | can't intervene. | can't help you. No-one can.”

"Ah." Not what | wanted to hear. "'l came here because..."

"Oh | know why you're here, John Taylor. | know what you want from me. I've got it right here. But you
wont likeit."

He gestured vagudy with hisleft hand, and there floating on the air between uswasasmdl black case
with adull maite surface. Thelid rose up on its own, revealing the Spesking Gun, lying nestled in

bloodred velvet. It lay there quietly, for the moment, the ugliest gun ever made. Just looking at it made me
fed asthough amad dog had just entered the Hall. The Gun had been fashioned from mest, from flesh
and bone, with dark-veined gristle and shards of cartilage, al held together with strips of colourless skin.
Living tissues, shaped into akilling tool. Thin dabs of bone made up the handle, hed in place by tightly
gtretched skin with ahot swesty look. The trigger was along canine tooth. The red mest of the barrel
gleamed wetly. | wondered just how much of my mother's body had gone into making thisawful thing,
this Speaking Gun. Up close, the ancient weapon smelled like an animd in heat. And | could heer i,
breathing, inits case.

"| redly don't care for the thought of such a powerful weapon in the hands of the infamous John Taylor,”
Old Father Time said sharply. "Far too much temptation for any mortd. Let doneyou. But... I'm going
to giveit to you anyway." Helooked briefly at the huge hourglass. "Partly because timeis running out for
the Nightside. Partly becausetry as| might, | can't seem to find anyone e se morefitting to giveit to...
But mostly because afuture version of mysdlf came back intimeto tel meto giveittoyou, and | redly
wish | wouldn't do things like that to mysdlf.”

Thelid of the case snapped shut, and the black box dropped unceremonioudly into my hands. Time
sighed heavily, shook his head, and snapped hisfingers. And al a once, | was somewhere el se.

Chapter Thirteen

Mother Love

| was back in the Nightside, in Time Tower Square, and my first thought was how quiet and peaceful
everything was. | looked dowly around me, and no-one looked back. The mobs and mongters had all
moved on, probably because there was nothing | eft in the Square to destroy, and no-one left to kill. The
buildings were fire-blackened frameworks, collapsed inwards or outwards, cracked stone and broken
bricks. There were bodieslying everywhere, men and women and others so damaged or torn apart it
wasimpossibleto tell who or what they might have been originaly. They looked like so many broken
toys someone had got tired of playing with. Nothing moved, anywhere. There weren't even any rats
nosing anong the bodies. Maybe they'd al been killed, too. Out beyond the Square, the War was ill



going on, in the distance. | could hear faint cries and roars and explosions, and now and again thereéd be
asudden surge of light, pushing back the darkness. But the Square was till, and silent.

| couldn't hel p thinking of the devastated future Nightside I'd seen so many times. The dead lands, the
broken world, and al because of me. A future that insisted on edging nearer, no matter how hard |
worked to push it away, becoming more real, more imminent, detail by detail. Maybe some futures are
inevitable, after dl.

| dowly became aware of asoft, repetitive sound, and | looked round to see my mother, Lilith, Sitting at
her ease on the pile of rubble that was all she'd |eft of the Time Tower. In her large colourless hands she
held a severed human head. Its face had been ripped away, leaving only abloody mess, but that didn't
seem to bother her. Shewas pulling out the teeth, one at atime and tossing them aside. And dl thetime
her black mouth was moving silently, saying He loves me, he loves me not... Shelooked up abruptly
and stared right into my eyes. She smiled brightly and rose to her feet, casudly throwing the head to one
Sde

"John, darling! My mogt treasured son..."
"Don't move any closer,” | said. "I'm armed. | have the Speaking Gun."
"Of course you have, swestie. That'swhy I'm here.”

Shewalked towards me. | held the black box up where she could seeit, and she stopped just out of
reach. She was calm, collected, utterly at her ease, and adow anger burned within me. | gestured
roughly at the bodies, at the wrecked buildings, at the War gill going on in the distance.

"How could you do dl this?'
She shrugged easlly. "It'smine. | madeit. I'll do what | want with it."

"Where are your children?' | said. "All your mongtrous offsoring? Where are your precious followers,
your madmen and murderers?’

"Kegping themselves busy. | don't need them here. | thought it wastimeyou and | had anicelittle chat, in
private.”

| frowned, as something el se occurred to me. "How did you know to find me here? Even | didn't know |
was going to be here."

She nodded at theflat black casein my hands. "The Speaking Gun cdled to me. | dways know whereiit
is. Itisflesh of my flesh, after dl, and as such my child, every bit asmuch asyou. It's your brother, John,
in every way that matters. Thank you for bringing it back to me. | have ausefor it. Just as| haveause
for you."

| opened the black box, snatched out the Speaking Gun, and pointed it at Lilith. She didn't flinch, or back
away. | let the box fall to the ground as the Speaking Gun thrust its poisonous presence into my thoughts.
It felt hot and sweaty in my hand, and burned like afever in my mind, vicious and raging, like an attack
dog tugging at itsleash. It breathed wetly in my hand, wanting to be used. It needed to kill, to destroy, to
tear down the whole world and everything that lived init. The Spesking Gun hated, but it couldn't
operate without someone elseto pull itstrigger, and it hated that mogt of dl. Itsfilthy thoughts wormed
through my mind, stoking the anger and outrageit found there... but | had felt its corrupting nature
before, and | fought it back. | hadn't come thisfar to bow down to aspiteful machine.

