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* One
"Lydia?"

But even before the shadows of the stairwel | swallowed the last echoes of hiswife's name, James Asher
knew something was des-perately wrong.

The house was silent, but it was not empty.

He stopped dead in the darkened front hall, listening. No sound came down the shadowy curve of the
gtairs from above. No plump Ellen hurried through the baize-covered door at the back of the hal to take
her master's Oxford uniform of dark academic robe and mortarboard, and, by the seeping chill of the
autumn night that permesated the place, he could tdll that no fires burned anywhere. He was usualy not
con-scious of the muted clatter of Mrs. Grimesin the kitchen, but its ab-sence was asloud to hisears as
the clanging of abdll.

Six years ago, Asher's response would have been absolutely unhesi-tating—two steps back and out the
door, with asilent, deadly readiness that few of the other dons at New College would have associated
with their unassuming colleague. But Asher had for years been a secret player in what was
euphemidticaly termed the Great Game, innocu-oudy collecting philologica notesin British-occupied
Pretoria or among the Boers on the veldt, in the Kaiser's court in Berlin or the snowbound streets of S.
Petersburg. And though he'd turned his back on that Game, he knew from experience that it would never
completely turnitsback on him.

Still, for amoment, he hesitated. For beyond a doubt, Lydiawas somewherein that house.

Then with barely awhisper of hisbillowing robe, Asher glided back over the threshold and into the raw
fog that shrouded even the front step. There was danger in the house, though he did not conscioudy fed
fear—only an ice-burn of anger that, whatever was going on, Lydia and the servants had been dragged
intoit.If they've hurt her . . .

He didn't even know whothey were, but a seventeen-year term of secret servitude to Queen—now
King—and Country had left him with an gppalling plethora of possibilities.

Noisdess asthe Issmiststhat cloaked the town, he faded back across the cobbles of Holywell Street
to the shadowy brown bulk of the College wall and waited, listening. They—whoever "they” wereinthe
house—would have heard him. They would be waiting, too,



Lydia had once asked him—for she'd guessed, back in the days when she'd been a sixteen-year-old
schoolgirl playing croquet with her uncl€'s junior scholastic colleague on her father's vast lawns—how he
kept from being dropped upon in foreign parts: "I mean, when the balloon goes up and they find the
Secret Plans are gone or whatever, thereyou are.”

Hed laughed and said, "Well, for one thing, no plans are evergone— merely accurately copied. And as
for therest, my best defenseis aways smply being the sort of person who wouldn't do that sort of thing."

"Y ou do that here." Those enormous, pansy-brown eyes had studied him from behind her sted-rimmed
gpectacles. Her thin, dmost aggres-sve bookishness was at that time just beginning to melt into fragile
sensudity. With the young men who were even then beginning to take an interest in
her, she didn't wear the spectacles—she was an expert at blind croquet and guessing what was on
menus. But with him, it seemed, it was different. In her sensible cotton shirtwaist and blue-and-red school
tie, the changeable wind tangling her long red hair, sheld looked like aleggy marsh-fey unsuccessfully
trying to passitsdlf off asan English schoolgirl. "Isit difficult to go from being one to being the other?*

He'd thought about it for amoment, then shook his head. "It'sabit like wearing your Sunday best," held
said, knowing even then that she'd understand what he meant. And she'd laughed, the sound bright with
delight asthe April sunlight. Hed kept that laugh—as held kept the damp lift of morning fog from the
Cherwell meadows or the other-world sweetness of May morning voices drifting down from Magdalen
Tower like the far-off snging of angels—in the corner of his heart where he stored preciousthings asif
they were aboy's shoe-box hoard, to be taken out and looked at in China or the veldt when thingswere
bad. It had been some years before held redlized that her laugh and the till sunlight shining like carndlian
on her hair were precious to him, not as symbols of the peaceful life of study and teaching, where one
played croquet with one's Dean's innocent niece, but because he was desper-ately in love with thisgirl.
The knowledge had nearly broken his heart.

Now the years of scholarship, of rest, and of happinessfdl off him like ashed University gown, and he
moved down the narrow street, circling the row of itsflat-fronted brick houses toward the labyrinthine
tangle of the back lanes.

If anything had happenedto her . . .

From the lane behind the houses he could see the gas burning in the window of his study, though
between the mists and the curtain lace he could distinguish nothing within. A carriage passed along
Holywell Street behind him, the strike of hooves and jingle of harness brassesloud in that narrow
corridor of cobbles and brick. From the weeping grayness of the garden, Asher could see the whole
broad kitchen, lit like a stage set. Only the jet over the stove was burning—even after dusk waswell
ettled, the wide windows let in agood deal of light. That put it no later than seven . . .

Put what? In spite of his chill and businesdike concentration, Asher grinned alittle at the menta image of
himsdf sorming hisown home, like Robertsrelieving Mafeking, to find anote saying, "Father ill, goneto
vist him, have given sarvants night off—Lydia”

Only, of course, hiswife—and it till startled him to think that after everything, he had in fact succeeded
inwinning Lydiaas hiswife—had as great an abhorrence as he did of confusion. She would never have
let Mrs. Grimes and the two maids, not to speak of Mick in the stables, leave for the night without
making some provision for his supper. Nor would she have done that or anything & se without dispatching
anoteto hisstudy at the College, informing him of changed plans.

But Asher needed none of thistrain of logic, which flickered through his mind in fragments of a second,



to know al was not well. The years had taught him the smell of peril, and the house stank of it

Keeping to the tangle of vine that overgrew the garden wall, con-scious of those darkened windows
overlooking him from above, he edged toward the kitchen door.

Most of the young men whom Asher tutored in philology, etymology, and comparative folklore at New
College—which had not, in fact, been new since the latter hdf of the fourteenth century—regarded their
men-tor with the affectionate respect they would have accorded a dightly eccentric uncle. Asher played
to thisimage sheerly from force of habit —it had stood him in good stead abroad. He was a reasonably
unobtru-sve man, taler than he seemed at first glance and, as Lydiageneraly expressed it, brown:
brown hair, brown eyes, brown mustache, brown clothes, and brown mien. Without his University gown,
he looked, in fact, like aclerk, except for the sharpness of his eyes and the silence with which he moved.
It would have been coincidence, the undergradu-ates would have said, that he found the deepest shadow
in the dark and dew-soaked garden in which to stow his gown and mortarboard cap, the antique uniform
of Oxford scholarship which covered his anonymous tweeds. Certainly they would not have said that he
was the sort of man who could jemmy open awindow with aknife, nor that he was the sort of man who
would carry such aweagpon concealed in his boot.

The kitchen was utterly deserted, chilly, and smelling of the old-fashioned stone floor and of asheslong
grown cold. No steam floated above the hot-water reservoir of the ssove—anew American thing of
black rococo iron which had cost nearly twenty-five dollars from a catalogue. The bland brightness of the
gadight, winking on the stove's nicke-plated knobs, and the silver of toast racks, made the stillnessin the
kitchen seem dl the more ominous, like asmiling maniac with an ax behind his back.

Few of the dons a Oxford were familiar with the kitchen quarters of their own homes—many of them
had never penetrated past the swing-ing doors that separated the servants portions of the house from
those in which the ownerslived. Asher had made it his businessto know not only the precise layout of
the place—he could have passed through it blindfolded without touching asingle piece of furniture, ashe
could indeed have passed through any room in the house or in his College— but to know exactly where
everything was kept. Knowing such thingswas hardly a conscious effort anymore, merely one of the
things he had picked up over the years and had never quite dared to put down. He found the drawer in
which Mrs. Grimes kept her carving knives—the hideout he kept in his boot was asmall one, for
emergencies—then moved on to the archway just past the stove which separated kitchen from pantry, al
the while aware that someone, somewherein the house, listened for hisdightest footfall.

Mrs. Grimes, Ellen, and the girl Sylviewere dl there. They sat around the table, a dumped tableau like
something from the Chamber of Horrors at Mme. Tussaud's, somehow shocking in the even, vaguely
flickering light from the stedl fishtail burner by the stove. All they needed was a poison bottle on the table
between them, Asher thought with wry grimness, and a placard:

THE MAD POISONER STRIKES.

Only there was no bottle, no used teacups, no evidencein fact of anything eaten or drunk. The only thing
onthetableat al wasabowl of half-shelled pess.

Studying the cook's thin form, the parlor maid's plump one, and the huddled shape of the tweeny, Asher
felt again that chill sensation of being listened for and known. All three women were dive, but he didn't
like the way they dept, like broken dolls, heedless of muscle cramp or balance.

He had been right, then.



The only other light on in the house wasin his study, and that was where he kept hisrevolver, an
American Navy Colt sowed in the drawer of hisdesk; if onewere alecturer in philology, of course, one
couldn't keep arevolver in one's greatcoat pocket. The other donswould certainly talk.

He made hisway up the back stairs from the kitchen. From its unob-trusive door at the far end of the
hall he could see no onewaiting for him at the top of the front airs, but that meant nothing. The door of
the upstairs parlor gaped like adark mouth. From the study, abar of dimmed gold light lay acrossthe
carpet like adropped scarf.

Conscious of theweight of hisbody on the floor, he moved afew stepsforward, closeto thewall. By
angling his head, he could see awedge of the room beyond. The divan had been deliberately dragged
around to aposition in which it would be visble from the hdl. Lydialay on the worn green cushions, her
hair unraveled in agreat pottery-red coil to the floor. On her breast her long, capable hand was curled
protectively around her spectacles, asif sheld taken them off to rest her eyesfor amoment; without them,
her face looked thin and unprotected in deep. Only the faint movement of her small breasts benesth the
smoky lace of atrailing teagown showed him shelived a all.

The room was set up asatrap, he thought with the business portion of his mind. Someone waited insde
for himto go rushing in at first Sght of her, asindeed hisevery ingtinct cried out tohimto do. . .

"Comein, Dr. Asher," aquiet voice said from within that glowing amber chamber of books. 'l am
aone—thereisin fact no one esein the house. The young man who looks after your stablesis adeep, as
you have found your women servantsto be. | am seated a your desk, whichisinitsusua place, and |
have no intention of doing you harm to-night.”

Spanish, the field agent in him noted—flawless and unaccented, but Spanish dl the same—even asthe
philologist pricked his ears at some odd, almost backcountry inflection to the English, atrace of isolativea
here and there, a barely aspiratede just flicking at the ends of somewords. . .

He pushed open the door and stepped inside. The young man sitting at Asher's desk looked up from the
dismantled pieces of the revolver and inclined his head in greeting,

"Good evening," he said politely. "For reasons which shal shortly become obvious, let us passthe
formdity of explanations and proceed to introductions.”

It was only bardly audible—the rounding of theou inobvious and the stress shift inexplanations— but it
sent darm bells of sheer scholarly curiogity clanging in some haf-closed lumber room of hismind.Can't
you stop thinking like a philologist even at atimelikethis. .. ?

The young man went on, "My nameis Don Simon Xavier Christian Morado de la Cadena-Y sidro, and |
amwhat you cdl avampire.

Asher said nothing. An unformed thought aborted itsalf, leaving white stillness behind. Do you believe
me?'

Asher realized he was holding hisintaken breath, and let it out. His glance sheered to Lydiasthroat; his
folkloric studies of vampirism had included the cases of so-caled "red” vampires, lunatics who had
sought to prolong their own twisted lives by drinking or bathing in the blood of young girls. Through the
teagown's open collar he could see the white skin of her throat. No blood stained the fragile ecru of the
lace around it. Then his eyes went back to Y sdro, in whose soft tones he had heard the absolute
conviction of amadman. Y et, looking at that dender form behind his desk, he was conscious of a queer



creeping sensation of the skin on the back of his neck, an uneasy sense of having thought he was
descending astair and, instead, stepping from the edge of acliff . . .

The name was Spanish—the young man's bleached fairness might well hail from the northern provinces
where the Moors had never gone cdling. Around the thin, high-nosed hidago face, his colorless hair hung
like spider silk, fine as cobweb and longer than men wore it these days. The eyes were scarcely darker, a
pale, yellowish amber, flecked here and there with pleats of faded brown or gray—eyes which should
have seemed catlike, but didn't. There was an odd luminosity to them, an unplacesble glittering quality,
even inthe gadight, that troubled Asher. Their very pa eness, contrasting with the moleskin-soft black
velvet of the man's coat collar, pointed up the absolute pallor of the delicate featuresfar morelikea
corpse'sthan aliving man's, save for their mobile softness.

From his own experiencesin Germany and Russia, Asher knew how easy such apalor wasto fake,
particularly by gadight. And it might smply be madness or drugsthat glittered at him from those grave
ydlow eyes. Y et there was an egrie quality to Don Simon Y sidro, an immobility so tota it was asif he
had been there behind the desk for hundreds of years, waiting . . .

AsAsher knelt beside Lydiato fed her pulse, he kept his eyes on the Spaniard, sensing the danger inthe
man. And even ashismind at |ast identified the underlying inflections of speech, he redlized, with an odd,
snking chill, whence that dreadful sense of gtillness semmed.

Thetond shift in afew of hisword endings was characteristic of those areas which had been linguistically
isolated since the end of the sixteenth century.

And except when he spoke, Don Simon Y sidro did not appear to be breathing.
The carving knife dill in hisleft hand, Asher got to hisfeet and said, "Come here.”

Y sidro did not move. His dender hands remained exactly as they had been, dead white against the blued
sted of the dissected gun, but no more inert than the spider who awaits the dightest vibration of the
blundering fly.

"Y ou understand, it is not always easy to concea what we are, partic-ularly if we have not fed,” he
explainedin hislow, light voice. Heavy lids gave his eyes an dmost degpy expresson, not quite
concedling cynicism and mockery, not quite concealing that odd gleam. "Up until ninety years ago, it was
asmple matter, for no onelooks quite normal by candlelight. Now that they are lighting houses by
eectricity, | know not what we shah" do."

Y sdro must have moved. The terrifying thing was that Asher did not see the man do it, was not—for a
gpan of what must have been severa seconds—conscious of anything, asif he had literdly dippedinto a
trance on hisfeet. One second he was standing, knife in hand, between Lydias deeping form and the
desk where the dim intruder sat; the next, it seemed, he came to himsalf with agtart to find the iciness of
Ysdro'sfingerstill chilling his hand, and the knife gone.

Shock and disorientation doused him like cold water. Don Simon tossed the knife onto the desk among
the scattered pieces of the useless revolver and turned back, with anironic smile, to offer hisbared wrist
to Asher.

Asher shook his head, his mouth dry. He'd faked his own death once, on a German archaeologica
expedition to the Congo, by means of atourniquet, and he'd seen fakirsin Indiawho didn't even need
that. He backed away, absurdly turning over in hismind the eerie smilarities of hundreds of legends hed



uncovered in the genuinely scholarly haf of his career, and walked to Lydias desk.

It stood on the opposite side of the study from his own—in actual fact a Regency secretaire Lydias
mother had once used for gilt-edged invitations and the delicately nuanced jugglings of seating
arrangements a dinners. It was jammed now with Lydias appalingly untidy collec-tion of books, notes,
and research on glands. Since she had taken her degree and begun research a the Radclyffe Infirmary,
Asher had been promising to get her aproper desk. In one dim compartment her stethoscope was
coiled, like an obscene snake of rubber and sted! . . .

His hands were not quite steady as he replaced the stethoscope in its pigeonhole once more. He was
suddenly extremely conscious of the begt of the blood in hisveins.

Hisvoiceremained levd. "What do you want?"
"Help," thevampire sad,

"What?' Asher dared a the vampire, he redlized—seeing the dark amusement in Ysdro'seyes—likea
fool. Hisown mind still felt twisted out of true by what he had heard—or more properly by what he had
absoluteynot heard—through the stethoscope, but the fact that the shadowy predator that lurked in the
legends of every culture he had ever sudied did exist wasin away easier to believe than what that
predator had just said.

The pae eyes held his. There was no shift in them, no expression; only aremote calm, centuries deep.
Y sdro was slent for afew mo-ments asif consdering how much of what he should explain. Then he
moved, akind of weightless, leisurdly drifting that, like Asher's habitua stride, was as noisdless asthe
passage of shadow. He perched on a corner of the desk, long white hands folded on one well-tailored
gray knee, regarding Asher for amoment with hishead alittle on one sde. There was something almost
hypnotic in that stillness, without nervous gesture, amost completely without movement, asif that had al
been rinsed from him by the passing moons of time.

Then Don Simon said, "Y ou are Dr. James Claudius Asher, author of Language and Conceptsin
Eastern and Central Europe, Lecturer in Philology a New College, expert on languages and their
permutations in the folklore of countriesfrom the Bakansto Port Arthur to Preto-ria..."

Asher did not for amoment believe it coincidence that Y sidro had named three of the trouble spots of
which the Foreign Office had been most desirous of obtaining maps.

"Surely, inthat context, you must be familiar with the vampire.”

"l am." Asher settled hisweight on one curved arm of the divan where Lydiadtill lay, unmoving in her
unnatura deep. Hefdt dightly unred, but very calm now. Whatever was happening must be dedlt with
on itsown bizarre terms, rather than panicked over. "I don't know why | should be surprised,” he went
on after amoment. "I've run across legends of vampiresin every civilization from Chinato Mexico. They
crop up again and again—mblood-drinking ghosts that live aslong asthey prey on theliving. Y ou get them
from ancient Greece, ancient Rome—though | remember the classica Roman ones were supposed to
bite off their victims noses rather than drink their blood. Did they?'

"I do not know," Y sdro replied gravely, "having only become vam-pire myself inthe Y ear of Our Lord
1555. | cameto England inthetrain of hisMgesty King Philip, you understand, when he came to marry
the English queen—I did not go home again. But persondly, | cannot see why anyone would trouble to
do such athing." Though his expresson did not change, Asher had the momentary impression of



amusement glittering far back in those champagne-colored eyes.

"And asfor the legends,” the vampire went on, till oddly immobile, asif over the centuries he had
eventualy grown weary of any extrane-ous gesture, "one hears of fairies everywhere o, yet neither you
nor | expect to encounter them at the bottom of the garden." Under the long, pale wisps of Ysdro's hair,
Asher could see the earl obes had once been pierced for earrings, and therewas aring of antique gold on
one of those long, white fingers. With his narrow lips closed, Y Sdro's over-sized canines—twice the
length of his other teeth—were hidden, but they glinted in the gadight when he spoke.

"I want you to come with metonight,” he said after abrief pause during which Asher had theimpression
of somefind, inner debate which never touched the milky stiliness of hiscalm. "It isnow half past
seven—thereisatrain which goesto London at eight, and the station but the walk of minutes. It is
necessary that | speak with you, and it is probably safer that we do so in amoving vehicle away from the
hos-tages that the living surrender to fortune.”

Asher looked down at Lydia, her hair scattered like red smoke over the creamy lace of her gown, her
fingers, where they rested over that light frame of wire and glass, stained with smears of ink. Even under
the circumstances, theincongruity of the teagown's languorous draper-ies and the spectacles made him
smile. The combination was somehow very like Lydia, despite her occasiondly stated preference for the
more strenuous forms of martyrdom over being seen wearing spectaclesin public. She had never quite
forgotten the sting of her ugly-duckling days. She was writing a paper on glands. He knew shed
probably spent most of the morning at the infirmary's dissecting rooms and had been hurriedly scribbling
what she could after sheld come home and changed clothes while waiting for him to arrive. He wondered
what shed make of Don Simon Y sidro and reflected that she'd probably produce aden-tal mirror from
somewhere about her person and demand that he open his mouth—wide.

He glanced back a Y sidro, oddly cheered by this mental image. " Safer for whom?”

"For me," the vampire replied smoothly. "For you. And for your lady. Do not mistake, James; it istruly
deeth that you smell, clinging to my coat deeves. But had | intended to kill your lady or you, | would
aready have done s0. | havekilled so many men. Thereis nothing you could do which could stop me.”

Having once fdt that disorienting moment of psychic blindness, Asher wasready for him, but ill only
barely saw him move. His hand had not dropped the twenty inches or so that separated hisfingersfrom
the hideout knifein hisboot when he was flung backward across the head of the divan, in spite of his
effort to roll asde. Somehow both arms were wrenched behind him, the wrists pinned in asingle grip of
ged and ice. The vampire's other hand wasin his hair, cold againgt his scalp asit dragged his head back,
arching his spine down toward the floor. Though he was conscious of very little weight in the bony limbs
that forced his head back and till further back over nothing, he could get no leverageto struggle; and in
any case, heknew it wasfar too late. Silky lips brushed histhroat above the line of the collar—therewas
no sensa-tion of bresth.

Then the lipstouched his skin in amocking kiss, and the next instant he was free.

He was moving even as he sensed the pressure dack from his spine, not even thinking that Y sidro could
kill him, but only aware of Lydias danger. But by the time hewas on hisfeet again, hisknifein hishand,
Y sidro was back behind the desk, unruffled and immobile, asif he had never moved. Asher blinked and
shook his head, aware thered been another of those moments of induced trance, but not sure where it
had been.

Thefinesrands of Ysdro's hair snagged at hisvelvet collar as he tipped hishead alittle to one side.



There was no mockery in histopaz eyes. "I could have had you both in the time it takes to prove to you
that | choose otherwise," he said in his soft voice. "'l—we—need your help, and it isbest that | explainiit
to you on the way to London and away from this girl for whom you would undertake another fit of
point-less chivary. Believe me, James, | am the least dangerous thing with which you—or she—may
have to contend. Thetrain departs at eight, and it is many years since public transportation has awaited
the conve-nience of persons of breeding. Will you come?’

* Two

It was perhaps ten minutes walk along Holywell Street to the train station. Alonein the clinging vells of
the September fog, Asher was conscious of awish that the distance were three or four times as greet. He
fdtin need of timeto think.

On hisvery doorstep, Y sidro had vanished, fading effortlesdy away into the mists. Asher had fought to
keep his concentration on the vam-pire during what he was virtualy certain was amomentary blanking of
his consciousness, but hadn't succeeded. Little wonder legend attrib-uted to vampires the ability to
dissolve into fog and moonbeams, to dither through keyholes or under doors. In away, that would have
been easier to understand.

It wasthe ultimate tool of the hunter—or the spy.

The night was cold, the fog wet and heavy in hislungs—not the black, killer fog of London, but the
peculiarly moigt, dripping, Oxford variety, which made the whole town seem dightly shaggy with moss
and greenness and age. To hisleft as he emerged into Broad Street, the scul pted busts around the
Sheldonian Theater seemed to watch him pass, adim assemblage of ghosts, the dome of the theater itself
waslogt in the fog beyond. Was Y sidro moving among those ghosts somewhere, he wondered, leaving
no footprint on the wet granite of the pavernent?

Or was he somewhere behind Asher in the fog, trailing sllently, watching to see whether his unwilling
agent would double back and return home?

Asher knew it would do him no good if hedid. His conscious mind might still revolt at the notion that he
hed spent the last half hour conversing with alive vampire—an oxymoron if ever | heard one, he
reflected wryly—nbut the difference, if one existed, was at this point academic.

He had been in deadly danger tonight. That he did not doubt.
Asfor Lydia. ..

He had absolutely no reason to believe Don Smon's claim to be done. Asher had considered
demanding to search the house before he left, but redlized it would be a usel ess gesture. Even amorta
accomplice could have stood hidden in thefog in the garden, let a one one capable of willing morta eyes
to pass him by. He had contented himself with lighting the fireslaid in the study fireplace and the kitchen
stove, so that the servants would not wake in cold—as wake they would, Y sidro had assured him, within
an hour of their departure.

And at dl events, Ysdro knew where Asher lived. If the vampire were watching him, therewas no
chance of returning to the house and getting Lydiato safety before they wereintercepted.



And—another academic point—what precisely congtituted safety?

Asher shoved his gloved hands deeper into the pockets of the baggy brown ulster he had donned and
mentally reviewed everything he had ever learned about vampires.

That they were the dead who infinitely prolonged their lives by drink-ing the blood of the living seemed
to be the one point never in dispute, bitten-off nosesin Rome notwithstanding. From Odysseus first
inter-view with the shades, there was so little divergence from that centra theme that Asher
was—intellectudly, a least—mildly astounded at his own disbelief before he had pressed the
stethoscope to that thin, hard ribcage under the dark silk of the vest, and had heard . . . nothing. His
researchesin folklore had taken him from Chinato Mexico to the Austraian bush, and there was virtually
no tongue which had not yielded some equivaent of that word,vampire.

Around that centrd truth, however, lay such amorass of legend about how to dedl with vampiresthat he
felt amomentary spasm of irritation at the scholars who had never troubled to codify such knowl-edge.
He made amenta note to do so, provided Y sidro hadn't smply invited him to London for dinner with a
few friends. Naturaly, he reflected wryly, there wasn't agreengrocer open at this hour, and he would
look fairly foolish investigating back-garden vegetable patches for garlic en route to the station . . . totaly
addefrom missing histrain. And given the generd standard of British cookery, searching for garlic would
be afutiletask at best.

Hisironic smilefaded as he paused on the Hythe Bridge, looking down at the water, like date the color
of glass and smudged with the lights of Fisher Row, whose wet gray walls seemed to rise straight out of
the stream. Garlic was said to be a protection against the Undead, as were ash, whitethorn, wolfsbane,
and agtartling salad of other herbs, few of which Asher would have recognized had he found them by the
road. But the Undead were a s0 said to be unable to cross running water, which Y sidro had obvioudy
done on hisway from the station—orhad he come up from London to Oxford by train?

A crucifix alegedly protected its wearer from the vampire's bite— some tales specified aslver crucifix,
and Asher's practical mind inquired a once:How high a silver content? Buit like tales of the Catholic
Limbo, that theory |eft vast numbers of ancient and modern Chinese, Aztecs, ancient Greeks, Audtraian
bushmen, and Hawaiian Idanders, to name only afew, a an unfair disadvantage. Or did ancient Greek
vampiresfear other sacred things? And how, in that case, had unconverted pagan vampiresin the first
centurya.d. reacted to Chrigtians franticaly waving the symbols of their faith at them to protect
themselves from having their blood drunk or their noses bitten off?Not much vincerein hoc sgno, he
mused ironicaly, turning his steps past the Crystal Palace absurdity of the old London and Northwestern
station and aong the Botley Road to the more prosai ¢ soot-stained brick of the Great Western gtation a
hundred yards beyond.

He was now not aone in the fog-shrouded roadbed between the nameless brick pits and sheds that
railway stations seemed to litter spontaneoudy about themselves. Other dark forms were hastening from
thelights of the one gation to the lights of the other, struggling with heavy vaises or gtriding blithely dong
infront of brass-buttoned porters whose breath swirled away to mingle with the dark vapors around
hem. From the direction of the London and Northwestern station, atrain whistle groaned dismally,
followed by the lugubrious hissing of steam; Asher glanced back toward the vast, arched greenhouse of
the station and saw Don Simon walking, with oddly weightless stride, at his elbow.

The vampire held out atrain ticket in hisblack-gloved hand. "It isonly right that | provide your
expenses,” hesaid in hissoft voice, "if you areto beinmy service”

Asher pushed aside the ends of his scarf—awoally gray thing knitted for him by the mother of one of his



wilder pupils—and tucked thelittle dip of pasteboard into hiswaistcoat pocket. "Isthat what it is?' They
climbed the shalow ramp to the platform. In the harsh glare of the gadights, Y sdro's face looked white
and queer, the ddlicate swoop of the eyebrows standing out against pale hair and paer skin, the eyeslike
sulfur and honey. A woman sitting on abench with two deepy little girls glanced up curioudy, asif she
sensed something amiss. Don Simon smiled into her eyes, and she quickly looked away.

The vampire's smile vanished as swiftly asit had been put on; In any case, it had never reached his eyes.
Like every other gesture or expres-sion about him, his smile had an odd, minimd air, amost likea
caricaturist'sline, though Asher had from it a sudden impression of an an-tique sweetness, the faded-out
shape of what it once had been. For amoment more Y sidro studied the averted profile and the
slvery-fair heads of the two children pressed against the woman's shabby serge shoulders. Then his
glance returned to Asher's.

"From the time Francis Wa singham started running his agentsin Genevaand Amsterdam to find out
about King Philip'sinvasion of England, your secret service has had itslinkswith the scholars,” he said
quietly. The antique inflection to his speech, likeitsfaint Cadtilian lisp, was barely discernible.
"Scholarship, religion, philosophy—they were killing mattersin those days, and &t that time | was il
close enough to my human habits of thought to be concerned about the outcome of theinvasion. And
too, it was till respectable among scholars to be awar-rior, and among warriors to be ascholar, which it
isno longer, asI'm sure you know."

Asher'sold colleague, the Warden of Brasenose, sprang to mind, tutting disapprovingly over some minor
Badkan flare-up in the course of which Asher had nearly lost hislife, while Asher, cozily consuming
scones on the other side of the hearth, had nodded agreement that no,h'rm, England had no business
meddling in European palitics, damned ungentlemanly, hrmph, mphf. He suppressed hissmile, unwilling
to give thisdender young man anything, and kept sllent. He leaned his shoul-ders against the sooty brick
of the station wall, folded hisarms, and waited.

After amoment Y sdro went on, "My solicitor—ayoung man, and agreeable to meet with hisclients at
late hoursif they so desire—did mention that, when he worked in the Foreign Office, there wastalk of at
least one don at Oxford and severa at Cambridge who 'did good work,' as the euphemism goes. This
was years ago, but | remembered it, out of habit, and of interest in things secret. When | had need of
an—agent—it was no great matter to track you down by the smple expedient of comparing the areas
about which papers were published and their prob-able research dates with times and places of
diplomatic unease. It il left the field rather wide, but the only Fellow younger than yourself who might
possibly havefit the criteriaof time and place would have diffi-culty passng himsdlf off as anything other
than an obese and myopic rabhit . . ."

"Singletary of Queens," sighed Asher. "Y es, hewas researching in Pretoriaat the sametime | was, trying
to prove the degeneracy of the African brain by comparative anatomy. The slly bleater till doesn't know
how close he cameto getting us both killed.”

That dight, ironic line flicked into existence at the corner of Y sdro's thin mouth, then vanished at once.
Thetrain came puffing in, seam roiling out to blend with the fog, while vague forms hurried onto the
platform to meet it. A girl with afacelike apound of dough sprang from athird-class carriage asiit
dowed, into the arms of a podgy young man in ashop clerk'sworn old coat, and they embraced with the
de-lighted fervor of aknight welcoming his princess bride. A mob of un-dergraduates came boiling out of
the waiting room, noisily bidding good-by to afurioudy embarrassed old don whom Asher recognized as
the Classcslecturer of St. John's. Linking then: arms, they began to caral "Till We Meet Again” in
chorus, holding then- boaters over their hearts. Asher did not like the way his companion turned his head,
studying them with expressionless yellow eyes asif memorizing every lineament of each rosy face. Too



like acook, he thought, watching lambs play a aspring fair.

"The war was my last job," Asher went on after amoment, drawing Y sidro's glance once moreto him as
they crossed the platform. "I became—unsuitably friendly with some peoplein Pretoria, including aboy |
later had to kill. They call it the Great Game, but it's neither. | came back here, got married, and
incorporated the resultsinto a paper on linguistic borrowings from aborigina tongues.” He shrugged, his
face now as expressionless asthe vampire's. "A lecturer's saary isn't agreat ded, but at least | can drink
with my friendswithout wondering if what they'retelling meisthe truth."

"You arefortunate," the vampire said softly. He paused, then contin-ued, "'l have taken afirst-class
compartment for us—at thistime of night, we should haveit to ourselves. | will join you there after the
train leavesthe gation.”

Oh, will you?Asher thought, his right eyebrow quirking up and hisevery inginct and curiosity coming
suddenly aert asthe vampire moved off down the platform with alithe, disquieting stride, his dark
Inverness cloak flaring behind him. Thoughtfully, Asher sought out their compartment, divested himsdlf of
bowler and scarf, and watched the comings and goings on the platform with greet interest until thetrain
moved away.

The cloudy halo of the platform lights dropped behind them; a scat-tering of brick buildings and sgna
gantriesflipped past in the foggy dark. He saw the gleam of lights, like an ironic omen, on the ancient
markers of the old graveyard, then on the brown sheet-silk of theriver asthey passed over the bridge.
The darkness of the countryside took them.

Asher settled back againgt the worn red plush as the compartment door did open and Y sidro entered,
dim and strange as some Egyptian cat-god, hisfair, cobweb-fine hair al sprinkled with points of
dampnessin thejolting flicker of the gasjet overhead. With agraceful movement, he shrugged out of his
date-gray Inverness; but, in spite of hisflawless Bond Street tailoring, Asher was coming to wonder how
anyone ever mistook him for anything human.

Folding his hands on hisknee, Asher inquired casudly, "Just whom are you afraid of 7

Thelong, gloved hands froze momentarily in their motion; the saf-fron eyes did sharply to him, then
avay.

"In this day and age I'd be surprised to learn it'samob with a crucifix and torches, but aman doesn't
jump on atrain at the last moment unless he's making damned sure who gets on ahead of him, and that no
one's coming behind.”

Y sdro's gaze rested on him for amoment longer, calm as ever, though his whole body seemed poised
for movement; then he seemed infinitessimally to relax. He set his coat aside and sat down. "No," he said
presently. "That is our strength—that no one believes, and, not bdieving, letsusbe. It isasuperdtition
that is one of the many things 'not done' in this country. We learned long ago that it isgood policy to
cover our traces, to hide our kills or to make them look like something ese. Generaly it isonly the
greedy, the careless, the arrogant, or those with poor judgment who are traced and killed, and even they
not imme-diately. At least S0 it has been.”

"So there are more of you."

"Of course," the vampire said smply. He folded his gloved hands, Stting very straight, asif, centuries
after he had ceased to wear the boned and padded doublets of the Spanish court, the habit of their



armoring persisted. Long used to judging men by thetiny details of their appearance, Asher marked
down the medium-gray suit he wore at fifty guineas or better, the shoes as made to order in the
Burlington Arcade, the gloves of kid fine assilk. Even minimd investments, he thought dryly, must accrue
an incredible amount of interest in three hundred years. . .

"There were some—two or three, amaster vampire and her fledg-lings—at onetimein Edinburgh, but
Edinburghisasmadl town; late in the seventeenth century the witch-hunters found the places where they
hid their coffins. There are somein Liverpool now, and in that packed, crass, and stinking cesspit of
factories and dumsthat has spread like cancer acrossthe north.” He shook his head. "But it isayoung
town, and does not offer the hiding places that London does."

"Who's after you?" Asher asked.
The champagne-colored eyes avoided his own. "We don't know."
"l should think that with your powers. . ."

"So should I." The eyesreturned to his, again level and cool as the soft voice. "But that does not seem to
be the case. Someone has been killing the vampires of London."

Asher raised one thick brow. "Why does that surprise you?"'
"Because we do not know whoiitis."
"The people you kill don't know who you are,” Asher pointed out.

"Not invariably,” the vampire agreed. "But when they do, or when afriend, or alover, or amember of
their family guesseswhat has hap-pened to them, as occasondly chances, we usudly have warning of
their suspicions. We see them poking about the places where their loved ones were wont to meet their
killers—for it isafrequent practice of vampiresto befriend their victims, sometimes for months before the
kill —or the churchyards where they were buried. Most of us have good memories for faces, for names,
and for details—we have much leisure, you understand, in which to study the human race. These
would-be vampire huntersin general take severa weeksto bring themsdvesto believe what has
happened, to harden their resolve, and in that time we often see them.”

"And dispose of them," Asher asked caugticaly, "asyou disposed of their friends?!

"Dios no." That flexible smile touched hisface again, for oneingant; thistime Asher saw the flicker of
genuine amusement in the pale, ironic eyes. "Y ou see, timeisadways on our side. We have only to melt
into the shadows, to change our haunts and the places where we deep for five years, or ten, or twenty. It
isastounding how quickly theliving forget. But thistime. . ." He shook hishead. "Four of ushave died.
Thelr coffins were opened, the light of the sun permitted to stream in and reduce their flesh to ashes. The
murders were done by daylight—there was nothing any vampire could have done to prevent them, or to
catch the one who did them. It was this that decided meto hire help.”

"Tohirehdp,"” Asher said dowly. "Why should | . . ." He stopped, remembering the till gadight of the
library shining on Lydia's unbound red hair.

"Precisaly,” Ysdro said. "And don't pretend you did not know that you were hired to kill by other killers
in the days when you took the Queen's Coin. Wherein lies the difference between the Empire, which
holdsitsimmortality in many men's consciousness, and the vampire, who holdsit in one?"



It could have been arhetorica question, but there was not that inflec-tion in the vampires voice, and he
waited afterward for an answer.

"Perhapsin the fact that the Empire never blackmailed meinto serv-ing it?"

"Did it not?' There wasthe faintest movement of one of those curv-ing brows—like the amile, the
bleached echo of what had once been ahuman mannerism. "Did you not serveit out of that peculiarly
English brand of sentimentalism that cherishes sodden lawns and the skyline of Oxford and even the
yammering diaects of your peasants? Did you not risk your own life and take those of others, so that
'England would remain England—asif, without Maxim guns and submarines, it would somehow attach
itsdlf to the fabric of Germany or Spain? And when this ceased to be a consideration for you, did you not
turn your back in disgust upon what you had done like aman fdling out of love?

"We need aman who can move about in the daylight aswell asin the hours of darkness, whois
acquainted with the techniques of research and the nuances of legend, aswell aswith the skills of akiller
and aspy. We merely agree with your late Queen asto the choice of the man.”

Asher studied him for along moment under the jumpy glare of the gasjet inits pierced meta sheath. The
face was smooth and unwrinkled and hard, the dender body poised and balanced like ayoung man'sin
itswell-taillored gray suit. But the jeweled eyes held in them an expres-son beyond denning, the
knowledge of onewho has seen three and ahaf centuries of human folly and human sinredl gigglingly by;
they were the eyes of one who was once human, but isno longer.

"Y ou're not telling me everything," he said.

"Did your Foreign Office?’ Ysdroinquired. "And | am tdling you this, James. Wewill hireyou, we will
pay you, but if you betray us, inword or in deed, there will be no place on this earth where you or your
lady Lydiawill be safefrom us, ever. | hope you believe that, for both your sakes.”

Asher folded his hands, settled his shoulders back into the worn plush. "Y ou hope | believeit for your
own sake aswell. In the night you're powerful, but by daylight you seem to be curioudy easy to kill."

"S0," the vampire murmured. For an ingtant his delicate mouth tightened; then the expression, if
expression it was, smoothed away, and the pale eyeslost some of their focus, asif that ancient soul sank
momentarily into its dreams. Though the whole car vibrated with the rush of the dark rails benegth their
feet, Asher had a sense of terrible silence, like amonster waiting in absolute stillnessfor its prey.

Then he heard ahesitant step in the corridor, awoman's, though traffic up and down the narrow passage
had long ceased. The compart-ment door did open without a knock. Framed in the dot of brown oak
and gadight stood the woman who had watched over her two degping children on the platform, staring
before her like adeepwalker.

Y sdro said nothing; but, asif he had invited her in, the woman closed the door behind her. Stepping
carefully with the swaying of thetrain, she cameto sit on the edge of the seat a the vampiresside.

"I—I'm here," she sammered in atiny voice, her eyes glassy under straight, thin lashes. "Who—why . . .
?l

"It isnothing you need trouble about,bellisima” 'Y sdro whispered, putting out one dim hand in its black
gloveto touch her face. "Nothing at al."



"No," she whispered mechanicdly. "Nothing at dl." Her dresswas of shabby red cloth, clean but very
old, thefabric savera timesturned; she wore aflat black straw hat, and a purple scarf round her neck
againgt the cold. She couldn't have been more than twenty-five— Lydias age—and had once been
pretty, Asher thought, before ceasaless worry had graven those petty lines around her mouth and eyes.
Tersdly hesad, "All right, you've made your point . . ."

"Have |?' The ddicate black fingers drew forth the wooden pin that held the hat to the tight screw of fair
hair; caressingly, like alover's, they began to work loose the pinsfrom the hair itsdf. "In dl therather silly
legends about us, no one ever seemsto have pinpointed the true nature of the vampire's power—akind
of mesmerism, asthey used to cdl it, an influence over the minds of humans and, to some extent, bessts.
Though | am not sureinto which category this creaturewould fdl . . ."

"Send her away." Asher found his own voice wasthick, his own mind seeming clogged, asif he, too,
were half dreaming. He made asif to rise, but it was like contemplating getting out of bed too early ona
foggy morning—far easier to remain where he was. Hewas aware of Y Sdro's glance on him, sdelong
under long, straight eyelashes nearly white,

"Shewas only aong in one of the third-class carriages, she and her daughters.”" With dow care the
vampire unwound the purple scarf, letting it dither heedlessto the carriage floor; unfastened the cheap
cdluloid buttons of the woman's collar. "1 could have summoned her from anywhere on thetrain, or, had
she not been onit, | could have stood on the platform at Paddington and called her; and believe me,
James, she would have gotten the money somehow and come. Do you believe that?"

Like dark spiders, hisfingers parted her collar, down to the sad little ruffle of her mended mudin
chemise; the milky throat rose like a col-umn from the white dope of her breast. " Do you remember your
wife and her servants, adeep because | willed that they should deep? We can do that, | and
my—ifriends. | know your people now. At my caling, believe me, they would come—that big mare of a
chambermaid, your skinny little Mrs. Grimes, your stupid scullion, or the lout who looks after your
gardens and stables—do you believe that? And all without knowing any more about it than thiswoman
here" His black leather fingers stroked the untouched skin. The woman's open eyes never moved. Asif
he were deep in the deep of exhaustion, Asher's mind kept screaming at him, Get up! Get up! But he
only regarded himsdlf with akind of bemusement, asif separated from hisbody by an incredible distance.
The noises of the train seemed dulled, its shaking dmost lull-ing, and it seemed asif this scene, this
woman who was about to die, and indeed everything that had happened since that afternoon, which hed
spent explaining the Sanskrit roots of Romany to an undergradu-ate named Pettifer, were all adream. In
away it made more sense when viewed so.

"A poor specimen, but then we feed upon the poor, mostly—they're far lesslikely to be avenged than
therich." A fang gleamed in the trembling gadight. "Do you believe | can do thisto whomever | will? To
you or to anyone whose eyes | meet?’

No, thought Asher dully, struggling toward the surface of what seemed to be an endless depth of dark
waters.No.

"No." Heforced himsdlf to hisfeet, staggering alittle, asif he had truly been adegp. For amoment he felt
the vampire's naked mind on his, like asted hand, and quite deliberately he waled hismind againgt it--In
hisyears of working for the Foreign Office there were things he had willed himsalf not to know, the
consequences of actions he had taken. The night he had shot poor Jan van der Platz in Pretoria he had
forced himsdf to fed nothing, as he did now. Thefact that he had succeeded in it then was what had
turned him, findly, from the Great Game.



As deliberately as he had pressed the trigger then, he walked over to the woman and pulled her to her
feet. Ysdro's pale eyesfollowed him, but he did not meet them; he pushed the woman out of the
compartment ahead of him and into the corridor. She moved easily, ill degp-waking. Onthelittle
platform between the cars the wind was raw and icy; with the cold air, his mind seemed to clear. He
leaned in the door-frame, feeling oddly shaken, letting the cold smite hisface.

Beside him the woman shuddered. Her hands—ungloved, red, chapped, and callused, in contrast to that
white throat—fumbled at her open collar as her eyesflared with darm and she stared, shaken and
disoriented, up into hisface. "What—who—?" She pushed away from him, to the very rail of the narrow
gpace, asif shewould back off it entirely into the flying night.

Asher dropped at once into his most harmless, donnish stance and manner, an exaggeration of the most
gentlefacet of hisown persondity that he generally used when abroad. "'l saw you just sanding inthe
corridor, madam," he said. "Please forgive my liberty, but my wife degpwalkslike that, and something
about the way you looked made me think that might be the case. | did speak to you and, when you didn't
answer, | wassure of it."

"l..." Sheclutched at her unbuttoned collar, confusion, suspicion, terror in her rabbity eyes. He
wondered how much she recalled as a dream, and became at once even more conscioudy the Oxford
don, the Fellow of New College, the philologist who had never evenheard of machine guns, let done
wadded up plans of them into hollowed-out books to ship out of Berlin.

"Fresh air will wake her up—my wife, | mean. Her sster deepwalks, too. May | escort you back to
your compartment?'

She shook her head quickly and mumbled, "No—thank you, sr—I— you'revery kind . . ." Her accent
Asher autometicaly identified as originating in Cornwall. Then she hurried over the small gap between the
cars and into the one beyond, huddled with cold and embarrass-ment.

Asher remained where he was for some minutes, the cold wind lash-ing at hishair.

When he returned to the compartment, Y sidro was gone. The only thing that remained to tell him that dl
which had passed was nat, in fact, a dream was the woman's purple scarf, collapsed like adiscarded
grave band on the floor between the two seats. Asher felt the anger surgein him, guessing where the
vampire was and what he would be doing, but knowing there was nothing he could do. He could, he
sup-posed, run up and down the train shouting to beware of vampires. But he had seen Y sidro move and
knew there was very little chance of even glimpsing him before he found another victim. In acrowded
third-class carriage or an isolated degping car, adead man or woman would pass unnoticed until the end
of the journey, always provided the body were not smply tipped out. Mangled under the train whedls,
there would be no questions about the cause of death or the amount of blood in the veins.

But of coursg, if heissued awarning, nothing at al would happen save that he would be locked up asa
bedlamite.

Filled with impotent rage, Asher flung himself back in the red cush-ioned sest to await Don Smon
Y sidro's reappearance, knowing that he would do as the vampire asked.

* Three



Her namewas Lotta" Don Simon's soft voi ce echoed queerly in the damp vaults of the tomb. "Shewas
oneof ..." Hehes-tated fractiondly, then amended, "A hatmaker, when shewasaive." Asher
wondered what Y sidro's origina description of her would have been, "In life she was arather poor
specimen of ahuman—cocky, disrespectful of her betters* athief, and awhore." He paused, and again
Asher had theimpression that the Spaniard was picking through ajewe box of factsfor thefew carats
worth of information with which he waswilling to part. "But she made agood vampire.”

Asher's|eft eyebrow quirked upward, and he flashed the beam of Y Sdro's dark lantern around the low
stone vaults above their heads. Shadowed niches held coffins; here and there, on akeystone arch, a
blurred coat of arms had been incised, though why, if Degth had not been impressed by the owner's
sation, the family expected Resurrection to be, hewas at alossto decide. Highgate was not a
particularly old cemetery, but it wasintensdly fashionable—vaultsin this part Sarted at well over a
hundred guineas—and the tomb, with its narrow stair lead-ing down from atree-lined avenue of smilar
pseudo-Egyptian mausole-ums, was guarded by its well-paid-for isolation and was, at the sametime, far
eader to enter than the crypt of some City church would have been.

"And what makes agood vampire?'

For amoment he thought Y sidro would evade the question. The Spaniard stood for amoment, nearly
invisblein the shadows of adark niche, hisaquiline face inscrutablein itslong frame of colorless hair.
Then he said dowly, "An attitude of mind, | suppose. Y ou must under-stand, James, that the core of a
vampire's being isthe hunger to live, to devour life—the will not to die. Those who have not that hunger,
that will, that burning insde them, would not survive the—process—by which the living become Undead
and, even if they did, would not long continue this Unlife we lead. But it can be donewell or poorly. To
be agood vampireisto be careful, to be dert, to use al the psychic aswell asthe physical faculties of
the vampire, and to have that flame that feeds upon the joy of living.