And yet, even under its madness and itsrage, | could feel the Speaking Gun yearning for my mother's



touch. It wanted to go to her and nestle in her hand, and do terrible, awful thingsfor her. | gripped the
Gun so tightly my whole hand ached, and never oncetook my gaze off Lilith. She laughed soundlesdly at
me, and took a step forward. | aimed the Speaking Gun carefully, and pulled the trigger.

And nothing happened.

| tried again and again, but the long canine tooth that served as the Speaking Gun'strigger wouldn't
budge. | shook the Gun, and even hit it with my other hand, but it did no good. In my mind, | could hear

it laughing.

"The Speaking Gun won't work on me, John,” Lilith said calmly. "1t will never operate againgt the wishes
of itscreator. Just alittle safeguard | had built into it, back at the Beginning. It loves me, you know. It
achesto serve me, and make me happy. Such agood son... Unlike you. Give methe Gun, John. It was
never meant for you. And in my handsit will respeak your most secret name and remake you into the
respectful, obedient son | dways intended you to be."

She held out her hand, and the Speaking Gun jerked in my grasp, as though desperate to go to the one
who would let it do what it had dways wanted to do.

| couldn't let her take the Gun. So | raised my gift, and forced it to find the one way in which the
Speaking Gun could be destroyed. The answer was smple: by making it spesk its own secret name
backwards, and uncreate itself. My gift fought me, and the Gun fought me, but | had come along way in
the past few years, down along hard road, perhaps to prepare me for momentslikethis. | bent al my
will and al of my soul againg the gift and the Gun, beating them down step by step and inch by inch, until
findly the Speaking Gun choked out a single awful sound, then howled in despair asits very existence
was reversed and undone. Uncreated.

My hand was suddenly empty, and | staggered and almost fell, wiped out by such atremendous effort. |
fet asthough I'd just lifted amountain with my bare hands, and turned it over onitsside. Lilith grunted
suddenly with surprise, and clapped one hand to her bare side. | studied her warily, but she just smiled
back at me.

"Why thank you, John. For returning my flesh and bone to me. I'd forgotten how much | missed that rib
till I had it back again. Y ou ways give your mother the best presents.”

"The Speaking Gunisgone,” | said. "Y ou can't remake me without it, which means you can't remake the
Nightsde. So, it'sover. Your precious schemeis dead in the water. Stand down your armies. Thisisn't
your Nightside any more. Y ou don't belong here. Just... go away, and leave usaone.”

But shewas aready smiling and shaking her head. ™Y ou dways did think too smdl, John. The Spesking
Gun was never that important to me. It wasjust there to make things easier for you. It would have been a
more... merciful method, that'sal. Now I'll just haveto do it the hard way. And don't you dare cry. You
brought this on yourself. The Speaking Gun was never intended to be my main wegpon againg the
Nightsde, John. That was, and is, you. That iswhy | gave birth to you, after dl."

"What?' | said. My mind was numb, from too many reverses. "'l don't understand...”

"Of courseyou don'. | arranged for you to inherit one particular gift from me, John, so | could make use
of it when thetime wasright. | will make you do what you were born to do. | will make you use your gift
to find for me the perfect form of the Nightside, the original uncontaminated model that | dwaysintended
it to be, and when you've found that for me | will enforce that verson on dl theworld.”

"l wontdoit," | said. | tried to look away from her, from her deep dark eyes, and couldn't. "I won't do



that!"

"Y ou don't have any choice, swestie. | decided your fate before you were even born, working on you
whileyou were ill forming in my womb. All through thefirst few years of your childhood, | built ageas
deep within your mind, so I'd be ableto useit in this place, on thisday. A geasto bend your will to mine.
That'swhy you've never been able to remember your early yearswith me. It became necessary for meto
leave the dear bosom of my family before | was quite finished with you, but there's enough there to do
thejob. | can seeit, squirming deep in your mind, wrapped around your soul.”

"Y ou do love the sound of your own voice, don't you?' | said. Never let them see they've got you
rattled... "Why didn't my gift tell meany of this, when | questioned it earlier?’

"Becauseit'snot your gift, it'smine. | gaveit to you, to do my will." She pirouetted dowly, ams
outstretched, mistress of dl she surveyed, amiling likeacat with asmdl bird initsjaws. "Timeto
redecorate, | think. The old place has become terribly infested. | will soread my Nightside across al the
Earth, freeing it from the influence of Heaven and Hell. I'll stedl the world away from both those Tyrants,
and make the Earth my playground, for dl time. And everything that lives on it, including Humanity, that
bothersome breed, will be swept aside and replaced with something more to my liking. Including you, my
dearest boy. Y ou'll be so much happier when I've remade you in my own trueimage. Y ou will kned a
my feet and Sng my praisesthrough dl eternity. Won't that be nice? A mother and her son, together,
forever."

And | had just destroyed the Speaking Gun, the only weapon that might have stopped her.

Unless... thelast time| went face-to-face with Lilith, long and long ago, back at the very cregtion of the
Nightside, I'd found away to hurt and weaken her. | grinned nagtily, inside. I'm John Taylor. | dways
have one moretrick up my deeve. | fired up my gift, driving it ruthlesdy with the last of my will, and used
it to find the link between my mother and me. The physical, mental, and magica connections between a
mother and her only son. A trick I'd used before, to drain the life energy right out of her.

But when | reached out through the link, she was right there waiting for me. Her will dammed through the
link, dapping me aside, monstroudy strong and utterly overpowering. | cried out and fell to my kneesas
shedrained the life energy out of me, despite everything | could do to stop her. She smiled down at me.

"You didn't redly expect to catch me with the same trick twice, did you? Not when I've had so many
yearsto think about this day, thismoment, planning it al down to the very last detall ... Poor boy. This
isn't your gory, John; it'smine. Timeto start your makeover, | think. And then what fun well have,
tearing down everything you ever believed in. Open wide and say aaah!, John. Itll only hurt for a

Chapter Fourteen

The Things We Sacrifice, for Love

Time dowed, cranking down to acrawl. The hand Lilith was extending towards me ground to a halt,
inches short of my face. Her voice became along growl and then cut off abruptly asthe Collector
appeared out of nowhere, in animprobable device. Trust himto bring Timeitsalf to astop, just S0 he
could make an entrance. The Collector, con man, thief, and snapper up of anything collectible that wasn't
actualy nailed down or guarded by enraged wolverines. An old acquaintance of mine, but not what you
could cdl afriend. | don't think the Collector had friends any more. They got in the way of his collecting.



A portly middle-aged man with aflorid face, the Collector was currently wearing astylish dark blue
blazer with white piping, and alarge badge on hislapd bearing the number six. Hewas crouching ingdea
strange contraption that hovered uncomfortably close above my heed. It looked like an overcomplicated
climbing frame, made up of long quartz-and-crystd rods that sparked and shimmered againgt the night
sky. Thewhole framework couldn't have been more than ten feet wide, but there was something more to
it, asthough it extended away in more than just the usua three dimensions. The air wasthick with the
amell of discharging ozone.

The Collector reached down out of his contraption and grabbed the collar of my trench coat. He hauled
me up into the framework with him, and immediately | could move again. | grabbed at the nearest rods to
steady mysdlf, and they squirmed unpleasantly in my grasp asthough they weren't fully there. | wasn't
entirely sure. whether | might have been dragged out of the frying pan and into the fire. The Collector has
aways been famousfor not being on any side but hisown. Below us, Lilith was dowly turning her head
to look in our direction.

"Shit," said the Collector, "thefidd's collapsing. Brace yoursdlf, Taylor, we are out of here!™

He wrapped both his plump hands around acontrol like afragmented crysta flower, and thewhole
structure tilted sideways through space. Time Tower Square disappeared abruptly aswe spun round and
round, dimensions of space snapping in and out of focus. | tried closing my eyes, but it didn't help. | was
sensing the movement on some basic spiritud leve, and my ssomach redlly hated it. | clung desperately to
the crysta rods, which seemed to be deliberatdly trying to dip out of my grasp. | could still hear Lilith's
voice, screaming No... in ahowl that seemed to go on forever. The crystal contraption actually buckled
under the force of her rage, and solid crystal rods cracked and shattered. The Collector fussed over his
controls, swearing and blaspheming, and suddenly the whole device crashed to ahdt, and | fell out of it
into Strangefellows bar.

| sat therefor along moment, enjoying the solid support of afloor that stayed till, then | hauled myself
painfully dowly to my feet. | don't know when I've ever felt so tired. | looked across at the Collector,
who was waking round and round his crystal contraption and curaing loudly as bitsfdll off it. He actualy
chattered with rage and kicked spitefully at the pieces on the floor.

"Bloody thing! I'll never get another onelikethis! Not after the extra security they'veingtalled since my
lagt vigit... Thistrip had better have been worth it, Henry!"

Walker strolled over to pat him soothingly on the shoulder. "L eave strategy to me, Mark. Y ou know I've
aways been the devious one. Y ou never did explain. What isthisthing, exactly?'

"Wl origindly it was afour-dimensond climbing framefor redly gifted children in the thirtieth century. |
acquired it when no-one was looking, and adapted it for interdimensional travel. Not as accurate as some
of my other Timetravel mechanisms, but just basically weird enough to sneek in and catch Lilith by
surprise. And now look at it! 1'd better get compensation for this, Henry."

"I'll see you're provided with the correct forms,” Walker said briskly. "And how arewe, Taylor?"
"Wefed likeshit," | said, collapsing into the nearest chair. "Why did you send that creep to rescue me?”

"Because you were obvioudy incapable of rescuing yoursdf, you ungrateful little turd!" snapped the
Collector. "We watched you talking with Lilith through one of Merlin's visions, once he detected your
regppearance, and aright balls up you were making of it. So Henry sent mein asthe cavary. And if
you're wondering why someone of my good sense has joined this doomed resistance, reluctantly and
very much againgt my better judgement, | can only put it down to emotiona blackmail.”



"I Imply pointed out that if Lilith has her way with the Nightside, therewill be nothing left to collect,” sad
Walker.

"Bloody vandd!" said the Collector. "I haven't spent the best part of my life putting together the grestest
collection of treasures and wondersin this or any other universe, just so the Great White Bitch can wipe
it al out. Women never appreciate the true value of collectibles...”

"I knew you'd come, if | asked,” said Walker. "What are old friends for?"

The Callector looked a him coldly. "Don't push it, Henry. We haven't been friends for over twenty
years, and you know it. Y ou've been doing your best to have me arrested, ever since that unfortunate
incident over the dome of &. Paul's Cathedral. Hell, | haven't seen you in the flesh since Charles's
funera." Helooked at me, then back at Walker. His voice softened, just alittle. "Y ou've got old, Henry.