"Lotta, for al her vulgarity—and she was amazingly vulgar—was atruly attractive woman, and that
flame of lifein her was part of the attraction. Even | fet it. Shetruly reveled in being avampire.”

Theydlow lance of the lantern beam passed over the short flight of granite steps|eading down from the
leve of the avenue outsde—the avenue that, even in daylight, would have been dim with subagueous
green shade—and gleamed faintly on the metd that sheathed the vault doors. Even entering the place,
Asher could see that the dust and occa-siond blown leaves lay far lessthickly on those steps and on the
sort of trodden path that led to this niche to theright of the vault. It marked L ottals nightly comingsand
goings and obviated any specific track of the one who had found her degping here.

"| takeit you knew her when shewas alive?"
"No." Thevampirefolded hisarms, agesture which barely tirred the black folds of hisInverness.

In the glaring gadlights of Paddington Station Asher had seen that Y sidro had lost some of histerrible
pallor, looking amost human, ex-cept for his eyes—presumably, Asher thought with asort of dark
hu-mor, he had dined on the train. It was more than could be said for himsalf. While Y sidro summoned a
cab from therank of horse-drawn hansoms before the station, he'd bought a mesat pasty from an old man
sling them from acart, and the taste of it lingering in his mouth was as bizarre an incongruity in this
macabre gloom as had been the act of egting it in the cab with the vampire Stting ramrod-straight at his
sSde. Ysdro had offered to pay the halfpenny it had cost—Asher had smply told him to put it on
account.



"Then you didn't make her avampire?’

Either he was growing more used to the minima flickers that passed for the vampire's expressions or
Y sidro had held the woman in especia contempt. "No."

"Who did, then?"
"One of the other vampiresin London."

"Y ou're going to have to give me some information sometime, you know," Asher remarked, coming
back to Don Simon'sside.

"| see no reason for you to know who we are and where to find us. The lessyou know, the less danger
therewill befor dl of us, yoursdlf included.”

Asher studied that cool, ageless face by the amber kerosene glow and thought, They plan to kill me
when thisisover. It wasonly logicd if, as Y sdro had said, the first defense of the Undead wasthe
disbdief of theliving. He wondered if they thought he was afool or merdly believed him to be
controllablein spite of thisknowledge. Anger stirred in him, like asnake shifting its coils.

And more than anger, he was aware of the obscure sense that he had picked up in hisyears of working
for the Department, an impression of looking at two pieces of apuzzle whose edges did not quite match.

He walked back to the niche, with itsthick stench of fresh ashes, and raised the lantern high.

The coffin that lay on the hip-high stone shelf was reasonably new, but had logt itsvirgin gloss. Itslid had
been pulled forward and lay propped longways against the wall benegth the niche itsdlf; there were
multiple scratches on the stonework, where the coffin had been pulled forward and back, of various
degrees of freshness, difficult to determinein thetin lantern's shadows.

He held thelight low, illuminating the interior, the hot meta throw-ing warmth againgt hiswrist between
shirt cuff and glove, the smell of burning kerosene acrid in hisnodtrils. Hisfirst thought was how intense
the heat must have been; it had eaten at the bones themselves, save for the skull and the pelvis. Thelong
bones of arms and legs were attenu-ated to bulb-ended rods, the vertebrae little more than pebbles, the
ribs charred to crumbling sticks. Metd glinted, mixed with the ash—corset stays, buttons, a cut-sted!
comb, thejeweled glitter of rings.

"So thisiswhat happens to vampires when the sun strikes them?”

"Yes" Yddro's noncommittal festures could have been carved of dabaster for dl the expression they
showed, but Asher sensed the thoughts behind them, racing like ariptide.

He moved the lantern, flashing its beam around the crypt close to the coffin's base—mold, dirt,
dampness. "Y et she made no effort to get out of the coffin."

"| am not sure that burning would have waked her." The vampire drifted over to stand at hisside,
looking down over his shoulder into the casket. " Exhaustion comes upon us a dawn; once we deep,
thereisno waking us until darkness once more coverstheland.”

From the messin the coffin, Asher picked the stump of a half-decom-posed bone, blew sharply on it to
clear away the ashes, and held it closeto the light. "Not even if you burst into flames?"



"It isnot 'burgting into flames," " Y Sdro corrected in his soft, abso-lutdy level voice, "It isaburning, a
corrosion, asearing away of theflesh. . ."

Asher dropped back the first bone he had found, fished about for another. Given the number of murders
L otta had committed over the years, he thought, her remains didn't rate much in the way of respect.
"How long doesit take, first to last?"

"I have no idea, having never, you understand, been able to witness the process. But | know from my
own experience that its onset isinstan-taneous upon contact with the sun'slight.”

Glancing up swiftly, for an ingtant Asher found himself looking into the crystaline labyrinth that Sretched
into endless distance behind the colorless eyes,

Y sidro went on, without change in the timbre of hisvoice, "'l was, asyou see, ableto reach shelter within
asecond or so—I do not know how long it would have taken meto die. My hands and face were
blistered for months, and the scars lasted for years." After amoment he added, "The pain waslike
nothing | had ever experienced asaliving man."

Asher studied the vampire for amoment, that dender young man who had danced with Henry VIII's
remarkable daughters. "When wasthis?'

The heavy eydidslowered infinitesmally. "A long timeago.”

Therewas aslence, broken only by the faint hiss of the hot meta lantern dide, and by Asher's solitary
breath. Then Asher turned back, to pick again through the charred ruin of bones. "' So merdly the opening
of her coffin wouldn't have wakened her, in spite of avampire's powers. I'm gtill abit surprised; by the
way the coffin lining is undamaged al around the top, she didn't even try to sit up, didn't even move. . ."

Y sdro'sthin, black-gloved hand rested on the edge of the coffin near Asher's down-turned face. "The
vampire degp isnot human deep,” he said softly. "A friend of mine says shethinksit is because the
mental powers that waken with the trangtion to the vampire state weary the mind. | myself sometimes
wonder whether it is not because we, even more so than the living, exist day to day by the sheer effort of
our own wills. Perhgpsit amountsto the same thing."

"Or perhaps," Asher said, lifting another small stump of bone from the charred mess, "it was because
Lottawas dready dead when her flesh ignited.”

The vampire smiled ironicaly. "When her flesh ignited,” he re-marked, "L otta had dready been dead for
approximately ahundred and sixty years."

Asher held the fragment of bone up in the beam of the lamp. "Therée's not much left, but the bone's
scratched. Thisisone of the cervica vertebrae—her head was severed. Her mouth may have been
guffed with garlic .. . ."

"That iscustomary in such cases."

"Not in 1907, itisn't." He set the lantern on the corner of the coffin and pulled a handkerchief from his
pocket to wrap the charred scraps of bone. "It indicates, among other things, that the killer entered the
tomb, closed the door, opened the coffin, severed the head, and only then reopened the door to alow
daylight to destroy the flesh. So he knew what to expect. | takeit Lottawas not thefirst victim?”



"No," Ysdro said, looking expressionlesdy down over Asher's shoul-der as he began once moreto sift
the ash, gems, and decomposing bones. The saffron light picked splinters of brightness from the facets of
jewels and the edges of charred metdl.

Asher's probing fingers dug, searched, and tossed aside, seeking for what he knew had to be there.
"Were the other victims beheaded also? Or staked through the heart?"

"l have no idea. The bodies, you understand, were nearly as badly decomposed as hers. Isit
important?’

"It would tel us—particularly the condition of thefirst body you found—whether the killer knew initialy
that he was going after vam-pires. Real vampires, physiologica vampires, and not just lunatics who enjoy
desping in coffins”

"l see

Asher wondered what it was hedid see, velled behind those lowered eyelids. Certainly something.
"What are your theories on this?'

"I'm paying you for yours."

Asher'smouth quirked with irritation. "There are things you aren't telling me.”

"Many of them," the vampire agreed evenly, and Asher Sghed and abandoned that tack.
"Did she play with her victims?'

"Yes" Disdain glinted dong the edge of histone. A vulgar Cockney, Asher thought, amused; scarcely to
the taste of thisfastidious hidalgo from the court of Philip I1. " Sheliked rich young men. Shewould play
them aong for weeks, sometimes, meeting them places, letting them take her to supper—since one
seldom actualy watches one's dinner partner egt, it isasimple enough illuson to maintain—or to the
theater or the opera, not that she had the dightest interest in music, you under-stand. She could not make
of them asteady diet—Ilikethe rest of us, she subsisted chiefly upon the city's poor. But she enjoyed the
knowledge that these slly youths were entertaining their own killer, falling in love with her. 1t pleased her
to make them do so. She savored the terror in their eyes when they finally saw the fangs. Many vampires
do."

"Doyou?'

Don Simon turned away, aflicker of tired distaste in hiseyes. "Therewasatimewhen | did. Arewe
finished here?'

"For now." Asher straightened up. "1 may come back in the daylight, when there's more chance of seeing
something. Where were her rooms?' When Y sdro hesitated, he inssted, " She can't have strung her
suitors aong for centuries wearing just the one dress.” He held up the latchkey he had taken from the
ashes.

"No." The vampire drifted ahead of him acrossthe narrow vault and mounted the steps while Asher
thrust closed the iron-sheeted vault door behind them. The areaway around it was thick with leaves,
though they had been swept away time and again by the opening of the door: it had been thirty years



since the Branhame family had died out, leaving their tomb to those who dept and the one who, up until
the night before last, had not. The air outside was foggy and still. The vampire's caped great-coat hung
about his dender form in folds, like the sculpted cloak of astatue. His head was bare; his eyeswere
hooded pits of gleaming shadow. “No, and L otta was one of those women who saw immortdity in terms
of an unlimited wardrobe.

"I went there last night, after | discovered . . . this" He gestured behind them, as Asher did shut the
lantern dide and trod cautioudly aong the utter darkness of the wet, fog-drowned dot of the avenue of
tombs. After amoment the light, steel-strong touch of the vampire's hand closed on Asher'sarm, guiding
him aong in thetotd darkness. Intellectudly he understood that he was perfectly safe, solong as Ysdro
needed his help, but till, he made amenta note to be careful how often he found himsdlf in this particular
gtugion.

"How did you happen to discover it?" heinquired asthey emerged from the end of the avenue under a
massive gateway carved by the cemetery's devel opers to resemble some rega necropolis of the
Pha-raohs. "If, asyou say, you never got along with Lotta, what would you be doing visiting her tomb?”

"I wondered how long it would take meto fal under suspicion.” Asher caught the glint of genuine humor
in Simon'sironic glance. "l plead innocence, my lords of the jury—I had, asthey say in the noves, retired
to my room and was sound adeep at thetime.”

In spite of himsalf Asher grinned. "Can you bring awitness?"

"Alas, no. Intruth," hewent on, "l had been—unquiet—for some weeks before any evidence of trouble
arose. There was avampire named Vaentin Cavaire, a Frenchman, who had not been seen for two,
three weeks. | was beginning to suspect ill had befalen him—he was only recently cometo London, by
our standards, and might have been unfa-miliar yet with the hiding places and the patterns of thiscity's
life. Itiseasy in those circumstances for avampire to cometo grief, which is one of the reasons we do
not often travel.”

Asher had the momentary impression that Y sidro had more to say on the subject of Vaentin Cavaire;
but, after the briefest of inner debates, he seemed to think better of it and smply went on, "1 think now
that he wasthefirgt victim, though no body, no burned coffin, was ever found. But then, none of us knew
al of hisdeeping places.

"But eighteen days ago some—a friend of mine—came to me saying that one of the other vampires, a
friend to us both, had been killed on the previous day, his coffin left open to the sun. She was distraught,
though it isthe kind of thing which can happen accidentally—for in-stance, many of our secret hiding
places, the ancient cellars where we had hidden our coffinsfor years, were broken open and destroyed
when they cut for the Underground. This vampire—his name was Danny King—had indeed deptin such
acdlar. The window shutters were wide open, aswas the coffin'slid.”

Enough thin moonlight filtered through the fog so that Asher could see his companion'sface, calm and
detached, like the faces of the cold stone children they had passed in the rustling murk of the cemetery
around them. The curving wall of tombs that surrounded them like a canyon opened out into atair,
overhung with trees that shadowed again the vampires white face, and Asher was left with that
disem-bodied voice like pale amber, and the stedly strength of thelong fingers on hisarm.

"Perhaps ten days after that, Lottaand afriend of hers came to me saying they had gone up to the rooms
of another vampire, an Edward Hammersmith, who lived in an old manson in Half Moon Street that his
father had owned when he was aman. They had found all the shutters pried off the windows and the



coffin open, filled with bones and ash. And then | knew."

"And neither King nor Hammersmith appeared to have awakened or tried to get out of their coffins?’
"No," Ysdro said. "But with Cavaire's death the killer would have known whet it was that he hunted.”
"The question is," Asher said, "whether he knew it before.”

"We asked that of oursalves. Whether anyone had been seen dogging our steps, lingering about, as
humans do when they are working up their resolve even to believe that one they loved was indeed the
victim of avampire. In Mr. Stoker'sinteresting novd, it isonly the coincidence that the heroing's dear
friend and aso her husband were victims of the same vampire and that the husband had seen other
vampires a their hunt that leads her and her friendsto put al the rest of the details together and come up
with the correct answer. Most people never reach that stage. Even when the vampireis careless, and the
evidence staresthem in the face, they are dways far more eager to bdieve a'logica explanation.' "

"l find it typical,” he added, as they passed through the softly echo-ing gloom of an enclosed terrace, a
catacomb of brick vaults and marble plagues that marked the modest tombs of its deepers, "that
vampirismis portrayed as an evilonly just entering England—from the outside, naturdly, asif no
true-born Englishman would stoop to become avam-pire. It had obvioudy never occurred to Mr. Stoker
that vampires might have dwelt in London al dong.”

They |€eft the cemetery asthey had entered it, over the wal near St. Michagl's Church, Y sidro boosting
Asher with unnerving strength, then scrambling lightly up after him. The fog seemed lessthick here asthey
grolled beside the cemetery wall and down Highgate Hill. The woolly yellow blur of the lantern, now that
it would no longer bring the watchmen down on them, picked pearled strands of weed and web from the
darkness of the roadside ditch, asit had picked the jewels from the coffin ash. Asher's breath drifted
away as steam to mingle with the cloudy brume al around them, and he was interested to see that, even
when he spoke, Don Simon's did not.

"How longhave there been vampiresin London?" he asked, and the shadowed eyesflicked sidelong to
Him again.

"For along time." The shutting once again of that invisible door was amost audible, and the rest of the
walk was made in Slence. Behind them in the fog, Asher heard the clock on St. Michael's chimethe
three-quarters—while passing through the cemetery itsdf he had heard it spesk eleven. Highgate Hill and
the suburban streets below it were utterly deserted, the shops and houses little more than dark bulksin
the drifting fog through which the gadights made wesk yellow blobs.

"Thought you toffswas never comin' back," their cabby began indig-nantly, struggling up out of the
tangle of hislap robesin the cab, and Y sidro inclined his head gracioudy and held out aten-shilling note.

"My apologies, | hopeit caused you no inconvenience?' The man looked at the money, touched his hat
brim quickly, and said, "Not at al, guv—not at adl," His breath was redolent of gin, aswastheinsde of
the cab. It was, Asher reflected philosophicaly as he climbed in, acold night.

"Albemarle Crescent, Kensington," Y sidro said through the trap, and the cab jolted away, " Insolent
villain," he added softly. "Y et | have found it sdldom paysto engage in quarrels with menias. Regrettably,
the days are past when | could have ordered him thrashed.” And he turned his cool profile to gaze—not
quite tranquilly, Asher thought— into the night.



Albemarle Crescent was aline of houses that had seen better days, though akind of faded elegance
clung to them dtill, like aduchess gown bought third-hand a arag fair. At that hour, the neighborhood
was deathly slent. Standing on the flagway, wrapped in afog that was thicker now, here closer to the
river, Asher could hear no sound of passers-by. In Oxford at this hour, the donswould still be up,
wrangling metgphysics or textud criticism, undergraduates carousing or scurrying through the streets,
gowns billowing behind them, in the course of somerag or other; in other parts of London, the very rich,
like the very poor, would be drinking by lamplight. Here the stockbrokers clerks, theju-nior partners of
shopkeepers, the "improved" working class, kept them-selves to themsalves, worked hard, retired early,
and did not question overmuch the comings and goings of those around them.

Y sidro, who had stood for some moments gazing into the fog at the barely visible bulk of the terraced
row, murmured, "Now we can enter. | have degpened their deep against the sound of my own footfalls,
but | have never before had cal so to mask aliving man's. Tread soft.”

L otta's rooms were on the second floor; the ground floor smelted of greasy cooking, the first of sae
smoke and beer. They |eft the lantern unobtrusively cached in the entryway. No lights were on anywhere,
save over the entry, but Y sidro guided him unerringly as he had before. The old-fashioned, long-barreled
key Asher had found with the latchkey proved, as he'd suspected, to open Lotta's door, and it was only
when they had closed it again and locked it behind them that he took alucifer from his pocket and lit the

ges.

Color smote his eyes, magnified and made luminous by the soft shim-mer of the gadight; the room was
anincredible jumble of clothes, shoes, peignoirs, trinkets, shawls, laces, opera programs, invitations, and
cards, al hegped at random over the chegp boarding house furniture, like an actress dressing room
between scenes. There were evening gowns, scarlet, olive, and a shade of gold which only acertain
shade of blonde could wear with effect, kid opera gloves spotted with old blood, and fans of painted silk
or swan's-down. A set of sapphires—necklace, earrings, double bracelets, and combs—had been
cardesdy dumped on atangle of black satin on the mahogany of thetable, glinting with aferal sparkle as
Asher's shadow passed across them.

The clutter in the bedroom was worse. Three giant armoires loomed over abed that had obvioudy never
been used for deep; their doors sagged open under the press of gowns. Other dresses were heaped on
the bed, a shining tangle of rufflesin which pearls gleamed like maggots in mesi—yards of flounced
organdy three generations out of date and narrow, high-waisted silks, older still and faling apart under
the weight of their own beading as he gently lifted them from the shadowy disar-ray. Cosmetics and wigs,
mostly of aparticular shade of blonde, clut-tered the dressing table, whose mirror frame bulged with
cards, notes, bibelots, and bills; jewelstrailed among the messin prodigd clusters, like swollen and
glittering fruit. Near the foot of the bed, Asher saw an old shoe, broad-toed, square-hedled, with paste
gems gleaming on its huge buckle and ribbons faded to grayish ghosts of some former indigo beadity.
Gold sovereigns strewed a corner of the dressing table under alayer of dust and powder. Picking one
up, Asher saw that they bore the head of the unfortunate Farmer George.

"Did her beaux give her money?' he asked quietly. "Or was she in the habit of robbing them after they
were dead?'

"Both, | expect,” Ysdro replied. "She never saved much. Hence her need to live in rooms—or in any
caseto rent them to store her things. But, of course, she could not risk deeping here, with the possibility
of her landlady entering to ask questions. And more questions would be asked, of course, if she
shuttered the windowsttightly enough to cut out al sunlight.”

"Hence Highgate," Asher murmured, removing adressmaker's bill from the table and turning it over in his



hands.

"The propengty of the vampiresfor desping among the dead,” Y sdro said, standing, aramsfolded, just
within the connecting door, "stems not so much from our fondness for corpses—though | have been told
many vampiresin the so-called Gothic ages considered it no more than proper—but from the fact that
the tombs would be undisturbed by day. And by night, of course, interference would not matter.”

"On the contrary, in fact,” Asher remarked. "Must have played hob with the Resurrection trade." He was
systematicdly removing dl the cards, dl the notes, and al theinvitations that he could find from the mirror
frame and dressing table, shoving them into an old-fashioned beaded reticule for examination later at
leisure. "And | presumeyour money comes from invesments?'

"That is not something which concernsyou.”

He flipped open adrawer. The reek of old powder and decaying paper roseto his nostrilslike the
choke of dust. The drawer was crammed with achowchow of bills, most of them yellow and cracking
with age, letters fill shoved into embossed envel opes which boreillegi-ble handwritten franks instead of
postage marks or stamps, and little wads of notesissued by bankslong collgpsed. "It concerns me how
I'll get money to pursue my investigations.”

Y sdro regarded him for amoment from benesth lowered eydlids, asif guessing that reimbursement was,
infact, the least of Asher's con-cerns. Then he turned away and began picking up and discarding the
dozens of reticules of various ages, styles, and states of decomposition that lay among the anarchy of the
bed or drooped from drawers of kerchiefs and underclothes. He opened them, plucking forth small wads
of bank notes or emptying glittering streams of gold or silver onto the dressing table cardlesdly, asif the
very touch of the money disgusted him.

A true hidalgo of the Reconquista, Asher thought, amused again and interested to see that threeand a
half centuries among a nation of shopkeepers hadn't changed him.

"Will thet suffice?'

Asher sorted through the money, discarding anything more than twenty years old, except for one George
[11 gold piece he pocketed as a souvenir. "For now," he said. "Since Lottawas the fourth victim, it isn't
tremendoudy likdly the killer sarted hisinvestigations with her, but there might be somethingin al this
paper—the name of arecent victim, an address, something. I'll want to see the rooms of the others—
Cavaire, King, and Hammersmith—and I'll want to talk to these 'friends of King'syou spokeof . . ."

“No."

"Asyou wish," Asher said tartly, straightening up and flipping shut the drawer. "Then don't expect meto
find your killer."

"Youwill find thekiller." Y sidro retorted, hisvoice now deadly soft, "and you will find him quickly, ere
he killsagain. Elseit will be the worse for you and for your lady. What you seek to know has nothing to
do with your investigation.”

"Neither you nor | has any ideawhat hasto do with my investigation until we seeit,” Anger stirredin
Asher again, not, as before, anger with the vampires, but the frustration he had known when dealing with
those bland and faceless superiorsin the Foreign Office who could not and would not understand field
conditions, but demanded results neverthe-less. For amoment he wanted to take Y sidro by his skinny



neck and shake him, not solely from hisfear of what might happen to Lydia, but from sheer annoyance at
being ordered to make bricks without straw. "If I'm going to do as you ask, you're going to haveto give
me some-thing . . ."

"l will giveyou what | choose." The vampire did not move, but Asher sensed in him areadinessto strike
and knew the blow, when it came, would beirresstible aslightning and potentialy asfatal. Nothing
dtered inthevoice, cold and inert as poison. "I warn you again—you are playing with death here. What
bounds | set are as much for your own protection as for mine. Take care you do not cross them.

"Understand me, James, for | understand you. | understand that you intend to work for me only so long
asit will takeyou to find away to destroy me and those like me with impunity. So. | could have found a
man who isvena and unintelligent, who would not even have been told who and what | am, to whom |
would smply have said: Find methis; find me that; meet me with the results tonight. There are men who
are too unimaginative even to ask. But it would not have answered. One does not select cottonwood to
fashion aweapon to preserve, perhaps, one'slife; one selects the hardest of teak. But with that hardness
comes other things."

They faced each other in silence, in the silken chaos of that cluttered chamber with its inks of ancient
perfume. "1 won't have you coming to Oxford again.”

"No," Ysdro agreed. "1, too, understand. Whoever is behind these murders, | will not lead him to your
lady. Takerooms herein this city —I will find you. For those of uswho hunt the nights, that will be no
great task. Y ou might remember that, aso, should it cross your mind to dly yoursdf with our murderer.”

"I'll remember,” Asher promised quietly. "But you remember this: if you and your fellow-vampireskill
me, you'll ill have aproblem. And if you play mefalse, or try to take hostages, or so much as gonear
my wife again, you'll have an even bigger problem. Because then you'l have to kill me and you'l still need
to find someone elseto do your day work for you. I'll play straight with you, but, in a sense, you've put
yoursdf inmy hands, as| aminyours. | believein your exisence now ..."

"And whom would you tell who would believe you?

"Itsenough that | believe,” said Asher. "And | think you know that.”

e Four

How does one go about investigating the persond life of awoman who's done murder on aregular basis
for thelast hun-dred and fifty years?'

Lydia Asher paused, the handkerchief-wrapped fragments of bone in hand, and tilted her head
consderingly a her husband's question. With her long red hair hanging down over nightgowned shoulders
and her spectacles glinting faintly in the misty gray of the window light, she looked more like afragile and
gawky schoolgirl than adoctor. Asher stretched out hislong legsto rest dippered feet on the end of the
bed. " She must have hundreds of potentia enemies.”

"Thousands, | should say," Lydiaguessed, after amoment's menta caculation. "Over fifty thousand,
counting one per night times three hundred and sixty-five times ahundred and fifty . . ."

"Taking off afew here and there when she went on areducing diet?' Asher's mustache quirked in his



fleet grin; only hiseyes, Lydiathought, were not the same as they had been. Below them in the house,
Ellen's footsteps tapped a hdf-heard pul se as she went from room to room, laying fires; further off, on the
edge of awareness, Lydia could detect the regular clatter and tread of breskfast being prepared.

Ellen had indsted on remaining awake long enough to fix ascratch dinner, after they had all wakened
mysterioudy in the chilled depths of the night. Lydia had sent them all to bed as soon as possible. The last
thing she'd needed was the parlor maid's unbridled imagination, the cook's sdlf-dramatization, and the
tweeny's morbid credulity to add to what she hersalf had found a deeply disturbing experience. That
James had been home she'd deduced from the fact that the fires were built up, though why he should
have taken gpart hisrevolver and I eft the knife he didn't think she knew he carried in his boot among the
pieces on his desk had |eft her somewhat at aloss. Characteristically, she had spent the remainder of the
night searching through her medical journals— which she kept in boxes under the bed, asthey'd
overflowed the library —for references to Smilar occurrences, dternately outlining an article on the
pathologica basisfor the legend of Slegping Beauty and dozing in the tangle of lace-trimmed counterpane
and issues of theLancet. But her dreams had been disturbing, and she had kept waking, expecting to find
some dender stranger standing Slently in the room.

"l don't think so," she said now, shaking back the clouds of her deeve-lace and pushing up her specs.
"Could avampire go on areduc-ing diet? Thereisn't any fat in blood."

Her mind scouted the thought while Asher hid hisgrin behind acup of coffee, ***

She unwrapped the two vertebrae from James handkerchief, and held them to the dowly brightening
light of the window. Third and fourth cervicdl, badly charred and oddly decomposed, but, as James had
described, the scratch on the bone was clearly visible. "There must be tissue repair of some kind, you
know," she went on, wetting her finger to rub some of the soot away, "if Don Simon's burns 'took years
to hedl.' | wonder what causes the combustion? Though there are sto-ries of spontaneous human
combustion happening in very rareingtances to quite ordinary people—if theywere ordinary, of course.
Did you get alook at the coffin lining? Wasit burned away, too?"

Asher'sthick brows pulled together as he narrowed his eyes, trying to call back the details of that silent
charnel house. He hadn't had medicd training, but, Lydia had found, he had the best eye for detail she
had ever encountered in aworld that ignored so much. He would be that way, she thought, eveniif hislife
hadn't depended oniit for so many years.

"Not burned away, no," he said after amoment. "Thelining at the bottom was corroded and stained,
amost down to the wood; charred and stained to afew inches above where the body would come on
the sides. The clothes, flesh, and hair had been entirely destroyed.”

"Color of the gtains?'

He shook hishead. "I couldn't see by lantern light.”

"Hmm." She paused in thought, then began patting and shaking the pillows, comforter, and beribboned
froth of shamsaround her, looking for her magnifying glass—she was sure sheld been using it to peruse
some dissecting-room drawings the other night in bed.

"Night stand?' Asher suggested helpfully. Shefished it out to look more closdly at the third cervical.

"Thiswas done with one stroke." She held it out—he leaned acrossto takeit and the glass and studied it
in histurn. "Something very sharp, with adrawing stroke: acleaver or asurgica knife. Something made



for cutting bone. Whoever used it knew what he was doing.”

"And wasn't about to lose his nerve over savering awoman's head,” Asher added thoughtfully, setting
asdethe bone. "Hed already killed three other vampires, of course. Presumably whatever started him on
his hunt for vampires was enough to overcome hisrevulsion, if hefelt any, thefirst time—and after that,
he'd have proof that they do in fact exist and must be destroyed.” As he spoke, he tugged gently on the
faded dlk ribbons of the old reticule, coaxing it open in adry whisper of cracking silk.

"Surely the mere circumstances of their loved one's desth would have proved that." When James didn't
answer, she looked up from examin-ing the oddly dissolved-looking bone. What she saw in hisface—in
his eyes, like aburned-on reflection of things he had seen—caused the same odd little lightening within
her that she'd felt when she was four and had awakened in the night to redlize there was ahugerat in her
room and that it was between her and the door.

Sowly hesad, "If that's the reason behind the killings, yes. But | think theres moreto it than that—and |
don't know what. If Ysdro'stelling the truth, vampires can generdly see ordinary mortas coming,” if he
wastelling the truth. It might have been alie to make you keep your distance, you know." She shook one
long, ddicate finger a him and mimicked, " 'Don't you try nuthin' wi' me, bucko, ‘coswell seeyou
comin’,'"

"Y ou haven't seen himin action." The sombernessfled from hiseyes ashe grinned a himself. "That'sthe
whole point, | suppose:nobody seesthem in action. But no. | believe him. His senses are preternaturally
sharp—he can count the people in atrain coach by the sound of their breathing, seeinthedark . .. Yet
thewholetime | waswith him, | could fed him listening to the wind. I've seen men do that when they
think they're being followed, but can't be sure. He hidesit well, but he's afraid.”

"Well, it doesserve him right,” Lydia observed. She hesitated, turn-ing the vertebra over and over in her
fingers, not looking at it now any more than shelooked at the grass stems she plucked when she was
nervous. She swallowed hard, trying to sound casua and not suc-ceeding. "How much danger am | in?"

"Quitealat, | think." He got up and came around to St on the pillows beside her; hisarm initswhite
shirt deeve was snewy and strong around her shoulders. Her mother's anxious coddling—not to mention
the overwhelming chivary of anumber of young men who seemed to believe that, because they found her
pretty, she would auto-maticaly think them fascinating—had given Lydiaahorror of clinginess. But it
was good to lean into James strength, to fed the warmth of hisflesh through the shirt deeve, the muscle
and rib beneath that non-descript tweed waistcoat, and to smell ink and book dust and Macassar ail.
Though she knew objectively that he was no more able to defend either of them against this supernatural
danger than she was, she cher-ished the momentary illusion that he would not let her cometo harm. His
lips brushed her hair. "I'm going to have to go down to London again,”" he said after afew minutes, "to
search for the murderer and to pursue investigations as to the whereabouts of the other vampiresin
London. If | can locate where they deep, where they store their things, where they hunt, it should give me
aweapon to use against them. It's probably best that you leave Oxford aswell . . ."

"Well, of coursel” Sheturned abruptly inthecircle of hisarm, the fragile suspension of disbeief
dissolving like a cigarette genie with the opening of adoor. "I'll come down to London with you. Not to
stay with you," she added hadtily, as his mouth opened in a protest he was momentarily too shocked to
voice. "l know that would put mein dan-ger, if they saw ustogether. But to take rooms near yours, to be
close enough to hep you, if you neediit . . ."

“Lydia. ..!"



Their eyes met. She fought to keep hersfrom sayingDon't leave me, fought even to keep herself from
thinking it or from admitting to afear that would only make things harder for him. She squared her
pointed little chin. "And you will need it," she said reasonably. "If you're going to be investigating the
vampire murders, you won't have time to go hunting through the public records for evidence of wherethe
vampires themselves might be living, not if Don Simon wants to see results quickly. And we could meet in
the daytime, when—whenthey can't see us. If what you say about them istrue, I'd bein no more danger
in London than | would be in Oxford—or anywhere e se, redly. And in London you would be closer, in
caseof . . ." Sheshied away from saying it. "Just in case.”

Helooked away from her, saying nothing for atime, just running the dry ribbons of the vampiresreticule
through thefingers of hisfree hand. "Maybe," he said after atime. "And it'strueI'll need are-searcher
who believes.. , . Youdo believe they're redlly vampires, don't you?' His eyes came back to hers. She
thought about it, turning that odd, anomalous chunk of bone over and over in her 1ap. James was one of
the few men to whom she knew she could say anything without fear of either shock, uncertain laughter,
or—worse—that blankly incomprehending stare that young men gave her when she made some
straight-faced joke.

"Probably asmuch asyou do,” shesaid a last. "That is, therésalot of methat says, "Thisisdlly, there's
no such thing. But up until ayear or so ago, nobody believed there was such athing as viruses, you
know. We gtill don't know what they are, but we do know now they exist, and more and more are being
discovered ... A hundred years ago, they would have said it was silly to believe that diseases were
caused by little animastoo small to see, instead of either evil spirits or an imbaance of bodily
humors—which redlly are more logica explanations, when you think of it. And theré's something
definitely odd about this bone."

She took adeep breath and relaxed as her worst fear—the fear of being |eft alone while her fate was
decided €l sawhere and by others— receded into darkness. James, evidently resigned to hisfate, took his
arm from around her shoulders and began picking out the reticul€'s contents, laying them on the lace of
the counterpane—yelowing bills, old theater programmes folded small, gppointment cards, invitations—
in hisneet, scholarly way.

"Areyou going to get in touch with the killer?’

"| certainly intend to try." He held up an extremdy faded cdling card to the light. "But I'll have to go very
carefully. The vampireswill know it'salogicd dlianceto make. . . What isit?’

Agang hissde, through the bed, he had felt her Sart.

Lydiadropped the card she had been looking at, her hand shaking alittle with an odd sort of shock, asif
sheld seen someone sheknew . . . Which, she reflected, wasin away exactly what had happened. She
didn't know what to say, how to define that sense of helpless hurt, asif sheld just seen avery brainless
cat walk straight into the savaging jaws of adog.

He had aready picked up the card and was reading the assignation on the back. Then heflipped it over
to see the front, where the name of the Honorable Albert Westmoreland was printed in meticulous
copper-plate.

"I knew him," Lydiaexplained, alittle shakily. "Not well—he was one of Uncle Ambrose's sudents
when | was dtill in school. Hisfather was afriend of Pgpasin the City."

"One of your suitors?' The teasing note he sometimes had when spesking of her suitors was absent. She



had had flocks of them, duein pan to the Willoughby fortune, which had paid for this house and
everything init, and in part to her waiflike charm. After being told for years that she was ugly, she
enjoyed their attentions and enjoyed flirting with them—though not as much as she enjoyed agood, solid
anaysis of nervouslesions—and charming people had become second natureto her. A just girl, she
didn't hold it againgt those earnest young men that they'd frequently bored her to death, but the distinction
was something her father had never been able to grasp. With Baptistarlike faith in man's ability to change
awoman's persondity, he had encouraged them dl, never, until thelast, losing his touching hope that hed
see hiswayward daughter marry her way into the peerage,

She amiled alittle, mostly at the recollection of her father's face when sheld announced her intention to
marry amiddle-aged L ecturer in Phi-lology without an "Honorabl€" to his name, and shook her head.
"He was dready engaged to Lord Carringford's daughter. But he wasin their set. So | saw him agood
dedl. | knew—well, nobody spoke of it before me, of course, and Nannawould have killed them if they
hed, but | guessed that when they went larking about in town it wasn't with girlslike me. | remember
Dennis Blaydon coming round and telling me Bertie had died.”

She shivered, and he drew her close again, his hand warm and strong on her shoulder. Oddly enough,
the news hadn't upset her much at the time, though she'd felt shocked and sad, for Bertie had been the
first contemporary, thefirst of her set, who had died. Even then, she had been familiar with desth—old
Horace Blaydon, chief Lecturer in Parthology a Radclyffe, had said it was positively indecent to watch
her carve up cadavers—but it was different, it seemed, when it was someone you knew. Dennis, she
recalled, had done his best to comfort her, with disappointing results, "Did he say how?"

She shook her head. "But it was very sudden. | remember thinking 1'd seen him only afew weeks
before, when dl their set went down to watch Dennis play in the rugger match against Kings. Poor
Bertie." The memory made her smile again wanly. "The Honorable Bertie—he made straight for the
shadiest seat and spent the whole time being terrified the bench would leave spots on histrousers,
lemonade would drip onto hisdeeve, or his buttonhole would wilt. His brother, the Equally Honorable
Eveyn, was on the Gloucester sde and nearly died of embarrassment.”

What athing to be remembered for, she thought. She wondered if he had cried out, if he had known
what was happening to him, or if this vampire woman had taken him in hisdeep, as Y sdro could so
eadly have doneto them all. Her hand closed tighter around James. After avery long silence, she asked,
"Canwe mest inthe daytime?' "'l don't know," he said quietly. "Not safely, | don't think. Thekiller can be
about by day, even if the vampires can't. Until | can contact him —talk to him—see how and why he's
doing this—I don't want anyone knowing whereto get at you." Hisarm tightened allittle around her, his
fingersfeding hers, gently, asif treasuring even the bones within her thin flesh. Shefelt thetensonin his
body and turned to look up into hisface.

"Anditisnt only that," he said. "There's something Y sdro isn't telling me, Lydia, something critical.
Whatever he says, held be afool to hire ahuman; and whatever else heis, Don Simon Y sidro isn't afool.
He had areason beyond what he'stelling me. And whatever that reason is—whatever it isthat he
knows—it'sthefirst thing I'm going to haveto find out if either of usisgoing to makeit to Guy Fawkes
Day dive"

Before noon Asher was on hisway back to London. Over breakfast he had informed Ellen and Mrs.
Grimesthat the night's events had |eft Lydiain such a state of nervous progtration that he thought it better
to arrange for her to see aspecidist in London, astory which disgusted the phlegmatic Lydiaand puzzled
Ellen. "Shewasfine, Mr. Asher, Sir, indeed she was, when she woke up me and Cook. And she's never
been oneto take on."



"Wdll, Fve just spent the morning with her, and, believe me, she needsto seeaspecidist,” Asher said
firmly. Twenty-four hours without deep on top of the events and exertions of the night had left himinno
mood for invention.

Ellen had regarded his palor and his dark-circled eyes with deep disgpproval. "It isn't my placeto say
0, dr, but if anyone needs anerve doctor ..."

"No, it isn't your placeto say so," Asher retorted, draining his coffee. "So just assist Mrs. Asher to pack
her things, and I'll be back to fetch her thisevening.” It would probably take that long, he reflected
bemusedly, for Lydiato assemble everything she considered essentid for afew weeksin London.

The mere thought of another train trip before nightfall made his bones ache, but no husband asworried
about the state of hiswifée's hedlth as he currently purported to be would entrust her on the journey with
no other escort than her maid. Besides, oncein London it would be difficult to get rid of Ellen, who, in
addition to being more intdlligent than she sometimes seemed, wasincurably inquisitive.

Why wasit, Asher wondered, crossing the Magdaen Bridge on hisway out of Oxford a short time | ater,
that qualities deemed laudable in anyone €l se were nothing but a damned nuisance in servants? Past the
bridge's gray stone balustrade, he had aflying glimpse of the tops of the willows and a distant fragment of
brown-green waters; he recalled Y sidro's words about teak and cottonwood and smiled in spite of
him-saf. Coming off the bridge, he veered onto St. Clement's Street, which led through wooded byways
toward the green rise of the downs.

In preference to another two hours on the Great Western, he had el ected to take his motorcycle down
to London, afive horsepower American V-twin Indian that had aways been abone of contention
between himsdlf and the other dons. There were Lecturers of All Soulsand Fellows of Christ Church
who might possess motorcars, but, it was implied, such things were thought to be far more typical of
Cambridge men. To own amotorcycle, much lessrideit through the countryside, was generally looked
upon as scarcely abovethe leve of an undergradu-ate. Out of deference for his colleagues senghilities,
aswdl asfor hisown reputation of mild harmlessness—to say nothing of what such behavior would do
to his academic gown—~Asher did not generally ride within the Town itsdlf.

At the moment, however, time was of the essence. There were things which needed to be arranged
while the sun was yet in the sky and Y Sdro and the other vampires safely adeep in their coffins, and the
quickest way to London was over the downs and through High Wycombe. The road was execrable,
potholed and unpaved in places and awash in ye lowish mud which liberaly splattered hisboots, leather
jacket, goggles, and hair. But their sllence enfolded him. For thefirst time hewas done, in that vast
dillness of ralling chak hillsand hair-fine, dull-olive turf, to think and to plan, and the stillness seeped
imper-ceptibly into thought and muscle and soul, like salve on aburn.

On the high backbone of the downs, he stopped and turned to look back on the green valley, the far-off
glitter where hdf a dozen streams met amid alingering suggestion of damp mists and dark clouds of trees.
He could pick out the towers of the colleges, not asthe crystal company of dreaming spiresthat dawn or
sunset made them, but gray, lichen-stained, familiar—the ogee cupola of Tom, Magdaen seeming to float
above itstrees, Merton's spires and the square proportions of his own New College Tower, like the
faces of friendslined up on arailway platform to see him off—the place that had been his home, on and
off, for the better part of twenty-seven years.

Abroad, he remembered, he had lived in constant danger, to the point where he could amost forget
about it; there had been times when he could have been killed as easly as a candle being snuffed out. But
through it he had always had this place, the memory of this gentle haven, at hisback. He had aways



thought:1f I can make it back to Oxford . . . And latterly had been the knowledge that Oxford had
included Lydia

Half the women he knew, he thought with an inward grin, would have swooned at the story held told her
thismorning or else gone into feverish speculation on how Asher had been hoaxed. Beneath her
occa-sond and wholly illusory facade of scatter-witted loveliness, Lydia had adoctor's cool practicality
and awillingnessto ded with facts—how-ever bizarre—as they stood. He was reminded of himsdf, with
hisown life and hers at stake, concerning himsalf with the archaic pronuncia-tion of the vampire's speech.

Perhaps that was one reason why, out of al the men—mostly younger than he, and al agood ded
wedlthier than he—who had been captivated by her waiflike charm, it was he who lived with her now,
and would, he hoped, for the next forty years.

Y sidro would be sorry, he thought grimly, that he had dragged Lydiainto this.

He squeezed the throttle lever, startling adozen larksinto swift, danting flight; turning the 'bike, he began
to make hisway down the long dopes toward Beaconsfield and Wycombe and, eventually, toward the
distant smear of gray-yellow smoke that was London.

Hisjourneys through the back blocks of Europein quest of Latin roots or stranger things had given
Asher agood ded of practicein finding lodgings quickly. He settled on two lodging housesin
Bloomsbury, not far from the Museum, facing onto different streets, but backing on the same dley; the
rear window of the small suite of rooms he engaged for Lydiaat 109 Bruton Place could be seen from
his own solitary chamber at 6 Prince of Wales Colonnade. They weren't as close as he would have liked,
and there would be agood dedl of shinning up and down drain pipes and climbing fencesin the event of a
real emergency, but it was as good as he could get in thetime. Even so, it was getting periloudy closeto
dark when he stumbled once more onto the Oxford train.

He dept dl theway up. As he had feared, his dreams were troubled by the image of the coffin full of
ashesin Highgate Cemetery and by the dim sense of dread that, if he went there and listened, those ashes
might whisper to him in avoice that he could understand,

Lydiawaswaiting for him, smply but beautifully dressed and care-fully velled to hide the fact that she
wasfar lesswan and pae than he. On the train down, fortified by yet more of the black coffee that had
latterly kept his body and soul together, Asher explained the message-drop system held worked out at
the cloakroom of the Museum's reading room, and the signal's between Bruton Place and Prince of
Wades Colon-nade: one curtain open, one shut, if ameeting was necessary, and atelegram to follow; a
lamp in thewindow in case of an emergency.

"I'd suggest you start at Somerset House," he said as the leaden dusk flashed by the windows. Coming
over the hillsthat afternoon had been pleasant; but, as the cold of the night closed in, he admitted there
was agreet ded to be said for the cozy stuffiness of atrain after dl. ™Y ou can match information from the
Wills Office and Registry with the old Property Rollsin the Public Records Office—it's my guessthat at
least some of the vampires own property. | can't see Y Sidro entrusting his Bond Street suits, let done his
coffin, to the care of aten-bob-a-month landlady. Get me records of places where the leasehold hasn't
changed ownership for—oh, seventy years or longer. Reader's Passes are easy enough to get. All the
records of the origina estate ground-landlords should be available. Y ou might also see what you can get
me on degth certificates for which there was no body. Were eventualy going to have to check back
issues of newspapers aswell for desths which could be attributed to vampires, but, from the sound of it,
those may be con-cedled. God knows how many cases of manutrition or typhuswereredly Ysdro and
hisfriends. | suspect that, during epidemics of jail fever at Newgate and Fleet, avampire could feed for



weeks without anyone being the wiser or caring. Poor devils," he added and studied in silence that
clear-cut white profile against the compartment's sepia gloom.

More quietly, he asked, "Will you mind learning what you can about Albert Westmoreland's death? 'l
look into that, if you'd rather not.”

She shook her head, atiny gesture, understanding that she was af-fected, not because she had
particularly cared about the man, but Sm-ply becauseit brought the redlity of her own danger closer.
Without her spectacles, her brown eyes seemed softer, more dreamy. "No. Y ou're going to need your
timeto follow themain trail. Besides, | knew him and hisfriends. | don't suppose | could look up Dennis
Blaydon again without him pouting and fretting because | married you instead of him, but | could talk to
Frank Ellis—Viscount Haverford he is now—or to the Equally Honorable Evelyn—Berti€'s brother. He
was afreshman, | think, the year Bertie. . . died.”

"l don't likeit," Asher said dowly. "Having you do research in London isone thing; when | send aletter
to my leftover Foreign Office connections on theDaily Mail, it won't introduce you under your own
name. Y sidro spoke of vampires knowing when ahuman—afriend or relative of arecent victim—ison
their trail; they go about interviewing people or loitering in churchyards, and the vampires eventudly see
them at it. | don't want them to seeyou, Lydia. That would surely be the death of us both,”

Her back stiffened--"1 don't see how, . ."

"Nor do," he cut her off. "But for the moment, I'm going to have to assume that it'strue--They have
powers we do not; until we know more about them, I'm not disposed to take chances.”

"Maybe," she said. "But they aso have weaknesses, and the more we learn about them—the more we
can talk to people who have actudly dedlt with avampire—the more we may be able to put together a
means of dealing with themiif , . . if worse comesto worst. Aslong ago as Berti€'s desth was, it isn't
likely thereés aconnection, but at least well have another view of them.”

"| ill don't likeit," he said again, knowing she was probably right. "I'd rather you didn't, but if you do,
please be careful. Take every precaution, no matter how foolish it seems. Asfor what you may learn . , .
Have you ever tried to piece together an account of an accident from witnesses, even ten minutes after it
happened? And Berties death was.. . . when?"

"Nineteen hundred." Her mouth twitched in anironic smile. "Turn of the new century.”

"That was seven years ago.” Held been in Africathen, riding across tawny velvet distances by the light of
the swollen and honey-col ored moon. He sometimes found it difficult to believe it was any longer ago
than seven weeks. He leaned across and kissed her, her hat veilstickling the bridge of hisnosg; it was
odd to remind himsdlf once again that shewas, in fact, hiswife. He went on, "Even had L otta been the
first victim instead of the fourth, that's along time between. But we need any background, any leadswe
can get. Can you look up dl that?"