Respectable.”
"Yougot fat."

| 1eft them to their somewhat prickly reunion, forced myself up out of my chair, and sumbled over to the
bar. Lilith had taken alot out of me. Alex wasin hisusud place behind the bar and actudly had alarge
wormwood brandy waiting for me. Hed put alittle umbrelainit, just because he knew | hated them. He
didn't want meto think he was getting soft. | threw the umbrellaaway, took along drink, and nodded
gratefully to him. He nodded back. We've never been very demondtrative.

"Did any of my people makeit back here?' | said findly.
"Only me," said Suzie Shooter.

| turned around, and there she was. Shotgun Suzie, her black leathers amost falling apart from tears and
dashes, and soaked with dried blood. Her bandoliers were empty of bullets, and al the grenades were
gonefrom her belt. Even her shotgun was missing from its holster on her back. She half sat, half
collapsed onto the bar stool beside me, and Alex put abottle of ginin front of her. | wastoo tired to do
more than smile at her, to show how glad | wasto see her dill alive, and she nodded in return.

"Y ou should have seen the shape she was in, when she came back without you," said Alex. "Took three
of my best repair spellsto put her back together again. | put them on your tab, Taylor. Though given the
way things are going, maybe you should settle up now, while therés ill time."

"l broke my shotgun,” said Suzie, ignoring Alex with the ease of long practice. "Had to useit asaclub
when | ran out of ammo. And | left my best stiletto in some bastard's eye. All my wegpons are gone. |
fed naked."

"How did you make it back here, through all those mobs?' | asked.
"A variety of blunt instruments and awholelot of bad temper,” said Suzie.
"Have you seen any of the others?"

"No," said Suzie, staring at her bottle of gin without touching it. "But Dead Boy was dead to begin with,
and Razor Eddig'sagod. | wouldn't be surprised to see either of them stroll back in here, eventudly.”

"But not Tommy Oblivion," | said.

"No. Hisbrother Larry went out to look for him, as soon as he heard what happened. No-one's heard
anythingfromhimsnce”



"Julien Advent isout and about,” said Alex. " Supposedly pulling Walker's remaining people together into
anarmy, for one last desperate assault on Lilith'sforces.

"No!" | said. | pushed mysdf away from the bar, and stalked over to confront Walker. He deliberately
ignored me, continuing histalk with the Collector, so | grabbed him by the shoulder and hauled him
around. | don't know which of uswas more surprised. It had been along time since anyone had dared
treat Waker likethat. "Y ou can't fight Lilith'sarmy with an army of your own,” | said, asforcefully asl
could. "Youll destroy the Nightside, fighting over it. Nobody wins. I've seeniit.”

"You'resure of this?' said Waker.

"Ohyes. I'vetaked to peoplein the future, people who lived through it. They were the only ones | eft.
Y ou'd know some of the namesif | said them, but trust me on this, Walker, you redly don't want to
know. Bdlieve me, you can't win thiswith an army.”

"Then what do you suggest?' said Walker, and | swear hisvoice was just as calm and courteous and
civilised as ever, even though I'd just kicked away hislast hope. "What € se can we do, except fight?'

"Y ou have to do something," said Merlin, hisvoice just aharsh rasp. "And you'd better do it soon. My
defences are under congtant attack. | don't know how much longer | can maintain them.”

| looked round. I'd actually overlooked the ancient sorcerer, sitting Sumped and done at atablein the
corner. Helooked very old and very tired, even for afifteen-hundred-year-old corpse. His grey face was
dack, the crimson flames bardly stirring in his empty eye-sockets.

"Keeping Lilith out, holding her off, istaking everything I've got,” Merlin said, not even looking & me.
"It'sdraining medry, Taylor. | need my heart. Thereés till time. Find my stolen heart for me, bring it here,
and put it back in my chest, and | could be a Power again. | could bring mysalf back to life, wrap myself
inglory, and go out to face Lilith head to head.”

"l don't think s0," | said. "Y ou are Satan's only begotten son, born to be the Antichrist. | won't risk
loosing that on the Nightside."

"That'sright, blame mefor my family background! Y ou of al people should know that we aren't ways
our parent's children. Do you want meto beg, Taylor? Then I'll beg! Not for me, but for the Nightside.
For dl of us”

"I cantdoit,” | sad. "l know where your heart is. And therésno way | can get it for you."
"Thenweredl dead," said Merlin. "Dead and damned.”

"L ook, if he can't protect me, then I'm getting the hell out of here," said the Collector. "Come on, Henry,
| only agreed to come here because you assured me this bar was safer than any of my bolt-holes. | only
agreed to rescue Taylor because you said he was vitd to our surviva."

"Shut the hell up,” | said, fedling the anger build within me. ™Y ou don't get to complain, Collector. Not
when al of thisisyour fault anyway! Y ou made possible the Baba on Working that brought Lilith back
out of Limbo! Y ou put my father together with my mother and made me possible!”

The Coallector wouldn't meet my eyes. "l wasmided,” hesaid findly. "I thought | was doing the right
thing."

"Leave Mark adone," said Walker, moving forward to stand beside the Collector. "We dl thought we
were doing theright thing, back then. Including your father. We never meant for any of thisto happen. ..



Y ou'relooking at me strangely, John. What isit?'

"I'vejust had anidea,” | said. | could fed my smile spreading into a broad grin, and suddenly | didn't fed
tired any more. "1'm John Taylor, remember? | dways have one moretrick up my deeve. And thisone's
abeauty! Thereisaway to stop Lilith that doesn't involve fighting. All we have to do is put together the
three men who origindly summoned Lilith through the Baba on Working, have them restart the spell, then
reverseit, sending Lilith back into Limbo! The door you created with the Working is till open, isn't it?"

"Wdll, yes," said Walker. "We never got the chance to closeit. By the time we redlised the door hadn't
shut itsdlf, the three of us had separated, determined never to work together again. It wasn't asif the door
meattered; it was only dightly gar, undetectable except to the three of us. No-one ese could useit. Lilith's
entrance had attuned it to her, and her only."

"But the three of you working together could restart the magic,” | said. ""Push the door al the way open,
force Lilith through it, into Limbo, then close the door after her! It would work! Wouldn't it?!

"Technicdly, yes," said the Callector, frowning. "Though one of uswould haveto go through the door
with Lilith, to make sure she couldn't open it again from the other side, until we closed the doorway. And
whoever went through. .. would be trapped with Lilith in Limbo, for dl eternity. So you needn't ook at
me. | have far too much to livefor. And | never got on with her anyway, even when she was only
Charlesswife.

"Y ou never did understand about duty,” said Walker. "I'll doit.”
"No," I said. "I'll go. You know it hasto be me."

"No it doesn't!" said Suzie, amost savagely. "Why doesit dways have to be you, John? Haven't you
done enough?'

"Thisisal, unfortunately, quiteirrdlevant,” said Walker. "It'sagood plan, John, but there's no way we
can make it work. It took the three of usto establish the Babalon Working, and only the three of us
could hopeto restart it. And your father is dead, John."

"Not any more," | said. "Lilith raised the dead in the Necropolis graveyard, remember? Brought them all
back to life and sent them out into the Nightside." | could see thelight of understanding dawningin
everyone's eyes. "He's out there, somewhere. My father. Charles Taylor. And who's better suited to find
him than me?'

| forced my gift awake, and it showed me avision of my returned father. He was doing research in the
Prospero and Michael Scott Memorid Library, rooting through the ruins and collecting books from
overturned stacks. He piled the books up on a desk, and searched desperately through each volume,
looking for... something. | studied him for awhile. He didn't look much older than | was. In fact, he
looked alot like me. | took hold of Walker's and the Collector's hands, so they could see him, too.

"Typicd Charles" said the Collector, amost wistfully. "He never could abide taking orders from anyone.
Including, it would seem, an ex-wife who brought him back from the dead. She should have known hed
go hisownway."

"I don't think she knows about him," said Walker. " She's got other things on her mind, just now."
"Whét's he doing, burying himsdf in books when the world's coming to and end?" said the Collector.

"Doing what he dways does" said Walker. "Research. He'slooking for answers.”



| looked back at Merlin. "Open adoor for me, between here and there. | need to talk to my father.”

The dead sorcerer scowled at me. "'If | remove my concentration from the bar's defences, even for a
moment, Lilith will know what's hgppening here.”

"Let her," | said. "All that matters now is getting these three old friends back together. So they can put
right their old wrong."

"God, you sound like your father sometimes," said the Collector. "He could be aright pain in the arse on
occasion, too."

Merlin gestured angrily with an unsteady hand, and the Library vision became red as an opening
appeared in space, linking the bar with the Library. My father was so immersed in his books he didn't
even notice. | stepped carefully through the opening into the Library and coughed meaningfully. My father
scrambled up out of his chair and backed away from me, holding a heavy paperweight like awespon. |
dowly raised my hands, to show they were empty.

"Takeit easy," | said. "I'm not hereto hurt you. | need your help.”

Charles Taylor studied me suspicioudy, then put the paperweight down on the desk. ™Y ou look familiar.
Do | know you?'

It hit me harder than I'd expected, to hear my father's voice again after so many years. It made him real
again, inaway just the sight of him hadn't. | lowered my hands, and suddenly | didn't know what to say.
Too many things | wanted to tell him, needed to tell him, but | couldn't find the words.

"How did you find me here?' he said. Y ou don't have thelook of one of Lilith's creastures. Though I'm
sure |'ve seen you somewhere before. .. but it doesn't matter. | can't help you. Youll haveto leave. I'm

very busy."
"You know me" | said. "Though it's been along time. I'm John. I'm your son, John."

"My God," he said, and he sat down suddenly on his chair, asthough al the strength had gone out of his
legs. "John... Look at you... All grown-up. You look... alot like my father. Y our grandfather. Of
course, you never knew him..."

"Youwent away," | said. | tried to keep the anger out of my voice, but that only made it sound even
colder. "Abandoned meto my Enemies, when | wasjust achild. Y ou left me done when | needed you
the mogt. Y ou drank yourself to death rather than raise me. Why?"

Charles sighed heavily. Helooked at his books, as though for answers, and then he made himself look
back at me. "Y ou have to understand. ... 1'd been betrayed so many times. by friends | thought | could
trust, by thewoman | believed loved me. Y our mother... was my last chance. To be aman again, to be
sane again. To do good work, work that mattered. She was my life, my hope, my dreams. | never loved
anyonelike | loved her. When Pew told me the truth, showed me the hard evidence... | dmogt killed
him. I went looking for her, but she was dready gone. Just aswell. | don't know what | would have
done... And you, John, you'd meant so much to me, and now | was afraid you were alie, too. Because
if I couldn't depend on my wife to be my wife, if she wasn't even human... how could | depend on you to
be my son?| was afraid you'd turn out to be a mongter, like your mother."

"No," | sad. "I'm nothing like my mother."