"Certainly, Professor Asher." Shefolded her gloved hands primly in her rose twill 1ap and widened her
eyesat him swestly. "And what would you like meto look up in the afternoon?”

He laughed ruefully. " Gas company records for private residences that show abnormaly high
consumption?I'd like to get at banking records, but that means pulling F.Q. or Y ard credentias, and that
might get back to Y sdro. Leave whatever notes you make in the mes-sage-drop at the Museum—I'll
keep them in alocker a Euston rather than at my rooms overnight. At the moment, I'd rather Y sidro and



his friends have no ideathe way my research istending. And, Lydia—!et meknow if you run across any
evidence that someone e seisfollowing the sametrals.”

"Thekiller, you mean." By her voice shedd dready thought of it; he nodded.
"Will you kill them, then?'

Something in her tone brought his eyes back to her face; itslook of regret surprised nun. She shook her
head, dismissing her reservations. "It'sjust that 1'd like the chance to examine one of them medicaly.”

The concern was so typica of Lydiathat Asher nearly laughed. "Yes" he said, and then the lightness
faded from hisface and hissoul. "I'll haveto for anumber of reasons, not the least of whichisthat if |
don't catch the killer, sooner or later they're going to suspect me of killing them anyway, and using the
original murdersto mask whatever | may do. They have to be destroyed, Lydia," he went on quietly.
"But if—and when—it comesto that, 1'd better get them all, because God help both of usif even one
urvives™

Asher got off thetrain at Reading, taking adow locd to Bading and then the Underground the long way
round, through Victoria and the City, and thence back to Euston Station, to avoid being anywhere near
Paddington when Lydia debarked. It was now fully dark. Staring through the rattling windows at the high
brick walls and the occasiond flickering reflection of gadight where the Underground ran through cuts
rather than tunnel's, he wondered whether the vampires ever took the Underground, ever hunted its
third-class carriages. Could they use its passages as boltholes, emergency hiding places safe from the
sun? How much sunwas fatdl to that white, fragile flesh?

Not agreat ded, he thought, crossing the platform and ascending the steps that led upward to the open
square of night outside. Even with its door open, the crypt in Highgate wouldn't be brightly lighted,
looking asit did into the gloom of the narrow avenue of tombs.

As hereached the flagway, he fdlt apang of uneasinessfor Lydia, dissmbarking by hersdf at
Paddington. Not that she wasn't perfectly capable of looking out for herself in the crowd of arailway
gation, where she would undoubtedly have six or seven handsome young men fighting to carry her
luggage, but his brush with Y sdro had frightened him.

How muchwer e the vampires capable of knowing or guessing about those who began to piece together
their trails? Perhaps Lydiawas right —perhaps the warning was only intended to keep him away. There
must be very few rdlatives and friends of victimswho looked past the comfort of the "logical explanation,”
particularly, as Y sdro had pointed out, if there was no second set of suspicious circumstancesto link it
with. And yet ...

He reminded himself firmly, as he joined the crowding throng on Euston Road, that Y sdro would have
no way of knowing that he had gone up to Oxford and returned twice that day, instead of once.He might
have guessed . . .

Asher shook hishead firmly. He was exhausted past the point, he was beginning to suspect, of rationa
thought. HeE'd been without unbroken deep for over thirty-six hours, he was arting at shadows. That
queer prickling on the back of his neck was nerves, hetold himsalf, not the ingtincts of years of the secret
life whigpering to him. His uneasinesswas smply the result of knowing he might be weatched, rather than a
certainty that he was.

He dowed his steps. Casudly, he scanned the hurrying line of traffic, the crowds jostling long in the



glare of the gadights—clerks and shop-girls bustling toward the Underground to catch the next train to
what-ever dreary suburb they called home, laborers eager for acheap dinner of bubble and squesk and
afew beersat the local pub. The gadight was deceptive, making al faces queer, but he could see no sign
of any whiter and more il than therest.

Why, then, he wondered, did he have the growing conviction of miss-ing something, the sensation of a
blind spot somewherein hismind?

At the corner, he crossed Gower Street, walking down itswestern side, casualy scanning the stream of
traffic passng before the long line of Georgian shops. There were anumber of motorbuses and lorries, an
omnibus and motorized cabs, and horse trams with gaudy advertising posters on their sides, but for the
most part it was a crowding melee of horses and high whees—delivery vans drawn by hairy-footed
nags, open Victoria carriages, the closed broughams favored by doctors, and high-topped hansom cabs.
Hewas very tired and hisvision blurred; the glare of streetlight and shadow madeit al theworse, but it
would have to berisked. The traffic was thick and therefore not moving fast, except where an occasiona
cabby lashed his horse into a dash for amomentary hole. Well, there was dwaysthat chance. . .

Without warning, as he came opposite the turning of Little Museum Street that led to Prince of Waes
Colonnade, Asher stepped sideways off the curb and plunged into the thick of the melee. With a shrill
neigh, a cab horse pulled sdeways nearly on top of him. Hooters and cursesin exotic diaect—\What
was a Yorkshireman doing driving a cab in Lon-don?he wondered—ypursued him across the road.
The macadam was wet and dippery with horse dung; he ducked and wove between shifting masses of
flesh, wood, and iron, and on the opposite side turned sud-denly, looking back at the way he had come.

A costermonger's horse in the midst of the road flung up its head and swerved; a motorcab's brakes
screeched. Asher wasn't sure, but he thought he saw a shadow flit through the glare of the eectric
head-lamps.

Good, he thought, and turned down Little Museum Street, till pant-ing from his exertions.Pit your
immortality against that one, my haemophagic friend.

At Prince of Wales Colonnade he turned up the gas, leaving the window curtains open. He shed codt,
bowler, scarf, and cravat and opened the valise held brought down from Oxford strapped to the nar-row
carrier of the motorcycle, now safely bestowed in ashed in the yard —haf adozen clean shirts, achange
of clothing, clean collars, shaving tackle, and books. Whatever €l se he would need of the arcane
parapher-ndiaof vampire-hunters, he supposed, could be purchased in London, and hisill-regulated
imagination momentarily conjured asmall shop in some dark street specidizing in Slver bullets, hawthorn
dtakes, and garlic. He grinned. Withharker and van helsing painted above the door, presumably. Keeping
himsdf in the line of sight of the window, he turned toward the dresser, frowned, and looked around as if
some-thing he had meant to bring were missing from its chipped marble top, then strode impatiently from
the room.

He descended two flights of curving stairsat aslent run, and another to the basement. Hislandlady
looked up, artled, as he passed the kitchen door, but he was already out in the tiny, sunken well of the
areaway, standing on the narrow twist of moss-flecked stone stepsto raise hiseye leve just above that
of the pavement of the dley behind the house.

Evidently taken in by hisfeigned exit, the dark shape in the dley was till watching his lighted window. It
stood motionless, nearly invisiblein the dense gloom between thetall rows of houses; even so, he could
make out the dmost luminous whiteness of an unhuman face raised toward the light above. For amoment
he kept his eyes on that dark form, scarcely daring to breathe, remembering the quickness of vampire



hearing. Then, asif he had blinked, the figure was gone.

Thirty minuteslater he had unpacked and put away the last of histhings, changed clothes, and shaved.
Though this refreshed him dightly, he il ached for deep, feding haf-tempted to leave Y<Sdroto wait in
hisdamp dley, if that was what he wanted to do, while he went to bed. But in that case, he was certain,
the vampire would smply break in, Don Simon having apparently never heard that vampires could not
enter any new place save at the bidding of one of itsinhabitants.

On the other hand, Asher thought as he stepped from the lighted doorway of Number Six and strolled
dowly up the pavement through the foggy darkness, what place in London could be caled new? Six
Prince of Wales Colonnade had obvioudy been standing since the latter days of George IV'sreign; his
own housein Oxford snce Anne's, Don Smon Y sidro had been quietly killing in the Streets of London
snce long before elther place was built.

It crossed his mind to wonder about that ancient London—athick gaggle of half-timbered houses, tiny
churches, old stone monasteries near theriver, and adozen conflicting legd jurisdictions whose officers
could not cross the street to apprehend criminal s—a L ondon whose jammed houses spilled across the
bridge onto Southwark, with its cheap theaters where Shakespeare was learning histrade as an actor
and cobbler-up of plays, and taverns where men who sailed with Francis Drake could be found drinking
to the hedlth of the red-haired queen . . .

"We cannot continue to meet thisway,” purred a soft, familiar voice beside him. "People will beginto
tak."

Asher swung quickly around, cursing his momentary abstraction of mind. He wastired, true, but
ordinarily he was more awvare of someone that closeto him.

Y sdro had fed; hisface, though till pale, had lost the cold gleam that had caught Asher's attention in the
gloom of the dley. Hisblack cloak haf conceded sable evening dress; his fiff white shirt front was of
slk, and severa shades paler, now, than the skin tailored so deli-cately over his cheekbones. Asaways,
he was bare-headed, the high horns of hisforehead gleaming faintly asthey passed beneath the lamps of
the houses round the square. Pearl-gray gloves clasped the crystal head of adender ebony stick.

"I had agood mind to let you wait in that dley," Asher retorted. ™Y ou should know for yourself I'll have
nothing to report except that, as you've seen, I've taken rooms here." He nodded back toward Num-ber
Six, indigtinguishable from the other houses of the terrace, its glow-ing windows casting soft spangles of
light on the trees of the narrow square across the street, "Now that we've spoken, | have every inten-tion
of going back to them and getting some deep.”

"Alley?' The vampiretilted hishead alittle, a gesture somehow reminiscent of amantis.
"Y ou didn't follow me as soon asit grew dark? Watch me from the alley while | was unpacking?”

Y sdro hestated for along moment, sifting through possible replies, picking and choosing whet it was
best to admit. Exasperated, Asher stopped upon the pavement and turned to face him. "Look. Y ou don't
trust me, | know, and I'd certainly be afoal to trust you. But it's you who's in danger, not me, and unless
you give me more information— unless you stop thisendless game of 'Animd, Vegetable, Minerd' with
anything | want to know—I won't be able to help you."

"Is helping us your object?' The vampire tipped his head to one side, looking up the handspan of
differencein their heights. There was no hint of sarcasm in histone—he asked asif truly interested in the



an-swer.

"No," said Asher bluntly. "But neither iskilling you—not at the moment. Y ou've made the take pretty
high for me. So beit. I've taken what precautions | can to keep Lydiasafe, as you've probably guessed,
and, believe me, it wasn't easy to come up with answersto her questions about why she had to leave
Oxford. But | can't do anything until you're willing to answer some questions so I'll have something to
work on." "Very wdl." The vampire studied him for the count of severd bregths, leisurdly asif thisquiet
Bloomsbury square were a private room and entirely at his convenience. "'l will meet you here tomorrow
at thistime, and we shdl visit, as you say, the scene of the crime. Asfor what you saw inthealley .. ."
Hissmadl slencelay in the conversation like afloating spot of light upon water, too deliberate to be
cdled ahegtation; nothing in hisface changed to indicate the flow of histhoughts. "That was not me."

* Five

"Oh, Lord, yes," said the woman whom the shop sign identified as Minette as clearly as her accent
indicated that the name had probably originaly been Minnie. "That hair! A truer blonde could never have
worn that vivid agold—turn her yellow as cheese, it would. But it just picked up the green in her eyes.
My gran used to tell me folk with that dark rim ‘round theiris had the second sight.”

She regarded Asher with eyesthat were enormous, the most delicate shade of clear crystal blue and,
though without any evidence of second sight whatsoever, clearly sharp with business acumen. Though he
had shut the shop door behind him, Asher could gtill hear the din of traffic in Great Marlborough
Stregt—the clatter of hooves, the rattle of iron tires on granite paving blocks, and the yelling of a
costermonger on the corner—dtriving againg the rhythmic clatter of sewing machinesfrom upgtairs.

He tugged down the very dightly tinted spectacles he wore balanced on the end of his nose—spectacles
whose glasswas virtudly plain but which he kept as a prop to indicate harmless ineffectudity—and
looked at her over their tops. "And did shetell you she was an actress?”

Minette, perched on astool behind the white-painted counter, cocked her head allittle, black curlsfalling
in atempting bunch, like grapes, on the ruffled ecru of her collar lace. "Wasn't she, then?' Therewasno
surprisein her voice—rather, the curiosity of one whose suspicions are about to be confirmed.

Asher made his mouth smdler under histhick brown mustache and sighed audibly. But he held off
committing himsalf until the dressmaker added, "Y ou know, | thought there was something abit rum
about it. | know actresses at the Empire don't get up and about 'til evening and are on 'til al hours, but
they do get days off, you know. | dwaysfigured she spent them with one of her fancy men, and that was
why she awaysinssted on coming in the evenings—between houses, she said. | will say for her she
aways did make it worth my while, which comesin handy in the off season when dl the nobs are out of
town."

"Fancy men," Asher reiterated, with another small sigh, and pro-duced a notebook in which he made a
brief entry. The blue eyesfol-lowed the movement, then nicked back to hisface. "Y ou a'tec?

"Certainly not," hereplied primly. "I am, infact, asolicitor for aMr. Gobey, whose son was—or
is—a—er—friend of Miss Harshaw's—or Miss Branhame's, as she cdled hersdf to you. Did Mr.
Gobey—Mr. Thomas Gobey—at any time buy Miss Lotta Harshaw anything here? Or pay her billsfor
her?'



Thomas Gobey's had been among the freshest-looking of the cards of invitation found in Lottas reticule;
it was better than even odds that, even if he were dead by now, the dressmaker hadn't heard of it. Asit
transpired, Gobey had, two years ago, paid seventy-five pounds to Minette La Tour for agown of russet
sk mull with afur-trimmed jacket to match, ordered and fitted, like everything else L otta had pur-chased
there, in the evening.

Discreetly peering down over Mde. Minette's shoulder as she turned the ledger pages, Asher noted the
names of other men who had paid Lottas bills, on those frequent occas ons on which she did not pay
them hersdlf. Most were familiar, names found on cards and stationery in her rooms; poor Bertie
Westmoreland had disbursed, at aquick estimate, severa hundred poundsto buy his murderess frocks
and hats and an opera cloak of amber cut velvet beaded with jet.

Six months ago, he was interested to note, L otta had purchased an Alice-blue "salor hat"—Lydiahad
one, and it was nothing Asher had ever seen any sailor wear in hislife—with ostrich plumes, which had
been paid for by Vaentin Calvaire, at an addressin the Bayswater Road.

He shut his notebook with asnap. " The problem, my dear Mademoi-selle LaTour, isthis. Y oung Mr.
Gobey has been missing since the beginning of the week. Upon making inquiries, hisfamily learned that
Miss Harshaw—uwho isnot, in fact, an actress—has a so disappeared. At the moment we are Smply
making routine inquiriesto get in touch with them—searching out possible friends or people who might
know where they have gone. Did Miss Harshaw ever come here with femade friends?’

"Oh, Lor' blessyou, sir, they dl do, don't they? It'shdf the fun of fittings. She came in once or twice
with Mrs. Wren—the lady who introduced her to us, and a customer of long standing, poor woman. In
fact it was because | am willing to oblige and do fittings at night by gadight—for abit extra, which she
was dwayswilling to pay up, likethetruelady sheis. . ."

"Do you have an addressfor Mrs. Wren?' Asher inquired, flipping open his notebook again.

The dressmaker shook her head, her black curls bouncing. She was ayoung woman—just under thirty,
Asher guessed—and il building her clientele. The shop, though narrow and in anot quite fashionable
Street, was brightly painted in white and primrose, which went along way toward relieving the dinginess
of its solitary window. It took awed thy and established modiste indeed to live comfortably and pay
seam-stresses and beaders during the off season when fashionable society de-serted the West End for
Brighton or the country—by August, Minette would probably have agreed to do fittings at midnight just
to stay work-ing.

"Now, that | don't, for shelll pay up in cash. In any case, | doubt they're redly friends. Goodness knows
how they met in thefirgt place, for ablind man could see Mrs. Wren wasn't her sort of woman at all—
not that it's Mrs. Wren'sreal name, I'll wager, either. She has a drunk-ard of a husband, who won't et
her out of the house—she hasto dip out when he's goneto his club to buy herself so much asanew
petti-coat. | suggest you look up her other friend, Miss Celestine du Bois, though if you wasto ask me. .
" Shegavehimasaucy wink. ". . . Missdu Boisis aout as French as| am.”

Though thoroughly tickled and amused, Asher managed to look frostily disapproving of the whole sordid
business as he stalked out of Mile. LaTour's,

The address given by Celestine du Bois on those occasions when bills were sent to her and not to
gentlemen admirers—one of whom, Asher had been interested to note, was dso Vaentin Cavaire—was
an accom-modation address, atobacconist's near Victoria Station and reachable from any corner of
London by Underground. Cavaire's addressin the Bayswater Road was a so an accommodation



address, a pub—both vampires had picked up their letters personally.

"Does Missdu Bois pick up letters here for anyone ese?' Asher inquired, casudly diding ahaf-crown
piece across the polished mahog-any of the counter. The young clerk cast a nervous glance toward the
back of the shop, where his master was mixing packets of Gentlemen's Specia Sort.

"For aMiss Chloe Watermeade, and a Miss Chloe Winterdon," the young man replied in ahushed voice
and wiped his pointy nose. " She comes in—oh, once, twice aweek sometimes, usualy just before we
puts the shutters up.”

"Pretty?' Asher hazarded.

"Right stunner. Short little thing—your pocket Venus. Blond as a Swede, brown eyes| think—always
dressed to the nines. Not aloafer'll speak to her, though, with the big toff what comesin with her half the
time— Cor, theré'sahard boy for you, and never mind the boiled shirt!"

"Name?' Asher did another haf crown across the counter.

The boy threw another quick look at the back shop as the owner's bulky form darkened the door; he
whispered, "Never heard it," and shoved the haf crown back.

"Keepit," Asher whispered, picked up the packet of Russian ciga-rettes which had been his ostensible
errand, and stepped back into the Street to the accompaniment of the tinkling shop bell.

Further investigation of Lotta's grave in Highgate yielded little. It was adiscouragingly easy matter to
enter the cemetery by daylight— the narrow avenue of tombs behind the Egyptian gate and the dark
groves and buildings around it were absolutely deserted, silent in the dripping gloom. Anyone could have
entered and completely dismem-bered every corpse in the place uninterrupted, not just planted astake
through the heart and cut off the head.

With the door left wide, athin greenish light suffused the crypt, but Asher gtill had to have recourseto
the uncertain light of adry-cell eectric torch, whose bulky length hed smuggled in under hisulgter, ashe
examined every inch of the coffin and its niche. He found what might have been remains of astake among
the charred bones, though it was difficult to distinguish it from the fragments of rib or tel whether it was
wood or bone—he wrapped it in tissue and pocketed it for later investi-gation. It told him nothing he did
not aready know. In afar corner of the tomb, he found anasty huddle of bones, hair, and corset stays
rolled in arotting purple dress: the former occupant, he guessed, of the coffin Lotta had commandeered.

What remained of the afternoon he spent in aback office at theDaily Mail, studying obituaries, police
reports, and the Society page, match-ing names with those on the list held assembled from the debrisin
Lotta'srooms and from Mile. La Tour's daybooks. Poor Thomas Gobey, he saw, had in fact succumbed
to a"wasting sickness' only months after the purchase of the russet Slk dress. Asher noted the
address—the Albany, which told him everything he needed to know about that unfortunate young
man—and the names of surviving broth-ers, sgter, parents, fiancee.

It had been disconcerting to recognize names on those cards of invitartion which dated from acertain
period seven or eight years ago. Poor Bertie Westmoreland had not been the only member of that gay
circle of friendswho had sent her invitations or bought her trinkets, though he was evidently the only one
who had paid the ultimate price,

The others were lucky, he thought. Though Albert Westmoreland had died in 1900, the Honorable



Frank Ellis—another of Lydias suit-ors, though Asher had never met the boy—had bought the vampire a
loden-green crepe teagown as late as 1904. Who knew how many oth-ers had also kept up the
connection?

He shivered, thinking how close Lydia had passed to that unseen plague then, and thanked dl the
drait-corseted deities of Society for the strict lines drawn between young girls of good family and the
type of women with whom young men of good family amused themselves be-tween bouts of "doing the

pretty,

Lydia had been very young then. Eighteen, gill living in her father's Oxford house and attending lectures
with thetiny clump of Somerville undergraduates interested in medicine. The other girls had dedlt as best
they could with the comments, jokes, and sniggers of male undergradu-ates and deans alike—apol ogetic,
frustrated, or defiant. For the most part Lydia had been blithely oblivious. She had been genuindy
puzzled over her father's blustering rage when sheld chosen studying for Responsions over a season on
the London matrimonia mart; had she had brothers or ssters, he might well have threstened to disinherit
her from the consderable family estates. Even her uncle, the Dean of New Col-lege, though her
supporter, had been scandalized by the direction of her studies. Education for women was dl very well,
but he had been think-ing in terms of literature and the Classics, not the dicing up of cadaversand
learning how the human reproductive organs operated.

Asher amiled alittle, remembering how even the most anti-woman of the dons, old Horace Blaydon, had
come around to her support in the end, though he'd never have admitted it. "Even adamn freshman can
follow what I'm doing!" held bellowed a a group of embarrassed male students during hislectureson
blood pathology . . . held caled Lydiaadamned schoolgirl everywhere but in the classes. And the old
man would have acted the same, Asher thought, even had his son not been head over hedsin love with
her. Staring at the obituaries spread out on the grimy and ink-stained table top before him, Asher glanced
at hisligt of Lottal's admirers since the early '80s and thought about Dennis Blaydon.

Lydiawas probably the last person anyone would have expected to capture Dennis Blaydon's fancy, let
aone his passionate and possessve love. Bluff, golden, and perfect, Dennis had been used to theidea
that any woman he chose to honor with his regard would automeatically accept his proposal; the fact that
Lydiadid not had only added to her fascination. Since thefirst time he'd seen her without her spectacles
and decided that she was possessed of afragile prettiness as well as great wedth, he had wanted her and
had put forth dl his multitude of charm and grace into winning her, to Asher'ssllent despair. Everyonein
Ox-ford, from the Deans of the Schoolsto thelowliest clerk at Blackweli's, had accepted his eventua
triumph in the Willoughby matrimonia lists asamatter of course. Her father, who considered one
intelectua more than enough in the family, had been dl in favor of it. To Horace Blaydon's query asto
what his son would want with awoman who spent haf her time in the pathology |aboratories, Dennis had
replied, with his cusomary shining earnestness, "Oh, sheisnt redly like that, Father." Presumably he
knew better than she did what Lydiawas like, Asher had thought bitterly at the time. Pushed into the
background, a middle-aged, brown, nondescript colleague of her uncle, he could only watch them
together and wonder how soon it would bethat al hope of making her apart of hislife would disappear
forever.

Later he'd mentioned to Lydia how astonished held been that she hadn't married such a dazzling suitor.
Sheld been deeply insulted and demanded indignantly why he thought sheld have been takenin by a
grutting oaf in aLife Guards uniform.

He grinned to himself and pushed the memories away. However it had transpired, Dennis and his other
friends—Frank Ellis, the mourn-ful Nigdl Taverstock, the Honorable Bertie's Equally Honorable brother
Evelyn—had had a close escape. Lotta had known them al. They were dl the type of young men she



liked—rich, good-looking, and susceptible. How long would it have been before she had chosen
an-other of them as her next victim, when enough years had passed for them to forget poor Bertie's
desth?

What old score was L otta paying off, he wondered, folding up hisjotted lists, in the persons of those
wedlthy young men? He donned his scarf and bowler and dowly descended the narrow stairway past the
purposeful riot of the day rooms, stopping briefly to thank his reporter friend with a discreet reference to
"King and Country."

Had it been some ancient rape or heartbreak, he wondered as he descended the long hill of Fleet Street,
its crush of cabs and trams and horse-drawn buses dwarfed by the looming shadow of St. Paul's dome
againg the chilly sky. Or merely the furious resentment of a cocky and strong-willed girl who hated the
poverty in which she had grown up and hated still more the satin-coated young men whose servants had
pushed her from the flagways and whose carriage wheels had thrown mud on her asthey passed?

Judging by Mile. LaTour's books, Celestine—or Chloe—seemed to be far more apt to pay for her own
dresses than L ottawas, and the men who did buy her things were not the men of Lotta'scircle. Their
names were dways different; evidently few men lived long enough to supply her with two hats. She was
either more businesdike about her killsthan Lotta, or smply less patient,

Was she, hewondered, also a"good vampire'? Like Lotta, did she savor those kisses flavored with
blood and innocence? Did she make love to her victims?

Were vampires capable of the physical act of love?

The women would be, of course, he guessed—capable of faking it, anyway. As he descended to the
Underground at the Temple awoman spoke to him in the shadows where the stair gave onto the
platform, her red dress like dry blood in the gloom and her glottal vowels scrawlingWhitechapel amost
visibly across her painted mouth. Asher tipped his hat, shook his head politely, and continued down the
geps, thinking: They would have to feed somewhere el se before undressing, to warm the death-chill
fromtheir flesh.

Back at Prince of Wales Colonnade he returned to the now-nest cata-logue of L otta's finances. Seated
tailor-fashion on the bed in his shirt deeves, he sorted through the bills, letters, and cards, arranged by
prob-able date. Mile. LaTour had only served her vampire clientele for afew years, of course—the
earliest entry for Mrs. Anthea Wren wasin 1899. Lotta's pile of yellowing bills dated back through the
nineteenth cen-tury and into the eighteenth, paid by men long dead to modistes whose shops were
closed, sold, or incorporated with others—a woman cannot keep the same dressmaker for seventy-five
yearsif she hersdlf doesn't age.

There were only four names on the recent invitations not accounted for either in the obituaries or last
week's Society pages.

There was aLudwig von Essdl who had bought L otta things between April and December of 1905 and
was then heard of no more. Therewas Vaentin Calvaire, who had first bought L ottaayoked waist
ofpeau de soie, embroidered and finished with sk nailheads, whatever those were, in March of this
year; and a Chretien Sanglot, who had sent her acard of invitation to meet him at the ballet and who not
only picked up hismail at the same pub as Cavaire did but, to Asher's semitrained eye, at least, wrotein
the same execrable French hand. And lastly, there was someone whose name appeared on bills dating
from the Napoleonic Wars and on notes of Baton's finest creamy pressed paper, less than two years old:
someone who sgned himsaf Grippen in black, jagged writing of astyle not seen since the reign of James



He made an absiracted supper of bread and cold tongue while writing up aprecis of hisfindings, lighting
the gas somewherein the midst of hiswork without redlly being aware of it. He doubted that the families
of any of Lottasvictimswere respongblefor thekillings, but if Lottaand Calvaire had hunted together,
her victims friends might be able to offer leads. Lydiawould undoubtedly know where he could reach
the Honorable Evelyn and Westmoreland's fiancee, whatever her name was, but again, he'd haveto be
careful—careful of the vampires, who must, he knew, be suspecting his every move, careful, too, of the
killer, and careful of whatever it wasthat Y sdro wasn't tdling him,

His Foreign Office habits prompted him to add ashorter list, just for the sake of off-chances: Anthea
Wren; Chloe/Cedestine Watermeade/ Winterdon/du Bois, Vaentin Cavaire/Chretien Sanglot; Grippen.
And looking up, he discovered to his utter surprise that it was quite dark outside,

He hadn't strolled for very long adong the crowded flagways of Gower Street when he was suddenly
aware of Ysdro besde him. The vampiresarrival was not sudden—indeed, once Asher glanced to his
left and saw the dender form inits black opera cape at his elbow, he knew he had been there for some
time. He had concentrated on watching for his appearance, but it ssemed to him that something had
distracted him— he could no longer remember whét.

Annoyed, he snapped, "Would you stop doing that and just come up to me like ahuman being?"

Y sidro thought about it for amoment, then countered quietly, "Would you stop identifying al the exits
from ahouse before you go into it? | have acab waiting."

The housesin Haf Moon Street were Georgian, red brick mellowed by time and somewhat blackened
by the veiling soot of the city's atmo-sphere, but retaining the graciousness of moderate wealth. Most of
them showed lightsin their windows; in the gadight, Asher could make out the minuscule front
gardens—little more than afew shrubs clus-tered around the high porches—groomed like carriage
horses. Aninde-finable air of neglect clung to Number Ten, three-quarters of the way down the
pavement. Asher identified it asthe result of ajobbing gar-dener who had not been kept up to hiswork,
and front steps that went weeks or months without being scrubbed—fata, in London.

"Housekeeping presentsits own problemsfor the Undead, doesn't it?" he remarked quietly asthey
ascended the tall stepsto the front door. "Either you keep servants or scrub your doorstep yourself—the
windows here haven't been washed, either. Every doorstep on the street is brickbatted daily but this
one"

"There are ways of getting around that." Y Sdro'sface, in profile againg the reflection of the street lamps
as he turned the key, retained its camly neutral expresson.

"I'm sure there are. But even the stupidest servant is going to notice something amiss when nobody
orders any food or uses the chamber pots.”

The vampire paused, the tarnished brass door handle in his gloved hand. He regarded Asher
enigmaticaly, but in the back of his brim-stone-colored eyes, for an instant, Asher haf thought he
glimpsed the flicker of amused appreciation. Then the black cloak whispered against the doorframe, and
Y sdro led the way into the house.

"Edward Hammersmith was the youngest son of anabob of the Indiatrade, dmost exactly one hundred
yearsago," he said, hislight, uninflected voice echoing softly in the darkness. "The house was one of



three owned by the family; Hammersmith asked for and got it from hisfather after he became vampire,
thereafter gaining areputation asthe family's reclusive eccentric. Hewasin hisway areclusive eccentric
even as avampire—he seldom went out, saveto hunt.”

There was afaint scratch, the whiff of sulphur overriding for amo-ment the generd foetor of must and
dampness that filled what, by the sound of the echoes, must be alarge and lofty front hal. The sharp
diver of matchlight confirmed thisan ingtant later, racing in threads aong tarnished gilt pane moldingsand
the graceful medallions of ahigh Adam ceiling, most invisble overhead in the gloom. For thet first
moment, Y sidro's face, etched in those hard-cut shadows, seemed, too, something wrought of
unbelievably delicate plaster. Then he touched the flame to the wick of an oil lamp that stood with severd
others on a Sheraton sideboard. The light leaped and dithered over the square mirror set inthe
Sdeboard, the web-shrouded lusters of the chanddlier, the rounded glass of the smutted chimney which
gray-gloved fingers, seeming so disembodied in the warm glow, fitted over theflame,

"Did he hunt with Lotta?"

"Upon occasion.” Sprawling shadows followed them up the sairs, flowing over carved wal pands
warped with damp. "They were both . . ." Again that pause, that sense of veering, like asmall boat
before gusty wind, into potentially less dangerous seas. "Edward liked achange now and then. Usudly he
hunted done.”

"Was he a'good vampire?"

"Not very--" At thetop of thefirst flight of tairs, Y sidro turned right and pushed open the double doors
to what had once been the large drawing room. He held hislamp aoft as he did so, and the light
scat-tered across books—literaly thousands of books, crammed into make-shift shelves which not only
lined every inch of wall nearly to the curve of the celling, but stacked the floor hip-deep in places. Little
paths threaded between the stacks, like the beaten hoof lines or dassie tunnelsthat stitched unseen
through the deep grass of the veldt. Towers of books ascended drunkenly from the two sideboards that
loomed up out of the gloomy maze, and more were visible through the sideboards half-opened caned
doors,; they piled the seats of every chair but onein untidy heaps. Bundles of papers were scattered over
them or lay loose like leaves blown in an autumn wind. Bending down, Asher picked up onethat lay
nearest the door—brown and brittle as L otta's ol dest pet-ticoats, it was sheet music of some obscure
aiaby Sdieri.

Likealittleidand, there was an open place in the middle of the room, where grimy gray patches of
lichenous carpet could be seen; it contained achair, asmall table supporting an oil lamp, a mahogany
piano, and a harpsichord whose faded paint had nearly dl flaked away. Sheet music hegped the floor
under both instruments.

Beside him, Y sdro's calm voice continued, "There is aregrettable tendency among vampires to become
likethelittle desert mice, which hoard shining thingsin holes

"If passonfor lifeisthe core of your nature,”" Asher remarked, "that isn't surprising, but it must make for
awkward domestic arrangements. Do al vampiresdo it?'

Helooked away from the gloomy cavern, with its smells of mildew and damp, and found the vampire's
strange eyes on him, aflicker of inscrutable interest in their depths. Y sidro looked away. "No." Heturned
from the door and moved toward the stairs at the far end of the hall, Asher following in hiswake. "Bl |
find the ones who do not rather boring.”



It was on thetip of Asher'stongueto ask Y sidro what his hobby was, what passion filled the dark hours
of hiswakefulnesswhen he was not actively hunting his prey, but he decided to take advantage of the
Span-iard's relatively communi cative mood with matterslessfrivolous. "Did Cavaire hunt with L otta?!

"Y es. They became quite good friends.”
"Werethey lovers?'

Y sidro paused at the top of the second flight of stairs, thelamp held low in hishand, its light streaming up
onto the narrow, fragile-boned face and haloing the webby stringiness of his hair, casting ablot of

shadow on thelow ceiling above. Carefully, hereplied, "As suchvam-pires understand the concept, yes.
But it has nothing to do with either love or sexua union. Vampires have no sex—the organs are present,
but nonfunctiond. And neither Lotta nor Cavaire would even have consd-ered the happiness of the
other, which iswhat | understand to be one of the tenets of mortal love.”

"Then what was between them?'

"A shared ecstasy inthekill." He turned to open the small door to the left of the Sairs, then paused and
turned back. "Thereis, you under-stand, an ecstasy, a surge of—I don't know what. A 'kick,' | think
they cdl such things now—in the drinking of thelife asit poursfrom the veins of another. Itisnot only in
the taste of the blood, which | am told not al of usfind pleasant, though | do. We are as much creatures
of the psychic asthe physical. We perceive things differently from human per-ceptions. We can
taste—fed—the texture of the minds of others, and at no time more intensely than when the human mind
iscrying out in degth. That iswhat we drink, aswell as the blood—the psychic force, which answversto
and feeds our own psychic abilities to control the minds of others.”

Heleaned in the doorway, cocking his head alittle, so that the Strands of hispale hair fell in attenuated
crescents on his shoulders. The lamp in his hands touched face and hair, wanning them, aike colorless,
into theillusion of goldenness, like honey-stained ivory. Asher was con-scious, suddenly, of the empty
darkness of the house dl around.

His voice continued, light and disinterested and absol utely without inflection, committing nothing of the
enigmaof hiseyes. "Asavampire, | an conscious at al times of the aura, the scent, of the human
psyches near me, as much as| am conscious of the smell of live blood. Some vampires find thisamost
unbearably exciting, which iswhy they play with their victims. Thereis never atime—I| am told—when
they are not thinking, Shall it be now or later? It isthat which feeds us, more than the physical blood—it
isthat which we hunt. And that psychic hunger, that lust for the draining of the soul, isasfar beyond the
knife-edge instant before the cresting of sexua orgasm asthat instant is beyond—oh—after you have had
two pieces of marzipan, and you are wondering whether you might like athird one, or abit of honey
cekeinstead.”

After along while Asher said quietly, "l see”

"You dont," Ysdro replied, his voice whispering away in soft echoes againgt the darkness of the empty
house, "and you can't. But you would do well to remember it, if ever you find yoursdlf in the company of
other vampiresthan1."

Therewere candlesin dl thewall sconces of the room where Edward Hammersmith had kept his coffin.
Y sdro thrust one of them down into the lamp chimney to touch the flame, then went around the room,
lighting the others, until the whole place blazed with a quivering roseate glow unlike the soft steediness of
gadight. Asher noted boxes of candles stacked carelesdy in every corner and puddles of wax, raised to



lumpy stalagmites four and five inches high, on the Turkey carpets beneath each wax-clotted sconce. In
the center of the room, the print of the coffin lay clear and dark upon the dusty rug, though the coffin itsalf
was gone. There were no traces of ash or burning around the edge of that sharp, dust-free oblong—only
ascuffed path leading there from the door, worn by Hammersmith's feet, and afew smudgy tracksin the
dugt, leading beyond it to the room's two tall windows. The heavy shuttersthat had covered these had
been stripped of the three or four layers of black fabric that curtained them and ripped from their nails.

Skirting the tracks, Asher walked to the windows, holding the lamp to the wooden frames, then to the
shuttersthemsdves.

"My height or better,” he remarked. " Strong as an ox—look at the depths of these crowbar gouges.”
Going back, he fished his measuring tape from his pocket—aminiature one of Lydiasin anivory
case—and noted the length and width of the track, and the length of the stride.

"The coffin wasfitted with interior latches," Y 9dro said, remaining where he had been in the restive halo
of the candelabrum'slight. "They were crude, of course—Danny King installed them for Neddy—and the
lid had been smply levered off, tearing the screws from the wood.”

"Whereisit now?" Asher held the lamp high, to examine the plaster of the low celling above.

"We buried it. Inthe crypt of St. Albert Piccadilly to be precise— there being no danger of infection or
andl.”

"Who is'we?"

Ysdroreplied blandly, "My friendsand I." He hdf shut his eyes, and one by one the candles around the
room began to go ouit.

He had spoken of avampire's psychic powers—Asher had seen both Western mediums and Indian
fakirswho could do much the same thing. Still, he picked up hislamp hastily and joined Y sidro by the
door beforethe last of those firefly lights snuffed to extinction, leaving only darkness and the lingering
fragrance of beeswax and smoke.

"Tell me about Danny King," he said, asthey descended the stairs to the drawing room once again. "He
was obvioudy afriend of Neddy's, if he fixed up his coffin for him. Was he afriend of Lottaand
Cdvaresaswdl?!

"Hewasafriend to most of us" Ysdro said. "He had an unusually easygoing and amiable temperament
for avampire. He was an unedu-cated man—he had been a carriage groom, a'tiger' they were called, to
... during George 1V's Regency for hisfather."

Asher found candles, and began lighting lamps and wal sconcesin the vast drawing room as they had
done upstairs. With the increased illumination, the clutter only appeared worse, mounds of music, of
books, and of bundled journals scattered everywhere. Strewn among them were small bits of personal
jewery, stickpins and rings such as aman might wear, and literally scores of snuffboxes, most of them
cov-ered with dust and filled with snuff dried to brown powder, whose smell stung Asher's nose.

"Where did he keep histhings?' He turned back to the tambour desk in one corner, itstop, like
everything elsein theroom, afoot and ahdf thick in books, in this case the collected works of
Bulwer-Lytton—>by its appearance, well-thumbed, too. Asher shuddered. The solitary vam-pire's
evenings must have hung heavy indeed.



"Hedid not have many."
"He couldn't have carried them round London in a carpetbag.” Asher opened a drawer.
It was empty.

He brought the lamp down, ran his hand along the drawer's upper rim. There was dust on the first few
inches, asif the drawer had been left gar for years, but there was no dust in the bottom. He hunkered
down to open the drawer below.

That, too, was empty. All the other drawersin the desk were.
"Had this been done when you and your friends found Hammer-smith's body?"

Y sdro drifted over to the desk, contemplated the empty drawers for amoment, then let his disinterested
gazefloat back over the clutter of music pieces, books, and journasthat bulged from every other
available receptacle in the room. He reached into a corner of abottom drawer, drew out afragment of
what had clearly been abill for aservants agency, paid infull in 1837. "I don't know."

Asher remained where he was for amoment, then stood, picked up the lamp, and threaded his way
between stacks of books to the fireplace. It was clear that it had once contained books, too—they were
now heaped at random all around it. He knelt and ran hisfingers over their covers. The dust that lay thinly
over everything else was absent. The fireplace was heaped with ashes—fresh.

He glanced up at the vampire, who, though Asher had not seen him do so, had joined him by the cold
hearth.

"Burned," he said quietly, looking up into that narrow, haughty face. "Not taken away and sorted through
to trace other vampires or possible contacts. Burned.” He got to hisfeet, feeling again the stir of
frugtrated anger in him, the annoyance with Y sidro and hisinvisible cronies. For amoment he had thought
he'd seen puzzlement on that thin-boned face and in the pucker of the danting brows, but if he had it was
gone now. "Wasthis done at King's place dso?'

“No."

"How do you know?"

"Because King did not keep such things," Y sidro replied smoothly. Asher started to retort, Then who
kept them for him? and stopped himself. The dark eyeswere fixed on hisface now, watching, and he

tried to keep the sudden cascade of inferences out of his expression.

More camly hesaid, "It al comesback to Calvaire. It started with him, and he seemsto have been a
linchpin of somekind in this; I'm going to haveto see hisrooms,”

"No." As Asher opened his mouth to protest, Y sidro added, "That is as much for your protection as for
ours, James. And in any case, he was not found in hisrooms—in fact his body was not found at dl."

"That doesn't mean he couldn't have been followed to them, taken away in hisdeep, and killed.”

Ysdro'seyesglinted angrily, but his voice remained absolutely level. "No onefollowsavampire.”



"Then why do you keep looking over your shoulder?' Disgusted, Asher picked up the lamp and strode
through the mazes of books to-ward the door, the stairs, and the outer, saner world of the cold London
night.

* SiX

A the British Museum Asher had his cab set him down and stood before the shut iron paings, listening to
the rattle of whedlsretreat away down Great Russdll Street in the darkness. He knew this area of
Bloomsbury theway ajack hare knew its burrows— aleys, mews, quiet squares, and pubs that had
inconspicuous doors into back lanes and owners who didn't much mind who used them. It was one
reason he'd chosen it.

The streets were relatively deserted, save for an occasional cab clat-tering its way to Euston or back
from the theaters on Shaftesbury Ave-nue. He made hisway swiftly down small turnings, acrossamews
behind Bedford Place and through a deep-shadowed |ane between high homes whose sunken areaways
formed an unbroken line of pits, like a protective moat, between pavement and rose-brick walls. He
crossed Bruton Place and found the black dot of the dley that backed both it and Prince of Wales
Colonnade. There in the moist and potholed dark-ness he hated, the stenches of a hundred garbage bins
floating in the wet night air about him, and looked down the aley, letting his eyes grow accustomed to the
dark.

The vampire was watching hiswindow.

It took some moments for Asher to distinguish the dark angular shape againgt the blackness of the dley
wall—had it possessed Y sidro'sweird quality of gtillness, he doubted held have ever been ableto. But
the vampire must have moved dightly, resolving what at first seemed to be paler patches on the bricks
into an angular white face and big white hands, hands that picked uncomfortably at the ill-setting collar of
ablack coat. For amoment, Y sdro'swords floated into Asher's mind:| am conscious of the smell of
live blood . ., You would do well to re-member it, if ever you find yourself in the company of other
vampiresthan . . .

To hdl withit,hethought irritably, angry thet they'd befollowing him, watching him.With Ysidro as my
only source of information, I'm certainly never going to get anywhere. If I'mworking for them,
they jolly well can't kill me.

Y et,hismind added, as he began to walk down the dley.

The vampire swung around at his footstep. For a heart-shaking sec-ond, the creature's eyes caught the
dim light, reflective asacat's, Asher saw the gleam of thelong teeth. A split ingtant before it would have
charged to take him, he said, "Come here," in the tone that had alway's gotten the best results from
Prussian farm hands, and it worked. The vampire checked, baffled, and then seemed to redlize who he
was.

He came shamblingly, without Y sdro'sinvisibility and without Y sdro's deadly grace, and Asher
bresthed again.

"Andyouare... ?'



The vampire stopped afew feet from him, staring at him with glint-ing eyes under anarrow, craggy
brow. "Bully Joe Daviesismename," he said, in an accent which Asher placed within haf amile of New
Lambeth Cut. Helicked hislips, showing hisfangs disquietingly, anervous gesture which, after Ysdro's
poise, made him seem incredibly gauche. Truculently he added, ™Y ou cry out or make anoiseand I'll
suck you dry afore the cat can lick her ear.”

Asher studied him for amoment with ddliberate contempt. He was aman in his twenties, long-armed,
raw-boned, and awkward-looking in ablack suit that did not fit well—that hard little nut of aface would
have looked more at home above the corduroy work pants and frieze jacket of amill hand or docker.
Black hair was dicked back under afive-shilling derby; there was blood under the uncut nails.

"If you didn't have some reason to speak to me, | assume you would have done that aready,” Asher
retorted. "Days ago, infact . . . Why have you been following me?’

Daviestook astep closer. The smdll of old blood in his clothes was repulsive. When he spoke his
whisper was rank asaename house. "That toff Y sdro—he gone?’

Asher'severy sense of danger came dert. "'l haven't thefaintest idea,”" he said coldly. "He could have
followed me back here. We parted rather abruptly. | haven't seen or heard him, but then, one doesn't.”

Bully Joe threw a swift glance around him, and Asher saw fear gleam in his bloodshot blue eyes. He
edged closer ill, hislong-nailed fingers picking at Asher's deeve, hisvoice lowered to ahoarse bresth.
"Has he spoke of me?* he whispered. "Does he know of me?"

With an effort Asher kept the surge of overwheming curiosity out of hisvoice. "Shouldn't he?"

The hand closed around his arm, reminding Asher of that other tenet of vampire lore—that they had the
strength of ten men. Y sdro cer-tainly had. "If you speak of me, if you say aught of me, I'll kill you,"
Daviesbreathed. "They'd kill me, they would—Grippen, and that chilly Papist bastard Y sidro—if they
knew about me, knew Calvaire had made me. Firg, | thought it was Grippen and the others what done
for Cavaire. Then | heard them others had been killed—Neddy Ham-mersmith and Lottie. Chrigt, they
was Grippen's own get! Sodding bas-tard'd never kill hisown! And now I'm being followed, being
watched . . ."

"By whom?' Asher demanded sharply. "How do you know?"

"Dammit, you think 1'd be askin' amortal manif | knowed that?' Bully Joe swung around, twisting his
hands, his hard face contorting with rage rooted in fear, and Asher fought not to step away from him, not
to show hisown fear. "Summat's after me, | tell you! And | hear the otherstalking— Coo, ain't that a
tickler? | can stand acrost the street in the shadows and hear every word they says! And they say there's
some blokekillin' uswi' agtake in the heart, just like in them old books, and lettin' the sunin! Y ou gotta
protect me, same asyou're helpin' the others ...."

His hands closed around Asher's deeve again, and Asher thought fast. "I will protect you,” he said, "if
you'll help me, answer my ques-tions. Who are you? Why do the others want to kill you?"

The calm authority in his voice seemed to quieten Davies, but the vampire's reply was still sulky and
impatient. "1 told you, I'm Calvaire's get, Grippen's the Master of London. None of the Others11 dare
get afledgling wi'out his say-s0. Grippen don't want none in Lon-don but hisown get, hisown daves. .



"But Cdvaire wasn't Grippen's get.”

Davies shook his head, goaded, weary, confused. "Narh. He come in from Paris, he said, though he
talked English like aregular man. He made me, said I'd live forever, have dl the gelt | wanted, never die!
Henever sad it'd belikethisl" Desperation crept into histone. "For amonth now | been livin' from pillar
to post, never deepin’ the same place twicet! Hidin' from Grippen, hidin' fromYsdro. . . Cavare sad
held take care of me, show mewhat | got to know! But it'sal gone wrong nowf Everything'sdl dinnin'
and burnin' in my ears, smellin' the blood of every livin' soul . . ."