He smiled, and it was like a hand crushing my heart. | remembered that smile, from long ago, though I'd
forgottenit. till that moment.



"I've been reading about you, son. Reports of your old cases, in the Night Times. Quite the adventures, |
gather. Helping people who couldn't help themsalves, solving mysteries, bringing down the bad guys... |
also read some of the editoria pieces, by Julien Advent. The great Victorian Adventurer. He doesn't
seem too sure whether he approves of you, but he approves of what you achieved, and that's good
enough for me. Y ou've made yoursdlf the hero | ways meant to be, but life got intheway..."

"It'snottoolate” | said. "Thereisaway you can stop Lilith. Come with me. Two old friends are waiting
to greet you."

He got up from his chair and stood before me. We were exactly the same height. Two men of roughly the
same age, but with far more than our share of experience.

"Thereisaway?' hesad. "Redly?’
"l believe 0."

"Thenlet'sdoit." He put ahesitant hand on my shoulder. "I'm sorry | et you down, son. Sorry... |
waan't strong enough.”

"Everyone elselet you down,” | said. "They dl lied to you. Betrayed you. That stops now."

"I read everything they had on you here," said Charles Taylor. "Y ou've donewell, in my absence. I'm
proud of you, son."

"That'sdl | ever wanted," | said.

| think he would have hugged me then, but | wasn't ready for that. | still had to be strong. | led the way
back through the opening, into the bar, and he came through after me. Merlinimmediately shut the
opening down. My father looked around him.

"My God, it's Strangefellowsd! 1sthisdump till going? Damn, | had sometimeshere..."

"Yes, youdid,” Waker said dryly. "Though | seemto recdl | dways ended up having to foot the bill.
Y ou werefamousin those daysfor never having your walet on you."

My father turned round and looked at Walker, then at the Collector. He frowned, clearly uncertain, and
then hisface broke into abroad grin, and al three of them laughed. It was an open, happy laugh, blowing
away dl the old hurts and quarrels, and the three men fell on each other, clapping shoulders and backs
with loud happy words. It was odd to see Charles Taylor looking so much younger than his
contemporaries, but there was no denying how naturaly they fit together. Asthough they belonged
together, and dways had. Eventudly they stood back and studied each other.

"It's good to have you back, Charles," said Walker. "Y ou're looking good. Being dead clearly agreed
withyou."

"I've missed you, Charles" said the Collector. "1 redlly have. No-one could hold their own in an argument
like you. So; what wasit like, being dead?"

"I redly don't remember,” said Charles. "Probably just aswell. But look at you... both of you! Henry ...
what happened? Y ou look so distinguished! And you aways swore you'd rather die than betrapped ina
suit and tie, like dl the other city drones. Areyou redly part of the Establishment these days?!

"Hdll," said the Collector. "Heisthe Establishment.”



"And Mark... Ten out of ten for style, but when did you get so fat?'

"Now don't you gtart,” said the Collector. "Do you like the blazer? 1 got it from thisretired secret agent. |
got hisweird car, too, while he was looking for his blazer. Y ou have got to see my collection, when al
thisisover. I've acquired more fabulous, junk and kitsch than any man living!"

"l dways knew you had it in you, Mark,” my father said solemnly, and al three of them laughed.

"Thisisanew thing,” Merlin said quietly to me. "Unforeseen and unexpected. Who knows what might
comeof this?'

"Y ou never foresaw what's happening here?’ | said.

"I don't think anyone ever foresaw this, boy! So many disparate e ements needed, so many unlikely
happenstances, to bring these three together again, after so many years. And al because of you, John
Taylor."

"So," | said. "We have a chance now?'

"Ohno," said Merlin, turning away. "Weredl ill going to die, or be destroyed, dong with the rest of the
Nightsde™

"The Babalon Working," said Charles Taylor, and | immediately paid attention again. My father was
frowning thoughtfully. "Our grestest achievement, and our grestest crime. Do weredly dare Start it up

agan?'

"Do we havetime?' said Walker. "Back then, it took us daysto get theritua up and working properly,
nearly destroying oursalvesin the process. And we were alot younger and stronger and better prepared,
back then.”

"We don't need to go through the wholeritual again,” the Collector said confidently. ™Y ou never did listen
when | explained the theory of it, Henry. The magic is till operating in infraspace, because we never shut
it down. It's hanging there, suspended at the moment we were interrupted. That'swhy the door we
opened is4till gar. All we haveto do is make contact with the magic again.”

"And that should be easy enough,” said Charles. "Were the only three keysthat fit that lock."

"On the other hand," said the Collector, "alot could go wrong. It's always dangerous, picking up an
interrupted magic. We could dl bekilled."

"Dying would be vastly more pleasant than what Lilith hasin storefor us" said Walker.

"True," said the Collector. "And | think... I'd like achance to be the man | used to be, onelast time.
Let'sdoit.”

In the end, there was no need for any chak circles, no chanting or invoking of spirits; the three old friends
smply closed their eyes and concentrated, and a powerful presencefilled the whole bar, besting on the
ar. Therewas afeding of something caught on the edge, struggling to be free, to be finished. And after
more than thirty years the three old friends stepped effortlessy back into their old roles, meshing likethe
parts of apowerful engine that had forgotten just how much it could do. Raw magic sparked and flared
ontheair around them, and the Baba on Working was up and running again, as though they'd never been

away.



But dmost immediately another presence forced itsway into the bar, damming through Merlin's
defences. A door appeared in awall where there had never been adoor before, aragged holein the
brickwork like amouth or awound, and stretched out beyond it was a narrow corridor, impossibly long.
It led off inadirection | couldn't identify, which had nothing to do with left and right, up and down, that
my mind couldn't deal with or accept, except smply as Outsde. And down that awful corridor, dowly
but inexorably, asingle figure camewalking. It wastoo far off in that unacceptable distance to see
clearly, but | knew who it was, who it had to be. Lilith knew what we were up to, and she was coming to
stop us.

Merlin came forward to stand before the corridor, staring down it and blocking the way. He looked. ..
smdller, diminished. He raised his dead grey hands, aready spotted with decay, and traced vivid shapes
ontheair, living Sgilsthat spat and shimmered with discharging energies. He forced old and potent
Words out of hisruined mouth, summoning up ancient forces and terrible crestures with the authority of
histerrible name, but nothing happened. The Princes of Hell were more afraid of Lilith than they were of
him. Merlin tried to open up interspatia trapdoors under Lilith'sfeet, to drop her into some other,
dangerous dimension, that sheld have to fight her way back from...but Lilith just walked right over them,
asthough they weren't there. And perhapsfor her, they weren't. She was Lilith, imprinted on the materia
world by an effort of her own will, and he was only a dead sorcerer. Step by step she drew nearer,
smiling her awful smile, despite everything Merlin could do to stop her, or even dow her down. And,
findly, she stepped out into the bar, and the corridor disappeared behind her, thewal just awal again.

"Hello, Merin," she said. "What afuss you made. Anyone would think you weren't glad to seeme. And
after | went out of my way to find anice present to bring you." She held up her left hand, and showed
him adark necrotic mass of muscle tissue. He knew what it wasimmediately, and made a sound as
though held been hit. Lilith laughed prettily. "Yes, it'syour long-lost heart, little sorcerer. That'swhat I've
been doing dl these years, since | had to give up being awife and amother. | knew | had to find your
heart before you did, because you were the only one who might have stood a chance against me. If only
you'd been whole. Merlin Satanspawn, born to be the Antichrist, but you didn't have the nerve. By the
way, | spoke with your father recently, and he's ill redly mad at you."

"Givememy heart," said Merlin.
"It was very well hidden," sad Lilith. Y ou wouldn't believe when and where| findly found it."
"What do you want from me?' said Merlin.

"That'smorelikeit," said Lilith, smiling on Merlin like ateacher with adow pupil. ™Y ou can have your
heart back, Merlin. All you have to do isbow down to me, knedl at my feet, and vow on your unholy
nameto worship medl your days.

Merlin laughed abruptly, aflat ugly sound, and Lilith reacted asthough held spat in her face. "Kned to
you?' said Merlin, and hisvoice was full of amused contempt. "1 only ever knelt to one person. And
you're not fit to polish hisarmour.”

Lilith'sleft hand convulsed, crushing the decaying heart into crimson-and-purple pulp. Merlin cried out
once and collgpsed, the magic that had sustained him for centuriestorn away in amoment. He curled up
inabal on the floor, withering and faling in on himsdf asthe flesh fell away from hisold bones. Thefires
in hiseyeswent out. Lilith took a bite out of the crushed heart and chewed thoughtfully.

"Tasty," shesaid. "Now die, fool, and go to the place gppointed for you. Y our daddy's waiting.”

Merlin twitched and shuddered for afew moments more, but finaly lay till, little more than a desiccated
mummy. But | would swear that just before the end, | heard him say Arthur ? So maybe he escaped his



fate, after dl. I'd liketo think so.

Lilith looked unhurriedly about the bar. While | was till thinking what to do to distract her, and keep her
from redising what three old acquaintances of herswere up to, Alex produced a pump-action shotgun
from behind the bar, and handed it over to Suzie.

"Do something with this, Suzie. Avenge my ancestor. He might have been apain inthe arse, but he was
family. The magazine holds silver bullets rubbed with garlic, ngpam incendiaries spiked with holy water,
and buckshot made from the ground-up bones of saints. Something in that mix ought to upset her. | find it
works very well for crowd control on nights when thetriviaquiz getsout of hand.”

"Why, Alex," said Suzie, training the shotgun on Lilith, "I'm seeing you in awhole new light."

Shefired the shotgun at Lilith again and again, working the pump action incredibly fast, emptying the
whole magazine. And Lilith just stood there and took it, entirely unaffected. Suzie lowered the gun, and
Lilith shook afinger at her admonishingly. She turned away to look at the three men working their magic,
so wrapped up in what they were doing they hadn't even noticed her arrival. Lilith studied them for a
moment, her head cocked on one side.

"What are you doing, you naughty boys? Some last desperate spell, to wish me avay? It fedls...
familiar." She broke off, her face suddenly blank. "Henry? And Mark, and... Charles. Well, well... Dear
husband. 1'd forgotten they buried you in the Necropolis graveyard. Stop this nonsense and look at me,
Charles. And let metdl you what | havein mind for our specid, gifted, ungrateful son.”

"Tdl me" | sad. "If you dare.”

| strode right up to her, radiating poise and confidence and arrogance. | had to hold her attention, buy
sometimefor the threeto get their Working under control again. | glared right into Lilith'sface, and she
smiled back a me.

"Y ou shouldn't have come here," | said. "Thisismy ground, my territory, and | am so much more, here.
Y ou think you can compel meto do your will and find you the Nightside you want? Let's seeyou try.
Mommie Dearest.”