He broke off, licking hislips, hisburning eyesfixing on Asher'sthroat, like adrunkard forgetting his
thought in midsentence. Sowly, thickly, hewhispered, "l killed agirl last night—Chink girl, down by the
Limehouse—and | don't dare hunt another for acouple o' days at least. But my brain's burain’ for it! |
dunno how the othersdo it, kill and not get the flattiesdownon'em. . ."

Asher fdt the hand tighten again around hisarm, begin to draw him inexorably closer to that twisted,
fanged face. With deliberate calm, he asked, "And now you're being followed?’

Daviesflinched, asif held been shaken from deep; he loosed his grip and stepped back, wiping hislips
with ahand that shook. "I dunno," he whigpered. " Sometimesit'slike | can fed summeat inthe night,
watchin' me, and I'll turn around and there's nuthin'! Other times... | dunno.” He shook his head, hislip
lifting back from stained yellow fangs.

"l don't want to die! | died once aready. | went through it with Calvaire! | wouldn't of let him do thisto
me, 'cept that | didn't want to die! Christ Jesus, | didn't know it'd be like thig!"

Therewasanoise a the end of the alley. Davies swung around, his hand tightening with bone-crushing
force on Asher's elbow. Through the pain, Asher was il interested to note that no sweat stood out on
the vampiréswhite face. A man and ateen-age boy stood momentarily framed in the lighter dot of the
aley's mouth, the boy looking coyly away as the man bent his head down. Then, asif they heard Asher's
involuntary gasp of pain, they paused, peering Sghtlessly into the dark-ness. After an uneasy moment
they moved away.

Davieslet go of hisarm, wiped hislipsagain. "I got to go," he said, hisvoicethick.
It was Asher'sturn to catch at hisdeeve. "Can you take meto Calvaireslodgings?'

"Not tonight." The vampire glanced nervoudy around and flexed hisbig hands. "1 ain't killed yet tonight
and | need it bad. Just bein' this close to you turns my brain wi' the wantin’ of it. Like me dad, when he
getsthe cravin' for the gin." He shot aquick, sullen glance at Asher, daring him to disapprove or to show
fear.

Asher had dedlt with enough drunkards and addictsto know that, if he did either, Bully Joe might very
well kill him from sheer pique. He was uncomfortably aware, too, of Y sdro'swarning, and of how long
theinterview had lasted adready. What effect would that psychic pungence have on amind not oriented,
not taught how to handle theinflux of new sensation?

"Tomorrow night, then”?"
"Late," Davies said, hiseyesturning once again to the aley mouth. "I'll come here and wait for you, after

| been and killed. Seemslike, until | do, | can't properly think. I'll keep away from the coppers
somehow. It kegps hurtin' at me and hurtin’ at me. Chrigt, | saw my sister last night—Madge, the



youngest, sixteen sheis. Shell gtill come and see me, ook for me—she don't know what happened to
me, nor why | left me old lodgings, nor nuthin'. | hadn't killed yet, and by God it wasdl | could doto
keep from sinkin' my fangsinto her!

"Y ou seen the others,”" he went on, with a gesture of helpless rage which seemed to abort itself
midsweep into akind of futile wave. "Y ou talked to other vamps, now, you must have. Arethey dl like
this? Killin' the onesthey love, just because they're handy-like? Calvaire said he'd teach me, tell me, help
me to get on, but he's dead now. And the one that done for him iscomin' after me. . ."

He swung wildly around at another sound, but it was only agirl, Sixteen or so and plain asan old boat,
stepping, candle in hand, out into an areaway from the tradesmen’s door of one of the houses that
backed onto the dley. Asher heard the flap of a shaken rag and the spattering of crumbs on the cement
and, besde him, the soft hiss of the vampires murmured, "Ahhh . . ." In thefaint reflection of the light,
Asher saw the young man's eyes, blue and shalow in life, blaze with the strange inner fire of the Undead.

Bully Joe muttered thickly again, "I got to go."

Asher'shand clinched down on the vampire's arm, holding him back. The vampire whirled, enraged, his
other hand lifted to sirike, and Asher met the hungry devil-eyes coldly, daring him to go through withit.
After amoment Bully Joe€'s arm came down dowly. Beyond his craggy silhouette, Asher saw the smudge
of candle flame disappear into the house from which it had come.

An evil anger twigted at the fanged mouth. " So it's bargainin’ now?" Bully Joe whispered. "Y ou know,
and because of it | got to do what you say. Y eah, Calvaire played that game, too. I'll tell you thisand Il
tell you that, if you do asyou'rehbid ... faugh!" Hisarm twisted free asif Asher's hand had been the weak
grip of achild. They faced each other in slence, but Asher felt nothing of the terrible dreamy coercion of
the vampire mind—only akind of inchoate buzzing in hishead, asif Bully Joe were groping to do that
which he had no notion of how to accom-plish. Then this, too, faded, and Bully Joe passed his hand
across hismouth again in agesture of frustration and defeat.

"Y ou hadn't any choice with Calvaire," Asher said quietly, "and you haven't any now, if I'mtofind this
killer before he—or she—finds you. Be here tomorrow night after midnight. I'll let you know anything
I'vefound.”

"Right," Davies muttered, backing afew paces avay, adark bulk against the paler darkness of the alley
mouth. "I'll be here. But | tell you this right now, Professor: Y ou tell Ysidro or any of them others about
me or about where you're goin', and I'll break your back."

It was meant to be hisexit line, so Asher spoiled it by saying coadlly, "Y ou're avampire, Bully Joe. Do
you think I, asamorta man, can keep Y sidro from following meif he wantsto? Don't beridiculous.”

The vampire snarled, hislong fangs glinting in the dark, trying, Asher guessed, to collect afitting
reoinder.

He wasn't up to it, however. After along pause, he turned and strode off up the alley toward the
gadights of Bruton Place. Asher fdlt, asclearly asif the vampire had pointed and said,Look over there,
the momentary urge to turn his head, to check for danger in the dark pit of the areaway closest to him.
Heforced hiseyesto remain on Bully Joe and so saw him silhouetted briefly against the street lamps at
the aley's narrow mouth. Then he was gone.

Asher threw aquick glance down the areaway to reassure himsdlf that the urge of danger had been, in



fact, only aclumsy effort at the psychic glamour which Y sidro wielded so adeptly. Then he pulled his
brown ulster more closaly about him and walked up the alley and around the corner, to the dim lightsand
freer air of Prince of Wales Colonnade.

From the doorway of Number 109, Lydiawatched the vampire emerge into Bruton Place. She'd seen
Asher crossing that street fifteen minutes earlier when sheld cometo the front parlor to buy a stamp from
her landlady—she was wearing her specs, as she did when working—but had meticuloudy taken no
notice. When sheld seen the tdll, brown, rather melancholy-looking figure turn into the dley which she
knew led through to his own lodgings, shed merely assumed he was playing at spies, something he
sometimes did in Oxford sheerly out of habit. Nev-ertheless, aglimpse of him wasaglimpse of him.
Schoolgirlish, shethought, swiftly climbing the narrow ova of stairsand hurrying down the hal to her
little bedroom at the back of the house,but there you have it. After living with him for six years, shewas
surprised at the depth of her need to see him, if only for a second.

And then she had seen the vampire.

Theonly light in the alley was what |eaked down from the windows of the houses on both sides, but with
no light on in her own room—that was another thing she'd learned from James—L ydia could seefairly
well. They were talking when she came to the window, moving the lace curtain only barely; James back
wasto her, and in the gloom she could see the cold, inhuman white of the other man'sface, and redized
with ashiver that he must have been waiting down there,

A vampire. The Undead.
They wereredl.

She had not doubted James story—not conscioudly, she reflected, at any rate. But the quickening of her
heart, the coldness of her hands, told her now that there had been a part of her that had not really
believed. Notreally.

Until now.

Even at this distance, her trained eye picked out the coloring of a corpse, the different way he held
himself and moved. Thisman did not fit the description of Don Smon Y sidro—another vampire, then.
After thefirst shock her whole soul swelled into one vast itch to get a closer look at the tongue and
mucous membranes of the eyes, at the hair follicles and nails which grow after deeth, and at the teeth.
Sheld spent the last thirty-six hours, more or less, in reading, and between the drier tomes of leasehold
and quitclaim at the Public Records Office, shed come home to peruse the trunkful of medica journas
sheld brought along—articles on porphyria, pernicious anemia, and the various ner-vous disorders which
congtituted the "logical explanations’ so dear to the heart of modern man. Sheredlized that she, too, had
wanted them to betrue.

Now . ..

K eegping an eye on the window, she pulled her medica bag to her from its place near the bed. By touch
in the dark, she found her two largest amputation knives and dipped their cased lengthsinto her coat
pocket as she put the garment on. They were polished sted, not the supernaturally recommended silver;
she cast her mind about for pos-sibilities for amoment, then dug in the bag again for her little bottle of
slver nitrate and dipped that in her pocket aswell. If worse cameto worst, she could always throw it
and hope the legends were right.



Therewas no time for anything more. Already James and the vam-pire were parting, the vampire pulling
free of James grip and stepping back; Lydiafancied she saw the glint of eyesin the shadows. For a
moment, despite the fact that she knew the vampires had hired him and would not harm him under the
circumstances, shefdt afraid for him, for there was murder latent in every line of that haf-crouching dark
form. Then, with an angry gesture, the vampire moved away.

With swift slence, Lydiawas down threeflights of stairs, coiling up her hair and pinning on ahat on the
run; people who knew her to take three hours assembling hersalf for a party would not have credited her
gpeed in an emergency. Shewaswaiting in the dark of the entryway when the shambling, raw-boned
shape of the young man emerged from the dley. She had no intention of getting anywhere near him, nor
of coming close enough to let hersalf be seen; even from half ablock's distance, it would be possbleto
observe how he moved, how those closer to him would be affected by the aura—if there was one—that
James had described. It was the best she could do for now.

They were close to Shaftesbury Avenue. Lydiafollowed the vampire southeast, her high hedlstapping
like adeer'stiny hooves on the pave-ment. There were sill plenty of people about, crowding the
sdewaks under the glare of the gadightsin throngsthat had not the purposeful hurry of the day. Women
in bright clothes strolled on the arms of gentlemen, laughing and leaning their shining curls closeto dark
shoul-ders; jehus, bundled in coats and scarves againgt the bite of the October night, read newspapers on
the high boxes of their cabsin the street-side ranks, their horses breathing steam like dragons. Groups of
young swells, of impecunious medicd students, and of home-going shop clerksjostled dong the
pavement. Lydiafound it hard to keep the vampirein sight.

And yet, she saw, the vampire was having his own problems. Part of this was because people smply did
not look at him, or gpparently did not see him when they did, with the result that they did not move aside,
aspeopledid for her. Theirony of that entertained her agood deal as she moved along, handsin
pockets—she'd midaid her gloves and had no tune to hunt for them—in hiswake. She hersdf had no
trouble following him when the ever-growing crowds permitted, but, then, she knew what to ook for. He
wastall. The cheap black bowler floated over the genera crowd like aroach in acesspool.

He turned one corner and another. The crowds thinned out, and Lydiahad to fall back again, glad that
her coat was of anondescript color—unusua for her, and in this case ddliberate—and wishing her hair
were, too, where it showed benegath the brim of her hat. The vam-pire was moving dower now, and
Lydia observed that people now moved aside from him, and treated him asif he were there.

So it was something that came and went, she thought.
And there was something else.

They were near Covent Garden, atangle of little streets and aleys, the cramped, chesp lodgings of
servants and seamstresses, costermongers hawking at haf price from carts what they couldn't get rid of
earlier inthe day, and the smdll of rotting vegetables piled with the dung in the gutters. A couple of
loungers outside a pub whistled admir-ingly and called out to her. She ignored them and hoped the
vampire did, too. Though she vastly preferred the quieter life of Oxford for her work, at her father's
ingstence sheld spent a certain amount of timein London, but the graceful houses of Mayfair, the green
spaciousness of Hyde Park and St. James, and the quiet opulence of the Savoy and Simpson's might
have been in another city. Thistangle of wet cobble-stones, loud voices, and harsh lights was dien to her
experience; though she wasn't particularly frightened—after dl, she knew she had only to summon acab
and return to Bruton Place—she knew she would have to go carefully.

She saw the vampire turn into alittle court whose broken cobbles leaked black water into the wider



street; she ducked her head and passed its entrance swiftly, not daring even to look. In this part of
London, circling ablock was dways a chancy business, but she took the next turning and hurried her
steps down the insal ubrious and deserted court until she found adirty aley that seemed to lead through.

She hesitated for along time—nearly aminute, which, given her quarry and the danger she knew she
would bein, waslong. The dley, what she could see of it, was dark and crooked. Though the houses of
thelittle court a her back gave evidence of lifein the form of lights burning in the windows and shadows
crossing back and forth over the cheap curtains or baldly uncurtained glass, dl the ground-floor shops
had been locked up, and the wet, narrow pavement lay deserted under the chill drift of evening mist. She
shivered and huddled deeper into her coat, for the first time conscious of why so many people didiked
being alone. The vampire wasin the next court. She had a strong suspicion that he had gone there to
seek hisprey.

Her hand closed tighter on the shegath of the amputation knifein her pocket. A six-inch blade seemed
like abroadsword in the dissecting room; she wondered if, put to it, she could bring herself to useit
agang living flesh.

Or even,she added with involuntary humor,Undead. One way of getting a blood sample, but risky. If
the other vampires didn't know of her connection with James, they would have no reason for sparing her
life

And James would befurious.

Like thewhisper of abreath, of afootfal, or of the haf consciousness of the smell of blood, she knew
there was someone behind her.

She swung around, her heart hammering, galvanized into terror such as she had never felt before, the
knife whipping out of her pocket, naked in her dim hand. For amoment she stood, flattened to the brick
of the corner of the alley wall, the scalpel held before her, facing . . . noth-ing. The court behind her was
deserted.

But, she thought, only just.

Her glance dropped ingtantly to the wet pavement behind her. No footprint but her own little smudges
marred its moist shine. Her hand was shaking—it, her mouth, and her feet dl fdlt likeice asdl the blood
in her body retreated from her extremitiesin reaction to the shock. She noted the effect with aclinica
detachment, at the same time conscious of the heat of her breath, and how it smoked asit mingled with
the migts that had begun to drift through this dark and tangled part of the city.Had it been this misty
before?

There had been something there. She knew it.

A smdll, shethought, her mind taking refuge in andysiswhile her eyes swept here and there, to the
shadows which suddenly clotted blacker, more twisted, beneath the doorways and shutters of the locked
and empty shops—asmell of blood, of rot, of something she had never smelled before and never wanted
tosmell again ... A smdl of some-thing wrong.

And closeto her. So terrifyingly close.

It was perhaps forty seconds before she gained the courage to move from the protection of thewall at
her back.



She kept as close to the wall as she could, making her way back swiftly to the populated noises of
Monmouth Street; she felt every door-way and every projection of the shop fronts concedling invisble
threats. As she passed the entrance to the next court movement caught her eye. She turned her head to
seeagirl, fourteen or fifteen and dressed in secondhand finery from the dop shops of the East Side, an
exuberantly trimmed orange and blue frock standing out in the darkness. She heard the nasal voice say,
"Well, Migter, wot yer doin' ‘ere, dl by yoursdf?' It was young and coaxing and dready with a
professond's edge.

She stood for along moment, sickened, the knife still in her lowered hand, wondering if she should call
out. Beyond the girl'sform, in the black darkness of the court, she could see nothing, but half felt the
gleam of eyes.

She quickened her steps, cold and shaking, and hailed the first cab she saw to take her back to
Bloomsbury.

What little deep she achieved that night was with the lamp burning beside her bed.

The morning post brought Asher an envel ope without return address, containing a blank sheet of paper
in which wasfolded a cloakroom ticket from the British Museum. He packed up the precis of yesterday's
findings, thelist of relatives of Lotta Harshaw's victims, and the mea-surements of tracks and footprints
taken at Half Moon Street and put them in abrown satchel, which he took with him to the Museum and
checked in to the cloakroom. After half an hour's quiet perusa of court records of the brief reign of
Queen Mary | inthevast hush of that immense rotunda, he dipped an envelope from his pocket,
addressed it to Miss PriscillaMerridew, sedled his own cloakroom ticket in it, af-fixed a penny stamp,
and left, presenting the ticket held received by post and receiving another brown satchel whose contents,
opened in his own rooms after posting hismissiveto Lydia, proved to be severd folded sheets covered
with hiswifés sprawling handwriting.

Even aprdiminary list of housesin London which had not changed hands, ether by sdeor by
testamentary deposition, in the last hundred years was dauntingly long. Given the vagaries of the Public
Records Office, there were, of course, dozens of reasons why a piece of property would have no
records attached to it—everything from bequests by persons|living outside Britain to purchase by
corporations—but Asher was gratified to note that 10 Half Moon Street wasonthelist. And it wasa
dart, he thought, aprdiminary list against which to check . . .

A name caught hiseye.
Ernchester House.

For amoment he wondered why it was familiar, then he remembered. One of the names L otta had used
on old dressmaker's bills was Carl otta Ernchester.

Lydiawas not at the Public Records Office in Chancery Lane when Asher got there, a circumstance
which he thought just aswell. Though by daylight he knew he had nothing to fear from the vampires of
Lon-don, hewas uneasily conscious that the man he was stalking was not of the Undead and, like
himsdlf, was able to operate both in the daytime and the nighttime worlds.

He established himsdlf at a desk in the most inconspicuous corner of the reading room and sent in his
requests with the clerk, aware that the killer could, in fact, be any of the nondescript men at the various
desks and counters around the long room, turning over leaves of laborious copperplatein the old record



books, searching thefiles of corporation and parish records for houses which had never been sold, or
bodies which had never been buried. The chap at the far Sde of the room with the graying side whiskers
looked both tall enough and strong enough to have wrenched loose the shutters from Edward
Hammersmith's win-dow. Asher leaned idly around the edge of his desk and studied the man's
square-toed boots with their military gloss. Far too broad for the single clear track held been ableto
messure.

A tal man and astrong one, he thought, staring abstractedly through the long windows down &t the
courtyard and at thefrilly Gothic fanta-sies of the roof line beyond. A man capable of tracking a
vampire? Even an inexperienced fledgling like Bully Joe Davies? Or was Bully Joe, disoriented and
maddened by the flood of new sensations and now fur-ther confused by his master Calvaire's degth,
merely prey to achronic case of what Asher himsalf had occasionadly experienced abroad—the
conviction of perpetua pursuit. God knows, Asher thought, if even Y sidro had picked up the trick of
glancing continualy over his shoul-der, what shape would Davies be in after—amonth, had he said, snce
Cavaire's death?

And he made amenta note of the fact that Bully Joe seemed in no doubt that Calvaire had, in fact, been
"donefor," and had not merely disappeared, as Y sdro had once hypothesized.

It waslikelier that thekiller, like himsdlf, was aman of education, ableto track by paper what he could
not track in the flesh.

Arguably, he was aman of patience, Asher thought, running hisfingers dong the dusty leaves of the S.
Bride's parish roll book; aman willing to go through the maddening process of Sfting records, names,
deeds, and wills, checking them against whatever clues he might have found in the vampires rooms
before he—or someone else—burned it dl.

Certainly aman of resolution and strength, to dice off the head of the blonde woman in Highgate
Cemetery with asingle blow.

And—perhaps most odd—a man who had sufficiently believed in vampiresin thefirst place to make his
initid staking, hisinitia kill, which would conclusvely proveto him that hisprey, infact, exiged a dl.

That initsdf Asher found quite curious.

For that matter, he thought uneasily, turning back to hiswork, it might be Y sidro or the mysterious
Grippen whom Bully Joe sensed on his hedls. If that were the case, Asher knew he stood in double
danger, for if Bully Joeredized it was Y sidro on histrail, hewould never believe Asher had not betrayed
him.

After atedious examination of ward records and parish rolls, he ascertained that Ernchester House had
been sold in the early 1700s by the Earls of Ernchester, whose town house it had once been, to a Robert
Wanthope. The houseitsdf stood in Savoy Walk, aname only vagudly familiar to Asher asone of the
innumerable tiny courts and passage-ways that laced the oldest part of London in the vicinity of the
Temple. Oddly enough, there was no record of any Robert Wanthope having ever purchased any other
property in London, in St. Bride's parish or any other.

Ten minutes walk to Somerset House and a certain amount of search in the Wills Office sufficed to tell
Asher that Mr. Wanthope had never made awill—an unusud circumstance in aman who had sufficient
fundsto buy atown house. A brief vigt to the Registry in another wing of the vast building informed him,
not much to his surprise, that no record existed of Wanthope's death or, for that matter, hisbirth.



In the words of Professor Dodgson, Asher thought,curiouser and curiouser. Almost certainly an dias.
Ernchester House had not surfaced in any record whatsoever since.

It was nearly five when he left Somerset House. The raw wind was blowing tatters of cloud in over the
Thames as he crossed the wide, cobbled court, emerging on the Strand opposite the new Gaiety
The-atre. For afew minutes he considered seeking out Savoy Walk, but reasoned that there would be
no one gtirring in Ernchester House until dark—and in any case there was something he very much
wanted to buy firgt.

So heturned his steps westward, dodging across the tangles of traffic in Piccadilly and Leicester Square.
Lights were beginning to go up, soft and primrose around the wrought-iron palisade of the public
lavatoriesin Piccadilly Circus, brighter and more garish from the doors of the Empire and Alhambra. He
quickened his pace, huddling in the volumi-nous folds of his ulster and scarf asthe day faded. He had no
idea how soon after sunset the vampires began to move, and above dl, he did not want Y sidro to spot
him now.

The fashionable shops were ill openin Bond Street. At Lambert's he purchased asilver chain, thick
links of the purest metal available; he stopped in adoorway in Vigo Street to put it on. The metal was
cold againgt histhroat asit did down under his collar. As he wrapped his scarf back over it, hewastorn
between avague sensation of embarrass-ment and wondering whether he shouldn't have invested in a
crucifix aswell.

But slver was spoken of again and again as aguard against the Undead, who far transcended the
geographica and chronologicd limits of Chrigtianity. Perhapsthe crucifix was merely away of placing a
greater concentration of the meta near the big vessals of the throat. He only hoped the folklore wasright.

If it wasn't, he thought, he might very well be dead before morning.
Or, at least according to some folklore, worse.

Now that was curious, he mused, jostling hisway back through the thickening press of young swellsand
gaily dressed Cyprians around the Empiréswide, carved doors. Thefolklore al agreed that the victims
of vampires often became vampires themsalves, but at no time had Y sidro spoken of hisown victims, or
those of the other mysterious hunters of the dark sireets, asjoining the ranks of their killers. Bully Joe
Davies had spoken of avampire "getting” fledglings, as Cdvaire had "gotten” him—evidently againgt the
commands of the master vampire Grippen.

So it wasn't automatic—not that Asher had ever believed that it was, of course. Even without Lydias
projection of the number of victimsasingle vampire might kill in the course of acentury and ahdf, logic
forbade that smple geometrical principle; the vampires kept on killing, but the world was not innundated
with fledgling vampires.

There was something el se involved, some deliberate process ... a process jealoudy guarded by the
Master of London.

Grippen.
"A big toff", the tobacconist's clerk had said. A hard boy, and never mind the boiled shirt.

Grippen's get, Bully Joe Davies had said. Grippen'sdaves.



Was Y sdro? It was hard to picture that poised, pale head bending to anyone.

Y et there was so much that was being hidden: an iceberg beneath dark waters, whed swithininvisble
whedls, and the power struggles among the Undead,

Heleft the streaming traffic of Drury Lane, the jumbled brightness of Covent Garden behind him.
Crossing the Strand again, he got a glimpse of the vast brooding dome of . Paul's against the darkening
bruise of the sky. Thelaneswere narrow here, lacing off in al directions, canyons of high brown buildings
with pubsflaring like spilled jewel boxes at their corners. Somewhere he heard the insouciant clatter of
buskers, and awoman's throaty laugh.

He passed Savoy Walk twice before identifying it—a cobbled passage, like so many in the Temple
district, between two rows of buildings, not quite the width of his outstretched arms. It curved adozen
feet dong, cutting out the lights from Salisbury Place. His own footsteps pierced the gloom in amoist
whisper, for fog was rising from the nearby river.

Thetiny passage widened to alittle court, where the signs of small shops jutted out over the wet, bumpy
stones—a pawnbroker's, a sec-ond-hand bookshop, a manufacturer of glass eyes. All were empty and
dark, crouching beneath the tall gambreled silhouette of the house at the rear of the court, ajewe of
interlaced brickwork and leaded glass, nearly black with soot. The lights of the populous districtsto the
north and east caught in the drifting fog to form amephitic, dimly luminous backdrop behind abaroque
jungle of danting roofs and chimneys. The house, too, was dark; but as Asher walked toward it, alight
went up in itslong windows.

The stepswere tdl, soot-stained, and decorated with decaying lionsin ochre stone. There waslong
stillness after the echoes of the door knocker died. Even listening closaly, Asher heard no tread upon the
floor.

But oneleaf of the carved double door opened suddenly, framing against the dark honey of ail light the
shape of atal woman inivory faille, her reddish-dark hair coiled thick above aface dry, smooth, and
cold aswhite silk. By the glow of the many-paned lamps behind her, he could see the Undeed glitter of
her brown eyes.

"Mrs. Farren?' he said, using the family name of the Earls of Ernchester, and it surprised her into
replying.

"Yes." Then something changed in her eyes.
"Lady Ernchester?'

Shedidn't answer. He felt the touch of that deepiness, that menta |aziness of not paying attention, and
forced it away; he saw in those glittering eyesthat she felt that, too.

"My nameisDr. James Asher. I'd like to talk to you about Danny King."

* Seven

"Comein."



She stepped back from the door, gestured him to a salon whose pilastered archway opened to the right
of the hall. Her voice was low and very swest, without seductiveness or artifice of any kind. Ashe
followed her, Asher was acutely conscious of the thud-ding of his own heart. He wondered if she was,
too.

The sdlon waslarge, perfectly orderly, but had achilled air of long neglect. One dim oil lamp on the
corner of acurlicued Baroque mantel-piece picked out the edges of the furnishings nearest it—graceful
Hepplewhite chairs, the curve of a bow-front cabinet, and the claret-red gleam of carved mahogany ina
thick archaic style. Asher wondered who would dust the place and brickbat that dingy front step, now
that Danny King was dead.

Mrs. Farren said, "I've heard of you, Dr. Asher."” Asin Ysdro's, there was neither commitment nor
emotion in her voice. Standing be-fore her in the small pool of lamplight, he could see the gleam of her
protruding fangs, and the fact that, except when she spoke, the creamy thickness of her breasts did not
riseorfal.

"My apologiesfor intruding," he said, with adight bow. "If you've heard of me you know I'm seeking
information—and if you know Don Simon Y sidro, you probably know I'm not getting much. Was Danidl
King your servant?'

"Yes" Shenodded once. Unlike Y sidro, though her voice was abso-lutely neutral, there was aworld of
brightness, of watchfulness, of fed-ing in her large, golden-brown eyes. "He was my husband's," she
added after amoment, and inwardly Asher sghed with relief—he'd been afraid for amoment that al
vampires were as utterly uncommunicative as Don Simon. "His carriage-groom—atiger, they used to call
them. That wasduring our last . . ." She hunted for the word for amoment, dark brows flinching dightly
together, and suddenly seemed infinitely more human. "Our last period of being of theworld, | suppose
you could say. We had anumber of servants. In those days such extravagant eccentricitiesas barring a
whole wing of the house and leading an ut-terly nocturna existence were more accepted by servantsthan
they are now. But Danny guessed.”

She stood with her back to the mantelpiece, her hands clasped lightly before her dender waist, in an
attitude regd and dightly archaic, like atiffly painted Restoration portrait. In life, Asher guessed, she had
been alittle plump, but that was al smoothed awvay now, like any trace of archaism in her speech. Her
gown with itsflared tulip skirt was mod-ern, but the baroque pearls she wore in her ears could only have
been so extravagantly set in the days of the last of the Stuart kings.

When she moved, it had the same unexpectedness Y sidro's move-ments did, that momentary inattention,
and then finding her at hisside. But she only said, "I suppose now that he's gone, it's| who must take
your coét . . ."

"Did you make him avampire?'

"No." She hesitated amoment in the act of laying ulster, hat, and scarf on anearby sideboard, her eyes
moving from his, then back. "Grippen did that, a our request—and Danny's. Danny was very de-voted
to Charles—my husband.”

"Could you have?'

"Isthat question pertinent?’ sheinquired levdly. "Or just curiosity?"



"The answer isthat we would not have," avoice spoke from the shadows, and Asher turned swiftly,
having heard no creak from the floorboards that had murmured beneath his own weight. The man who
stood there, face white as chalk in the gloom, seemed more like a ghost than ahuman being—thinnish,
medium height, and with an indefinable air about him of shabbiness, of age, asif onewould expect to see
cob-webs caught in his short-cropped light-brown hair. "Not without Lio-nel's permission.”

“Liond?'

"Grippen.” The vampire shook his head, asif the nametasted flat and old upon histongue. Therewasa
weariness to his movements, adowness, like age that had not yet reached hisface. Glancing swiftly back
at Mrs. Farren, Asher saw her eyes on this newcomer filled with concern.

"He never would have stood for it," the vampire explained. "He would have driven poor Danny out of
every hole and corner within ayear. He's very jedlousthat way." He held out one thin hand, said, "I'm
Ernchester," in avoice that echoed the resonance of that vanished title.

Asher, who had gained a certain amount of familiarity with the Earls of Ernchester from his afternoon’s
researches, guessed: "L ord Charles Farren, third Earl of Ernchester?”

A faint smile brushed that white, square-jawed face, and for amo-ment there was aflicker of animation
in the dead eyes. Heinclined hishead. "I fear | don't look much like the portrait,” he said. Any number of
portraits of ancient gentlemen lurked on the gloomy salon walls, too obscured with time and shadow to
be even remotely recognizable. But Asher reasoned that, Since the third Earl of Ernchester had died in
1682, and any portrait would have been two-thirds devoted to an elabo-rate periwig, it scarcely
mattered. And, in fact, thethird Earl of Ernchester had not died. Asher frowned, trying to recdl the name
of the Countess, and with the curious perspicacity of vampires Mrs. Farren said, "Anthea." She stepped
over beside her husband and guided him to achair near the cold hearth; in her brown eyeswas il that
wariness, that concern when shelooked at him and that watchful enmity when she regarded Asher. Asher
saw theway Ernchester moved when he took his seat— with the same economy of movement he had
seenin Ysdro, and indeed in Lady Anthes, but without life.

"Did Danny deep here?' he asked, and it was Antheawho replied, "Only very occasondly.” She
straightened up and walked back to the hearth; it was ardief to Asher not to have to fight to seethem
move, as he did with Ysdro.

"And | takeit it wasn't here that you found his body?' From the comer of his eye Asher was conscious
of Ernchester look-ing away, resting his brow on his hand in agesture that hid hisface. It came asa
shock to him that the Earl felt grief, and he saw anger for that, too—a protective anger—in Anthea
Barren's brown eyes.

"If it had been," she replied coally, "you may be sure that the killer would have dispatched the both of us
aswdl."

Hebit hislip. Then, answering her anger and not her words, "I'm sorry."
Some of the tension seemed to dack in her strong frame, and the anger left her eyes. She, too, answered
not hiswords. "It was foolish of you to come here," she said. ™Y sidro can be maddening, but, believe me,

if he has kept things from you, it is because thereis ground that it is perilous for aliving man to tread.”

"That may be," Asher said. "But aslong as he has a pistol to my head—as long as someone | love will
auffer for it if | don't find thiskiller—he's not going to be able to have it both ways. | want to be shut of



this business quickly—before he finds where | 've hidden away the woman whaose lifeisin hostageto him,
before the killer redizes he hasaday hunter on histrail, learnswho | am, and tracks down this woman
aso—before | get any deeper entangled into the Side of thisaffair that isn't my business. But | can't do
that unless| have moreinformation than Ysdro'swilling to give."

She considered him for along moment, her head alittletilted, asif with the glossy weight of her dark
hair. "Heis—avery old vampire," she said after atime. "Heis cautious, like an old snakein ahole; he
errson the sde of caution, maybe. Maybe it's becauise he doesn't redlly care much about anything.”

It was odd to hear her speak of Ysidro as"old,” for the Spaniard had the queerly graceful air of ayoung
man, dmost aboy. It was Ernchester, thought Asher, with his oddly dead motions and hisweary eyes,
who seemed old. Asher glanced back at the chair where the Earl had sat, but the vampire was no longer
there. Asher could not recall just when he had vanished. It was early evening, he remembered, and
neither of hishosts had fed. But somehow, speaking to this quiet and beautiful woman who had been
dead long before he was born, he could not fear her.

Hewondered if that were because she meant him no harm, or be-cause she was using some subtle
variation of the menta glamour of the vampire on him, as Ysdro had tried to do on thetrain. YSdro's
words about "other vampiresthan I" lingered unnervingly in histhoughts.

After along pause, Antheawent on, "I'm not sure whether he or Grippen isthe elder—they were both
made about the same time, by the same master. Rhysthe White, that was. A minstrel, who was master
vampire of London—oh, years, years.

"Y ou understand that it was never usua for acommoner to survive asavampire until cities began to get
large enough for deathsto beinvishble," she added after amoment. "Only the landed had money and a
place to be secure during the days when we degp. Smon tells me that evenin histime, London waslike
asmal market town." She smiled alittle, her teeth white againgt alip full but padeaswax. "And | suppose
you'd think the London | grew up in patry—we used to pick catkinsin the marshes where Liverpool
Station now stands.

"It was the nobleswho could sustain their security, who could hunt far enough afield—who could live on
the blood of cattle and deer, if need be, to prevent suspicion from falling on themselves. But one can-not
livefor too long on the blood of animas. One cannot go too long without the kill. One grows—dull.
Stupid. Weary. All things begin to seem very pointless. And out of that dullness, it isvery easy to be
trapped and killed."

Sheraised her eyesto his, folding her hands—soft and large and strong enough, he knew, to break his
neck—over one another, her rings gleaming coldly. "That sounds vile, doesn't it? But that blunting of
mind—that laxing of the concentration—is death to avampire, whom the risng sun will reduce to ashes.
Doyouthink usvile?

"| think that what you areisvile," Asher said evenly. "Doesthat matter to you?'

Her eyesleft hisagain, to congder the pearls and moonstones of her ring. "If it mattered al that greetly |
suppose | would have died years ago.” Another woman might have shrugged—he only sensed her setting
the thought aside with some attenuated shift of musculature he did not quite see, before her eyesreturned
to his. "Of course Rhyswas gone by the time Charles and | became what we are. Helived in the crypts
below the old Church of S. Giles, haunting the waterfronts for sailors at night. He made his money
playing in taverns, in Eastchegp and the Sted yard—the German Hansamerchantsloved him. Smon tells
me his touch upon the lute could bring tears to your eyes. That's where Simon met him, athin, little,



white-haired man, Simon says, so fragileto look at, like alittle spider in strange garb two centuries out of
date. There wasagresat frenzy of witch-killing in the days of old King James, and thosein London who
survived it perished in the Fire, al save Grippen and Simon. God knows where they found to deep, inthe
daysthe fire burned.”

"But you weren't made until after thefire?" It was ancient history to him, likethe Fall of Rome; the
woodcuts of that monster conflagration that had devoured London in 1666.

"Yearsdfter,” shesad. "l remember, asalittle girl, standing on Harrow Hill in the dark, looking down on
the city like a carpet of flame, and feding the heet blowing off it onto my face on thewind. It had been
windy all that week, hot and dry ... | remember the crackle of theair in my hair, and being afraid the fire
would cover al the earth." She shook her head, asif wondering at that child's naivete. "They said there
were buildings whose stones exploded like bombsin the heat, and little streams of molten lead from the
church roofs were seen running like water down the gutters. Even after | became—what | am—it was
years before | saw Y sidro; after the turn of the new century. Hisface was gill covered with scars from
the Fire, his hands like the scabby-barked branches of atree.”

"And Grippen?'

Her mouth tightened allittle. "Liond got alot of fledglingsin the years after the Fire," she said. "Charles
was far from the first. He needed money, needed protection . . ."

"Protection?"

Her voice was ddliberately colorless. "There are dways feuds. All hisfledglings had perished inthe Fire.
For years| thought Charleswas dead." She gave alittle shake of her head, asif putting asde some old
letter she had been reading, and glanced up at him again, the ail light glowing amber in her eyes. "But that
isn't what you came hereto hear.”

"| came hereto hear about vampires,” Asher said quietly. "About who you are and what you are; what
you do and what you want. Y ou're a hunter, Lady Farren. Y ou know that you must see the pattern firgt,
before you can see whereit breaks."

"It's dangerous," she began, and athread of anger seeped into Asher'svoice.
"Yddro didnt give me any choice."

Hewas il standing in front of her, in the smal pool of light that surrounded the vast marble edifice of
the carved mantel, close enough now that he could have reached out and touched her face. Her face did
not change its expression, but he saw her eyes dter their focus, flick past his shoulder to the dark cavern
of the room behind him; her hand shot out, dragging at hisarm even as he whirled to see the massive
shadow looming only feet behind him and the terrible glint of red eyes.

Anthea cried, "Grippen, no ... !" at the same ingtant Asher swung with hisforearm to strike away the
huge hand that clutched at histhroat. It was like striking atree, but he managed to twist asde. Hairy and
powerful, the vampire Grippen's hand shut around the shoulder of his coat instead of his neck.

Asher twisted, dithering out of the garment. Grippen was massive, astdl as Asher and broad as a door,
with greasy black hair faling in hiseyes, hisface pocked with old scars and ruddy with ingested blood.
For dl hissze, hewasblindingly fast. His massive arm locked around Asher's chest, trapping him with
hisown armstangled till in his half-discarded coat; he felt the vampire's mind smothering his, cloudy and



strong as stedl, and fought it as he had fought Y sdro'sin the train. The arm around his chest crushed
tighter, and he twisted with both hishands at the fingers buried in his coat—he might just aswell have
tried to bresk the fingers of a statue.

Anthea, too, was tearing at Grippen'swrists, trying to force them loose. He heard her cry, "Dont . . . I"
as hefdt the man's huge, square hand tear his shirt collar free, and thought, with bizarre abstrac-tion,And
now for a little experiment in applied folklore . . .

"God's death!" Grippen's hand jerked back from the silver chain, the reek of blood on his breath
nauseeting. Asher dropped hisweight against the dackened hold, dipping free for an instant before the
en-raged vampire struck him ablow on the side of the head that knocked him spinning into the opposite
wall. Hehit it like arag doll—the strike had been blindingly fast, coming out of nowhere with an impact
like that of aspeeding motorcar. As he sank, stunned, to the floor the philologist in him picked out the
sixteenth-century rounded vowels— far more pronounced than Y sidro's—as the vampire bellowed,
"Poxy whoreson, I'll giveyou silver!”

Hisvision graying out, he saw two shapes melt and whirl together, black and ivory in the lamplight.
Anthea had hold of both of Grippen'swrids, trying to drag him back, her ssorm-colored hair faling loose
from its pins around her shoulders. Though his mind was swimming, Asher staggered to hisfeet and
stumbled the length of the room to the pillared archway. An inglorious enough exit, he thought dizzily.
Prop-erly speaking, a gentleman should remain and not let alady take the brunt of afracas, but the fact
wasthat she was far more quaified than he for the task. It was dso very unlikely Grippen could or would
kill her, and virtudly certain that, if Asher remained, he was a dead man.

Savoy Walk was silent, empty, wreathed thickly now in fog. If he could make it to the end of the street,
up Salisbury Court to the lights of Fleet Street, held be sofe ...

He stumbled down thetall stone steps, scarcely fedling the raw cold of the river mist that lanced through
his shirt deeves and froze histhroat through historn collar. Dangerous ground for a mortal to tread
indeed, he thought, as hisfeet splashed in the shalow puddles of the uneven cobbles. Heedless of

appearances, he began to run.

He made it no farther than the black dot where the court narrowed into the crevice of the lane.

In that shadowy opening aform materiaized, seeming to take shape, asthey were said to, out of the mist
itsdlf—adiminutive girl, apocket Venus, primrose curls heaped high on her head and dark eyes gleaming
ferd in the diffuse glow from the lights of the house. He turned, seeking some other escgpe, and saw
behind him in the fog the pale face of aworld-weary ghost that belonged to the third Earl of Ernchester.
Their handswere likeice asthey closed around hisarms,

"I'm sorry," Ernchester said softly, "but you have to come with us."

* Eight

Sevenyearsisalong time," The Honorable Evelyn Westmoreland stirred at his coffee with atiny spoon,
looking down into its midnight depths. Acrossthe table from him, Lydia hoped that seven yearswas|ong

enough.



"I know," she said softly and rested her hand on the table, close enough to histo let him know that, had
she not been married, he could have covered it with his. The plumes on her hat, like pink-tinged sunset
clouds, moved as she leaned forward; from the lace of her cuffs, her kid-gloved hands emerged like the
dim stamens of arose. Her brown eyes were wide and gentle—she could see him as a soft-edged
pattern of dark and light, but had decided that in this case it was better to look well than to see well.
Besides, she had learned how to interpret the most subtle of signs. "Believe me, | wish | could let the
meatter rest.”

"Y ou should." There was an edge of bitter distastein hisvoice. "It's not the sort of thing you should be
asking about. . . Mrs. Asher." The soft lips, fleshy asthose of some decadent Roman bust, pinched up.
Pest him, the red-and-black shape of one of Gatti'swell-trained waiters glided by and, though it was well
past the hour when teas ceased being served, fetched alittle more hot water, which he soundlessly added
to the tegpot at Lydias elbow, and removed the ruins of the little cake-and-sandwich plate. The
restaurant was beginning to smell of dinner now rather than tea. The quality of the voices of the few
diners coming in was different; the women'sindigtinct formswere colored differently than for daytime and
flashed with jewels. Beyond the square |eads of the windowpanes, amisty dusk had fallen on the Strand.

Those seven years, Lydiareflected privately, had not been particu-larly kind to the Equally Honorable
Evelyn. Hewas dtill asbig and burly as held been in those hal cyon days of rugger matches againgt Kings,
but, even without her specs, she could tell that under hisimmeaculate tailoring hed put on flesh. When held
taken her arm to lead her to their little table, Lydia had been close enough to see that, though not yet
thirty, he bore the crumpled pouchiness of dissipation benesth hisblue-gray eyes, the bitter weariness of
one who does not quite know what has gone wrong; hisflesh smelled faintly of expensive pomade. He
was not the young man who had so assiduoudly offered her hisarm at croquet matches and concerts of
Oriental music, no longer Dennis Blaydon's puppylike brother-in-arms againgt al comers on thefield.
Even back when she'd been most impressed with his considerable good looks, Lydia had found his
conversation stilted and boring, and it was worse now. It had taken nearly an hour of patient chitchat
over teato relax him to the point of, she hoped, confidences.

She looked down at her teacup, fingering the fragile curlicues of its handle, aware that, with her eyes
downcast, he was studying her face. "Howdid hedie, Evelyn?'

"It was a carriage accident.” The voice turned crisp, defensive.
"Oh," shesaid softly. "I thought ... I'd heard . . ."

"Whatever you heard," Evelyn said, "and whomever you heard it from, it was a carriage accident. I'd
rather not .. ."

"Please. . ." Sheraised her eyesto hisonce more. "I need to talk to you, Evelyn. | didn't know who else
| could ask. | sent you that note asking to meet me here because.. . . I've heard there was awoman.”

Anger flicked at the edges of histone. "She had nothing to do withit. Hediedina. . ."
"I think afriend of mine has gotten involved with her."

"Who?' He moved his head, his eyes narrowing, the wary inflection reminding her of her father when he
was getting ready to say thingslike "station in lifé" and "not done.”

"No oneyou know," Lydia ssammered.



He paused amoment, thinking about that, turning things over in his mind with the dow ddiberation she
had remembered. The Honorable Bertie, dimwitted though he had been, had aways been the brighter
brother. Then he said dowly, "Don't worry about it, Lydia. . . Mrs. Asher. Truly," he added more gently,
seeing the pucker of worry be-tween her copper-dark brows. "I ... You see, | heard recently that . . .
that someone | know had been seeing her. Of course, you were barely out of school when Bertie was
found . . . when Bertie died, and there was alot we couldn't tell you. But she was a pernicious woman,
Lydia, truly evil. Andaweek or soago | ... er ... | met her and warned her off ... paid her off ... gave her
money and told her to leave the country. She'sgone." He didn't look at her as he spoke.

Embarrassment?she wondered. Or something else?

Truly?' Sheleaned forward alittle, her eyes on hisface, trying to detect shifts of expression without
being obvious about it.

She heard the weary distaste, therevulsonin hisvoiceashe sad, "Truly."

She let another long pause rest on the scented air between them, then asked, "What was she like? | have
areason for asking," she added, as the Equaly Honorable Evelyn puffed himself up preparatory to
expos-tulation on the subject of curiosity unseemly for awoman of her classand position. ™Y ou know
I've become a doctor."

"l do," he said, with atrace of indignation, asif held had the right to forbid it, and she'd flouted his
authority anyway. "Though | really can't see how Professor Asher, or any husband, could let hiswife..."

"Well," she continued, cutting off atoo-familiar tirade with an artless appearance of eagerness, "in my
studies I've come across two or three cases of akind of nervous disorder that reminded me of things
|—my friend—told me about this—thiswoman Carlotta. | suspect that she may beinsane.”

That got hisinterest, as she'd found it got nine peopl€'s out of ten, even those who considered her
authority for the accusation an affront to their manhood. He leaned forward, his watery eyesintent, and
she reached across the smal table with its starched white cloth and took his chubby hand in both of hers,
"But | haven't met her, or seen her, and you have ... if you'd be willing to talk about it. Evelyn, please. |
do need your help.”

In the cab on her way back to Bruton Place she jotted down the main points of the subsequent
discussion—it would have looked bad, she had decided, to be taking notes while Evelyn wastalking, and
would have put him off hisstride. The waiters at Gatti's, well-trained, had observed the intentness of the
discussion between the wed thy-looking gentleman and the delicate, red-haired girl, and had tactfully let
them a one— something they probably would not have done had she been scribbling notes.

Theinterview had been frustrating, because Evelyn was as much wrapped up in sports—and now in the
stock market—as his brother Bertie had been in clothes and fashion and was grosdy inobservant of
anything ese, but with patient questioning she'd been able to piece certain things together.

Fird, Lottahad been seen as early as an hour after sunset, when the sky was il fairly lighnt—Evelyn had
thought that was in spring, but wasn't sure.

Second, sometimes she had been paer, and sometimes roser— though it was difficult to tell by
gadight—indicating that sometimes she had fed before joining the Honorable Bertie and hisfriends.
Eveyn did not remember whether she had ever been rosy on those occasions upon which she had met
them early, which would indicate that she had risenjust after sunset to hunt.



Third, she often wore heavy perfume. James had said nothing about vampires smelling different from
humans, but presumably, with adiffer-ent diet, they might have adifferent odor, though avery faint
one—shetried not to think about the smell of blood and strangeness that had touched her nogtrilsin the
dark of the Covent Garden court.