"How sharper than aserpent'stoothiit is, to bear astupid child,” said Lilith. "Y ou will do whatever | want
you to do, John. Y ou don't have achoice. | saw to that long ago. So let's start with something smple.
Make your mother happy, John. Kill your father.”

Her words went right to the geas sheld planted deep in my mind. And braced though | was, dl my mental
shieldsin place, | still shuddered and dmost collgpsed. Because her little time bomb was set inside my
shields... But till | stood my ground, refusing to move, refusing evento look at my father. | could fedl
her will taking hold of my body, my mind, pressng down on me like an unbearable weight. My hands
knotted into fists so tight they ached, and | wouldn't, wouldn't move. Except | dready was, my head
turning dowly to look at my father despite everything I could do to stop it, the geas burning in my
thoughts like agleeful traitor. And then, suddenly, | wasn't donein my head any more. Suzie wasthere,
and Alex, adding the strength of their will to mine, holding mewhere | was.

WH, said Suzie. Thisis different. Sand your ground, John, the cavalry's just arrived.
How?| said.

| do know a little magic, Alex said smugly. | am Merlin's descendant, after all. How do you think
I've been able to run this bloody place, all these years?



Shut up and concentrate, said Suzie.

So the three of us stood together, and we fought Lilith with al the strength of wills hardened by long lives
of loss and hardship and adversity, honed by arefusd to givein to forces that should have broken us.
Three old friends, closer now than ever, who cared more for each other than they'd ever been able to
say. We stamped down the geasin my mind, breaking its hold over me through a concentrated effort of
will, and it died screaming. Lilith'swill dammed againgt us openly, like an ocean storm battering asingle
rock, but we would not yield.

Even though it waskilling us, by inches. We had to tap into our life energiesto power the magic that held
ustogether, and even our combined energies were nothing compared to the resources Lilith had to draw
on. Wefdt our livesdraining away, felt the darkness closing in around us, but not one of us wavered.
Suzie and Alex could have withdrawn, saved themselves, but it never even occurred to them. | was so
proud of them.

We couldn't hopeto hold Lilith off for long. We knew that. We were buying time, for three old friends to
work their magic and open the door into Limbo. We were holding Lilith's attention, so she wouldn't
understand what was happening until it wastoo late. She could have stopped them easily if she hadn't
been so determined to break my spirit. But still we three were dying, and we knew it, and we didn't care.
We were friends together, doing something that mattered, something we believed in. Perhapsfor the first
timein our liveswe had no doubt we were doing the right thing, and that was worth dying for.

And then, findly, the Baba on Working manifested, and it was gloriousindeed. Its presence saturated the
whole bar, soaking into everything, making usal unbearably vivid and significant. Strange energies
deeted in from unfamiliar dimensions, asadoor |eft gar for so long findly svung wide open. | couldn't
seeit, but its presencefilled my mind, as though someone had pushed back the curtainsto give mea
glimpse of what lay behind the scenes of the world. Lilith howled with rage and horror as shefindly
realised what was happening, and tried to attack the three men responsible, but Suzieand Alex and |
held her where she was with the last of our strength. Dying as we were, we held her there.

A great wind blew out of Limbo, through the open door, redolent of other realms, other places, then
reversed itsdf, surging back in. It tugged at Lilith, and we let her go. Step by step, fighting it dl the way,
shewas pulled towards the door. She stopped, right on the edge, and would go no further. Someone had
to force her back through that door, and go with her into Limbo, to hold the door shut from the other
side until the Baba on Working had been properly dismantled and shut down. And that had to be me.
Because that was the only way | could be sure that never again would | ever threaten the safety of the
Nightside. | swore an oath, to a dying future Razor Eddie, that | would rather die than see the Nightside
destroyed because of me; and | meant every word.

But | never got the chance. My father broke away from hisfriends, grabbed his ex-wife by the shoulders,
and sent the two of them hurtling through the open door into Limbo. The door svung shut; and, in the
very last moment, my father looked back at me, and smiled.

"For you, John! For my son!"

Lilith'sfinal scream was cut short asthe door to Limbo dammed shut. Without the three to maintain it, the
Babd on Working collapsed, and Walker and the Collector quickly shut it down, forever. And that was
that. All was till and quiet in Strangefellows. Walker and the Collector stood together exhausted, leaning
on each other for support, looking older than their years. Suzie and Alex, no longer in my mind, came
unsteadily forward to stand with me. | looked at the place where the door had been, and thought of my
father and my mother, together again, for dl eternity.



And the things we sacrifice, for love.

Epilogue

With Lilith gone, her army of followers soon broke up and turned on each other. They were quickly
defested and dispersed by Walker's people, commanded by Mien Advent. Lilith's surviving offspring,
seeing which way the wind was blowing, quietly dunk back to the Street of the Gods. And as quickly
and easly asthat, the War for the Nightside was over.

With the Authorities dead and gone, Walker isin charge of the Nightside now. Inasmuch as anyone ever
is. No-one's seen the Collector since that night in the bar. He disappeared when no-one was looking,
along with what was|left of Merlin's heart. Alex isback behind hisbar. Suzie and | are talking about
becoming partnersin a detective agency. And about other things, too. One step at atime.

Many old friends and enemies are ill missing, presumed dead.

The Nightside goes on. Theterriblefuture | first saw in the Timedip isnow only another timetrack, no
morelikely or inevitable than any other glimpsed future. For thefirst timein along time, the Nightsdeis
freeto makeitsown destiny.

Andsoaml.