Other than that, he'd thought there was something odd about her fingernails, he couldn't say what. And
her eyes, but he couldn't say what either, so had fallen back on "an expresson of evil," which was no help
toward clinica andyss.

About the circumstances of his brother's desth he would not spesk at al, but Lydia guessed, from things
James had told her about the tech-niques of spying, that when Lottafindly killed her victim, she had
arranged for the body to be found in circumstances that were ether disgraceful or compromising, such as
dressed in women's clothing, or in an aley behind an opium den, or something equaly damning.

And lastly, Evelyn had told her that Bertie had once had acharm made, alover'sknot, out of Lotta's
red-gold hair. It was ill among Bertie's things. He would send it to her by the morning post, to the
accommodation address where she picked up her mail.

She sat back in the cab asiit jolted aong the crowded pavement of Gower Street, staring abstractedly
out a the blurred yelow halos of the street |lamps where they shone through the mists against the
mono-chrome cutouts of the house fronts behind. The rising fog seemed to damp noises, making al things
dightly unredl; omnibuses like moving towersloomed out of it, their knife-board advertisementsfor
Pond's Arthriticus or Clincher Tires—Still Unequaed for Qudity and Dura-bility—transformed into
strange portents by the surrounding gloom.

When the cab reached Number 109 Bruton Place, Lydiapaid the driver off quickly and hurried inside,
displeased to find her heart racing with a swift, nervous fear. She found she was becoming uncomfortable
at the thought of being outside, even for afew moments, after dark.

The room to which the vampires took Asher was a cellar, not of Ernchester House but of a deserted
shop whose narrow door opened into the blackness of the lane. Ernchester produced the keysto itstwo
padlocks from awaistcoat pocket and led the way into atiny back room, piled high with dusty boxes
and crates and boasting an old soap-stone sink in one corner, whose rusty pump, silhouetted againgt the
dim yelowish reflection of the window, had the appearance of some wry-necked monster brooding in the
darkness. An ail lamp stood on the side of the sink; Ernchester lighted it and led the way to another door
nearly hidden behind the crates, whose padlock and hasp had been ripped off with a crowbar—recently,
by thelook of the gougesin thewood. The smdll of mildew and dampness rose chokingly to engulf them
asthey descended the hairpin spird of stairsto acellar, certainly much wider, Asher guessed, than the
building above; probably deeper, he thought, glancing at itsfar end, nearly obscured in shadows, and
beyond a doubt older. Rough-hewn arched beams supported a ceiling of smoke-stained stone; just
bel ow them, at the other end of the room, two pairs of locked shutters indicated windows either at street
level or setinto alight well just below it.

"They're barred behind those shutters," the Earl remarked, taking an old-fashioned, long-barreled key
from anail beside the door. "So even if you could get the padlocks on them open, it wouldn't do you
much good. Chloe, my dear, would you be so good asto fetch Dr. Asher's coat? And mine aswell?’

Thefair-haired vampire girl shot him alook that was both sullen and annoyed, childish on that angelic



face. "Don't trust meto stay with 'im while you get ‘em yoursdlf, ducks?' she mocked in accents that put
her originswithin half adozen streets of the Church of St. Mary-Le-Bow. She threw a glance back at
Asher intheflickering light of the oil lamp they'd collected when they'd passed through the room above.
"And don't go givin' yoursdf airs over that bit o' tin you got hung round your gullet, Professor—we can
drink from the veinsin your wrigts, you know."

Sheraised Asher'swrist to her mouth, pressed her cold lipsto the thin skin therein asmiling kiss. Then
sheturned and with barely arustle of her silk petticoats was gone in the darkness.

Asher became aware that he was shivering. Though the cellar was dry, it wasintensay cold. Beside him
Ernchester, lamp il in hand, was frowning at the narrow black dot of the door through which Asher
knew the girl must have gone, though he had not seen her do so. She, like Y sidro, moved largely unseen.

"Animpertinent child." Ernchester frowned, his sparse brows bris-tling queerly in the shaky light. "It isnt
just aquestion of breeding— though of course | understand that things do change. It just seemsthat no
one knows how to behave anymore." He set the lamp down on the floor beside him and held thin hands
in the column of heet that rose from its chimney.

"Anthea has goneto look for Ysidro,” he went on after amoment. "Neither of us gpproved of Don
Simon's plan for hunting the killer— for reasons which are obvious by your mere presence here. But now
that he has hired you, | agree with her that it would be most unfair smply to kill you out of hand, leaving
asdethefact that you are, in asense, aguest beneath my roof.” Those dulled, weary blue eyesrested on
him for amoment, asif seeking reasons other than an old habit of noblesse oblige for sparing hislife,

Dryly, Asher said, "l take it Grippen voted againgt it, also?"

"Oh, there was never aquestion of avote." By histonethe ederly vampire had entirely missed the
sarcasm. "Don Simon is and dways has been alaw unto himsdlf. He was the only one of usto think it
necessary to hire ahuman. But he has dways been most high in the instep and will carry hishumors
againg dl oppogtion,”

Asher rubbed his shoulder, which ached where Grippen had flung him into the wall. "He might have
mentioned that."

Beneeth their feet, the stone floor vibrated; the glass of the lamp chimney sang faintly in its metal socket,
"The Underground Railroad runs very closetothiscdlar,” Ernchester explained, asthe nimble died away.
"Indeed, when they were cutting for it, we feared they might break through, asin fact they did in another
house we own afew streets away. That cellar was deeper than this one, without windows—it had been
the wine room of an old tavern, paved over and forgotten after the Fire. There are agreat number of
such placesin the old City, some of them dating back to Roman times. It was desperately damp and
uncom-fortable, which was why no one was deeping there when the workmen brokein.”

Asher stroked his mustache thoughtfully and wandered across the uneven dab floor to the coffin against
the wdl Opening it, he saw thelining burned entirely away at the bottom, only clinging in charred shreds
around the upper rim. Nothing but afaint film of scraped-at ash lay over the charred wood of the coffin's
floor.

He wondered in what church's crypt they had buried the remains. St. Bride's, beyond a doubt. Odd, that
after so many yearsthat should still be a concern to them ... or perhaps not so odd.

He replaced the lid and turned back. "Were the padl ocks on the windows open, then, when you found



Danny's body?'

Ernchester glanced quickly at the barred shutters of the windows, then back at the empty coffin. For a
moment he seemed to be trying to figure out how much he should tell a human; then, with atired gesture,
he gaveit up. "Yes Thekey wasonthesll."

Asher walked over to the window, stretched hislong arm up to touch the tips of hisfingersto thelock.
He looked back at the vampire. "But the bars were undisturbed?

"Y es. Had someone—atramp, or a vagabond—entered this cellar and been looking about, it would be
natural for him to open the shuttersto obtain light, you see.”

"Wasthere any sign of atramp elsewhere in the building? Cupboards open, drawers gar? Or in the rest
of the house? Any sign that the place had been searched?’

"No," Ernchester admitted. "That is—I don't think so. | redlly don't know. Antheawould." Another
man—alliving man—might have sghed and shaken his head, but, aswith Antheaand Y sidro, such
gestures seemed to have been drained from him by the passing weari-ness of centuries. Therewasonly a
dight relaxing of that straight, stocky body, aloosening of thetired lines of the face. " Anthea—does such
thingsthese days. | know it's the portion of the man to manage affairs, but ... it seemsasif dl theworld is
changing. | used to keep up better than | do now. | dare say it's only the effect of the factory soot in the
ar or thenoiseinthe stredts.... it usen't to belike this, you know. | sometimesthink theliving suffer from
it asmuch aswe. Folk are different now from what they were."

Keyed and dert for the silent approach of some new peril, Asher saw the girl Chloe enter the cdllar
again, hisown jacket and greatcoat and Ernchester's seedy velvet coat over her arm. She was dressed,
he saw now, in an expensive and beautiful gown of dark green velvet, beaded thickly with jet; her soft
white hands and pale face seemed like flowers againgt the opulent fabric. Here was one, he thought, who
would have no trouble winning kisses from strangersin aleyways. As he took the coat from her arm he
sad, "Thank you," and the brown eyesflicked up to his, sartled at being thanked. "Did you hunt with
LottaHarshaw?'

She amiled again, but thistime the mockery did not quite hide the frightened flinch of her lips. "Still the
nosy-parker, then?Y ou saw what it'll buy you." She reached up to touch histhroat, then drew back as
the slver of hisneck chain caught the lamplight. ™Y ou know what they said curiogity did to the cat.”

"Then it'sagood thing cats have ninelives" hereplied quietly. "Did you hunt with Lotta?" She shrugged,
an eaborately coquettish gesture with her bare white shoulders, and looked away.

"I know you went for dressfittings with her. Probably other shop-ping aswell. | imaginethe pair of you
looked very fetching together. Persondly | find it a bore to have dinner done—do you?”

The conversationa tone of hisvoice brought her eyes back to his, flirtatious and amused. " Sometimes.
But y'see, we don't ever have din-ner quite done." She amiled, showing the glint of teeth againgt alip like
ruby silk.

"Didyou like Lotta?"
Thelong lashes veiled her brown eyes once more. " She showed me the ropes, like," she sad, after a

long moment, and he remembered Bully Joe Davies frantic cry:1 dunno how the othersdoiit. .. To
achieve the vampire sate, the vampire powers, was evidently far from enough. "And we—birds, |



mean—hunt differently from gents. And that . . ." She stopped her next words on her lips and threw a
quick, wary glance at Ernchester, silent beside the lamp. After along pause for rewording, she continued,
"Lottaand me, we got dong. There's some things alady needs from another lady, see”

Andthat . . .That what? How would this beautiful, over-dressed porcelain doll of agirl seethe quiet
antique lady Anthea?As a stiff-necked and uncongenial bitch, Asher thought,beyond a doubt. Mde.
LaTour had known at a glance that Lotta and Chloe were two of akind and that Anthea—for
undoubtedly it was she who went by the name of Mrs. Wren—was far other than they.

"Did you know her rich young men?"' he asked. " Albert Westmorel and? Tom Gobey? Paul Farrington?”

She amiled again, playing hard to get. "Oh, | met most of ‘em," she said, toying with one of her thick
blonde curls. "Lambs, they were—even Bertie Westmorland, so stiff and proper, likeit killed him to
admit he wanted her, but following her wherever she went with his eyes. Weld go to thegtre panics
together—Bertie's brother, me and L otta, and some girls Berti€'s friends might have dong ... It wasal |
could do sometimes not to drink one of 'em right there in the shadow of the back of the box. Like
smelling sausages frying when you're hun-gry ... It would havebeen soeasy . . "

"It'satrick you could only have done once," Asher remarked, and got a sullen glance from under those
long lashes.

"That'swhat Liond said. Not when others are around, no matter how bad | want it—not where anyone
will know." She moved closer to him, her head no higher than the top button of hiswaistcoat; he could
sméll the patchouli of her perfume, and the faint reek of blood on her words as she spoke. "But no others
are around now—and no one will know."

Her tongue dipped out, to touch the protruding tips of her teeth; her fingers did around his hand, warm
with the evening's earlier kill. He could see her eyes on histhroat and on the heavy silver links of the
chain. Though he dared not look away from her to check, he had no impression of Ernchester beingin
the room. Perhapsit was only that the vampire Earl would not have cared whether she killed him or not.

"Ysdrowill know," he reminded her.

She dropped his hand and looked away. A shiver went through her, " Cold dago bugger.”

"Areyou afrad of him?"

"Aren't you?' Her glance did back to his, brown eyesthat should have been angdlic, but had never been
30, hethought, evenin life. Her red mouth twisted. ™Y ou think helll protect you from Liond? That'll last
just aslong as he needs you. Y ou'd better not be so quick about findin' the answersto your questions.”

"And | have aready told him he had best not be dow," the soft, drawling voice of Y sidro murmured.
Turning, Asher saw the Spanish vampire at his elbow, as Grippen had appeared earlier that evening; his
glance cut quickly back in tune to see Chloe gtart. She hadn't seen him ether.

"So perhaps,” Don Simon continued, "we had best stick smply to things as they are and not attempt to
mold them to what we think they ought to be. Y ou should not have come here, James."

"On the contrary,” Asher said, "I'velearned agreat dedl "

"That iswhat | meant. But asthe horses are well and truly gone, permit me to open the barn door for



you. Calvairesrooms are upstairs—or one set of Calvaire'srooms. | know of at least two othersthat he
had. There may have been more.”

"Hence dll the secrecy,” Asher said, as he preceded the vampire into the dark stair outside. "Any in
Lambeth?"

"Lambeth? Not that | knew of," He was aware of those cold yellow eyes piercing his back.

They ascended the neck-breaking twist of stepsto the stuffy back room again; though he listened
closdy, Asher could hear no footfal behind him from ether Y 9dro or Chloe and only the faintest of
rustlesfrom the girl's petticoats. He thought Ernchester must have | eft a the sametime Ysidro had
entered, for the Earl had been nowherein the cellar asthey departed. And, in fact, Charles and Anthea
were both waiting for them in the parlor of asmall flat which had been fitted up on the second floor, with
its Tiffany-glasslampsal lighted, giving their Srange, white faces the rasy illuson of humanity, savefor
thelr gleam-ing eyes.

"| trust you're not gill deeping in the building, Chloe?" Y sdro in-quired, asthey entered and the girl set
her lamp on the table.

"No," she said sullenly. Sheretreated to a corner of the room and perched there on one of the patterned
chintz chairs; the place was furbished up in severd styles, fat overstuffed chairs dternating with pieces of
Sheraton and Hepplewhite, and here and there alacquered cabinet of chinoiserie filled with knickknacks
and books. The parlor wastidily kept, with none of the decades-deep clutter of other vampire rooms
Asher had seen. Through an open door beyond Lady Anthea's chair, he could see anest bedroom, its
windows heavily shrouded and, no doubt, shuttered benegath those layers of curtain. There was no coffin
in dght—Asher guessed it would bein the dressing room beyond.

"Liond'sgone," Lady Ernchester said softly. Her tea-brown eyes went to Asher. She had put up her hair
again and bore no evidence of her struggle with Grippen beyond the fact that she had changed her dress
for adark gown of purple-black taffeta. Asher wondered if Minette had madeit for her.

"Y ou've made a dangerous enemy; his hand's welted up where he touched the silver of your chain.”

Asher privately thought it served the master vampire right, but re-frained from saying so. His whole body
was giff and aching from the impact with thewall. Hewas Htill, he reminded himsalf, quite probably in
desperate and immediate danger, but, nevertheless, Grippen's ab-sence comforted him. He prowled over
to the small cabinet that stood under the gas jet and opened its drawers. They were empty.

"Liond did that," Antheas voice came from behind him. "He tells me he did the same a Neddy's house."

"He'sthe one who seems to be locking the barn door after the horse has escaped.” Asher turned back,
roving cautioudy about the room, examining the French books in the bookshelves, the cushions on the
camel-backed divan. He glanced across a Y sidro, who had gone to stand next to Antheas chair. "If
slver affectsyou that badly, how do you purchase what you need?’

"Asany gentleman of fashion cantell you," Antheasaid with afaint smile, "one can go for
years—centuries, even—without actualy touching cash. In earlier years we used gold. Flimses—bank
notes, and later treasury notes—were agodsend, but one must awaystip. I've found that in generd there
isenough of achill a night to warrant the wearing of gloves."

"But they've got to beleather,” Chloe put in ungracioudy. "And | mean good |eather, none of your kid;



itll bum right through silk."
Antheafrowned. "Doesit? | never found it 0."

Y sdro held up onelong, white hand. "'l suspect it toughens alittle with time. | know if you had touched
slver as Grippen did, Chloe, your arm would have been swollen to the shoulder for weeks, and you
would have beeniill into the bargain. So it was with me, up dmost to thetime of the Fire. It is curioudy
fragile stuff, this pseudoflesh of ours”

"I remember," Antheasaid dowly. Thefirg time| touched silver—it was bullion lace on the deeve of
oneof my old gowns, | think—it not only hurt me a the time, but it made me very ill. | remember being
desperately thirsty and unable to hunt. Charles had to hunt for me—bring me. . ." She broke off
suddenly and looked away, her beautiful face impassive. Thinking about it, Asher redized that the logica
prey to capture and bring back alive to Ernchester House had to be some-thing human—since it wasthe
death of the human psyche as much asthe physical blood that the vampires seemed to crave—but small
enough to be easily trangportable.

"Kiddies?' Chloe laughed, cold and tingling, like shaken silver bells. "God, you could have had the lot of
my brothers and sisters—puking little vermin. Dear God, and the youngest of ‘em has brats of her own
now . . ." She paused and turned her face away suddenly, her mouth pressing tight; adelicate, beautiful
face that would never grow old. She took adeep breath, a conscious gesture, to steady hersdlf, then
went on evenly. "Funny—I see girlswho wasin the Operaballet with me back then, yearstoo old to
dance now—yearstoo old to get anythin' on the streets but maybe ared nearsighted sailor. | could go
into the Operaright now and get my old job back in the ballet, you know? Old Harry the stage man
would even recognize me, from bein' the prop boy then.”

Shefel slent again, staring before her with her great dark eyes, asif seeing into that other time—like
Anthea, Asher thought, stlanding on Harrow Hill and fedling the furnace heat of burning London washing
over her mortd flesh. After amoment, Chloe said in astrange voice, "It's quesr, that'sall.” Asher fdt the
pressure of her mind on his, as she made her swift, sudden exit from the room.

Antheaglanced quickly at her husband; Ernchester, much more qui-etly, dmost invisibly, followed the
girl out.

"It becomes easier,” the Countess said softly, turning back to Asher, "once those we knew in life are
all—gone. One is not—reminded. One can—pretend.” Her dark brows drew down again, that small
gesture making her calm face human again. "Even when oneisfor al practica purposesimmortd, ageis
unsettling." And getting to her feet, shefol-lowed her hushand in awhisper of dark taffetafrom the room.

For along time Asher stood where he had been by the fireplace, hisarmsfolded, regarding Y sidro by
the pink and amber glow of the shaded lights. The vampire remained standing by the vacated chair, his
gaze il resting thoughtfully on the door, and Asher had theimpres-son he listened to the lady's
retreating footfalls blending away into the other sounds of London, therattle of traffic in Sdisbury Place
and the nocturnal roar of Fleet Street beyond, the deep vibration of the Under-ground, the sough of the
river below the Embankment, and the voices of those who crowded its flagwaysin the night.

Atlength Ysidro said, "It isadangeroustimein Chlogslife" The enigmatic gaze returned to him, ill
remote, without giving anything away. "It happensto vampires. There are stages—! have seen them
myself, passed through them mysdlf, some of them . . . When avam-pire has existed thirty, forty years,
and sees dl hisfriends dying, grow-ing senile, or changing unrecognizably from what they werein the
sweetness of ashared youth. Or at a hundred or so, when the whole world mutates into something other



than what he grew up with; when al the smal things that were so preciousto him are no longer even
remembered. When there is no one left who recals the voices of the singers which so inextricably formed
the warp and weft of hisdays, Thenit iseasy to grow cardess, and the sun will awaysrise."

He glanced over a Asher, and that odd ghost of what had once been a haf-rueful, bittersweet smile
flicked back onto the thin lines of hisface. "Sometimes| think Charlesand Antheaare
becoming—friable— that way. They change with thetimes, aswe al mugt, but it becomes more and
more difficult. | still become enraged when shopkeepers are impertinent to me, when these grubby
hackney cabs dart out in front of mein the street, or when | seethefilth of factory soot fouling the sky.
Weare, like Dr. Swift's Struldbruggs, old people, and we tend to the unreasonable conservatism of the
old. Ve littleisleft of theworld asit wasin King Charles day, and nothing, | fear, remains of the world
| knew. Except Grippen, of course.” The smile turned sardonic. "What acompanion for one's
immortdity.”

He strolled over to the fireplace where Asher stood and prodded with one well-shod toe at the cold
debriswithin, amillefeuille of white paper ash, like that which had decorated Neddy Hammersmith's
long-cold hearth. "That is, provided, of course,” he added ironicaly, "one sur-vivesthe first few years,
the terrible dangers of smply learning how to beavampire.”

"Did Rhysthe Mingre teach you?'

"Yes" It wasthefirg softening Asher had seen in those gleaming eyes. "He was a good master—a good
teacher. It was, you understand, more dangerous in those days, for in those daysfolk believed in us."

It was on thetip of Asher'stongue to ask about that, but instead he asked, "Did you know Calvaire
created afledgling?”

The cold eyes seemed to widen and harden, the long, thin nogtrils flared. "Hewhat? "

"He created afledgling,” Asher said.

"How do you know this?"

"I've spoken to him," Asher said, "A man named Bully Joe Davies, from Lambeth or theregbouts—he
said held break my neck if | told anyone of it, particularly yoursdlf. Y ou seem,” he added dryly, "to enjoy
acertain reputation among your peers.”

"Do you refer,” the vampire asked coldly, "to that rabble of steve-dores, duts, and tradesmen as my
peers? The Farrenscome close, but, when dl's said, his grandfather was no more than ajumped-up

baron ..."

"Your fellows, then," Asher amended. "And in any case, | trust you'll protect me. He says he'sbeing
followed—stalked. I'm supposed to meet him later tonight, to go to another of Calvaire's safe houses.”

Y sdro nodded; Asher could see the thought moving in the pale laby-rinth of hiseyes.

Hewaked over to the cabinet again, ran afinger, idly questing, through its emptied pigeonholes, every
scrap of evidence of contacts burned by the cautious Grippen lest any should do what Asher had
done—trace aname, ashop, an address, that would lead him to another cellar where avampire might
deep. He glanced back at the vampire, standing quietly in the molten hao of the lamplight.



"I hadn't intended on telling you that,” he went on after amoment. "But |'ve been finding out somethings
tonight about Cavalire, alittle, and about vampires. | understand now why you've been lying to me dl
aong. Inaway, Grippenisright. You'd be an absolute fool to hire ahuman to track down your killer,
much lesstell him who and what you are—if your killer is human. But you don't think heis,

"In fact, you think the killer is another vampire.”

* Nine

| don't see how that could be." As shewalked, Lydiafolded her arms across her chest against the chill
that dampened even the change-able sunlight of the autumn forenoon. Beside the dull purple-brown of
her coat, her red hair, pinned under the only unobtrusive hat in her vast collection, seemed blazingly
bright; her spectacles winked like a he-liograph when she turned her head. In spite of them, she looked
ab-surdly young, with addicate prettiness which would have seemed touchingly vulnerable to anyone
who had never seen her in the dissec-tion rooms.

Asher, at her side, kept aweather eye out across the sepia vistas of lawn and copse to both sides of the
walk, but saw few other gtrollers. It had rained late in the night, and Hyde Park bore adightly dispirited
air; scudding clouds were collecting again overhead. A few black-clothed nannies hustled then- charges
at double time through arapid condtitutional before the rain should commence again; that was al.

"Neither does Ysdro," Asher said. "But he suspected al dong that the killer wasn't human. It'swhy he
had to hire ahuman and, more-over, find one who could or would believe in vampires, who could
operate to some degree independently—why he had to tell me what he was, in pite of the opposition
from the other vampires. | think the others might have suspected they were dedling with avampire, too.
No human could stalk a vampire unseen—a human would be lucky to see onein thefirst place, et one
ether recognizeit for what itisor keepitin sight.”

"You did," she pointed out.

Asher shook hishead. "A fledgling, and an untrained one, at that,” His glance skimmed the borders of
thetreesthat half hid the stedly gleam of the Serpentine, off to their left. Like Bully Joe Davies, he found
himsalf wondering all the time now about shadows, noises, bent blades of grass. . .

"Did Bully Joe Davies ever turn up?'

"No. Ysdro and | waited until amost dawn. He just might have seen Y sidro and sheered off, but |
doubt it. However, | think we'll be ableto locate Calvaire'sroomsin Lambeth—if he hasthem, and I'm
virtudly certain he does—by tracking property purchases since February, which was when Cavaire
came herefrom Paris. If Cdvaire was attempting to establish a power base in London—which he seems
to have been doing, since he made afledgling—he'd have bought property. Since Grippen didn't know
about it, either, we may find something there."

They waked in silence for atime, the wind tugging now and then at the ends of Asher's scarf and at
Lydias skirtsand coat.

Lydianodded. "I'm wondering whetherall vampiresfall adeep a the same time—into the deep deep.
For, of course, just because the win-dows were opened to let in the sunlight doesn't mean that it was
donewhilethe sun wasinthe sky."



"I supposg, if the killer were avampire, he might have—oh, ahaf-hour or so—to get to safety,” Asher
sad, "Morethan enough, in Lon-don. And it would certainly solve the question of why hebelieved in
vampiresin thefirgt place, let done knew whereto look."

"In all the books, the vampire hunter drives astake through the vampire's heart,” Lydiaremarked
thoughtfully. "If thisone did, every-thing's been too charred to tdll, but Lotta's head was certainly
severed. If the sun weren't yet in the sky, | wonder if that would wake a deeping vampire?—for that
matter, if the mere opening of the coffin would do so? Are you sure | can't put my hand in your pocket?"

"Quitesure," Asher said, fighting his own inclination to walk closer to her, to hold out hisarm to hers, or
to have some kind of physical contact with thiswoman. "In spite of the evidence that thekiller isa
vampire, | sill don't fed safe meeting you, even by daylight . . ."

She widened her brown eyes at him behind the schoolgirl specs. *Per-haps| could disguise mysdf asa
pickpocket? Or if | tripped and stum-bled, and you caught me? Or fainted?' She put agloved hand
dramati-cdly to her brow. "I fed an attack of the vaporscoiningonnow . . ."

"No," Asher sad firmly, grinning,

She frowned and tucked her hands primly into her muff. "Very well, but the next time Uncle Ambrose
goes on about Plato and Platonic friendship, I'll have afew wordsto say to him. No wonder Don Simon
didn't seem to worry too much about your alying yoursdlf with thekiller, asyou'd originaly thought you
might. Do you still plan to do that, by the way?"

"l don't know," Asher said. "It isn't out of court entirely, but I'd have to know a good deal more than |
do now. Thefact that he's destroying them for reasons of his—or her—own doesn't mean he wouldn't
destroy mewith just as much dacrity.” Or you, he added to himsdlf, looking at that dim figure beside him,
like aheroine of legend lying beside the hero, separated by a drawn sword.

Lydia nodded, accepting the change in a Situation upon which her life depended with her usua cam
trust. They walked dong for atime, Lydiaapparently sunk in her own trains of thought; Asher was
content—a most—only to be with her, the dun gravel of the damp path scrunching faintly under their feet.
Off acrossthe gray lawns, adog barked, the sound carrying fantasticaly in the cold air.

"Have you any ideahow much light it tekesto destroy their flesh?

Asher shook hishead. "1 asked Y sidro last night. I've been trying to work that out, too—that half-hour
or so of leeway. That'swhat's puz-zling me. Y sidro was caught at dawn on the second morning of the
Great Fire of 1666. He says the thinnest gray light before sunrise burned hisface and hands asif heldd
stuck them into afurnace—more than that, hisarms, chest, and parts of hislegs and back benegath his
clothes were scarred and blistered aswell. According to Lady Ernchester, it was nearly fifty years before
the scarswent away."

"But they did go away," Lydiamurmured thoughtfully. "So vampire fleshdoes regenerate . . ." Her dark
brows pulled even deeper, an edge of thought hardening her brown eyes, asif she looked past the piled
whites and grays of the late-morning sky to some arcane laboratory of the mind beyond.

"Pseudoflesh, hecaled it," Asher said.

"Interesting.” She reached up to unsnag along strand of hair from the braided trim of her collar—Asher



had to keep his hands firmly in his pocketsto avoid hel ping her. "Because | got that lover's knot from
Evelyn thismorning. I've had alook at it and those vertebrae under my microscope, and they look—I'm
not sure how to put it and | wish it were capable of greater magnification. The bone was pretty damaged,
but the hair ... I'd like to be able to examine it at a subcedllular level—and their flesh and blood, for that
metter."

Of course, Asher thought. He himsalf saw the vampireslinguigtically and historically, when he wasn't
amply trying to think of waysto avoid having histhroat cut by them; Lydiawould seevampirism asa
medica puzzle.

"Do you know how petrified wood comes about?' she asked, asthey neared Marble Arch with its
scattered trees and loafers and turned back the way they came, two solitary and anonymous figuresin the
wide, cleared spaces of the Park's brown lawns. "Or how fish and ferns and dinosaur bones are
fossilized in the Cambrian sandstones? It's a process of replacement, cell by cell, of the organic by the
inorganic. There'sbeen alot of research done lately on viruses, germsthat are smaller than bacteria, so
small we can't see them with amicroscope—yet. Small enough to operate at asubcdlular level. I've been
reading Horace Blaydon's articles on virusesin the blood; he did alot of work on it while | was studying
with him. I'm wondering whether avampiresimmortaity comes from some kind of cdlular replacement
or mutation —whether vampirismisin fact avirus or an interlocking syndrome of virusesthat ater the
very fabric of the cells. That would account for the extreme photosensitivity, the severe dlergic reactions
to thingslike sil-ver and garlic and certain woods—why you'd haveto fill the mouth with garlic to deaden
the brain and stake the heart with one of those allergic woods to paradyze the cardiovascular
system—why you'd have to separate the centrd nervous system. . ."

"And transmitted by blood contact.” Again he wondered tangentidly why, in the face of such an
overwheming body of corresponding evi-dence, there was such paucity of belief. "All the legends speak
of vam-pires victims becoming vampires. The vampires themselves speek of 'getting’ fledglings, but that's
gpparently amatter of choice. Ernchester said that Grippen would not have stood for anyone but himsalf
making anew vampire, but Cavaire evidently had no troubleinitiating Bully Joe Davies."

“Initiating, but not training,” Lydiasaid thoughtfully. "Or—wasit just alack of training that made him
clumsy enough for you to spot him? Do the psychic abilities that seem to be part of thisviral syndrome
only develop with time? How old were the vampires who were mur-dered?”

"Another interesting point,” Asher said. "L otta had been avampire since the mid-1700s, Hammersmith
and King were younger, amost exactly one hundred years. Y sidro saw al of them made. | don't know
about Calvaire. One of the many things," he added dryly, "that we don't know about Cavaire.

"Vdentin Cdvaire," Y sdro murmured, settling back againgt the worn leather squabs of the hansom cab
and tenting hislong fingers like a stack of ivory spindles, reminding Asher somehow of amarmadade
tomcat so old that its fur has gone nearly white. "Curious, how many trails seem to lead back to Vaentin
Cdvare”

"Hewasthefirg victim—presumably,” Asher said. "At least thefirgt victim killed in London; the only
victim notfrom London; the only victim whose body we have never found. What do you know about
him?'

"Lessthan | should like," the vampire replied, his voice soft beneeth the rattling clamor of the
theater-going crowdsin Drury Lane al about them. "Hewas, as| said, one of the Paris vampires—he



came hereto London eight months ago.”

"Why’?'
"That was atopic which he never permitted to arise.”

The vampire's tone was absol utely neutral, but Asher's mustache twitched as he detected the distaste in
that chilly statement. Y sidro, he surmised with a hidden grin, had probably had very little use for M.
Cavaire, ***

"| take it he was not of the nobility.”

"What passesfor nobility in France these days," Y sdro stated, with soft viciousness, "would not have
been permitted to clear away the tables of those whose birth and style of breeding they so pitifully
at-tempt to emulate. Anything resembling decent blood in that country was flushed down the gutters of
the Place L ouis-Quinze—excuse me, the Place de la Concorde—a hundred and seventeen years ago.
What is|eft isthe seed of those who fled or those who made themsalves useful to thatcondottiere
Napoleon. Scarcely what one would call honorable antecedents.”

After amoment's silence, hewent on, "Y es, Cavaire claimed noble birth. It was precisely the sort of
thing hewould do."

"How long had he been avampire?
Y sdro's dark eyes narrowed with thought. "My guesswould be lessthan forty years,”

Asher raised his eyebrows in surprise. He had, he redlized, subcon-scioudy equated age with power
among the vampires—it was to the two oldest vampires, Y sidro and Grippen, that the others bowed in
fear. The younger ones—Bully Joe Davies and the Opera dancer Chloe—seemed weak, amost pathetic.

"Condder it," Ysdro urged levelly. "Paris has been in agtate of intermittent chaos sincethefall of the
Bourbon kings. Thirty-five years ago it underwent siege by the Prussians, shelling, riots, and government
—if such it can be termed—nby arabble of rioterswho formed a Com-mune and gave short shrift to
anyone whom they suspected of treason—for which read, disagreement with their ideals. Vampiresasa
group rely largely upon atranquil society to protect them. Wolves do not hunt in aburning forest.”

Just aswell, Asher thought dourly. During theriotsin the Shantung Province, he'd had enough to worry
about without ared-eyed kue creeping up on him in the burned ruins of the Lutheran misson where heldd
been hiding. After amoment, he asked, "And how did Grippen react to Cavaire's coming here?!

Y sdrowasslent for atime, while the cab jolted its way through the increasing crowds of traffic toward
the Waterloo Bridge. Rain made afaint, brittle whispering sound on the hardened leather roof of the cab.
It had begun again late in the afternoon, while Asher wasin the Public Records Office in quest of
property bought in the last eight monthsin Lambeth by either Vaentin Cavaire, Chretien Sanglat, or, just
possibly, Joseph Davies. Now the whole city smelled of moisture, ozone, the exhaust of motorcars, the
dung of horses, and the salt-and-sewage pungency of theriver.

"Not wdll," hesaid a length. "Y ou understand, we—vampires—find travel unnerving in the extreme. We
are consarvaives a heart; hence the myth that avampire must rest within his native soil. Rather, he must
aways have a secure resting place, and such things are difficult to come by on theroad. Calvaire had
naturally heard of both Grippen and mysalf. When he arrived he—promenaded himsdlf, | suppose you



would say—and did not drink of human blood until he had been con-tacted by the master vampire of the
aty."

"Grippen,” Asher said. "Not yoursdf."

For thefirst time, he saw the flash of irritation, of anger, in the Spaniard'syelow eyes. But Ysdro only
sadmildly, "Even 0."

"Why?" he pressed,

Y sidro merely turned his head alittle, haughtily contemplating the throngs on the crowded flagways from
beneath the lowered lids of hiseyes.

"I've heard of Grippen's cadre, Grippen'sget,” Asher persisted. "L ord Ernchester, Anthea, Lotta, Chloe,
Ned Hammeramith . . . Even though Danny King was the Farrens servant, even though it was to them
that he owed loyalty, it was Grippen who made him, ‘at Charles request andhis own." According to
Anthea Farren, you were both made by the same master vampire at about the sametime. Why ishethe
Master of London, and not yourself?"

The memory of Anthea'sface returned to him, framed in the dark hair with its red streaks like henna.
She had warned him, had pulled him out of Grippen's hold; she had held the enraged vampire back from
killing him while he escaped. Y et she and her husband were also Grippen's get—as Bully Joe Davies had
sad, Grippen'sdaves. Why daves?

For amoment he thought Y sidro would maintain that disdainful alabaster silence. But without turning his
head back, the vampire re-plied, " Perhaps because | do not care to trouble myself.” The familiar
supercilious note was absent from his voice as he said it; he sounded, if anything, alittle weary. Asher
had the momentary sense of dealing, not with avampire, but with the man whose occasiona, oddly sweet
amileflickered across those narrow features.

But like the amile, that evanescent glimmer of resignation, of a van-ished humanness, was gone—likethe
things one thinks one sees by starlight. Y Sdro's voice became again as neutral as his coloring, asif even
the holding of opinions had become meaninglessto him over theyears. "And it would be atrouble, as
wdll asacertain amount of peril, to chalenge Grippen's authority. | personadly do not careto disrupt my
exigence by stooping to fight with apeon such as he. Calvaire was evidently not so fastidious. He swore
dlegianceto Grippen, but it is clear that he never intended to submit himself to our medical friend's
authority ..."

"Medicd?' Asher'svoice was sharp, and Y sidro looked a him once more with dl hisold chilly
disnterest.

"Lionel Grippen wasaDoctor of Medicine and accounted very learned in histime, though, considering
the practices of the day, thiswas not praising him to the skies. For afew decades past hisinitiation to the
vampire state, he kept up with medica practice. Now he reads the journass, curses, and hurlsthem
across the room, enraged that they no longer spesk of anything with which heisfamiliar. Though|
under-stand,” he added, "that it has been nearly two centuries since he has done even that.”

"Has he, indeed?’ Asher stroked his mustache thoughtfully. ™Y ou wouldn't know if he ftill hasany of his
old kit?'

"I doubt the originals il exist, though he would know where and how to obtain more.” The vampire



regarded him now with interest, his head tipped alittle to one sSide, hislong, colorless hair blowing against
the fragile cheekbones with the movement of the night. "Interesting,” Asher said. "Here, cabby! Pull up!™
Theman drew rein, cursing as he edged his horse out of the stream of traffic pouring off the Waterloo
Bridge. Foot traffic was heavy here aswell. Y sidro dipped from the cab and vanished at onceinto the
jostling shapes benegth the blaze of the bridge'slights. At Asher's command, the cabby started forward
again, grumbling at care-for-nothing toff fares, and proceeded to the chaos of cabs, carts, omnibuses,
and pedes-trians surrounding the haf-constructed sprawl of Waterloo Station, a Dantesque vision of
brick, gadight, scaffolding, and smoke. Asthe cab jostled through the porridge of vehicles, Asher pulled
off hisgloves and drew from his ulster pocket athick package.lambert's, said the mod-est label, with a
discreet crest.

With chilled fingers, he drew out two silver chainslike the one he wore around his neck benegth his
starched and respectable collar. It wastricky fastening the small clips around hiswrists; but, for obvious
reasons, it had been impossible to solicit Y sdro's help. He tugged his shirt cuffs down over them and
pulled his gloves back on, for the night was cold aswell as wet; there was another shape in the tissue
wrap-pings, narrow, like achild'sarm bone. Hefreed it and held it to the rain-streaming light—a sterling
slver letter opener in the shape of an ornamental dagger. Having only bought it that afternoon, he had had
no time to whet it and doubted in any case that the blade would hold much of an edge, but the point was
certainly sharp enough to pierce flesh. Like a Scotsman'sskean dhu it had no guard. It fit nestly into his
boot.

He paid off the cab in front of the station. The man grunted, cracked hiswhip over hisjaded old screw
of ahorse, and vanished as surdly as the vampire had into the teeming mob.

For atime, Asher stood in the open space of light and noise before the station, hearing the screeches of
thetrains, the hiss of steam, and the voices of thousands of travelers shouting, and feding the rumble of
the engines through the ground under hisfeet. Weariness made him fed dightly disoriented, for he had
waited for Bully Joe Daviesin the dley behind Prince of Waes Colonnade for hours after hisreturn from
Ernchester House, and had risen to meet Lydiaat the Park after only afew hours deep. He had meant
to nap during the day; but, between Chancery Lane and Lambert'sin Bond Street, the rainy afternoon
had dipped too quickly away.

Now hefdt chilled and weary, trying to recal when he had last dept through the night. A woman jostled
past him, unseeing; as he watched her too-bright plaid dressretreat across the square to the platform, he
remembered the blonde woman with the two children on the train from Oxford and shivered.

In the field—"abroad," as he and his colleagues politdy termed those places where they were licensed to
sted and kill—the train station was God's own gift to agents, particularly one asvast as Waterloo, even
with haf its platforms ill under construction: athousand waysto bolt and so absolutely impersond that
you might brush shoulders with your own brother on the platform and never raise your eyes. Beyond
guestion it was one of the hunting grounds of the vampire.

Pulling his bowler down over his eyes and hunching his shoulders against therain, he crossed the
puddled darkness of the pavement to-ward the blazing maw of the Lambeth Cuit.

Ashetraversed that squalid and tawdry boulevard, hisfegling of oppression grew. The crowds around
the theatres and gin palaces there were scarcely less thick than those around the station, and far noisier.
Music drifted from open doors, men in evening clothes crowded the entryways with women whoserain
cloaksfell open to show brightly colored dresses benesth; jewels flashed in the lamplight, someredl,
some as fake as the women's smiles. Now and then, awoman adone would cal to him or crowd through
the people on the flagway to stride afew stepswith him, with afew jolly wordsin the characteristic dur



he'd recognized in Bully Joe Davies voice. Ashe smiled politely, tipped his hat, and shook his head, he
wondered if one of them was Davies sister Madge.

This, too, was an ided hunting ground.

It depressed him, this consciousness of those silent killerswho drank human life, Y sidro had told him,
one night in perhaps four or five. It was, he supposed, like the consciousness he had developed in all
those years with the Department, the automatic identification of exits and the habitual checking of aman's
shoes, deeves, or hands.

Horace Blaydon's bellowing voice echoed in hismind, in the big carbolic-smelling theaire at Radclyfle;
"I'll tell you onething that'll happen to you, if any of you managesto stay the course and become a
doctor, which, looking at your pasty little faces, | sincerely take leave to doubt—you'll be spoiled forever
for the beauty of life. You'll never seeagirl'srosy blush again without wondering if it's phthiss, never hear
your fat old unclésjally laugh without thinkin": 'The old boy'sridin’ for astroke.' Y ou'll never read
Dickens again without pickin' it apart for genetic blood factors and unhedithy drains.”

"A rather unfortunate choice of examples," Lydiahad remarked, when she'd joined Asher by the door
where held been waiting to escort her to teaat her uncle's college, "since, with acomplexion like hisand
that prematurely white hair, it's obvious the man's heading for an apo-plexy himsdf. | wonder if the
godlike Denniswill turninto that in twenty years time?"

And Asher, suffering under the sting of being brown and unobtrusive and skirting the shadowy borders
of middle age, had felt insengibly cheered.

But, he thought, recaling Lydias clinica reaction to being sur-rounded by vampires, old Blaydon had, of
course, been absolutdly right. He turned from the Cut to Lower Ditch Street, adingy thoroughfare whose
few gadightsdid little to dispe the rainy gloom. It was aneigh-borhood of crumbling brick terracesand
shuttered shops, grimy, cramped, and sordid. Down the street, yellowish light shone on the pavement
outside a gin shop; other than that, the street was dark. Asher's own footfalls sounded loud, as did the
thin, steady patter of the rain. Halfway down the unbroken frontage was the door he sought: Number
216. Itswindows were dark; looking up, he saw them all heav-ily shuttered. The door was barred with a

padiock and hasp.

Asher stood for along time beforeit, listening, asif, like the vam-pires, he could scent peril at adistance.
In spite of hisweariness, the achein hisbones asif he had falen down aflight of sairs, and the hurt of his
flesh for deep, heforced al his sensesdert. Bully Joe Davies had said that he was being stalked. The
killer, avampire who moved so slently that he could, in fact, stak other vampires, might be watching him
from the shadows of those dark buildings, waiting for him to leave the lights of the street.

For that matter, Asher thought ironicaly as he crossed back to the mouth of the aley that ran behind
Lower Ditch Street, Davies himsdf might be waiting for him. The fledgling vampire had moved so
clumsily he doubted Davies ability to detect Y sdro, either last night or now, if Ysidro was, in fact,
watching over him. However, if hewaswrong . . . Uneasily, Asher scanned what little he could see of the
amelly cleft of the dley and the street behind him for sign of the vampire. There was none, of course. He
was reminded of the picture an old Indian fighter in Arizonahad once drawn for him—awhite page with
ahorizon line bisecting it, two pebbles, and aminuscule cactus. It wastitled " Arizona Landscape with
Apaches"

He drew the slver knife from hisboot, holding it concedled againgt hisarm, 216 Lower Ditch Street had
been purchased three months ago by Chretien Sanglot, shortly after, Asher guessed, Bully Joe Davies



had met the Frenchman.

Cautioudy, he advanced down the back lane, rain trickling from his hat brim and into his collar. There
was asharp crash from the brim-ming dustbins, and tiny red eyes glinted a him in irritation from the
darkness. The dley wasfilthy beyond description, garbage and refuse of dl kinds mingling into akind of
primordia dop under the Steady patter of therain.

Counting the cramped little dots of yards, Asher found Number 216 easily and dipped through the
broken boards of its back fence without trouble. The ground oozed with reddish mud; at the back of the
yard, barely visblein the gloom, abroken-down outhouse smmered in apool of namedessdime. "The
Houses of Parliament,” he recalled abstractly, such buildings were christened in some areas of London . .

The rain had eased to awhisper. He strained his ears as he crossed the yard, trying to catch some
sound, some signal of danger.

In the yard he might be safe, at least from Bully Joe. He doubted the fledgling could come at him through
that much water and mud without a sound. But once hewasin the house, if Davieshad seen Ysidro
waiting for him, he was a dead man.

The wet wood of the back steps creaked sharply beneath hisweight. The door was only avague outline
in shadow, but he could see no padlock. Cautioudy he turned the knob. The door creaked inward.

"Come no further until | havelighted the gas," Y Sdro's voice said softly from the darkness, startling
Asher nearly out of hisskin. "1 think you should seethis.”

*Ten

A pin-burst explosion of gold camein the darkness, bright to Asher's straining eyes, and therewas a
ging of sulphur. Al-ready his mind wastaking in the smell that filled his nogtrils; the ashy, fetid choke of
burned mesat overpowering the mustiness of mildew and dust.

Slow and gold, the light swelled around the stedl fishtail of the burner, widening out to fill the whole of
the square and dingy room.

A coffin lay five feet from where Asher stood in the doorway, filled with ash and bone. From here, it
looked like alot of bone, the whole skeleton intact and black, but for the moment he didn't go to check.
Helooked instead at the stone floor around the coffin, then sideways, past where Y sidro stood near the
stove, to the dripping puddie beneath the vampire's shed Inverness, which lay over the warped wooden
counter top. There was no trace of dripped water anywhere elsein the room, save where Y sidro himsalf
had walked from the outer door to where he stood, just beside the stove.

"So much," hesaid quietly, "for avampire who remains awake alittle longer than his brethren. Therain
didn't stop until nearly dawn. The ground wouldn't have been even spongy-dry until well into day-light"

He walked past the coffin to the cellar door, an open black throat on the other side of the room, taking
his magnifying glass from his pocket. Fresh scratches and faint shuffling tracks marked the dusty linoleum
of thefloor, and here and there was a dim footprint, outlined in crusts of dried mud. After amoment's
study he put the glass away and replaced it with the measuring tape.



"Two of them," he said, knedling to mark the length of one pale smudge. "One nearly my height, the
other three or four inchestaller, by the length of the stride. Together they carried the coffin up from the
cdlar to here, where there was daylight." He sat back on his haunches, studying the shuffled and

overlapped spoor.

"Your friend Mr. Davies" Y sidro murmured softly. Asher knew the vampire was going to crossto the
coffin then and concentrated on watching him. Through a haze of what felt like almost unbearable
deepiness, he saw Y sidro take two long, quick strides; when it passed he was standing above the
blackened remains, a colorless specter in his pae gray suit and webby hair. "The bones are intact,”

Hefolded himself like an ivory marionette down beside the coffin and picked with fastidious fingers at
what was indgde. There was no expres-son on histhin face. Pocketing the measuring tape, Asher joined
him in timeto see him dide from between the ribs something that crumbled even in the inhuman lightness
of Ysdro's touch—something about afoot and a haf long that was too straight to be abone.

Y sidro dropped it dmost at once, pulled asilk handkerchief from some inner pocket, and wiped his
fingers, dtill without expresson. "Whitethorn," he said. "Burned nearly to ash, but il it stings.™

Asher caught thelong, narrow hand in hisand turned it palm-up to the light. Fault red welts could
aready be seen on the white flesh. The fingersfelt utterly cold to histouch, fragile asthe sticks of an
antique fan. After amoment, Y sdro drew hishand away.

"They weretaking no chances."
"They knew what to use, obvioudy."
"Any clown with accessto alending library would," the vampire returned.

Asher nodded and turned his attention to what was | eft of the corpse. There were, as he'd hoped, a
number of keysin the vicinity of the blackened pelvis—trouser pocket, he thought absently,the carryall
of a man who isn't used to wearing a jacket when he works. Don Simon had been right about
vampires combudtibility: the bones were intact, not seared to crumbling and unrecognizable fragments as
L ottals had been. The place where the spine had been severed to separate head and body was horribly
Clear.

"Why isthat?' heinquired softly."1s vampirism atype of petrification that dowly dtersfirst the flesh, then
the bone, into something other than mortal substance? Isthat why the younger vampiresgo up like
flashpaper, while the older ones burn more dowly, more completely?"

"I don't think it can be so smple asthat,” Simon replied, at the end of along hesitation. "There
are—interlocking effects, psychic aswell as physica. But yes—I have often believed it to be asyou say.
Grippen was burned once by the sun, fifty, seventy years ago. It was nowhere near as bad as my own
experience during the Fire, and now the scars are dmost gone. Wetoughen alittle, as| said, evento
daylight. But not to this extent.”

There was silence asthey looked at each other, then, across the coffin contents of ash and heat-split
buttons, brown mortal eyeslooking into immortal gold.

"How old," Asher asked at ladt, "isthe oldest vampirein Europe?”



"Three hundred and fifty-two years,” Y sdro responded softly, "give or take afew."
lle?l
A dight inclination of that strange, demon head. "To the best of my knowledge.”

Asher got to hisfeet and hunted the cupboards until he found a brasslamp, which helit from the gas,
mildly cursing the inconvenience in Ciceronian Latin and wishing that eectric torches were either smal
enough to carry easily about his person or reliable enough to warrant the nuisance of lugging them. A

brief examination showed him no locks or hasps, though five of the keys held picked from the asheswere
of the cheap padlock type. Perhaps Davies, like Cavaire, had severa different safe houses. Ysidro
followed him without aword as he crossed to the cdllar steps. The stink of mold and wet earth rose
about them like chokedamp as they descended.

"| thought the killer might be Grippen, you know," he said, and Y sidro nodded, absolutely unsurprised
by the theory. "1 suspect you did, too."

"The thought crossed my mind. It waswhy | sought out amorta agent. Thiswas not sheerly becausel
congder him alout and abrute: he had good reason to wish Cavaire dead. Calvaire was achalengeto
his authority. It was clear that Calvaire was trying to establish his own power herein London, even when
none of us knew he was purchasing property, let done creating afledgling who would do his bidding.
And Grippenis of the height to have made the marks upon Neddy Hammer-smith's windows.”

They paused at the foot of the steps, Asher lifting the lamp nearly to thelow ceiling beamsto illuminate
the cdllar around them. Its glare smudged the dusty boards of anearly empty coabin inlight and caught
the fraying edges of tranducent curtains of cobweb, thick with dust.

"Would he have harmed his own fledglings? Davies didn't think he would.”

"Daviesdid not know Grippen.” Y sidro paused for along moment, afaint lineflexing briefly between his
ash~colored brows. "Y ou must understand that the bond between a master vampire and the fledgling he
createsisan incredibly strong one. It is not merely that, without the teaching of the magter, the fledgling
cannot hopeto survivein aworld where the veriest touch of sunlight will ignite every cell in his
body—cannot hope even to make sense of the new world dinning and crying and burning into sensesthat
suddenly gape like an open wound.”

He spoke hesitantly now, not picking over what he would and would not tell, but struggling with things
that in 350 years he had not told anyone. "'In the making of the new vampire, their minds lock. The dying
man's or woman's clingsto that of one who has aready passed through the experience of physica desath.
Inasense" hewent on, not awkwardly but very dowly, like ademon trying to explain to the living what
itisliketo exist surrounded by the damned, "the fledgling must give his soul to the master, to hold for him
while he—crosses over. | cannot explain it more nearly than that."

"A man must love hislife very desperately,” Asher said, after long silence, "to do that.”

"Itiseasier to do than you think,"” Simon replied, "when you are feding your own heart fater to astop.”
Then he amiled, wry in the dim glow of the lamp but with that faint echo of an old charm, like afaded
portrait of someone he had once been. "A drowning man seldom pushes a plank away, no matter who
holds the other end. But you understand how absol ute is the dominance established.”

Queer and sharp to Asher'smind, like the Image in adream, rose the vison of adim, fair hidalgo in the



pearl-sawn black velvets of the Spanish court, hishead lying back over the white hand of thethin little
man who knelt besde him. Like afragile spider, Antheahad sad . . .

"|sthat why you've never made afledgling?'

Ysdrodid not look a him." S, "he whispered, lgpsing for an ingtant into the antique Spanish of his past.
His eyesflicked back to Asher's, and the wry, sweet smile returned, "That, and other reasons. Master
vampires distrust their fledglings, of course, for the resentment engen-dered by that dominance, that iron
intimacy, isenormous. They distrust till more those who are not their fledglings, over whom they have no
control. In any event to be vampire isto have an dmost fanatic desire to command absol utely one's
environment and everyone about one. For we are, as you have observed, oddly fragile creaturesin our
way, besides being necessarily sdlfish and strong-willed to begin with in order to survive the transition to
the vampire sate at dl.

"Soyes," he added, segueing abruptly back to the origind topic of conversation, "I believe Grippen
would kill hisown fledglings, did he think they might be leaguing with another vampireto dispute his
mas-tery, either from fondnessfor hisriva, like Lotta, or weakness, like Neddy, or resentment; though
Danny King might accept Grippen's dominance over himsdf, he hated Grippen for holding it over Charles
and Anthea. Many things pointed to avampirekilling his own, and the logica candidate was Grippen.

But there are two of them, asyou said, and Grippen, like usal, isacreature of the night.”

He paused for amoment, considering Asher sidelong from cold, pale eyes. Then he continued, "1 believe
thisiswhat you seek?' His cold fingerstook the lamp from Asher's hand, lifting it high as he stepped a
short way into the cdllar.

What Asher had taken for a shadow denser than the rest he now saw was adoorway, itslintel barely
fivefeet in height, itsthick oak door hanging open to reved athroat of blackness beyond. Thelight
picked out the shapes of old sonework, amedieva ceiling groin and the top of aworn spira of stone
steps.

"A merchant's house once stood on this ground,” the vampire said, crossing the cellar with that odd,
drifting walk, Asher a hishedls. "Later it was an inn—the Goat and Compasses; origindly, of coursg, it
was 'God Encompasseth Us," a pious motto painted above the door which did not saveit from being
burned by Cromwdl'stroops." He led the way carefully down the foot-hollowed twist of stepsto the
cdlar that lay below—samall, bare, and circular, containing nothing but the ruin of mildewed sacking, rats
nests, and four bricks, set in a coffin-shaped rectangle in the middie of the floor to keep whatever had
once rested upon them up off the damp.

"Londonisfull of such places," Y sdro continued, his voice the whisper of ableached ghost in the
muffling darkness. "Places where old priories, inns, or houses were burned, their foundations later built
upon by men who knew nothing of the cellars benegth.”

Asher walked to the bricks, studied their layout thoughtfully, then returned to hold the lantern closeto
the framing of the gair's narrow arch. Without aword, he ascended again, studying thewalls carefully as
he went. The door at the top, examined more thoroughly, had once been padlocked from the inside. The
padlock remained closed—it was the hasp that had been ripped free of the wood.

"Why not ahasp on the outside aswell, for when he was gone?'

"If hewasgone," Ysdro sad, "what purpose would it serve beyond telling an intruder that there might
be something of value hidden there? An empty coffin isnot athing one sedlseasily.”



Behind himin the air, the vampire's soft-toned words continued to echo weirdly againgt the old
stonework. "1 have no doubt that thisis one of the places where Calvaire dept, utterly beyond the reach
of sunlight. Davies would have known of it and come here when he needed shelter,”

"Didn't help him much.” Asher scratched acorner of his mustache, fished from his pocket the padlock
keys he had taken from Bully Jo€'s ashes, and tried them in the lock. "It just made more work for his
murderers, carrying his coffin up to the kitchen to ignite the body in the sunlight.” The second key sprang
the lock open—Asher noted it, re-turned it to his pocket, and moved a pace or two down the stepsto
reexaminethe ancient sonewal a the turn of the stairs. "Calvaire was his magter; it's clear he used Bully
Joe's knowledge of the neighborhood to purchase the ground lease on the building, so, of course, Bully
Joewould have keys." He frowned—even with the magnifying lens he took from his pocket, he did not
find the thing he sought. "He said Cavaire was dead—he seemed pretty sure of it."

"Perhaps he buried him, as Antheaand | buried Danny and poor Ned Hammersmith. The poor ..."
Y sidro paused, looking about him at the narrow confines of the stair and the hairpin turn of the enclosing
wall. A dight frown tugged a his sparse brows. "But if the coffin were carried up from the subcdllar ..."

"They'd have had to carry it upright to get it around the corner, yes, I'm not certain, but | don't think a
single man could have done so with abody init—carried it so firmly and lightly that it left no scratcheson
thewalls or the doorjambs. Even two men carrying it a astegp angle would have concelvably left some
mark. Theré's enough light in the cellar above to have begun burning the body there, so they couldn't
have carried it separately. And then there's the door itself."

Simon followed him up the stairs and regarded the twisted hasp with its bent screws, the wood ill
clinging to their threads. In the ochre glow of the lamp, his eyes were somber—he was beginning to
under-stand.

"Thereisno mark of acrow on the doorjambs,” he said, and Asher recognized the Elizabethan word for
spanner.

"No," Asher said. "Nor isthere anything that could have been used for afulcrum to get alever under the
door handle. It wasjerked out with astraight pull. Again,it's just within theredm of possibility thet a
human could have doneit, but it isn't very probable.”

Therewaslong silence, in which, faintly, Asher could hear the patter of renewed rain from above. Then
Ysdro sad, "But it cannot have been avampire. Even had he worn aglove to protect his hand from the
stake, the daylight would have destroyed him.”

"Would it?" Asher led the way up the cdllar stepsto the gadlighted kitchen above. The coffin gaped on
the floor before them, like some monstrous fish platter displaying ahorridchef d'oeuvre on the worn and
ugly linoleum. In akindling drawer near the stove, Asher found apiece of candle, angled it down the
lamp chimney to get aflame, and bore it through the door that gave into the front part of the house.

"Did Cavaire ever speak of Paris? Of what caused him to leave?

"No." Yddro drifted beside him, a soundless ghost in his gray suit. With the gasturned up full, it was
obvious no one had crossed the dust-choked parlor or the hall from the front door, "He was not aman
who dwelt upon the past, even so recent a past as that. Perhaps he had areason, but many of us are that
way. It isbetter s0."



"Y ou said when he came here that he 'promenaded himself'—waited to make hiskill until Grippen had
contacted him, and swore fedty to Grippen, in exchange for Grippen's permission to hunt. But it's
obviousthat even an inexperienced fledgling, if he's careful, can conced himself from the two oldest
known vampiresin Europe, at least for atime.”

AganYsdrowasslent, turning theimplications of that over in hismind.

"Was there ever any talk of vampires older than yourself? Much older, say, ahundred years older? Two
hundred years?'

An odd expression flickered in the back of Don Simon's pae eyes. He paused on the stairsto the first
floor, hispae hair hdoed in the parlor gadight behind him. "Of what are you thinking, James?

"Of vampirism,” Asher said quietly. "Of the dow change of the body, cell by cdll, into something other
than morta flesh and mortal bone—of the growth of the vampire's powers. My wifesapathologist. |
know that diseases change, like syphilis, the Plague, or chicken pox, even sometimes producing new
symptoms, if they continue long enough without killing the petient.”

"And you think the vampire state a disease?"
"It'sablood-borne contagion, isn't it?"
“Thatisnot dl that itis"

"Alcoholism dtersthe brain, driving its victimsto madness,” Asher said. "High fevers can destroy the
mind or parts of the mind; the mind itself can bring on physica allments—nervousness, declines, what
women call ‘'vapors,' brain fever. Any family practitioner could have told you that, even before Freud
gtarted doing hiswork on nervous hysteria. Emotiona shock can cause anything from astroketo a
miscarriage. If you'vetraveled in India, seen the thingsthe fakirs do, you'll know the mind can perform
stranger feats upon the body than that.

"What I'm getting at isthis: Does vampirism have symptoms, devel-opments, which only manifest
themselves after a certain span of years? A long span, longer than most vampireslive or can remember?
Would one eventudly, in the span of years, toughen even againgt daylight? And you didn't answer my
origina question.”

Instead of replying a once, Y sdro resumed his climb to the floor above, Asher following at his heds, the
burning candle till in his hand. He it the gasin the upper hall and opened the two doorsthere. One room
was a parlor, the other abedroom, both obvioudy long out of use.

"Itisan odd thing," Y sdro said dowly, "but there are not many vampiresin Europe—or in America,
which has had its own troubles— much over two hundred and fifty years old. These daysvampirismisa
phenomenon of the cities, where the poor are uncounted and desths are rdlatively invisible. But citiestend
to trap vampiresin their own cata-clysms."

He opened the door at the end of the hal, leading to the attic stair. Asher paused briefly to study the two
heavy hasps screwed into the wood of itsinner side. Neither had been torn out; the padlocks, negatly
open, were hooked through the stedl staples on the doorframe.

Hetried Bully's remaining keys out of sheer routine—two of them fitted. Unlike the cellar, the attic door
had a single hasp on the outside, but it was clear from the locks that no one had forced hisway in or out.



They traded aglance, and Asher shrugged. "We might aswell see what's up there anyway—there may
be papers.”

"Dr. Grippen and | were the only two who survived the Fire of London,” Y sidro went on, asthey
ascended the stair. "1 only lived by lucky chance. Asfar as| know, no Munich vampire survived the
trou-bles of the forties, and no Russian vampire Napoleon's invasion, occu-pation, and incineration of
Moscow. Rome has dways been a perilous city for the Undead, certainly since the founding of the
Inquigtion.”

At thetop of the attic stairs, the door stood open. A square of grimy yellowish light indicated awindow
and a gtreet light somewhere below.

"Queva?"Y sidro whispered behind Asher in the dark. "Did he deep here, the windows would be
muffled. . ."

It took Asher amoment, in the amost total darkness beyond the feeble circle of the candleslight, to see
what lay on the floor halfway between the door and the left-hand wall.

"Calvaire?' he asked softly, as Y sidro brushed past him and strode to that grisly heap of bones, ash, and
seared metd oddments. Buttons, brace buckles, the lacing tips of shoes, and the charred metal barrel of
astylographic pen dl glinted briefly in the fluttering yellow glow as he cameto stand behind the knedling
vampire. Then helooked on past them, to the farther wall. A hinged panel gaped open, showing a coffin
within asmall closat which would have been totaly indistinguishable from thewall itself when shut. Thick
draperies and shutters had been torn from the attic's single window. In the silence, therain on the low
roof was like the ominous tattoo of Prussian drums.

"At least aman," he added, lowering his candle again to shed its week radiance on the remains, "since
there are no corset stays." He was interested to note that, judging by the relative wholeness of the bones,
Y sidro seemed to be correct about the French vampire's age.

Thevampire lifted agold ring clear of the messand blew the thin coating of ash and dust fromiit. A
chance draft made the candle flame waver; the diamond of its setting winked like abright and baleful eye.
"Cdvaire" he affirmed softly. " So he must indeed have wakened, with the searing of the light, to stagger
dready dying from hiscoffin. . ,"

"Whichisacuriousthing,” Asher remarked, "if our killer, being avampire himsdf, knew from thefirst
that the head had to be cut off to prevent such athing from happening. Almost as curious as the fact that
the door downstairs wasn't locked." He stooped beside Y sidro to pick acouple of keysfrom the ghastly
debris. He matched the wards and found them duplicates of Bully Joe's keys. "There's no mark of
charring on the floor between the coffin's place of concealment and the body, either. If, asyou say, the
flesh beginsto burn a once. . ."

"He could not have admitted the killer himself,” Y sidro said. "What-ever the capabilities of thekiller,
Calvaire at least could not have gone anywhere near the door at the bottom of the steps during the hours

of daylight,"
"And yet the killer entered that way."

Y sdro lifted an inquiring brow.



"Had he not, he could smply have | eft the way he came, without unlocking the door at the bottom of the
dep at dl. What it looks likeisthat Cavaire knew hiskiller, and admitted him himsdf, by night . . . Isit
usud for avampireto have two coffinsin the same building?'

"Itisnot unusud," Ysdro said camly. "Hedglings frequently take refuge with their masters. And then,
there are few houses which are safe for vampires, and those which are, ofttimes become veritable
rookeries of the Undead, as you yoursdlf found in Savoy Walk. That was one of my reasonsfor keeping
from you as many details as possible. Not for their protection, you understand, but for yours."

"I'm touched by your concern,” Asher said dryly. "Could thekiller havekilled or incapacitated Cavaire
in some other way, leaving the body to be destroyed when daylight came?’

The vampire did not answer for amoment, sitting hunkered beside the burned skeleton, hisarms
extended out over hisknees. "1 do not know," he said at length. "But if he had broken Calvaire's neck or
back —and the skull seemsto belying at a strange angle, though that, of course, might smply be the way
it rolled when the muscles were con-sumed—it would have incapacitated him, so that he lay here on the
floor, conscious but unable to move, while the light dowly brightened in the window. If our killer is
himsdf immuneto daylight,” he added neutrdly, "it is possible that he remained to watch,”

"Ancther argument,” Asher said, "for the fact that Calvaire knew him, it being less entertaining to watch
the sufferings of those to whom we are unknown and indifferent.”

"Interesting.” Y sidro turned the ring he held thisway and that, the candldlight shattering through its
delicate facets to salt that aabaster face with athousand points of colored fire. " The odd thing is that
among vampires, thereis alegend of an ancient vampire, so old and powerful that no one ever seeshim
anymore—so old that even other vampires cannot sense his passage. Even ahundred and fifty years ago,
other vampires were avoiding his haunts. To them he was semifabulous, like aghost. Traditions among
them said that he had been avampire since before the days of the Black Degth.”

"And what were his haunts?" Asher asked, knowing aready what the Spaniard would say.

The expressionless eyesraised from the glitter of the gem before them. "He dept—or was said to
degp—in the crypts below the charnels of the churchyard of the Holy Innocents, in Paris.”

* Eleven

"It isnot the city that it was." If there were nuances to that soft, light voice of bitterness, anger, or regret,
it would have taken avampire's hyperacute perceptions to read them—Asher himsdlf heard none.
Around him the closed cab jos-tled and swayed. When his elbow, raised where his hand, linked through
the hanging strap, came in contact with the window, he fet through his coat deevethe chill of the glass.
The noises of the street cameto him dimly: the clatter of whedls, on pavement of wood and asphalt,
rebounding from the high brown walls of theimmeubles , the occasiona hoots of motorcars; the pungent
cursng of the sdewak ven-dors, and the gay, drifting frenzy of violin and accordion that spoke of some
caf cone' in progress.

Blindfolded, he could see nothing, but the sounds of Paris were dis-tinctive and as bright a kaleidoscope
asitssghts. No one, he thought, who had ever been here ever questioned how it wasin this place that
Impressionism cameto be,



Ysdro'svoice went on, "l have no sense of being a home here—this Serile, inorganic town where
everything isthrice washed before and after anyone touchesit. It isthe same everywhere, of course, but
in Parisit seems particularly ironic. They seem to have taken this man Pasteur very serioudy.”

The noises changed; the crowd of vehicles around them seemed more dense, but the echoes of buildings
were gone. Asher smelled the sawery gtink of theriver. A bridge, then—and judging by the length and
the din of asmall square and buildings hafway aong, it could only be the Pont Neuf, aname which, like
that of New College, Oxford, had not been accurate for anumber of centuries. In ashort time, they
turned right, and continued in that direction. Asher caculated they were headed for the old Marais
digtrict, the one-time aristocratic neighborhoods that had not been badly damaged by either the
Prussians, the Communards, or Baron Haussmann, but said nothing. If Y sidro chose to believe that
blindfolding him would keep him in absolute ignorance of the whereabouts of the Paris vampires,
he—and they—were welcome to do so.

He was uncomfortably aware that the Paris vampires had not even the threat of the day killer to
reconcile them to the presence of ahuman in their midst.

"My most vivid memories of Parisare of itsmud, of course," the vampire went on quietly. "Everyone's
were, who knew it then. It was astounding stuff,la boue de Paris— black and vile, like aspecies of ail.

Y ou could never eradicate either itsstain or its smell. It clung to every-thing, and you could nose Paris six
miles away in open country. In the days when every gentleman wore white sk stockings, it was pure
hell." The faintest hint of self-mockery crept into hisvoice, and Asher pic-tured that till and haughty face
framed in the white of acourt wig.

"The beggarsdl smelled of it, too," Y sidro added. "Hunting in the poor quarters was dways anightmare.
Now . .." He paused, and there was a curious flex in that supple voice,

"It would take me along time to relearn Paris. Everything has changed. It is strange territory to me now.
| do not know its boltholes or hiding places; | no longer even speak the language properly. Every time |
sayd ingead of ce, je ne Vaime point instead of je ne V'aimepas, every timel say je fhquel que chose
ingead of jel'aifait, | mark mysdlf asastranger.”

"Y ou only mark yoursdlf as aforeigner who haslearned French from avery old book," Asher replied
eadly, "Have you ever talked to a Brahman in London for thefirst time? Or heard an American
south-erner spesk of 'redding up aroom'?' The cab stopped; under the silk scarf bound over his eyes,
Asher could detect very littlelight and knew that the street itself was quite dark, particularly for acity as
brightly illuminated as Peris. The place was qui€t, too, save for the far-off noises of traffic in some nearby
square—the Place de laBadtille at a guess— but the smell wasthe smdll of poverty, of too many families
sharing too few privies, of cheap cooking, and of dirt. The Marais, Asher knew, had declined dradtically
from the days when Louis XV had courted Jeanne Poisson through its candldlit salons.

There was adight jogging as the vampire got out of the cab and the muted exchange of voices and,
presumably, francs. Then alight, firm hand touched hisarm, guiding him, and he heard the cab réttle
away down the cobbles. "Do you speak Spanish any more at al?"

There waslevel pavement, then astep down, and a sense of close walls and cold shade—the doorway
vestibule whose gates would open into the central court of one of the big oldhotels particuliers. Beside
him, very quiet, came Ysdro'svoice: "l doubt | could even make my-salf understood in Madrid.”

"Have you never gone back there, then?"



In the ensuing moment of silence, Asher could dmost see Y sidro's eyes resting on him with their cam,
noncommittal gaze while the vam-pire sifted through al possible responses for the one which would give
the least. "What would be the point?* he asked at last. "My people are, and have been since the
Reconquista, suspicious and intolerant.” Asher redized with asmall start that by my people he meant
Spaniards, not vampires. "With the Inquigition probing every cdlar for heretics and Jews, what chance
would avampire stand? It is possible in most cir-cumstances to avoid the touch of silver, but such
avoidanceis, in civi-lized countries, not marked. Were it noticed in Spain in those days, it would have
been fatd "

Asher heard then afaint scratching, like the furtive scuffle of amouse behind awainscot, asthe vampire
scraped at the panels of the door with his nail, a sound which only other vampireswould heer.

But other vampires, of course, would have detected their voicesin the street.

He heard nothing within, but sensed feet floating weightlesdy down the sair; his heart, it seemed, was
thumping uncomfortably fast. "Do they know about me?" he asked.

They had taken the night mail by way of Cdals. The porters had grumbled at the size and awkwardness
of the huge leather-and-iron trunk that was ticketed as part of Asher'sluggage, but had been sur-prised
at its comparative lightness. "Wot you got in there, mate, bleedin’ feathers?!

"| trust that dl travel arrangements will go aswe have made them,” Y sidro had commented, leaning on
theL ord Warden's &ft rail and watching the few twinkling lights on the Admiraty Pier fadeinto thethin
soup of iron-colored mist. "But it never paysto take chances.”

He glanced beside him at Asher, whose mind had dready recorded the dight flush of color in thewhite
cheeks, thewarmth in those cool fingers. Standing beside him, gloved hands on therail and collar turned
up againgt the raw cold of the night, Asher had been conscious of avague disgust and alarm, not at the
vampire, but at himsdlf, for noting these signs as amere deductive detail and not the certain evidence of
some poor wretch's murder in aLondon um. He had felt angry at himsdlf and frustrated, as he had often
been in hislatter dealings with the Foreign Office, burdened with a sense of performing what was only
margindly the lesser of two colossa wrongs.

The vampire's gaze had turned, asif he could till descry the dark shape of Dover's dliffs, invisible now in
thewest. "At therisk of sound-ing crude," he had gone on carefully, "I would like to point out to you that
at present | am the only one protecting you from Grippen and his cadre. Were you to destroy me, you
might perhaps ensure your lady's safety for a season, for | am the only one who knows the terms of our
agreement .. "

Asher had started, relief loosening aknot of apprehension in his chest that had been with him, it seemed,
50 long that he had dmost forgotten its origin.

With the possibility of adaylight-hunting vampire looming uneasily in hismind, he had not dared another
meeting with Lydia, but it had been one of the hardest things he had ever done smply to take hisleave of
her by anonymoustelegram. Y sdro, he presumed, would be able to protect him in Paris—if protecting
him wasin fact hisintention—but he turned cold with dread at the thought of Lydia staying in London
aone. Only the knowledge that she was enormoudy sensible and would wait, as ordered, to hear from
him before undertaking anything re-motely dangerous—the knowledge that she understood the
Stuation— made it bearable and, then, bearable only in reative terms.

Hefdt asurge of gratitude toward the vampire of which he was d most ashamed—gratitude and surprise



that Y 9dro would havetold him this.

"But you would never be able to go near her again,” the vampire went on. "The otherswould track you
and destroy you, as one who knows too much. In so doing, they would undoubtedly find her aswell."

Asher glanced sourly at his companion. "And how do | know that won't be the casein any event, when
thisaffar isover?'

The vampire's gaze had been unfathomable in the dim glow of the steamer's deck lights, but Asher
thought he heard atrace of unhuman amusement in hisvoice. "From that, too, | shal protect you. Do you
not trust me, as| perforcetrust you?”'

Asusud, he could not tell whether Y sidro was being ironic or not.

Long before the train had reached the Gare du Nord, Y sidro had |eft their compartment; Asher had not
seen him anywhere in the station during the nuisance of customsin the Salle des Bagages, nor in the
sguare or the Streets outside. He was becoming used to this. The sky was dready paing; hed wired
ahead to the Chambord, asmall hotel in the Rue de la Harpe where he often stayed when in Parisin his
Oxford persona, and they had roomswaiting for him. Entering the tiny lobby, with itsfusty smells of
cooking and its moldering Empire furnishings, it had troubled him that in dl the yearsthat he had known
Paris, the city had been the abode of vampires. That was true of London as well, and he wondered if he
would ever be ableto return to the way in which he had once looked on the world.

Of course, early onin hiscareer, he had |lost the innocence of looking on the world as the bright surface
of abeautiful pond. Histamperings with the Foreign Office, with the shadow life of information, and the
murky dramas into which the cursed Department had pitchforked him had taken care of that. But beneath
his continual awareness of secrets, boltholes, and dangers, there was a new awareness, asif he had
sud-denly become cognizant, not only of the fish that swam beneath the surface of the pond, but of things
utterly unimaginable that moved through the black mud &t its bottom.

He had dept until late in the day in his smal room up under the high bulge of the roof dates, then bathed
and dressed in athoughtful frame of mind. He had written to Lydia, assuring her of hissafe arriva, and
mailed the | etter enclosed in another to one of his students who had agreed to forward anything for Miss
Merridew. It would reach her aday late, but better that, he reasoned, than risk the vampirestracing her.
After alight dinner in acafe, he sought out the Place des In-nocents, the square near the vast central
markets of the city, where once the Church of the Holy Innocents and its notorious cemetery had stood.

There was nothing there now—atree-linedplace with a Renai ssance fountain, hemmed in by the gray
bulk of theHolies on one side and high, brown-frontedimmeubles on three others. The vampire of the
Holy Innocents had dept in the crypt, Y Sdro had said—like Rhysthe Mingtrdl, haunting the crypts of the
old Church of St. Giles near theriver until the town grew large enough around him so that itsinhabit-ants
became strangers to one another and did not notice one more white-faced stranger walking the night in
their mids.

Standing now at Y Sdro's Side, straining his earsto catch even the whisper of descending feet crossing
the cobbled court beyond the door, he wondered if that crypt was till there, buried benesth the soil like
the subcellar of Cavaire's housein Lambeth, forgotten to al save those who wereinterested in places
proof againgt thelight of day.

The vampires might know. That and other things. He had turned from the Place des Innocents, followed
the Rue St. Denistoward the gray sheet of the river, shining between the dove-colored buildings of its



banks. To them, this startlingly clean city, with itsimmaculate Streets, its chestnut trees rusty with autumn,
was only atopcoat of varnish on adark svamp of memories, another city entirely.

He had stood for some time on the bank above the quays of the Seine, staring at the gray tangle of
bridges upstream and down, the gothic forest of pinnaclesthat clustered on thelie de la Cite and the
sguare, dreaming towers of Notre Dame. And just beneath them, on the em-bankment, he had gazed
consideringly at the massve iron grillworks that barred passers-by from the subterranean mazes of the
Paris sewers.

"The sawers?' Elysee de Montadour wrinkled her long nose in adelib-erate gesture of distaste, her
diamondswinking in the blaze of the gas-light. "What vampirein hisright mind would haunt them? Hm?"
She shivered affectedly. All her gestures, Asher observed, were theatrical, a consciousimitation of human
mannerism rather than areminiscence of its actua spontaneity, asif she had studied something not native
to her. Hefound himsdf preferring Don Simon's uncanny stillness—the Span-ish vampire stood,
gray-gloved hands resting like hunting cats on the curving Empire back of the lady's divan, seeming by
comparison more than ever immobile—petrified long ago, as Lydiahad said, in ectoplasmic ivory.

"Do you ever hunt in them?"' Though none of the other vampiresin the long, gold-papered salon came
near them, he was conscious of the light run of their voices behind him, asthey played cards with spectra
speed and deftness or chatted with the haf-murmuring whisper of thewind. Seated in aspindly Louis
XV chair opposite Elysee, he knew they were watching him and listening as only vampires could listen,
like so many suave and mocking sharkslying just benesth the surface of water, whose shore he could
never hopeto reach intime. In one corner of the salon, atal girl whose dark shouldersrose like bronze
above agown of oyster-colored satin played the piano—T chaikovsky, but with aqueer, dark curl to it, a
sensuousness and syncopation, like music trick-ling from behind amirror that looked into Hell.

"Fah, and subject mysdlf to the rheumatism?* Elysee laughed, a cold and tinkling sound without mirth,
and made agreat play with her swan's-down fan.

"And for what,enfint?" One of the graceful young men who made up her coterie of fledglings lounged
over to the end of her divan. This one was brown-haired, his blue eyes bright againgt rounded and
beautiful features; Asher wondered if Elysee had made them dl vampiresfor their looks. Likedl of the
half dozen or so of Elysee's cadre, he was dressed in the height of fashion, hisjet black evening clothes
meticu-loudy tailored, contrasting sharply with the white of his shirt and of the flesh above. "A sewer
sweeper, whom one must kill without conversar-tion and hide, like adog burying carrion? Whereisthe
funinthat?' Hisfangs gleamed as he grinned down a Asher.

Elysee shrugged a abaster shoulders above adark green gown. "In any case, their superintendents count
the sweepers very carefully when they go down, and when they come up. And they arecanaille, as
Serge says, and no funin the hunt." She smiled briefly, dreamy delight in her green eyeswith their terrible
vampire glitter, like agreedy girl savoring the taste of forbidden liqueur.” Alors, there are eight hundred
miles of sewers down there. He would wither up like aprune, this Greet, Terri-ble, Ancient Vampire of
Pariswhom no one hasever seen.. . "

"What about the catacombs?' Simon asked softly, disregarding the mockery in her voice. A curious
dlence lifted into the room like an indrawn breeth. The piano gtilled.

"Weall been there, sure.” Thedark girl rose from the instrument's bench, moved across the room with a
deliberate, lounging downess that somehow partook of the same eerie weightlessness that comprised the
other vampires speed. Ingtinctively Asher forced himsdlf to concentrate on watching her, sensing that if
he did not, shewould be dl but invisible in the movement of hiseye. They had been spesking



French—Y sidro's, as he had said, not only old-fashioned but with an occasiona queer childish singsong
qudity to its pronunciation—hbut this girl gooke En-glish, with aliquid American drawl. In spite of the
amost unbearable lentitudinousness of her movements, she was behind him before he was reedy for it,
her tiny hand molding itsway idly across his shoulders, asif memorizing the contours of them through the
cloth of hiscoat. "They keep count there, too, of workers and visitors. Y ou hid there, didn't you, Elysee,
during the Sege?'

Therewasjust atouch of maicein her voice, like the artfully acci-dental stab of apin, and Elysee's
green eyesflickered at the reminder of what must have been an undignified flight from therioting
Com-munards. "And who would not have?' she demanded after amoment. | took refuge there during
the Terror aswell, with Henriette du Caens. They weren't ossuaries then, you know—just old quarriesin
the feet of Montrouge, stretching away into darkness.Bien stir, Henriette used to say she thought there
might be—something else—there. But | never saw nor heard anything.” There was atouch of defiancein
her voice.

"But you were afledgling then,” Simon replied in his soft voice, "were you not?!

"Hedgling or not, | wasnot blind." She tapped hdf-irritably, haf-playfully a his knuckleswith her
fan—when theivory gticks came down Simon's gloved fingers were no longer beneath them, though
Asher did not see the hand move. She turned back to Asher, a hand-some woman if not pretty, with the
face and body of awoman in her prime and eyes that had long since ceased to be human. She shrugged.
"Eh bien, that waslong ago. And toward the end Henriette feared everything. Francoisand 1 had to
hunt for her, among the mobs that roamed the city by night; we brought them to her there. Aye, and
risked our lives, when wearing the wrong color of kerchief could set them dl baying'Jla lanterne' likethe
pack of scurvy houndsthey were! Fran-gois de Montadour was the original owner of thishostel, you
under-stand.” Her wave, wrist properly leading, was airy and formd, like a painting by David; the white
plumes nodded in her hair. There were a dozen huge candel abra burning aswell asthe gasjetsaong
wallsand calling—the light caught in the glittering festoons of crystd lugters, in the long mirrorsthat
ranged onewall, and in the black glass of the twelve-foot windows aong the other, dl thrown back in an
unholy hao around her.

"He, Henriette, and | were the only ones to escape the Terror, and even Frangois did not, in the end,
escape. After it wasover . . ." She shrugged again, a gesture designed to show off the whiteness of her
shoulders. Behind him, Asher could fed the dark American girl move closer to hischair, her body
touching his back, her hands resting on his shoulders, the cold of them seeming to radiate againgt hisflesh.

"Henriette never recovered, though she lived near alife span after that. Eh bien, she was after dl alady
of Versailles. She used to say, nights when we had brought her some drunkard whose blood filled her
with winein turn, that no one who had not experienced the sweetness of those days could ever
understand just what it was which had been lost. Perhaps she could not get used to the fact that it was

gone.

"Shewasan old lady,” the dark girl's voice said, syrupy and languor-ous from behind Asher's head. "She
didn't need no drunkard's blood to loosen her tongue about the old days, about the kings and about
Ver-salles” Her nailsidled at theends of hishair, asif shetoyed with apet dog. "Just an old lady whinin'
for yesterday."

"When one day you return to Charleston, Hyacinthe," Y sidro said quietly inthe English in which
Hyacinthe spoke, "and see where the American army shelled the Streets where you grew up, when you
find that men themselves have changed there, | hope you will remember.”



"Men never change." She shifted her body again, her hip touching Asher's shoulder, adisturbing shiver
passing into hisbody asif commu-nicated by dectricity. "They only die ... and there are dways more

"Even0."

Asher found himsdlf sitting very ill, aware that Simon, behind Elysee's divan, was poised on the verge
of lightning speed; aware, too, of the touch of aquarter-inch of Hyacinthe's fingertip against the skin of
histhroat. At Ysdro's request, he had left hissilver chains behind at the hotel. They would never have let
himin, the vampire had said, if they'd suspected, and such a show of bad faith would have damaged

Y sdro's own somewhat questionable standing among them. Though Asher could not seeit, he was
aware of the quadroon girl's glance, teasing and defiant, daring Simon to stop her if she decided to kil
this human protege of his, chdlenging him to try his speed againgt hers.

Y sidro went on softly, his eyes never leaving hers, "Asfor Henriette, shewas alady of Versailles,
gpesking even the language of ‘this coun-try,' asthey used to call it: that enchanted Cytherathat floated
like an amond blossom balanced on a zephyr's breath above a cesspit. | under-stand her comparing the
world after Napoleon marched through it to what it was before and finding it wanting. | think she smply
grew tired of watching for danger, tired of struggling—tired of life. | saw her thelast time | visited Paris,
before the Prussians came, and | was not surprised to hear that she did not survive the siege. Did she
ever speak, Elysee, of the Vampire of the Innocents?”

"No." Elysee fanned hersdlf, a nervous gesture, since Asher had ob-served that the other vampires
seemed to fed neither heat nor cold. The others were dowly gathering around hischair in asemicircle
behind Hyacinthe, facing Elysee on the divan and Simon at her back. "Y es. Only that therewas one.” She
made a scornful gesture which did not quite disguise her discomfort at the topic.

"The Innocents was afoul place, the ground mucky with the bodies rotting afew niches benesth the fet,
skulls and bones lying everywhere on the ground. It stank, too. In the booksellers and lingerie vendors
stands that were built in the arches, you could look up and see through the chinksin the rafters the bones
stacked in the lofts above. The Great Flesh-Eater of Paris, we caled it. Francois and the
others—Henriette, Jean de Vdois, old Louis-Charles d Auvergne—sometimes talked about the stories
of avampire who lived there, avampire no one ever saw.

After | became vampire | went thereto look for him, but the place.. , . | didn't likeit." Anold fear
flickered briefly in those hard emerdd eyes.

"Nobody blamesyou for that, honey, I'm sure," Hyacinthe purred with maicious sympathy. "I'm thinking
if he ever bided there at al, he's got to have been crazy asaloon.”

"Did Calvaire ever go there?' Asher inquired, turning his head to look up into her face, and she smiled
down at him, beautiful as along-contemplated ain.

"It was all gone fore Calvaire was even bit, honey."
"Did he go to the catacombs, then? Did he ever speak of this—this spectral vampire?'

"Cdvaire," sniffed one of the other vampires, a dark-haired boy whom Asher had guessed had barely
begun to grow a beard when Elysee had claimed him. "The Great Vampire of Paris. He might just.”

Asher glanced over & him curioudy in the shimmering refulgence of light. "Why?



Behind him, Hyacinthe replied with slky scorn, "Because it was the kind of thing the Great Vampire of
Pariswould do."

"He was very taken with being—one of us," explained Elysee dowly.

The brown-haired young man, Serge, seated himself gracefully on the divan at Elyseesfest. "Weadll
have alittle fun, when we can," he explained with agrin that would have been disarming, but for the
fangs. "Cavarewasjud alittle grandiose about it."

"I don't undergtand.”
Hyacinthe'sfingerstouched his hair. ™Y ou wouldn't, under the cir-cumstances.”

"Cavarewas abraggart, aboaster," Elysee said, closing her swan's-down fan, stroking the soft white
fluff between fingers ashard and as pae astheivory of the sticks. "Like some others.” Her glance
touched Hyacinthe for amdignant ingtant. "To St with your victim in an operabox, acafe, or a
carriage—to fed the blood with your lips through the skin, spinning it out aslong as you can, waiting . . .
then to go drink elsawhere, only to quench the thirst, and go back the next night to him again, to that
personal, innocent degth . . ." She smiled dreamily once more, and Asher was conscious of adight
movement among the vam-pires behind him and of the swift flick of Ysdro'seyes.

"But Vaentin carried it astep further, a dangerous step. Perhaps it was partly that he wanted power,
that he wanted fledglings of his own, though he dared not make them herein Paris, wherel rule, wherel
dominated him through that which he gave mein passing fromlifeto. . . everlife. But | think hedid it for
the—the'kick,' asyou say in English—aone. He would sometimes et hisvictim know, especidly the
victimswho foundit piquant to know how near they flirted with desth.

"Hewould lead them into it, seduce them ... he had afine grace and would play degth like an instrument,
drinking it, in al its perverse sweetness.Bien stir, he could not be permitted to continue. , ."

"It isadangerousthing,” the boy vampireto Asher'sright said, "to let anyone know just who we are and
what we are, no matter what the reason.”

"Hewasfuriouswhen | forbadeit him," Elysee remembered. "Furi-ous when | forbade him to make
fledglings of hisown, hisown coterie ... for that was the reason he gave. But | think that it was just that
heenjoyedit.”

"But then," Hyacinthe murmured, "the ones he told aways expected to win."

Something in her voice made Asher look up; her hand caught him very lightly under the jaw, forcing his
head back so that his eyes met hers. Under her fingers, he could fed the movement of hisown pulse; she
was |looking down into his eyes and smiling. For amoment it did not seem to him that he bregthed,
sensing Simon's readiness to spring and knowing there was no way—even if Elysegs fledglings did not
try to stop him—that he could crossthe distance in the time it would take Hyacinthe to strike.

Elysee's voice was soft, asif she feared to tip some fragile balance. "Let him done." He saw Hyacinthe's
mocking smile widen and fdlt the dight tensing of her fingertips againgt histhroat.

Quite deliberatdly, he put up his hand and grasped the cold wrist. For an ingant it waslike pulling at the
limb of atree; then it yielded, mockingly fluid in his, and she stepped back as he stood up. But she il



smiled into hiseyes, lazily amused, asif hed failed sometest of nerve, and there wasin the honey-dark
eyesthe savoring of what it was like to seduce avictim who knew what was happening. Hiseyesheld
hers, then, just as deliberately, he dismissed her and turned back to Elysee.

"So you don't believe Cdvaire sought out this—this most ancient vampire in Paris.”

The fan snapped open again, indignant. Elysee's eyes were on Hy-acinthe, not on him. "I am the most
ancient vampirein Paris Monsieur |e Professeur,” she said decidedly. "Thereisno other, nor hasthere
been for many years. Anden tout cas, you—and others—" Her glance shot spitefully from Hyacinthe to
Y sidro, who had somehow come around the divan to her side and within easy grasping range of Asher.
"—would do well to remember that the sSingle law among vampires, the single law thatall must obey, is
that no vampire will kill another vam-pire. And no vampire. . " Her eyes narrowed, moved to Asher, and
then back to the dender, ddlicate Spaniard standing at her sde. . . . will do that which endangers other
vampires by giving away their haunts, their habits, or the very fact of their existence, to human-kind.”

Ysddroinclined hishead, his pae hair falling forward over the gray velvet of his collar, like cobweb in the
bonfire of gadight and crystd. "Fear nothing, mistress. | do not forget.” Hisgloved hand closed likea
manacle around Asher'swrist, and he led him from the salon.

* Twelve

"Shel'safraid,” Asher said, later. "Not that she didn't have plenty of company,” he added, remembering
the cold touch of Hyacinthesfingerson histhroat. "Are al master vampiresthat nervous of their own

power?'

"Not al.” Behind them, the rattle of the cab horse's retreating hooves faded aong the wood and asphalt
of the street, dying away into the late-night hush. Down at the corner, voices could still beheardina
workingmen'sestaminet, but for the most part the district of Montrouge was silent. It was as different as
possible from the crumbling elegance of Elyseg'shostel or the rather grubby dum in which it stood. Here
the street was lined with the tall, sooty, dun stone buildings so common to Paris, the shabby shops on the
ground floors shuttered tight, the windows of the flats above likewise closed, dark save for achink of
light here and there in attics where servants il 1abored. Simon's feet made no sound on the narrow
agphdt footway. His voice might have been the night wind murmuring to itself in adream.

"It variesfrom city to city, from person to person. Elysee has the disadvantage of being not that much
older than her fledglings and of not having been vampire long hersalf when she became, in effect, Mas-ter
of Paris. And she has not dways been wisein her choice of fledg-lings.”

"Do you think Calvaire contacted the Vampire of the Innocents as part of a power play againgt Elysee?’

"l suspect that hetried." Simon stopped in the midst of the row, before an anonymous door. The main
entrance to the catacombs was on the Place Denfert-Rochereau, which would be uncomfortably full of
traffic even at this hour—the rattle of carriages and fiacres on the boule-vards was audible even on this
dlent street. The moon was gone. Above the cliff of buildings and chimneys behind them, the sky wasthe
color of soot.

"Elyseeiscertainly convinced of it," the Spaniard went on. " She was, you observed, most anxious that
her fledglings—and particularly Hyacinthe, whom | guessto benot of her getting—disabuse themsdaves
of any notion of doing the same. Did he exist & dl, thisVVampire of the Innocents, he would be vastly



more powerful than Elysee—vastly more powerful than any of us."
"A day stalker, infact.”

Simon did not reply. For along time the vampire stood asif ab-stracted in thought, and Asher wondered
what the night sounded like to the vampire, whether those quick ears could pick up the breath of deepers
in the house beside which they stood or that queer, preternatu-ral mind could sense the moving color of
their dreams. At length the vampire signed to him, and Asher, after a swift glance up and down the
deserted street, produced his picklocks from an inner pocket and went to work.

"Thewatchman isin the office at the other entrance,” the vampire murmured, the sound morein Asher's
mind than his ears. "Doubtless ad eep—we should remain undisturbed.”

The door gave under Asher's cautious testing. He pocketed the pick-locks and let Y sidro precede him
into the cramped vestibule which was al there was above ground at this end of the catacombs. He heard
the soft cresk of ahinge, the muffled sounds of someone rifling a cupboard, then the scratch of amatch.
Y sidro had found aguard's lantern. Asher stepped inside and shut the door behind him.

With its boot-scarred desk in front of theiron grille that closed off one end of the room, the place was
barely large enough for the two of them to move about. The lantern stood on a corner of the desk,
shed-ding eerieillumination across Y sidro's long hands as he sorted through aring of keys, skeleta and
yet queerly beautiful in theisolation of thelight. " So efficient, the French,” the vampire murmured. "Hereis
amap of the passages, but | suggest that you stay closeto me.”

"I'll be ableto seethelight for some distance," Asher pointed out, taking the thumbed and grubby chart.
Y sdro paused in the act of unlocking the grille. "That isn't what | mean.”
They descended the stair, narrow and spiraling endlesdy down into the darkness.

"Doyou bdieve heisredly here, then?' Asher asked softly, his hands pressed to the stone of wall and
centerpost to keep his balance on the perilous wedges of the steps. "That heis till here at al?”

"It isthelogica place. As Elysee pointed out, the sewers are perpetu-ally damp. Whereas we are not
subject to the normd ills of the body, when avampire beginsto grow old—to give up—he does begin to
suffer from joint ache. Some of the very old vampires | knew herein Paris, Louis du Belliere-Fontages
and Marie-Therese de St. Arouac, did. Louis had been acourtier of Henri the Third, one of his
lace-trimmed tigresses—I knew him for years. | don't think he ever got used to the way the Sun King
tamed the nobility.Les fruits de Limoges, he called them—chinafruit, glosswithout juice. But thefact is
that hewas afraid, passing himsdlf off at Versailles. He was growing old, old and tired, when | saw him
lagt; hisjoints hurt him, and going outside hisownhostel frightened him. He was hunting lessand less,
living on beef blood and stolen chickens and the odd Black Mass baby. | was not surprised when | heard
he had been found and killed."

"When wasthat?"

"During one of the witchcraft scandas of the Sun King'sreign." Simon halted at the bottom of the dairs,
listening to the darkness, turning his head thisway and that.

"If thekiller we're looking for exigts," Asher murmured, and the echoes picked up hisvoice asif dl the
dead deeping in the dark whis-pered back at him, "hell bein London till.”



Y sidro shook his head, agesture so dight it was barely perceptible. "1 think you areright." Hisvoice was
like the touch of wind among the ancient tunnels. "1 fed no presence here," he breathed. "Nothing—
human, vampire, ghost. Only amuted resonance from the bones them-selves." He held the lantern d oft,
and the gold light glistened on damp stone walls, wet pebbles, and mud underfoot, dying away inthe
inten-gity of the subterranean gloom. "Nevertheless, follow close. The gdl-leries cross and branch—it is
easy to lose onesway."

Like spectresin anightmare, they moved on into the darkness.

For an endlesstime, they traversed the bare gdleries of the ancient gypsum mines beneath Montrouge,
black tunnels hewn of living rock whose walls seemed to press suffocatingly upon them, and whose
cell-ing, stained with the soot of tourists candles, brushed the top of Asher's head as he followed
Y sdro'sfragile slhouette into the abyss.

Now and then they passed pillars, shoring up the vast weight of the earth to prevent subsidence of the
streets above, and the sight of them caused Asher'stoo-quick imagination to flirt with what it would be
like, should the celling collgpse and trap him here. In other places, the lamplight glanced over the black
sguares of branching passageways, dark as no darkness above the ground could be, or flashed across
the water of wells, mere inches beneath the leve of their feet.

Andin dl that realm of the dead, Asher thought, he was the only living man. The man who walked
beside him, who listened so intently to that darkness, had not been dive for three and ahalf centuries; the
man whose lair they sought had been dead for nearly six.

If indeed he had ever existed at all.
Who was the ghost that the dead believed in?

"Apparently there have been no killings of the Paris vampires.” The echoes traded the remark back and
forth among themselves down the branching corridors, Asher was uncomfortably reminded of the
peeping croak of the chorus of frogs said to guard the way to Hell. "Why would he have gone after
Cdvare?'

"Perhgps Calvaire told him too much.” Y sidro paused to make achak arrow on the wall, then walked
on. "Cavaire wanted to become amaster vampire. If he spoke to the Vampire of the Innocents at al,
perhaps he offended him or roused in him aresolve to prevent Cavaire from gaining the power he
sought; perhaps Calvaire had some other scheme afoot besides power aone. We do not know when
Calvaire spoke to him. He might have fled Paris because of him, rather than because he had been
thwarted by Elysee. And it may be something entirely different—the fact that Calvaire was a Protestant
heretic, for instance. A hundred years ago, | would never have employed you my-self, had | suspected
you of adherenceto that heresy, no matter how well qualified you were."

"Try gpplying for agovernment job in Irdland,” Asher grunted. "It till doesn't explain why héd have
killed Calvairés associatesin Lon-don.”

"If wefind hislair," the vampire said softly, "such matters may become more clear.”
Ahead of them, something white gleamed in the darkness—pillars? They drew closer, and the pae blurs

resolved themsdves into oblong patches whitewashed carefully onto the black-painted pillars of agate.
Surrounded by utter darkness, there was something terrifying about its stark smplicity—find, silent,



twenty meters below street level, and carved of native rock. Abovethelintel, black letters on awhite
ground spelled out the words:

STOP!

THISISTHE EMPIRE OF THE DEAD.

Beyond the gate, the bones began.

The catacombs were the ossuary of Paris. All the ancient cemeteries within the confines of the city had
been emptied into these rock-hewn galeries, the bones nestly ranged into horrible six-foot retaining walls
built of tibias and skulls, with everything € se dumped in asolid jumble behind, like firewood in abox.
Brown and shiny, the bones stretched out of Sght into the darkness of the branching gdlleries, the eye
sockets of the courses of skulls seeming to turn with the lantern's gliding light, an occasiona bony jaw
seeming to smile. Nobles decapitated in the Terror, Street sweepers, washerwomen, monks, Merovingian
kings— they were dl here somewhere, sde by side in macabre democracy.

The Empire of the Dead indeed, Asher thought. They passed an dltar, like the gates, painted smple black
and white, adun shape that seemed to shine out of the darkness. Before the bones were occasional
placards, announcing from which cemetery these tumbled remains had been taken, or exhorting the
viewer, in French or in Latin, to recdl hisown mortality and remember that al things were dust.

Asan Englishman, Asher was conscious of adesireto pretend that thistaste for the gruesome was a
manifestation of some aspect of the French nationd character, but he knew full well that hisown
country-men came herein droves. Following Simon as he wound farther and farther back through the
narrow tunnels of the ossuary, pausing every now and then to mark the walls with numbered arrowsto
guide them back, he was conscious of the terrible fascination of the place, the mor-bid urge to muse, like
Hamlet, on those anonymous relics of former ages.

But then, he wondered, to how many of those brown, weathered skullscould his companion have said,
"I knew himwdl .. ."?

That train of thought led to others, and he asked, "Did you ever have your portrait painted?' The
vampire's glance touched the ranks of bones that hegped the walls in ahead-high wainscot al around
him, and he nodded, unsurprised.

"Only once," he said, "shortly before | left Spain. | never sent for it because it was a fiff and rather ugly
effort—the Renaissance did not reach Madrid until many yearslater. Afterward—it isavery difficult
thing, you undergtand, to paint portraits by candldight.”

They moved on—one dark turning, two.

Then the lamplight flicked down aside tunnel and Asher stopped short. Simon, a step ahead of him, was
back at his side before he was even conscious that the vampire had heard him; Y sidro was keeping, he
redlized, close watch upon him, as he had in the Hotel Montadour.

Silently, Asher took the lantern and pointed its beam away into the darkness, not certain he had seen
what he thought he'd seen. He had.

Simon glanced sidelong at him, fine-arched brows swooping down in disbelief. Asher shook hishead, as
baffled as he. After amoment's uneasy pause, they moved on together into that narrow seam of rock and



bone.

Everywhere in the ossuary, the bones had been formed into nest walls, with the remainder heaped
behind. But here those walls had been torn down. The bones lay scattered in a deep drift, like mounds of
brittle kindling; in places dong the walls the floor was waist degp. Asher heard them crunch benesth his
feet, and, listening, beneath Simon's as well—the first time he had ever been aware of the vampire
making a sound when he walked. Then the floor was clear once more, and Asher blinked in astonishment
at what lay beyond. "A demented workman?"

Sowly Simon shook his head. "Thereis no soot on the celling,” he said, "It isa place the tourists never
come—the guards, either. Y ou seefor yoursdlf that ours were thefirst feet to break those bones.”

"I've seen something of the kind in that Capuchin monastery in Rome, but . . ."

Thewalls of the tunnd, from that point on, were lined entirely with pelvic bones. Lamplight and shadow
glided over them as Asher and Y sidro moved on again, thousands of smooth, organic curves, like some
perverted variety of orchid. They stacked the wall as high as the bones elsewhere, and over ayard deep
on elther Sde, pelvises and nothing but pelvises. In time they gave place to skulls, amournful audience of
empty sockets, vanishing away into the dawnless night. In Side tunndls, Asher caught glimpses of sheaves
of ribs, like frozen whest in the wind, cracked and crumbling nearly beyond recognition; scapulaslike flat
brown plates; drifts of vertebrag; and, beyond them, like tide-separated sand and grave, finer dunes of
finger bones, meticuloudy sized, smdler and smdler, back into the eternity of night. At the end of that
tunnd was another dtar, the third Asher had seen since entering the ossuary, smdl and starkly painted, its
white patches gleaming like skullsin the gloom.

Asher shook hishead, and turned to Simon, baffled. "Why?' "It is something difficult to explain,” the
vampire replied softly, "to aman of your century—or indeed, to any who lived after your so-called Age
of Reason.”

"Do you understand?”’
"l did once."

Asher bent down, and took afinger bone from the nearest heap; they drifted the walls of the tunnel just
herelike pilesof grainin agranary. Heturned it over in hisfingers, unconscioudy imitating Lydias
exami-nation of Lottas severed vertebra—samdl, ddlicate, efficient in itsthin shank and bulbous joints,
stripped of the fragile miracle of muscle and nerve that had madeit responsiveto alover's caress or the
grip on the handle of agun. He wasturning to go, the bone still in his hand, when from the darkness he
heard awhisper: Restitute.

Hefroze.

He could see nothing—only the shadows of the sheaved ribs behind and around him. He glanced at
Simon, but the vampire's eyes were darting from shadow to shadow, wide and shocked and seeking,
evi-dently able to see nothing; moreover, it was clear he could not even locate the speaker with hismind.

Return it,the voice had whispered in Latin, and in the same tongue Asher whispered, "Why?"*

He had thought Simon's voi ce soft; he wasn't certain whether he heard these words at al, only amurmur
of Latin haf within hisown skull.



"Shewill comelooking for it."
"Who will?*

"Shewhoseit was. They will al come looking for them—skulls, ribs, toes, thelittle ear boneslike the
jewdsof rings. The Trumpet will blow —they will dl scramble to assemble themsdlves, to find their own
bones, wrap them up in cloaks of ashes. And when they find them, they will climb al those sairs, each
with hisown bones. All savewe,"

Something changed in the darkness;, Asher fdt the hair of his nape lift as he redized that what he had
taken for aheap of bones and shadow less than ayard away was the shape of aman. He felt Smon
flinch, too—even with his preternatural senses, the vampire had been unable to see.

The Latin voicewhigpered again, "All savewe.”

He wore what had probably been amonk's robe once, rotted and falling to pieces over limbs scarcely
less emaciated than the bones that surrounded them on al sides. He seemed bent with age, huddled like a
frozen crone desperate for warmth; in the sunken, waxen flesh, the strangely glittering vampire eyes
seemed huge, green as polar ice. Hisfangs were long and sharp againgt the ddlicate, hairlessjaw.
Through the open throat of the robe, Asher could see a crucifix, black with age and filth.

Likethe claw of ahbird, one shaky hand pointed at Simon; the nails were long and broken. "Wewill hear
the Trumpet far off," the vampire whispered, "but we will not be ableto go, you and I. We will continue
undead, unjudged, and alone, after dl the others are gone—we will never know what lies upon the other
sde. They may speak for me—I hope they will understand why | have done this and speak for me. . ."

Simon looked puzzled, but Asher said, "Before the Throne of God?!
The old vampire turned those luminous green eyes on him, eager, 'l have donewhat | can.”

"What isyour name?' Simon asked, falling into the heavily Spanish-accented Latin of hisown early
educetion.

"Anthony," the vampire whispered. "Brother Anthony of the Order of the FriarsMinor. | golethis. . ."
He touched his black habit—a chunk of it fdl off in his hand. " Stole from the Benedictinesin the Rue St.
Jacques—stole and killed the man who woreit. | had to doiit. It isdamp here. Thingsrot quickly. | could
not go abroad naked before the eyes of men and God. | had to kill him . . . Y ou understand that | had to
doit."

Then he was beside Asher, with no sense of time eapsed or of broken consciousness at dl; the touch of
hisfingerswaslikethe light pricking of insect feet as he removed the tiny bone from Asher's grasp.
Looking down into hisface, Asher could see that Brother Anthony appeared no older than Simon or any
of the other vampiresdid; it was only his posture and the whiteness of thelong hair that siraggled down
over his bent shouldersthat gave the queer, white, ageless face itslook of senil-ity.

"To saveyour own life?" he asked.

Brother Anthony'sfingers continued to rove lightly over the back of hishand, asif fedling the armature of
bone within flesh, or warming their coldness on the subcutaneous heet of blood. With his other hand he
held Asher'slittlefinger in afrail grip that Asher knew he could no more break than he could have pulled
his hand from dried cement. "'l had not fed—not truly fed—in months" the vampire whispered



anx-ioudy. "Rats—a horse—chickens. But | could fed my mind starting to go, my sensesturn duggish.
I've tried—over and over I'vetried. But each timel grow terrified. If | do not feed properly, drink of the
desths of men, | will grow stupid, grow dow. | cannot do that. After all these years, dl these desths,
running from the Judgment , . . And each life | takein running is another to the tally that would fall upon
me, did | die. So many—I used to keep count. But the hunger drove me to mad-ness. And | will never
beforgiven."

"Itisone of thetenets of faith,” Asher said dowly, "that thereisno sin,nothing, that God will not forgive,
if the Snner istruly repentant.”

"l can't be truly repentant,” Brother Anthony whispered, "can 1?1 feed and go on feeding. | am stronger
than al those who have sought to kill me. The hunger drives meto madness. Theterror of what awaits
me beyond thewall of desth—I cannot faceit. Maybeif | help those who will go there, if | make it easy
for them to find their bones... If | help them they will spesk for me. | have donewhat | can for them.
They must. They mugt . . ." He drew Asher close to him—nhis breath reeked of blood, and, close-to,
Asher saw that hisrobe was stiff with gore decades dried. He nodded toward Simon. "When hekills
you," he whispered, "will you speak for me?’

"If you answer methree questions,” Asher said, conscious of the framework of taleswith which the
ancient vampire would be familiar and trying desperately to frame mentally what he wanted to ask into
three parts and good L atin. Thank God, he thought, they were speaking Church Latin, which was no
more difficult than French.1f this were Classical, the whole conversation would come to a standstill
while | ar-ranged things in that damn inside-out order that Cicero used.

The Franciscan did not reply, but seemed only to be waiting, histhin fingersicy on Asher's hand. Simon,
standing slently by, watched them both. Asher felt that he was keyed up. ready to intervene between
them, though he himsalf sensed no danger from the little monk.

After amoment he asked, "Can you hunt by daylight?"

"I would not so offend the face of God. The night ismine; here below, dl night ismine. | would never
take the day above the ground to myself.”

"Notwould you ..." Asher began, exasperated, then realized that that might be counted as a second
question and fell silent for amoment. Hundreds of questions leaped to mind and were discarded; he was
aware that he had to go carefully, aware that the old vampire could vanish as slently, aseasily, ashe had
appeared. He felt as he did when he watched Lydiafeeding the sparrowsin the New College
quadrangle, coaxing them with infinite patience to take bread crumbs from her outstretched fingers. "Who
were your contemporaries among the vam-pires?’

"JohannisMagnus," the old vampire whispered, "the Lady Eliza-beth; Jehanne Croudt, the horse tamer;
Anne LaFlamande, the Welsh minstrd who sang in the crypts of London; Tulloch the Scot, who was
buried in the Holy Innocents. They have destroyed the Innocents. They carted the bones away. Histhey
burned. The flesh shriveled off them in the noonday sun. That wasin the days of the Terror, the days
when men dew one another as we the Undead never dared to do."

"Y et there are those who swear they saw the Scot fifty years ago in Amsterdam,” Y Ssdro murmured in
English. He seemed to understand without comment why Asher had chosen that question to ask. "Asfor
theothers. . ."

Asher turned back to the old vampire. "Have you ever killed another vampire?



Brother Anthony shrank back from him, covering hiswhite face with skeletd white hands. "It is
forbidden,” he whispered desperatdly. "Thou shall not kill,' they say, and | have killed—killed over and
over. | havetriedtodogood. . ."

"Have you ever killed another vampire?* Simon repeated softly, not moving, but Asher could fed the
tensgonin him like overgtretched wire.

The monk was backing away, hisface still covered. Asher took astep after him, reaching out his hand to
catch the rotting black deeve. He understood then how the legends came about, that vampires can
com-mand the mists and dissolve into them at will. There was, as before, not even asense of hismind
blanking, and not one of the brittle bones that hemmed them al around so much as shifted. Hewas
amply standing, ashred of crumbling black cloth in hishand, staring at the shadowed tangle of bonesand
the shadowy dtar beyond.

In hismind he heard awhisper, like the bresth of adream, " Speak for me. Tell God | did what | could.
Speak for me, when hekillsyou. . ."

* Thirteen

"Do you planto kill me?" Asher closed theiron grille behind him, turned the heavy key, and followed
Simon back into the de-serted vestibule, where Y sidro was fastidioudy poking among the pa-pers of the
desk. The vampire paused to regard him with dispassionate eyes, and, as so often with Y sidro, Asher
found it impossible to divine whether he was contemplating the morta state or Smply wondering whether
hefelt peckish. In any case he did not answer.

Instead he asked, "What do you think of our Franciscan brother?"

"Other than that he's mad, you mean?' Asher removed a couple of wax tablets from his pocket, of the
sort that he had habitudly carried in his Foreign Office days, and methodicaly took impressonsof dl the
keysonthering. "I don't believe he'sour culprit.”

"Because he's hereingtead of in London? Never think it. Heis slent asthefal of dust, James; he could
have followed us back to Paris, and | would never have been the wiser; could have overheard any of our
conversations and preceded us...."

"InLdin?'

"In English, if hewasfriend to Rhys and to Tulloch the Scot. Most of uslearn one another's languages,
even aswe keep abreast of the changesin the tongues of the lands where we dwell—conspicuousnessis
our desth. The fact that he lives hidden in the catacombs does not mean he has not walked the streets of
men unseen. He understands at least some of the changes that have taken place since the Fall of the
Kings. .. And heclams, incidentally, to have seen Tulloch the Scot's flesh shriv-eled from his bones by
the light of the noonday sun . . ."

"Meaning he was up and around by day?' Asher used hisfingernail to pry the last key gingerly from the
wax, thinking to himself that, if that were the case, the Minorite's assumption that Y sidro intended to
murder him might be far from arandom guess. "But you say yoursdlf that the Scot was seen yearslater . .



"| say that there are those who swear they saw him—as unreliable a contention as our religiousfriend's,
if, like Anthony, Tulloch's abilities to pass unseen grew with time. There has been no reliable report of his
presence since the days of the Terror—indeed, none for haf a century before, but that means nothing.”

Asher wiped the last telltale fragments of wax from the wards and replaced the key on its hook beside
the grilled door. "And the others he named?”

"Two at least | know to be dead—three, if La Flamande is the same woman | knew during the wars
over Picardy. I've never heard of Croudlt . . ." He waited until Asher had opened the outer door, then
turned down the lantern wick until itsflame snuffed into darkness. Asher reflected with an inner grin that
Y sdro's candle snuffing trick didn't seem to work too well with three-quarters of an inch of woven wick
and areservoir full of kerosene.

"So we have three—perhaps four, if you want to count Grippen and figure out some way he could have
Jjiggered the daylight problem.” He stepped through the outer door into the dark Rue Daresu.

"None of those he named has been seen or heard of for centuries.” "That doesn't mean they haven't been
hiding somewhere, as Brother Anthony has been hiding," Asher replied quietly. "If one of them sur-vived,
he—or she—would be aday staker, like Brother Anthony, toughened, as you said, against garlic and
dlver and other countermeasures.”

"It ds0 does not mean that Brother Anthony isnot himsdf thekiller."
"Doyou bdieveheis?'

Ysdro'ssmileflickered briefly into existence. "No. But there are few other candidates for therole.”
Their footsteps echoed hollowly againgt the dingy walls of dark brick asthey made their way north,
through the crisscrossings of the empty back streets that led toward the wider boule-vards. There was no
way of telling how late it was, but leaden darkness now possessed even the most late-carousing of
bistros, and the progti-tutes seemed to have sought their beds for good, " 'l have killed over and over,' he
said, and aso, 'l havetried to do good.' The killing of other vampires could be interpreted asamajor
effort in that direction. Isit not what you yoursdf plan to do, if you get the chance?’

Asher glanced sharply across at him, but met only matter-of-fact inquiry in those cool, strange eyes.
Instead of replying, he said, "If he wanted to day his own kind, there are plenty to begin on here, without
going to London for the purpose. And if the killer ishis contemporary, with the same aterations of
powers, Brother Anthony may be our only hope of tracking him."

"If hewill." They crossed adireet. Asher had amomentary sense of movement in the noisome blackness
of an dley to their right and the mutter of voices asthelocd toughswisdaly decided not to molest this
particular pair of passers-by. "And if, given that you can coax him from the earth to which he has gone,
he consentsto assst usand not aly himsef with thekiller.”

Asgher shivered, remembering how thelittle monk had seemed to melt from the darkness, the cold tickle
of thosefrail fingers on hishand, and their unbreskable strength. He knew what his own reaction would
be to amorta man who dlied himself with vampires. Perhgpsit was best after dl to let degping dogslie.

They passed through a darkened square whose fountain sounded un-earthly loud in the stillness, turned
into the Boulevard S. Michd. Even that great artery was virtualy empty. The chestnut treesthat lined it
rustled overhead like adim woods, their leaveslying in soggy drifts aong thewalls of the greet hospitals



which clustered in that neighbor-hood. The electric street lamps threw too-bright halos, making the gloom
seem dl the more dense. Now and then, a passing fiacre broke the eerie silence with the sharp tap of
hooves, but that was all. The night was still and cold; Asher pulled his scarf more closaly around his
throat and huddled deep into the folds of hisulter.

Presently he asked, "I thereis astrange vampire operating in Lon-don—be it Tulloch the Scot, even
Rhys himsdf, or some othe—might we not trace it through unexplained kills? Would avampire that
ancient haveto kill as often?"

"Any city on earth," Don Simon replied augterdy, "givesforth such spate of unexplained kills of its own,
through disease, cold, filth, and uncaring, that it were difficult to trace asingle vampire's poor efforts, As
for needing blood |ess frequently—or needing, rather, thelife, the death cry of the mind to feed the
powers of the mind on which our very surviva depends—that | do not know,"

He paused for amoment on the pavement, A whisper of straying wind movedin hisdark cloak and lifted
the pae hair from his collar, For amoment, it seemed asif he himsalf would drift ontoit like avast gray
leaf. Then hewalked on.

"It isnot merely that we are dependent on the nourishment of the blood, James, and the psychic feed of
the passing of the soul. Many of us are addicted to them. Some suffer thisto greater or lesser degree,
and some, in fact, take greeat pleasure in the addiction. Lotta used to prolong her fasts from the ultimate
kill as much as possible, to sweeten them when they came, but it is a dangerous practice. In some, the
craving rises amost to madness. It can make us hasty or cardless, and in dl things concerning us,
carelessnessisdeath.”

They were nearing the miniature maze of Streets near the river where the Hotel Chambord stood; the
cold smdll of the Seine hung in the air, and aready, down the cobbled side Streets, the milk sdlerswere
about. Asher studied sidelong the delicate profile, the white, hooked nose and |oose thickness of
colorlesshair.

"Y ou haven't rdlaxed in three hundred and fifty years," he said softly, "have you?"
“No."
"Do you relax when you deep?”

The vampire did not look at him. "1 do not know. We dl learn too late that deep is not the same asit
wes."

"Do you dream?’

Y sdro paused, and again Asher had the impression he was on the point of being lifted and whirled away
by the faint stirring of thewind. A faint flex line of a bitter smile touched the white silk of the skin, then
smoothed away. "Yes," Simon said expressionlesdy. "1 dream. But they are not like human dreams.”

Asher wondered whether, when Simon sought whatever lair he had made for himself in Paris, he would
dream of Brother Anthony, sorting bones in the dark.

Then suddenly he was done. Somewherein the back of hismind he had the sensation of having once
dreamed, himsdlf, about adim, cloaked form walking away toward the whitish mists of the Seine, but
that wasdll.



SAVAGE MURDERSIN
LONDON

THE RIPPER STALKS AGAIN?

A series of shocking crimes rocked London last night when nine people—six women and three
men—were brutally murdered in the Whitechapel and Limehouse digtricts of London between the hours
of midnight and four in the morning. Thefirst of the bodies, that of variety actress Sally Shore, was found
by dustmen in the dley behind the Limehouse Road. She had been much bruised and cut about, so
savagdly that, when found, her body was dmost com-pletely drained of blood. The eight other victims,
found in various placesin the neighborhood, were in asimilar condition. Police remarked upon the fact
that in no instance were screams or criesfor help heard and upon the fact that, though the bodies were
nearly drained of blood, very little was found at the scenes, leading them to believe that the murders took
place e sewhere and the bodies were transported to the places where they werefound . . .

Asher set down the newspaper beside his midday breskfast of crois-sant and coffee, feeling cold to his
bones.Nine!

What had Simon said? After along fadt, the time aways comes when the craving setsin and will not be
denied-

Nine.
Hefdt sck.

It wasn't the London vampires. That much he knew. They had to live in London—Grippen, the Farrens,
Chloe. But astrange vampire, hiding from them in London, might indeed be traceable through hiskills, by
those who knew what to look for. He had lain hidden aslong as he could, fasting and silently murdering .

He glanced at the date. It was this morning's paper. Last night, when he and Simon had been stalking
Anthony in the darkness of the cata-combs, the murderer had struck again. Thistime it was not vampires
who were hisvictims, but humans.

Admittedly, he thought, glancing down the article, not particularly important humans—the women were
al ligted as "variety actresses,”" seamdtresses, or smply, "young women." Given the areain which they
were found and given the hour they were killed, there was no real doubt asto their true professions. But
it made their murders no less atrocious; and it made the lives of everyone else in London no more secure.

They had not cried out. Horribly, the thin, dreamy face of the woman on the train returned to him, the
way her hand had fumbled willingly at her collar buttons, the glazed somnambulance of her eyes. He
remem-bered Lydiasred hair, gleaming in the dim radiance of the gaslamps, and his palms grew cold.

No! hetold himsdf firmly. She knows the danger--she's sensible enough to stay indoors, closeto



people, at night . . .
That knowledge did not help.

Herased his head, staring sightlesdy at the traffic jostling past the cafe where he sat. Thethin mist of
early dawn had burned away into acrisp, brittle sunlight, like crystal on the sepia buildings acrossthe
street and the India-ink traceries of the bare trees. The boulevardiers were out for astrall, reveling in the
last fine wesather of autumn—Ieisured gentlemen in well-tailored blazers, men of letters, self-proclaimed
wits andartistes. Open-topped carriagesrolled past on their way to the Bois de Boulogne, affording
glimpses of the elegant matrons of the Parisgratin or of expensively dressed sn—the "eight-spring luxury
modes’ of the demimonde.

Asher saw none of it. He wondered where Simon might be found. Elysee de Montadour's hotel was, he
was virtualy certain, somewhere in the Marais; he supposed that given aday in which to search through
the building records, he could locate the place. But there was no guar-antee that Y sidro was deeping
there—somehow he doubted that dim, enigmatic hidalgo would put himself anywhere near the power of
Elysee and her cicisbeos—and hisvist to Ernchester House had taught him the folly of entering vampire
nestsalone. And in any case, what he wanted now most to know was something which could only be
ascer-tained while the sun wasin the sky.

Hefelt absently in his pocket for the wax tablets and wondered what time the guards at the catacombs
hed their dinner.

One of the advantages of working for the Foreign Office, Asher had found, had been anodding
acquaintance with the fringes of the under-world in adozen cities across Europe. His Oxford colleagues
would have been considerably startled had they redized how easily their unas-suming Lecturer in
Philology could have obtained any number of strange services, from burglary to murder to "nameless
vices'—most of which had perfectly good names, in Latin, at least. In spite of the fact that England and
France were the closest of dlies, he had in the past had cause to need keys cut in ahurry in Pariswith no
questions asked and, on this occasion, he knew precisely whereto go.

Asit was neither thefirst nor the third Saturday of the month, he had little fear of meeting parties of
tourigts at the catacombs or the large numbers of guards that the Office of Directory and Treasury
consdered necessary to herd them through. The catacombs would be staffed by one or at most two old
pensioners of the State, and, though the dinner hour was long over by the time Asher reached
Montrouge, with the aid of luck and human nature, they might be together gossiping instead of keeping
watch at both entrances.

And why should they watch? The doors were locked, and who in their right mind would wish to break
into the Empire of the Dead?

L uck and human nature seemed to be in full operation that afternoon when Asher reached the
inconspicuous back door of the catacombs through which they had entered last night. It was locked.
Although asign ingtructed him to apply for information in the Place Denfert-Ro-chereau severd streets
away, dill he thumped for severa seconds on the door.

Only silence greeted him, which was as he had hoped. The keys Jacques la Puce had made for him that
afternoon worked perfectly— even on this quiet street, picking the lock would have been noticed by
someone. He dipped inside, appropriated another tin lantern, and made hisway down the tair, locking
the grille again behind him. It wasjust past three in the afternoon; these days darkness was complete by
about six. If nothing e se, he thought, he might ascertain whether vampires past a certain age were free of



the leaden trance of the daylight hours. Beyond that . . .

Hedidn't know. Asamortd it was laughable to think he could locate Brother Anthony in the haunted
maze. But it was not beyond the bounds of possibility that his presence there, aone and unprotected,
might pique the ancient friar's curiosity and draw him out of hiding, asit had donelast night.

After along inner debate he had left hissilver chainsback at hishotdl, sincein dl probability they would
afford him no protection should Brother Anthony turn againgt him, and might very well be con-strued asa
gesture of bad faith. In last night's case it had been merely manners—like carrying agun to awedding
reception, Ysidro had said; Asher hadn't mentioned that he'd done that upon occasion. But hewas
uncertain how much Brother Anthony would sense, and it was vital that he speak to the old man this
afternoon.

Six hundred years, he thought, asthefirst of Y sidro's chalked arrows came into the wavery circle of the
lantern'slight. The last of the Capets had been on the throne when Anthony had first refused to
die—when he had made the decision to accept immortality upon any terms. Asher wondered whether the
monk had been hiding dl that time, or whether he had been driven gradualy to it and to madness, living
among the corpsesin the crypts of the Holy Innocents.

Hisbreath puffed in faint smoke in the glow of the lamp; it was cold in the endless gdlleries. The only
sounds were the soft scrunching of wet pebbles underfoot and the occasiona creak of the lantern's
handle. It had been unnerving to come here last night, with Y sdro as protection, even though at that time
they had expected to encounter no one. It wasterrifying now, absolutely aone with the darkness under
the earth wait-ing just beyond the glow of the lamp. Oddly enough, Asher's fears turned less upon the
vampire he sought and more upon the occasiond, illogica fits of dread that the roof should cavein and
bury him divein the darkness.

He saw the dark gateswith akind of relief—for he had feared, too, lest he miss one of Y sidro's chalked
arrows. The ranked walls of brown bones and staring skulls seemed less dreadful to him than those silent
adesof empty rock.

It took him longer than he had counted upon to find Brother Antho-ny's private hauntsin the ossuary. He
missed hisway twice and wan-dered—he did not know how long—among the brown walls of bones,
searching for the branching tunnd, thetiny dtar. At last he thought to trace Y sdro's dender bootprintsin
the watery mud among the pebbles of the floor, and after that found the arrow fairly easly. It cameto him
then that the psychic miasmathat the vampires were capable of throw-ing around themsalves had
extended itsdf to Anthony's entire territory. Simply, it was easy to missthe place, easy to be thinking of
something else. No wonder none of the guards came near here. They were proba-bly not even aware of
avoiding the place at dl. They merdy did. It explained certain things about Ernchester House aswell.

He passed the chaos of the fallen bones, then the neat rows of pel-vises, the decaying skulls assembled
againg the eventudity of final Judgment. With akind of medieval morbidity, the ossuary had been
established, like the ancient enamé houses, to turn the mind to man's mortdlity; in spite of himsdlf, Asher
found hisreflections drawn to the men he had killed, and, disturbingly, the men who would undoubtedly
diein any future war because of dl those charts and plans and informartion he had smuggled out of
Audlrig, China, and Germany, tacked away in his socks or his notes on consonantal shift.

From what he knew of some of them, he had the uncomfortable sensation that in terms of ultimate
respongbility, his persond degth toll might well end up rivaling poor Anthony's, who only killed to
prolong hisguilt-riddied Unlife.



Before the steps of the dtar, scattered with drifts of bone fragments, Asher stopped, listening to the
terrible slence dl around him. Banked dong the walls, decaying skulls watched nun with mournful eyes.

Hiswhisper ran like water a ong the bones, vanishing into the stony darkness." Frater Antonius ., ."
The sibilance of it hissed back at him,
"In nomine Patris, Antonius. .."

Perhaps he did not deep near thisplace at dl. Asher sat gingerly down on the bare stone of the step,
Setting the lantern beside him. He took out hiswatch and was both surprised and vexed a how much
timeit had taken him to reach this place—it would be difficult to tell, now, whether asufficiently ancient
vampire would be awake in the daylight hours. But it could not be helped. He pulled his coat more
closely around him, rested his chin on his drawn-up knees, and settled down to wait.

Thelantern'smetd hissed softly in the absolute stiliness. He listened intently, hearing nothing but now and
then the far-off dither of arat picking itsway across the bones. The cold seemed to degpen and
inten-gfy with hisinactivity—he rubbed his hands over the lantern's heet, wishing he had thought to bring
gloves. Oncethered eyesof arat glinted at him from the darkness beyond that tiny pool of light, then
vanished. Y sidro had said vampires could summon certain beasts, as they could humans—how long, he
wondered, had Brother Anthony depended upon that ability for his dinner?

That led to the unnerving reflection that he might be doing so now. Howdid the vampire glamour work,
once the vampire's eyes had met those of his chosen victim? Wasthat why it had seemed to him such a
good ideato come here, done and in daylight?l could have summoned her from anywhere on the
train . .. Ysdro had said, unwinding the purple scarf from the poor woman'sthroat, drawing the pins
gently from her hair.Do you believe | can do this to whomever | will?

True, hefelt no deepiness, none of the dreamy unredlity of that epi-sode on the train, but that might only
mesan that after centuries of practice, Brother Anthony was very, very good.

The craving becomes unbearable. , .
He remembered the newspaper headline and shivered.
Still Brother Anthony did not appesr.

The kerosene in the lantern's reservoir was now amost gone. He redlized he'd haveto leave if he were
to find hisway back out of the dark; the thought that the light might fail him while he wasyet in the tunnels
was terrifying and made him curse himsalf for not searching the vestibule for the stubs of the tourists
candleswhile he was about it. He straightened his back and |ooked around him in the darkness.
"An-thony?" hewhispered in Latin. I'm hereto talk to you. | know you're there."

There was no response. Only the skulls, staring at him with blank eyeholes, ahundred generations of
Parisans, their bones negtly sorted and awaiting the final collation of Judgment Day.

Feding alittle silly, Asher spoke again to the empty dark. At least, if what Y sidro and Bully Joe Davies
had said was true, Anthony could hear him from agreet distance away. "My nameisJames Asher; | am
working with Don Simon Y sidro to find a renegade vampire in London. We think he can hunt by day as
well asby night. Heisakiller, brutd and indiscriminate, of men and vampires, bound not even by the
lawsthat your kind make among themsalves. Will you help us?' There was no movement in the darkness,



only stillness, likethe dow fdl of dust.

"Anthony, we need your help, humans and vampires aike. He hasto be one of your contemporaries, or
older yet. Only you can track him, can find him for us. Will you help us?'

A rhyme singsonged itsway around in his head, turning back on itsdlf like achild's chant:

But the silence was unbroken,
And the stillness gave no token, And the only word there spoken
Was the whispered word, "Lenore." This| whispered, and an echo

Murmured back the word, "Lenore.” Merdly thisand nothing more,

Poe, he thought, and totally appropriate for this waiting hush, this darkness that was not quite empty, and
not quite dead.

Merdly thisand nothing more . . . merdly thisand nothing more,

On impulse, he took the newspaper from his pocket and laid it on the steps of lie dtar, folded opento
the article about the murders. He lifted the d most-empty lantern, and the moving light twisted over the
dead faceslike a sudden shriek of mocking laughter, the laughter of those who have learned the secret of
wheat lies on the other Sde of theinvis-blewal of death.

"I must go," he said to the darkness. I'll be back tomorrow night, and the night after that, until you speak
to me. Please help us, Anthony. Nine humans and four vampires have died aready, and now we know
there will be more. We need your help.”

Like acurtain swinging to, the darkness closed behind him as he passed along the corridors; and
whether any watched him out, he did not know.

* Fourteen

How did one destroy a vampire who had passed beyond vulnera-bility to daylight? he wondered. Or
presumably to slver and garlic and all the rest of it? He wished he could talk to Lydia, to hear her
speculations on the problem, and he tried to think what they might be.

If Anthony did not hephim. . .

Did thismutation in the course of time open other vulnerabilities—to cold, for instance? Simon had
mentioned an extreme sengtivity to cold in the very old vampires. But short of luring the killer into agiant
refrigerator, he didn't see how that knowledge, evenif it weretrue, would be of any assstance. He
grinned wryly & the thought of himsdf and Y sdro, Eskimo-likein furs, grimly driving aniciclethrough the
renegade's heart, cutting off his head, and stuffing the mouth with snowballs. And, of course, the monthly
bill for ice would be prohibitive.

Perhaps, if Lydiawasright and vampirism was smply a pathology of the blood, there might be aserum
which could be devised to combat it, More applied folklore, he thought wryly. Maybe a concentration of



whatever essence was in garlic, injected straight into the blood-stream . . .
By whom?Y ou and Sexton Blake?

Andinany case, vampirism was not smply aphysica pathology. It had its psychic dement, too, and
that, like the physical abilities, seemed to increase with time. Could it perhaps be fought on psychic
grounds?

Ashewaked down the empty back streets toward the lights of the boulevards, he shivered at the
thought of those dow-ripening powers, vampire pawns advancing powerlessly across the chessboard of
time, until they could become queens. ..

In the deserted darkness of the street ahead of him, afigure faded from the mists. A dusky face stood
out above the white blur of adress, framed in loose masses of thick, black hair. Small, soft hands
reached toward him, and he felt himself go cold with dread. There was another reason, he remembered,
for wanting to |leave the catacombs while day-light lingered in the sky.

The white figure drifted toward him, with that same dmost unbear-able downess held seen in Elysee's
drawing room, asif propelled only now and then by avagrant breeze. But if he took hiseyesfrom her,
shewould be on him like lightning; that much he knew. The murmur of that soothing-syrup voice was so
low it wasimpossible that he should hear it at this distance as clearly as he did: "Why, James, theré'sno
need to run away. | just want to talk withyou . . ."

She was aready much closer than she should have been, drifting that dowly; he could seethe smilein
her sinful eyes. Feeling naked, he began to back dowly away, never taking hiseyesfromher . . .

Granite hands seized him from behind, pinning hisarms, crushing suffocatingly over his mouth and
twisting his head back. The foetor of old blood clogged his nostrils as other hands closed around him,
drag-ging him into the darkness of an dley, cold and impossibly strong. His body twisted and fought like
asamon on aline, but he knew aready that he was doomed.

They pressed closer around him, white faces swvimming in the gloom; he kicked a them, but his feet met
nothing, and their laughter was sweet and rippling in hisears. A hand tore his collar avay; hetried to cry
"No!" but the palm over his mouth was smothering him, the brutal grip that dragged his head back all but
breaking his neck. Againgt the naked flesh of histhroat, the night air was cold, cold asthe bodies
pressing closer and closer . . .

Slashing pain, then the long, swimming drop of weakness. Hefdt his knees give way, the massve grip
on hisarms holding him up. He thought he heard Hyacinthe's husky laugh. Small hands, awoman's,
stripped back his shirt cuff and he felt her rip open the vein and drink. Darkness seemed to flutter down
over hismind, adim consciousness of chill, bright candles seen far away, spinning over aterrifying abyss,
for amoment, he had the impression that these people had been there with him when he had shot Jan van
der Platz in Pretoriaand played croquet with Lydiain her father's garden.

A woman's arms were around his body. Opening his eyes he saw Elysee'sface near his, her auburn hair
tickling hisjaw as she bent to drink. Beyond her was Grippen, bloated and red, blood smudging his
coarse, grinning lips. Others crowded up—Chloe, Serge, the dark-haired boy, and others
gtill—clamoring in sweet, thin voicesfor their turn. Hetried again to whisper, "No . . ." but his bresth was
gone. Red darkness swallowed him and turned swiftly black.



"I'm sorry, dear." Mrs. Shelton came out of the narrow little dining-room door benegth the stairs, wiping
her hands on her gpron—she must have been watching, Lydiathought, looking quickly up from thelittle
pile of the evening's post on the hdl table. "Nothing for you, I'm afraid.”

In the face of that kindly sympathy, Lydia could only smile back and, tucking her book bag awkwardly
under her arm, start up the stairs, groping one-handed to unpin her hat from her hair. Mrs. Shelton
fol-lowed her up afew steps and laid an anxious hand on her arm. "It's hard, dear," the landlady said
gently. ™Y our young man?"

Lydianodded. Disengaging hersdlf, she went on up the sairs, think-ing.I'll strangle him. And then,He's
got to come back soon.

Reasons why he didn't—or couldn't—crowded unpleasantly to her mind. She pushed them away, |etting
hersdf think only,l've got to get in touch with him somehow . . .

I'vegot tolet himknow . . .

The note to the charwoman was still pinned to the door with a blue-headed drawing pin:researchin
progress. please do not clean. She had half expected to haveto fight for unviolated space, as she had
aways had to fight with every woman with whom shed lived from her nanny down to Ellen, but evidently
Doally, the woman who did the cleaning for Mrs, Shelton, valued her own leisure far above "what was
proper.” Lydiawas confident the woman hadn't o much as crossed the threshold.

She dumped her book bag on the floor beside the stacks of journas aready there, removed her hat, and
turned up the lamp. Though she knew James would have communicated to her in somefashion if he had
come back to London at al, she walked through to the bedroom and looked out, down the grimy dlit of
the aley, to the window of 6 Prince of Waes Colonnade.

Both curtains were closed. No lamp burned behind them.

Drat you, Jamie, she thought, turning back to the Sitting room with a queer, terrible tightness clenching
ingde her,Drat you, drat you, drat you, WRITE to me! Come back, | have to tell you this.

She leaned in the doorway between the two rooms, scarcely aware of the headache she'd had since two
or three in the afternoon—scarcely aware, in fact, that she'd eaten nothing since breskfast—gazing at her
desk with its hegps of journals, its notes, and its books: Peterkin'sOri-gins of Psychic Abilities,
Freiborg'sBrain Chemistry and the Seventh Sense, Mason'sPathological Mutation, Ontop of it lay
the hagtily writ-ten note from James, telling her he was dreadfully sorry, but he and Y sidro were leaving
for Paris, besde it wastheletter he had written from Parisitsalf, telling her he had arrived safely and was
going to vist the Parisvampiresthat night.

Her heart seemed to be jarring uncomfortably benesth her stays. She understood, with the possibility of
aday-stalking vampire, that he could not have met her to say farewdl; it was her safety he wastrying to
protect, and she had guessed that he felt the vampires nets closer than ever about him. Anger at himwas
irrational, shetold hersdf camly; anger at the Stuation wasirrationa, becauseit was how it was and
there were far worse things to happen to one; anger at him for not writing wasirrationa, because God
only knew where he was, and he would write when he could. Screaming and kicking the walls would not
help either him, her, or Mrs. Shelton's charlady.

But | know the answer, she thought, and the stedl-spring coil of knowledge, fear, and dread twisted itsalf



anotch tighter within her.l know how we can find them. Jamie, come back and tell me I'm doing this
right.

Jamie, come back, please.

Mechanically she shed her coat and her hat and pulled the pinsfrom her hair, which uncoiled in adry
silken whisper down her back. For atime, she stood over the mounds of papers, the articleson
porphyria, that hideous and deforming malady of anemia and photosensitivity, on plague, on
vampires—there were even two of James—and on telepathy. She'd been working at Somerset House,
at the newspaper offices, a Chancery Lane all day for days, then coming back to the lending librar-iesto
get medica and folkloric journds, and returning every night to this.

From among the papers, she lifted something small and golden, like aflattened flower, soft and dry in her
hands—the lover's knot, braided by a shop which specialized in such things, from Lotta's
no-longer-human hair. Asthetiny bud of knowledge had opened before her eyeslike arose, she had
thought,| have to check this with James. It made perfect senseto her, but she didn't know whether it
was, in fact, practicable, and now there was literally no one to whom she could go.

But it'sthe answer! she thought.l know it is!
She had promised James.

Frank Ellis fancy motorcar came to mind; to impress her held run the throttle out full but wouldn't
engage the engine; she, too, was fight-ing to go and knowing there was nothing to do but remain in this
room and wait.

Wait for how long? She had to talk to him, had to tell him.

She waked to the window and drew the curtain—lately she had become uneasy about that, too. For the
last two nights she had dreamed of lying half-adegp in bed, listening to adeep, muttering voice caling her
name—calling her name from somewhere quite nearby. But some-thing about that voice had terrified her,
and she had buried hersdlf in the covers, trying to hide, wanting to call for James and knowing she dare
not makeasound . . .

And she had wakened, trying to get out of bed.

She had taken to buying extra kerosene and leaving asmal lamp burning low al night. This childishness
troubled her, but not, she had decided, as much as waking in the darkness did.

He had to come back.
Shetook her seat at the desk, picked up the top journa of the stack she had marked to scan, and
opened it, though she knew it would do nothing but confirm what she dready suspected. All she could do

for the moment was work, until James came back from Paris.

With asigh, she settled into her study, carefully avoiding, for one more night, the question of what she
would do if he did not.

Asher woke up dying of thirst. Someone gave him something to drink—orange juice, of al things—and



he dept again.

This happened three or four times. He never had the strength to open his eyes. He could smell water, the
cold gtink of filth, and the moldery reek of underground; it was utterly sllent. Then he dept again.

When hefindly could open hiseyes, thelight of the single candle, burning in an ornate gilt holder near the
oppositewall, seemed unbear-ably bright. It took all the strength he had to turn his head, to see that he
lay on anarrow bed in asmal cell which still contained half a dozen stacked crates of wine bottles caked
with plaster and dust. One open archway looked into alarger room beyond; the archway was barred dl
across, the narrow grilled door padlocked. On the other side of the bars stood Grippen, Elysee, Chloe,
and Hyacinthe.

Chloesad, "I thought you said you could touch silver," in avoice of kittenish reproach.

"A man can have the strength to bend a poker in haf and still not be able to do so with ared-hot one,"
Grippen retorted. "Don't be stupider than you are.”

The padlock must be silver, Asher thought, dimly inferring that the discussion was about entering his cdll
and finishing what they had be-gun. The philologist in him noticed Grippen's accent, far more archaic than
Yddro'sand alittle like that which held heard among the Appaa-chian mountaineers of America, He
could fedl bandages on his throat and both wrists and the scratchiness of considerable stubble on hisjaw.

"Can you make him come and do it?' Hyacinthe inquired, regarding Asher with narrowed dark eyes.
Something changed in her voice, and she murmured, asif for hisearsaone, "Will you comeand let mein,

honey?”

For amoment the notion seemed entirely logical to Asher's ex-hausted mind; he only wondered where
Simon might have put the key, Then he redlized what he was thinking and shook his head.

Her huge dark eyes glowed into his, for that moment al that he saw or knew. "Please? | won't harm
you—won' let them harm you. Y ou can lock the door again after me."

For afew seconds he truly believed her, in spite of the fact that it had been she who had diverted his
atention in the alley, in spite of knowing down to the marrow of hisbonesthat shelied. That was, he
supposed, what Simon had meant of Lottawhen he had said that she was a"good vampire.”

"Bah," Grippen sad. "l misdoubt he could stand an he would.”

Hyacinthe laughed.

"Areyou having fun, children?"

Even asthe words were spoken, Grippen was aready turning his heed, asif startled by them the
moment before they sounded; the three women swung around, white faces hard in the single gold light of
the candle asit curtsed in the flicker of wind. An instant later, Y sidro stepped out of the darkness,
graceful and withdrawn-looking, but Asher noticed he did not come too near to the others.

"I ought to have guessed you'd have a bolthole in the sewers, like the Spanish rat you are,” Grippen
growled.

"If the French government will dig them, it were a shame not to put them to use. Did you ever know



Tulloch the Scot? Or Johannis Magnus?”

"The Scot's got to be dead, and this curst penpusher's got you in the way of asking questions like a curst
Jesuit. Those concerns have ceased to be ours—ceased from the moment the breath went out of our
lungs and the last waste of mortaity from out of our bodies, and we woke with the taste of blood on our
mouths and the hunger for more of it in our hearts. The dead don't traffic with the living, Spaniard.”

"There are thingswhich the living can do which the dead cannot.”

"Aye—die and feed the dead. And if your precious doctor €er setsfoot in London, that's aye what helll
do."

"Unlessyou plan to keep him prisoner forever," Elysee crooned mockingly. "Are you that fond of him,
Smon? | never guessed it of you.”

Chloelet out aglvery titter of laughter.

"The dead can till die," Simon said quietly. "AsLottawould tell you, if she could; or Cavaire, or Neddy

"Lottawas afool and Cavaire abigger one," Grippen snapped. "Calvaire was a boaster who boasted
once too often to the wrong per-son of who and what he was. Think'ee that telling yet another mortal
who and what we areis going to keep us safe? | always thought Span-iards had dung for brainsand I'm
sureonit now."

"The composition of my brains," said Simon, "makes neither Lotta, Neddy, Cadvaire, nor Danny less
dead, nor doesit alter the fact that none of us has seen or heard asingle breath of the one who has
stalked and killed them. Only another vampire could have followed them, and only avampire very
ancient, very skilled, could have followed them unseen. More ancient thanyou, or I .. ."

"That's cock."

"There are no older vampires,”" Elysee added. "Y ou border on ., ." She glanced quickly at Grippen, asif
remembering he and Simon were the same age, and visibly bit back the wordsenility.

"He'saday hunter, Liond," Simon said. "And one day you may waken to find the sun in your eyes.”

"And one day you'll waken with your precious professor hammering an ashwood map pointer into your
heart, and good shuttance to you," Grippen returned angrily. "We ded with our own. Y ou tell your little
wordsmith that. An he conies back to London, you'd best stick close by hisside."”

And saizing Chloe roughly by the wrist, he strode from the cellar, the girl following himin aflutter of pde
hair and ribbons, their monster shadows swooping after them in the flickering gloom.

"Youreafool, Smon," Elysee said mildly and tralled dong after them, vanishing, asvampiresdid, ina
momentary swirl of spider-gauze shawl.

Hyacinthe remained, blinking lazily at the Spanish vampire with her pansy-brown eyes. "Did you find
him?' she asked in her golden syrup voice. "That hant of the boneyards, the Most Ancient Vampirein
theWorld?' Like aflirt, she reached out and touched his shirt collar, finger-ing it as she fingered
everything, asif contemplating seduction.



"When | pulled you and Grippen and the others off James here," Simon replied softly, "did you seewho
caried him away?'

Hyacinthe drew back, nonplussed, as mortals must be, Asher thought, when confronted with the
elusveness of vampires. Without smiling, Simon continued. "Nor did |." Confused, Hyacinthe, too, left,
seeming to flick out of Sght like acandle puffed by wind. But Y sidro, by thetilt of hishead and the
direction of hiscold eyes, obvioudy saw her go.

For along moment, he stood there outside the bars, looking around him at the dark cdllar. It had clearly
been disused for years, perhaps centuries; past him, as his eyes grew more used to the light, Asher could
see the open grillwork in the floor which communicated with the sew-ers, though the other vampires had
left in another direction, presum-ably upstairs to some building above. One of the oldhostels particuliers
inthe Marais or the Faubourg St. Germain, he wondered, which had survived the attentions of the
Prussans? Or simply one of those ubiqui-tous buildings purchased in the course of centuries by some
vampire or other, as abolthole in case of need?

Then Y sdro spoke, so softly that it was only because he was used to the whispering voices of vampires
that Asher heerd him a dl. "An-thony?'

From the dusty, curtaining shadows came no reply. After amoment the vampire took akey from his
pocket, and, muf-fling hisfingersin severd thicknesses of the corner of hisInverness, steadied thelock to
insert and turn it. Then he picked up asmall satchel from acorner where, presumably, he had laid it
down before addressing the others, and cameinto the cdll. "How do you fed?"

"Rather like alobgter in thetank at Maxim's." A fleet grin touched the vampire's mouth, then vanished.
"My apolo-gies," hesaid. "I could not be assured of reaching here before they did." He glanced down at
something beside Asher's cot. When hellifted it, Asher saw that it was a pitcher, soft porcelain and once
very pretty, now old and chipped, but with alittle water init. "Was he here?’

"Anthony?" Asher shook his head. His hoarse voice was so weak none but avampire would have heard.
"l don't know. Someonewas." A dream—ahalucination>—of skeleton fingers caressing the silver
pad-lock floated somewherein his consciousness, but, like light on water, it euded his grasp.

"| left thison the other side of the cell.” From the satchel the vampire took awide-mouthed flask and a
carton which smelled faintly of bread pudding.

AsYsidro poured athick soup out of the flask, Asher remarked, “"What, not blood?*

Ysdro smiled again. "'l supposeit is customary in novels—it wasin Mr. Stoker's, anyway—for the
victims of avampireto receive transfu-sonsfrom al their friends, but somehow | could not see myself
solicit-ing such favors from passers-by."

" 'Just come down this cellar with me, I'd like alittle of your blood?" | expect Hyacinthe could do it, too.
But it wouldn't work, or so Lydiatells me. Apparently human blood isn't dl of one type.”

"Of course, such matters have been considered among vampires ever since Mr. Harvey'sinteresting
articlesfirst gppeared.” Y sdro handed him the soup and helped him St up to et it. "We have long been
familiar with the whole gpparatus of transfusions and hollow needles. In fact I'm told some of the Vienna
vampires used to inject ther victims with cocaine before they drank. When Dewar containerswere
devel-oped last year, Danny made some experimentsin storing blood, but it seemsto lose both itstaste



and its efficacy literaly within moments after it leavesthe living body. In any caseit isnot the blood aone
that chiefly sugtainsus. If it were," he added, without change in the soft inflections of hisvoice, "do you
think that any of uswould be the way we are?'

Asher st down the bowl on his knees, his hands shaking too much with sheer wesknessto hold it.
Y sdro's steadying grip was chill asthe hand of acorpse. Their eyesmet. "Don't be naive.”

The vampire's pae eyebrow tilted. "Y ou may beright, at that." Whether he spoke of Lotta, Hyacinthe,
or himself wasimpossibleto tell. He took the empty bowl and turned away, every movement spare and
economica asasonnet. "l doubt you'll need concern yourself with Grippen at the moment. He and Chloe
are bound back to Lon-don . . ."

"Smon..."

Helooked back, the gilt candldight seeming amost to shine through him, as it shone through the edges
of fingers held near to the flame— demon and killer athousand times over, and the man who had saved
Asher'slife

"Thank you."

"You arein my service," the vampire replied, the unstressed axiom of anobleman who questions neither
hisrights nor hisduties. "And we have not yet scotched thiskiller.

"l am gtill not entirely convinced,” he continued, neatly returning bowl, flask, and spoon to his satche,
"that the killer is not Grippen himsdf. | have given thought to your assertion that our state isamedi-cal
pathology. If there is some dteration of state which takes place close to the three hundred and fiftieth
year..."

"Then wouldn't you be experiencing it, too?"

"Not necessarily.” He turned back and held up hiswhite, long-fin-gered hands shoulder-high, showing
the colorlessflesh next to hisstringy, ash-pae hair. "Though | was il quite fair-haired asaliving man, |
had more color than this, and my eyes were quite dark. This— bleaching—is not common, but not
unknown among our kind. Perhapsit iswhat they cal amutation of the virus, if virusit be. The oldest
vampire | knew, my own master Rhys, was a so 'bleached,’ though other vampires he created were not.
Therefore asacondition it might affect other changes that take place when avampire ages. And sinceiit
seemsthat Calvaire left Parisfor precisdy those reasons which turned Grippen againgt himin London. .

"No." Asher sank back to his pillow, exhausted with the mere effort of sitting up and eating, wanting
nothing more, now, than to deep again. "Didn't you read the newspaper? It wasin my pocket . . ." He
hesitated. "No it wasn't, | left it in the catacombs. A section of the LondonTimes. It can't have taken
Grippen lessthan anight to come here, and the night before | was attacked, nine people werekilled by a
vampirein London. Oh, the police were puzzled by the lack of blood in the bodies, but it was. . ."

"Ning!"

It wasthefirst time he had ever seen Simon truly shocked. Or per-haps, he thought, he was smply able
to read the vampire better now.

"I didn't think it sounded like any of the London vampires. Grippen may be abrute, but he hasn't



survived three hundred and fifty years by indulging in stupid rampages like that. And now | know it
couldn't have been either Grippen or Chloe, and it certainly doesn't sound like the Farrens. What it
sounded like was avampire who'd been lying low."

"And who took the first moment when Grippen was gone," Simon murmured softly, "to satisfy acraving
that must by that time have been mongtrous. Butnine. . "

"Inany case" Asher sad, it meansthat we are definitely dedling with another vampire.”
Ysdronodded. "Yes" hesad. "And by the sound of it, in dl proba-bility, amad one."

Asher Sghed. "My old nanny used to say, 'Every day in every way things are getting better and better.' It
comforts me to know she wasright." And he dropped his head to the thin straw of the pillow and fell
ingtantly to deep.

* Fifteen
EIGHT PERISH IN WAREHOUSE FIRE
FOUL PLAY SUSPECTED
[From theManchester Herald ]

Fire ravaged the cotton warehouse of Moyle & Co. in Liverpool Street last night, claiming the lives of
eight vagrants who are be-lieved to have taken shelter in the warehouse from the cold. How-ever, police
report the discovery of asmadl quantity of blood on the pavement of the aley behind the warehouse,
indicating that some sort of foul play may have taken place, though al the bodies were too badly burned
to provide definite clues. All eight bodies were found clumped close together in the rear part of the
warehouse, near where the fires sarted; there is no evidence that any of these unknown vagrants
attempted to extinguish the blaze initsearly stages, and, in fact, police believe that dl eight may have
been dead of some other cause before the fire started. The fire was blazing strongly when first seen by
watchman Lawrence Bevington, who clamsthat he saw no indication of smoke or other trouble when he
passed the warehouse earlier . . .

No, Lydiathought camly,he wouldn't. If | were trying to hide my kills by incinerating the bodies, I'd
make certain the watchman was sleeping at the appropriate moment.

Her hand was shaking as she set down the newspaper.

Manchester. Anonymous masses of factory workers, stevedores, and coa heavers, unmissed save by
those who knew them and maybe not even then.

She looked at the list she'd made, lying on top of theJournal of Comparative Folklore, and wondered
how long she dared wait now,

She had promised James not to do anything until she had checked with him, not to put hersdlf in danger.
She knew shewas a child in abog here, unableto tell the difference between atuft that would bear her



weight and one that was only alittle greenery floating on the top of quicksand; she knew that the
vampires would be waiting. The fear that she had lived with for weeksrose again in her, the fear of that
guttural voice caling in her dreams, the fear of the gathering darkness, the fear she had felt in the cold fog
of the court the night she had gone out to seek avampire. Everything she had been reading had only
taught her to fear more.

But how long was she going to wait? The last thing sheld heard from James was that he was going to see
the Paris vampires, under the prob-lematical protection of Don Simon Y sidro. She shut her heart, trying
to freezeit into submission, trying not to connect that letter with thislong silence. But her heart whispered
to her that they had no reason to keep him dive. And there was agood chance that, as Cavairesfriends,
they might have something to hide, not only from humans, but from vampirekin.

I'll wait one more day, she promised hersdlf, trying to relax the steely hand that seemed to clutch at her
throa from theingde.His letters have to go long-ways-about through Oxford . . . it could have
gotten delayed . . .

She looked back at her list, which she had compiled last night, and at the newspaper lying besideit. The
vampire's rampages had killed seven-teen people in the last three days.

Her fingers ill unsteady, she took off her spectacles and set them aside, then lowered her head to her
crossed arms and wept.

Asher woke feding stronger, but still weighted, not only with exhaus-tion, but with an uncaring lassitude
of the spirit with which hewas familiar from his more rough-and-tumble philologica research trips. His
dreams had been plagued by the sensation that there was something he was forgetting, some detail he
was missing. He was back in the van der Platz house in Pretoria, hunting for something. He had to move
swiftly because the family was due back, the family which considered him such a pleasant and
trustworthy guest, aBavarian professor only there to study linguistic absorption.

But he had forgotten what it was that he hunted. He only knew it wasvital, not only to the war between
England and itsrecacitrant colonids, but to hisown life, to the lives of everyone dear to him. Notes, he
thought, or alis—that wasit, thelist of the articles held published; they mustn't find it, mustn't trace him
through them ... So he hunted, increasingly frightened, partly because he knew the van der Platzes,
though Boers, were the kingpins of German intelligence in Pre-toriaand would not hesitate to turn him
over to the commandosiif they discovered he was not as he seemed, partly because he knew that behind
one of those doors he opened and closed in such aimless haste he was going to find Jan, the
sixteen-year-old son of the household and hisfriend, with the top of his head shot off ...

"I killed him," he said as he opened his eyes.

Cold, fragile fingerstouched his. Againg the dimness of the low celling, he saw the thin white Face
floating inits pae cloud of tonsure, green eyes gleaming strangely againgt the sunken shadows of the
skull-like head. He had spoken in English, and in English avoice whispered back, "Killed thou thisboy in
anger, or for gain?'

He knew Brother Anthony had read his dream, seen it like a cinemat-ograph picture, though how he
knew this he was not sure.

"It would have been better if | had,” Asher replied softly. "He might have understood that. But no." His



mouth twisted with the bitter taste of his own awareness. "I killed for policy, to protect the information |
had learned, so | could get back to England with it, and return to learn more. | did not want to be.. . ."
He hesitated on the wordblown, an idiom the old monk would not understand, and then finished the
phrase, . . . revedled asaspy."

What aeuphemism, he thought, reflecting how much thought was erased by that simple change of
wording. No, he had not wanted to be reveaed to these people who had trusted him as a spy, who was
using their trust as he'd have used a stolen bicycle, to be later abandoned to rust by the side of the road.

"It isnolonger lawful for meto absolve thee of this" Like broken wisps of straw, the thin fingers stroked
at hishands; the green eyeslooking into his were mad and haunted and filled with pain, but Asher had no
fear of him, no sense of alugt for blood. The whispering voice went on, "1, who cried against Smoniac
priests, vend priests, and priests who took bribesto forgive in advance the sinstheir patrons longed to
commit—how can | expect God to hear the words of a mur-derer-priest, avampire-priest? Y et Saint
Augustine saysthat it islawful for soldiersto kill in battle, and that those deaths will not be held against
them before the throne of God."

"l was not asoldier,” Asher said quietly. "In battle, one shoots at men who are shooting a one. Itis
self-defense, to protect onesown life”

"To protect one'sown life," the vampire echoed tiredly. The skull-face did not change, save that the
sunken green eyes blinked. "How many have died to protect my life, my—immortdity?1 arguethat | did
not choose to becomewhat | am, but | did. | chose it when the vampire that made me drank of my
blood, forced his bleeding wrist against my lips, and bade me drink, bade me seize the mind that | saw
burn before mein darknesslike aflame, willing metolive. | chosethento liveand not to die. | chose
then and | have chosen every night snce.”

Exhaugtion lay over Asher like aleaded blanket—the conversation had the air of being no more than
another part of hisdream. "Was there areason?"

"No." The monk's cold little hand did not move on his. Agains the low celling, his shadow hung, huge
and deformed, in the candldlight— the glint of its reflection caught on needle-like fangs as he spoke.
"Only that | loved life. It was my sin from the beginning, my sin throughout my days with the Minorites,
the Little Brothers of St. Francis. | loved the body we were enjoined to despise, reveled in those little
luxuries, those smal comforts, which our teachers warned usto deny ourselves. A warning well given,
perhaps. They said that such ddlight in the ephemera of matter would addict the soul. And so it has done.

"Perhapsit wasthat | did not want to confront God with the sin of luxuriousness on my conscience. | no
longer remember. And now | am burthened down with more murdersthan | can count. | havedain
armies, one man at atime; in the lake of boiling blood which Dante the Italian saw in Hell, | will be
submerged to the last hairs upon my scap. Truly afit portion for one who has sought hot blood from the
veins of the innocent to prolong his own existence. And that iswhat | cannot face."

Susurrant and unred, that voice followed him down into dreams again, and thistime he found himself
walking on the stone banks of a crimson lake, boiling and fuming to abruised horizon in ablack cavern
that stretched farther than sight. The smdll of the blood choked in his nogtrils, and its thick, guttural
bubbling filled his ears. Looking down, he could see in the tide pool s the yellowish serum separating out
of the blood, asit did in Lydias experimenta dishes. Inthelakeitself he could seethem dl: Grippen,
Hyacinthe, Elysee, Anthea Farren with her creamy breasts bare and splashed with gore, screaming in
pain ... On the bank of that hellish lake walked Lydiain the trailing draperies of her ecru teagown, a
glass begker in her hand, her hair faling in arusty coil down her back and spectaclesfaintly steamed with



heet, bending down to dip up the blood from the churning Phlegethon. Asher tried to call to her, but she
was waking away, holding the beaker up to the light and examining the contents with her usua absorbed
attention. He tried to run toward her, but found he could not move, his feet seeming rooted to the broken
black lava rock; looking back, he saw the bubbling red lake beginning to rise, the blood trickling toward
him to engulf him, like the vampires, for hissins.

He opened his eyes and saw Y sidro, sitting near the candle reading the LondonTimes, and knew that it
was night. "Interesting,” the vam-pire said softly, when Asher told him of his conversation with the old
priest, "Heis awake during the daylight hours, then, whether or not he can tolerate the touch of the sun
itsdlf, though | suspect that he can. And the silver lock on the door has been forced and replaced.”

"He has to have come here somehow."

Y sidro folded the paper with aneat crackle, and set it aside. "He may have used the sewers. Perhaps he
knew, from other years, that thiswas my house; perhaps he only followed me back here from the
catacombs that first night and guessed, when he saw mefighting to save you, that | would want you
brought here. | have, needlessto say, moved my resi-dence, now that Grippen and Elysee know of this
place ... Do you fed strong enough to walk?'

Asher did, but even the minor effort of washing and shaving in the basin of water Simon had brought | eft
him exhausted, and he was grate-ful to return to his cot. Later, after he'd rested, he asked for and got
envelopes and paper. In the course of the following day, he wrote two letters to Lydia, one addressed to
her under her own namein Oxford, the other addressed to Miss PriscillaMerridew and enclosed, ashis
former correspondence had been, in aforwarding note to one of his students. He reassured her of his
comparative safety, though he felt atwinge of irony at the phrase. Things had to be truly serious, he
re-flected, for him to consider helplessimprisonment in acellar in the care of two vampires as grounds
for optimism. Y sidro agreed to post them without demur—Asher could only hope that the rather smple
camou-flage would work, or at worst that he'd be able to get Lydiato some other residence before the
Spaniard was able to return to Oxford and trace her down.

He remained in the cellar another two days, deeping mostly, reading the books and newspapers Simon
brought to him or listening in schol-arly satisfaction asthe vampire read Shakespeareto himinitsorigina
pronunciation, and dowly feding his strength return. He never saw Brother Anthony, except in quesr,
involuted dreams, but now and then the water pitcher in the cell would be refilled when he awoke. The
second afternoon, he woke to find two railway tickets propped against the candlestick, and hisluggage
stacked nestly at the foot of his cot. With the tickets was a note, written on creamy new dtationery ina
sxteenth-century hand: Can you be ready to leave for London at sun-down?

Beneath thiswas afolded copy of the LondonTimes, with the head-line MASSACRE IN
LIMEHOUSE.

Seven more people, mostly Chinese from the docks, had been killed.

Weak and shaky, Asher crawled from his cot and staggered to the bars. They were massively strong,
forged to defeat even avampire's superhuman strength—the silver padlock, which did not seem to have
kept Brother Anthony out, still held the door. He leaned against the bars and said softly into the
darkness, "Anthony? Brother Anthony, listen. We need you in London. We need your help. We can
make the journey in asingle night; we have provisonfor it if daylight overtakes us. Y ou must come with
us—you're the only one who can aid us, the only one who can track thiskiller, the only onewho can aid
human-kind. Please help us. Please.”



But from the darkness came no sound.

"I'm not surprised,” Simon remarked later, when Asher told him abouit it as the boat train steamed out of
the Gare du Nord and into the thin mists of the evening. "It is difficult to tell how much he knows or
guesses of what isgoing on—agresat ded, if he followed us, as vampires often do, listening to our
conversation from adistance. It may be that he considers the deaths of vampires only meet; and it may
also be that he knows more of the matter than we do and will not speak the killer's name to us because
he knowsit himsalf. Among vampires friendships are rare, but not unheard of "

He unfurled the newspaper he had bought over his neat, bony knees and studied the headline with
impassive eyes. "l midikethis, James" he said softly, and Asher leaned around to see.limehouse vampire,
the headline screamed. police baffled. "There was another series of killings two nights before that, in
Manchester—the London papers did not carry it until the massacre today. A vampire could travel the
distance in amatter of hours—asindeed could aman. After ablood feast of nine people, no normal
vampire would so much aslook at another human being, even were it safe to do so, for aweek at least.
Few of usfeed more than twice anight, and most not more than one in four or five—not upon humans,
anyway. This. .." The dender brows twitched together. "Thistroubles me."

"Have you run acrossit before?!

The dim hands creased the paper again and put it by, "Not person-dly, no. But Rhys spoke of
something of the sort happening during the Plague.” He had been a vampire since before the Black
Death. ..

"To those who drank the blood of the Plague's victims?”

Y sidro folded his hands upon his knee, dim and colorlessin hisgray suit, and did not look at Asher,
"Oh, weadll did that," he said evenly. "Rhysdid during the Great Plague and took noiill; Grippenand |
both did, during the last outbresk of the Plague in London in '65. One could not tell, you understand,
whom the Plague would choose before dawn. One night, | drank of awoman's blood as shelay in her
bed beside her husband; as| laid her back dead, | moved the sheets aside and saw him dead already,
with the black boilsjust beginning in hisarmpitsand groin. | fled into the streets and there Tulloch the
Scot found me, vomit-ing my heart out, and asked me why | troubled with it. "We are dead aready,’ he
sad. 'Fallen souls on whom Desgth has dready had hiswill. What are these virgin fears? "

The vampire spoke without emotion, gazing into the distance with fathomless yellow eyes; but looking at
the ddlicate, hook-nosed profile, Asher glimpsed for the first time the abysses of dark memory that lay
benesth that disdainful calm,

"Evenin hislater years, Rhyswas atraveler—an unusua circum-stance for the Undead. He would
vanish for years, sometimes decades, at atime—indeed it was only by chancethat | saw himin London
the week before the Great Fire. He once told me of vampiresin Paris and Bavaria during the Plague who
would go into fits of attacking humans, killing again and again in anight, though he did not know whether
thiswas something in the Plagueitsdf, or smply horror at that which was hgppening dl around them. But
there were some, he said, though by no means dl, who, without warning, years and often centuries later,
would be seized with the need to kill in that fashion again and again. | know Elizabeth the Fair used to go
into the plague houses and kill the families who had not yet broken out—she was killed after what dways
sounded to melike avery stupid rampage, a series of cardesskillingsthat wasnot at dl like her. She had
never showed that tendency before and she had been avampire for centuries.”

"But you have never done s0?'



Stll the vampire did not meet hiseyes. "Not yet."

They reached London in the black fog of an autumn predawn. In-steed of fading away as had dways
been hiswont before the train even pulled up to the platform, Y sidro rode with Asher in the cab back to
hislodgings and saw him ensconced in bed before vanishing into the peril-oudy waning dark. Though the
vampire treated the matter as Ssmply part of his obligation to an employee who must be kept serviceable,
Asher was grateful and rather touched and heartily glad of the help. He had dept when he could on the
journey; by the time they reached Prince of Waes Colonnade, he felt, as Mrs. Grimes frequently phrased
it, asif held been pulled through amangle.

The sun woke him hours later. Hislandlady, who had been horrified by his haggard appearance, brought
him breakfast on atray and asked if there was anything she could do to help. "Isthere someone| can
send for, Sr?' she demanded worriedly. "If you've beenill, you'll need some-oneto look after you, and
dear knows, though we're put hereto help our fellow creatures, what with four lodgers and the keeping
up of the place, | smply haven't thetimeit would take."

"No, of coursenot,” Asher said soothingly. "And I'm deeply obliged for what you have been able to do.
| have ayounger sister herein London; if you would be so good asto send your boy to the telegraph
office, I'll be ableto go to meet her, and shell get me whatever I'll need.”

It was an awkward and time-consuming arrangement, but he knew that, if he smply sent anoteto
Bruton Place, they'd wonder why she didn't just walk back over with the bearer, and he was not going to
risk having Lydiaassociated in any way with Prince of Wales Colonnade, if he could help it. HEd closed
onewindow curtainto dert Lydiato the fact that atelegram would follow. Writing the message with a
hand that still wobbled unsteadily around the pen, he decided, regretfully, thet it would be safer if they did
not meet at all—merely exchanged parcels of information at the letter drop in the Museum's cloakroom.
His soul ached to see her, to touch her, to hear her voice, and to know she was safe, but knowing what
little he knew now about the killer, he did not dare even risk ameeting in broad daylight in the Park.

Even the fact that he had done so once made his heart contract with dread. The killer could have been
watching, as Y sidro said, unseen and at adistance, listening to every word they uttered—a day stalker,
mad and feverish with the hunger of the ancient Plague. Bully Joe Davies face returned to hismind,
craggy and twisted behind his straggling, dirty hair—the glotta, desperate cockney voice whispering,
"My brain'sburnin’ for it! ... it kegps hurtin' & me and hurtin' a me. . ." and the frantic, naked hunger in
hiseyes.

Bitter sdlf-loathing filled him—the godlike Dennis Blaydon, he thought vicioudy, would never have put
her in danger likethis.

He sent the telegram reply paid and put in adogged two hours, writing up his adventures and findingsin
Paris. Even that exhausted him and depressed him, aswell. He craved rest as he had craved water in the
daysdown in Ysdro's cdlar, after his blood had been drained; he wanted to have Lydiaout of this,
himsdlf out of this, and wanted the silence and green peace of Oxford, even for alittle while. He yearned
for rest, not to have to think about even the hypothetical vampires of folk-lore, much lessthe redl ones
who lurked benesth the pavements of London and Paris, listening to the passing of human feet on the
flagways overhead, watching from the shadows of aleyswith greedy, speculative, unhuman eyes.

But that was not an option any more. So he wiped the sweat of effort from hisface with acorner of the
pillow sham and continued driving his pen over the sheets of foolscap on hislap, straining hisearsfor the
sound of the commissionnaire's returning knock on the door.



But no reply came.

With some effort, he dressed again and sent for a cab, partly to give the impression that he meant to go
some distance, partly because there was every chance he would haveto track Lydiain Chancery Lane
or Somerset House—and partly because even the thought of walking two blocks made his body ache.

"MissMerridew, Sr?" thelandlady at Bruton Place said, with the Middle English by which held earlier
subconscioudy identified her as an immigrant from eastern Lancashire. "God blessyou, Sir, you're the one
we've been hoping would call, for the good L ord knows the poor lass didn't seem to know asoul in
London..."

"What?' Asher felt himsdlf turn cold to thelips. Thelandlady, seeing the color sink from his aready white
face, hagtily guided him to an armchair in her cluttered parlor.

"We didn't know what to do, my man and |. He says people stays here because they don't want folks
nosy-parkering into their affairs, and, if you'l forgiveme,sr, he saysapretty lasslikethat isjust aslike
not to come home of an evenin'. But | know awrong 'un when | sees her, s, and your Miss Merridew
weren't that road . . ."

"What happened?' Hisvoice was very quiet.

"Dear God, sr—Miss Merridew's been gone for two nights now, and if she didn't turn up by tomorrow
morning, whatever my man says, | wasgoing to cal in the police.”

 Sixteen

Lydiastwo lodging-house rooms were, like every place else where Lydiaresided for more than aday
or so, awash with papers, notebooks, and journal s—the tedious minutiae of her search for the vampire's
tracks: gas company records, al noted in her nest hand; electrical usage; and newspaper stories,
thousands of them. Asher felt an uneasy creeping at the back of his neck when he saw, in addition to
transcribed details of old crimes, the two accounts of the Limehouse Murders. Names and addresses
were noted also—L ydiahad clearly gone through the parish rollswith asieve, correating property
purchases and wills and coming up with the names of asmall but indisputable number of persons over the
years who had somehow ne-glected to die.

Traced out in those terms, he wondered why the Earls of Ernchester hadn't come under suspicion
before. Anomalies of property exchange and ownership splotched the family recordslike ablood trail.
Houses were bought, leased, and sold to people who never surfaced in the records again—houses which
were never willed to anyone nor subse-quently sold. Other discrepancies were noted—fictitious persons
who bought property, but never made wills, and interlocking wills spanning suspicioudy long periods of
time. Tacked to the greenish cabbage-rose paper of one wall was an Ordinance Survey map of London
and its suburbs, sprinkled with red-, green-, and blue-headed drawing pins. Lists of addresses. Ligts of
names. He found Anthea Farren's on two of them, Lotta Harshaw's, Edward Hammersmith's, and Liondl
Grip-pen's, dong with many others. There were clipped photographs of Ber-tie Westmorland, his
brother the Honorable Evelyn, mammoth and smiling in football gear of Gloucester College colors, amin
arm with abeaming Dennis Blaydon, Thomas Gobey, Paul Farringdon, and dozens of others, and one
blurred and yellow tabloid clip of ablonde-haired woman who might have been Lotta hersdlf.



Like Lydia's desk a home, the little writing desk was a spilling chaos of notes, among which he found
the letter hed writtenin Ysdro's cdllar in Paris, forwarded from Oxford, its sedlsintact. Besideit,
likewiseintact, was the telegram he had sent earlier that day, and beneath them both the London
Sandard, spread out to the story of the second massa-crein the Limehouse.

That, it appeared, was the last thing she had read before she | eft.

Fear clenched the pit of his stomach, the dreadful sinking sensation he'd had in Pretoria, when he knew
he'd been blown, and &fter it, cold and deadly anger.

Grippen.
When she hadn't heard from him, she/d gone vampire hunting on her own.

Lydia, no,he thought, aghast at the foolhardiness of it. It was hard to imagine Lydiabeing rash enough to
undertake such an expedition alone, and yet . , .

She had promised him, yes—but that had been before he himsalf had disappeared. Before the
"Limehouse Vampire" had begun its rampages. For al she knew, he could have been dead in Paris—and
hewas, in fact, extraordinarily lucky not to be. She had obvioudy redlized that for once, unwittingly, FHeet
Street hyperbole was telling nothing but the unvarnished facts; for dl she knew, whatever she had learned
or de-duced might have been the only help the mortal population of London was going to get.

Like many researchers, Lydiawas cold-blooded—as a rule the softer-hearted altruists went into genera
practice. But at heart, it took a stresk of sdlf-sacrifice to enter the medical field at al. He had never
known Lydiato bregk apromise, but at that point she might very well have believed that a daylight
investigation was "safe.”

What had Y sdro said? That vampires were generdly aware of vam-pire hunters? All it would take
would be for Grippen to become aware of her, to know whom to look for in the masses of London.

He made another swift survey of the room.

In the desk he found things he knew Lydiahad not formerly pos-sessed—asmadl slver knife, arevolver
loaded—he broke it open to see —with silver-nosed bullets. In her bedroom she had set up asmall
chemica apparatus, amicroscope, a Bunsen burner, and a quantity of garlic, aswell asabottle of
something which, uncorked, was a pungently obvious garlic didtillate.

For dl his gentleman-adventurer tamperings with the Department, Asher wasfirgt and last ascholar and
had arranged to track the vam-pires with scholarship. Lydia, the doctor, would use medical meansfor
her defense.

Medical journds stacked every horizontal surface in the room and peeked from benegth the tumbled
coverlets of the bed—he had long grown used to her habit of deeping with books. Slips of note paper
marked them, and the briefest perusal showed him they al contained articles dedling with either
gpeculations on blood pathol ogies which could have been the source of vampire legends, case studies of
patho-logicdly related increases in psychic abilities, or obscure blood disor-ders. On the nightstand he
found a hypodermic syringe, and abrown velvet case containing ten ampoules of Slver nitrate.

It took him afew momentsto redize what finding dl this meant.



It meant that she had none of it with her when she left—or was taken.

Quietly, Asher returned to the Sitting room, where the landlady was standing, gazing around her in
bafflement at the storm of papers and notes and the warlike battle map of London. Shewas alittle brown
woman with anest figure, afew years younger than Asher, shetook onelook at hisfaceand said, "Il
fetch you some sherry, ar.”

"Thank you." Asher sat down quietly at Lydias desk. If there was any resdua wesknessin him, he
wasn't aware of it now.

He had put hislife back together after Pretoria, knotted up the frayed strings of whatever seventeen
years with the Department had lft of his soul, and had gone on. Long ago, he had loved agirl in Vienna,
during the dozen or more journeys there to collect information, and, leaving her, had betrayed her in such
away that shewould be distracted from her growing suspicions of him. It had been one of the most
difficult things he had ever done. But he had made his choice and had patiently put hislifeto rights
afterward, though it had been years before he could sit through certain songs.

If Lydiawas dead, he did not think he would be able to undertake that patient process again.

Then abitter rictus of asmile pulled a his mouth, as he remembered Y sidro in Elysee's sdon, saying,
"Fear nothing, mistress. | do not for-get," and the vampire's grip like amanacle on hiswrist. The
vampiresjust might make the whole question academic. And if they'd harmed Lydia, he thought, with
chilly cam, they would haveto.

Unhurriedly, he examined Lydiaslisgs agan.
Many addresses had one star beside them; only two had two.
Onewas Ernchester House.

The other was an old townhouse near Great Portland Street, an area he dimly associated with dingy
Georgian terraces which had seen better days. The house in question had been bought freehold in 1754
by some relation of the sixth Earl of Ernchester, and deeded in gift to Dr. Lionel Grippen.

The sun hung above Harrow Hill, ablurred orange disk in the pal of factory soot, as his cab rattled
west. It was severa degreesyet above the roofline—plenty of time, Asher thought. He wondered if
Lydiahad other silver weapons, if she'd gone out completely unarmed—or if, for that matter, shed gone
out at dl. Grippen could just as easily have broken into the place some night and taken her. How had he
known who she was and where to find her?Sop this, hetold himself, as the walks through Hyde Park
returned to his mind like an accusatory bloodstain on acarpet. Ther€'ll be time for thislater. And, just
asfirmly, he refused to contemplate what thatlater would condtitute.

Thehousea 17 Monck Circle, likeits neighbors, worethe air of having come down in theworld. They
weretal houses of brown stone, rising flush out of the pavement—servants entrancesin the back, Asher
noted mentdly as he paid off his cabby.

Good, he thought.Nothing like a little privacy when breaking and entering.
He observed the tightly shuttered windows as he strolled past it, looking for the inevitable entrance to the

mews. It had once been gated, but the gates had |ong since been taken down and only their rusted posts
remained, bolted to the dingy bricks. Just within the narrow lane, a closed carriage stood, a brougham



such as doctors drove. He made a mental note of caution againgt apossible witness or bar to aquick
escape and edged past it, jingling his picklocksin his pocket. He won-dered whether Grippen would be
ableto sensehimin hisdeep.

If, for that matter, Grippen were here at dl. Charles Farren had mentioned owning the building to which
he'd been taken after the fiasco at Ernchester House, plus another, afew streets away; Lydias more
intensive research had turned up severa others owned by aiasesfor the same pair. From things Ysidro
had said, he gathered the Spaniard changed his deeping place frequently—a somewhat uncomfortable
mode of living, even for ayear, Asher knew from his own experiences abroad. He wondered whether
vampires did not smply perish of care-lessness when the pressure of pretending to be human grew
unbearable.

Except for afew, he thought. Brother Anthony the Minorite had gone quietly mad instead.

And—who? Tulloch the Scot, haunting the churchyards of St. Germain? Elizabeth the Fair, who had
drunk the tainted blood of Plague victims? The incal culable Rhys, who had not been seen since 16667 Or
some other, more ancient vampire dill, hiding in London until hisvery legend was eradicated . . .

Until, perhaps, Cavaire had turned him up?

Asher soft-footed hisway down the nearly deserted mews, counting cottages and coach houses. Many
of these were long empty of the horses and carriages they'd originaly housed, transformed into storage or
let out for afew shillings. The one attached to Number Seventeen was crumbling and dirty, the doors
sagging on rotted hinges, the windows broken. The door into the yard stood gjar.

Asher's hair prickled on his head as he stepped closer. He could see the two stout padlocks on the
insde of the gate, and beyond it, across atiny yard cluttered with old boxes and decaying furniture, to the
house. Moss grew on the paving blocks, on the steps of the sunken areaway, and around the outhouse.
No servants had used that kitchen for de-cades, at least. Above the kitchen, two sets of long French
windows gaped mournful and black—the rest of the windows were shuttered.

Therationa man, the twentieth-century Englishman, stirred in afaint reflex of protest at the obvious
conclusion, but in his heart Asher felt no doubt. The place was the obvious haunt of vampires.

And the gate was open. He glanced back at the brougham, standing unobtrusively in the lane, waiting . .

For whom?

Asif to reassure him, the bay hack between the brougham's shafts shook its mane and chewed
thoughtfully onitsbit. The last broken fragments of the setting sunlight glinted on the bridle brasses.

Did vampires go driving in the afternoons?

He could think of one that might.

Something seemed to tighten ingde of him as he dipped into the ruined and weedy yard. If heand Lydia
could find this place, someone else certainly could—unless, of course, Y sidro was somehow right after

al, and Grippen himsdf was able to get about by day.

Either way, he was on the verge of thisriddi€'s dark heart, and, he reflected, probably in agreat dedl of



danger.
Therewas agood chance that Lydiawasin that house.

He crossed the yard cautioudly. If the day stalker—be it Grippen or Tulloch the Scot or some nameless
ancient—were there, the vampire could hear him whatever he did. There were two of them, he
remem-bered—he'd have to watch his back, as much as one could against vampires. And one of them,
at least, was mad.

He stepped up onto the little terrace to the | eft of the areaway and forced one of the long windows,
gritting histeeth at the sharp click asthe latch gave back. Shielded behind the corner of the embrasure,
hewaited for along time, listening. Distantly he heard something fall, somewhere in the house—then the
panicked flurry of thudding footfals.

Heading for the carriage, he thought, and then,No vampire's feet sound like that. A human
accomplice? Given Cavaire's penchant for confiding in prospective victims, it was logical. Was
Grippen's body even now searing, crumbing to ashesin some upper room asthe last dim rays of the
evening sun streamed through the broken shut-ters....?

Asher found himsdlf hoping so for his own sake, even as he tracked those fleeing footfalswith hisears.
The stairs would debouch into the front hall; from there, thekiller could leave by either the front or the
back. He could dip through the half-open window, intercept him before he left the house. . .

But he drew back at the thought of entering those dense shadows beyond the window, and that
probably saved hislife. He wasin the act of turning away to try to intercept the fugitive by the carriage
when ahand shot out the window from the dimness of the house. It moved impossibly fast, catching him
by thearm in agrip that crushed flesh and bone, dragging him toward the interior gloom with terrifying
force. In thefading daylight, he got a confused impression of aleprous white talon, bulging snewsand
misshapen knots of knuckles, and nails like claws, while the cresture insde the house was il only a
monstrous blur of white framed in the window's darkness. As a second hand reached out to seize him
around the back of the neck, Asher flicked one of the silver knivesinto his hand from his ulster pocket
and dashed at the corded wrist.

Blood scorched him asif held been splattered with steaming water. The shriek from the darkness within
was nothing human, araw scream of anima rage and pain. He twisted from the loosened grip before he
could be flung, as Grippen had once flung him stunningly againgt thewall, and dragged at hisrevolver,
firing at the vague shape that came bursting from the dark beyond the French doors.

It flickered, changed, moving with unfollowable speed; he felt some-thing behind him and turned to dash
again with theknife dill in hisleft hand. The vampire was behind him, the danting fina sunlight turning its
skull-face ghastly—a vampire beyond dl doubt, but what it had been before was hard to guess. Under
the pulled-back lips the fangs were huge, broken tusks that had gouged seeping furrowsinto the pustuled
skin of itschin. It screamed again and fdll back, clutching at the cut Asher had opened initspalm, glaring
a him with immense eyes, blue, saring, pupils swollen with inhuman hate.

The psychic impact wasflattening. Asher felt asif hismind had been struck by afdling tree, dizziness
and disorientation almost swamping his consciousness. Hetried to fling the dead darkness off him, even
asthething seized him again and bore him back againgt the house wall, its grip wrapping over hisgun
hand and crushing the bones. He cried out asthe revolver dipped from hisfingers—the thing caught his
knifewrigt, then flinched back with another scream.. . .



Siver,Asher thought,the silver chain. With hisknife, he dashed at the thing again.

With another shriek of agonized fury, it caught hisdeeve, pulled him forward, and dammed him back
againg the wal again with such vio-lence that, in spite of his effort to keep his chin down, Asher'shead
cracked againgt the bricks. His concentration dipped, breaking, though he fought to hold it, knowing, if
he let the vampires mind get control of his, he was surely dead.

A voice shouted something. The vampire dammed him against the wall once more, and hisvision
blurred, pain swamping his mind under adreaming tide of gray. He clung to the pain that was dready
screaming from hisright arm, forcing himsdf to remain aware. . .

A name. The voice was shouting aname.

Hetried to remember it, tried to cling to the pain of his broken wrist, as he dipped to the ground. He
was dimly aware of the dampness of the bricks beneath his cheek and the murky sweetness of crushed
leavesin hisnogrils.

Whigtling shrieks cut the air, and footfals thudded closer. He hurt dl over, hisback and left wrist aswell
ashisright, but hisleft hand would answer, closing around the knife hilt, though he knew hewas
outnum-bered. The newspaper description of the savagery of the multiple murders came back to him,
and the glaring horror of the vampire-thing's eyes.

"Nay, then, what'sdl this?'
"Youdl right, Sr?"

He managed to raise himsdlf to one elbow in time to confront the two blue-clothed giants that
materiaized out of the dusk. London's finest, he thought groggily. The sun had dipped behind Harrow
Hill, The twilight was cold in his bones.

"No," hereplied, as one of the bobbies helped himto sit up. "I think my wrist is broken."
"Gorblimey, gr, what the'dl . . ."

"l was coming to vigt friends of minein thishouse. I think | sur-prised burglarsin the act. One of them
attacked me but there were two —they were driving abrougham . . ."

One bobby glanced at the other—they were both big, pink-faced men, one from Y orkshire by his
gpeech and the other a sharp-featured Lon-doner. Asher couldn't hel p picturing the look of sardonic
caculation Y sdro would give them. That one as passed us, driving fit tokill, I'll bet.”

"Bay gelding, white off-fore stocking," Asher reported automaticaly. "He dropped this, Charley,” the
London-born officer said, picking up Asher'srevolver; the Y orkshireman glanced at it, then at the
bloodied knife till in Asher'shand. "You dlus go cdling armed, Sr?!

"Not invariably," Asher said with ashaky grin. "My friend—Dr. Grippen—collects odd wespons. This
onewas 0ld to me as an antique, and | wanted his opinion onit." He winced; hisright hand was
begin-ning to swell and throb agonizingly, the stretched skin turning bluish black; hisleft was bruisng
bedly.

"Best send for doctor, Bob," the Y orkshireman said. "Comeinside, Sir," he added, as Bob hastened off



down the path. "Happen they heard no one wasto home."
Asher glanced about him at the silent drawing room asthey entered. "I'm not so sure of that.”

Heavy seventeenth-century furniture loomed at them through the dense shadows of the drawing room;
here and there, metal gleamed, or glass. The bobby Charley steered Asher to amassive oak chair. "Best
wait here, Sr," he said, "Y ou do look like you been right through the mill." But there wasn't whol ehearted
solicitude in histone—Asher knew the man didn't quite believe his story. It scarcely mattered at this
point. What mattered was that he had backup and a good reason for searching the house for Lydia. With
luck, the killers had destroyed Grippen and hadn't discovered her, if shewerehere. . . "What did you
say your friend'snamewas, Sr?' "The owner of the houseisDr, Grippen,” Asher said. "My nameis
Professor James Asher—I'm a Lecturer at New College, Oxford." He held his swollen hand propped
againg his chest; the throbbing went down hisarm, and his head was beginning to ache. He fumbled a
card from his pocket. "I was supposed to meet him here this afternoon.”

Charley studied the card, then secreted it in histunic, somewhat reassured by this proof of gentility.
"Right, sir. Just you rest yourself here. I'll have abit of alook about.”

Asher leaned back in the chair, fighting to remain conscious as the policeman |eft the darkening room.
The shock of the fight was coming over him, clouding his mind, and his whole body ached. The face of
the daylight vampire siwvam before his thoughts, queerly colorlessas 'Y sdro's was, but not smooth and
dry-looking—rather it was swollen, puffy, pustulant. Thin rags of fair hair had clung to the scalp; hetried
to recall eyebrows and could not—only those huge teeth, grotesque and outsize, and the staring hatred of
the blue eyes.

Forcing his mind back to aertness, he fished the picklocks from his coat pocket—clumsly, for he had to
reach across his body to do so— and placed them inconspicuoudy on a blackwood sideboard near the
French doors. He guessed he would be under enough suspicion without having those found on his
person. Staggering back to the chair, he mentdly began ticking off details: brown jacket, corduroy or
tweed, countrified and incongruous on that massive shape; and lobeless ears, oddly ordinary given the
deformation of the rest of the face. He glanced at hisleft arm. Blood was staining the claw ripsin the coat
deeve

Dear God, was that what vampires became, if they lived long enough? Was that what the Plague, mixing
with God only knew what other organisms of the vampire syndrome, could do? Would he, at thelast,
haveto track down and kill Y sidro, to prevent him from turning into that?

Heredized hewas singularly lucky to be il dive.

The name, he thought. The voice had shouted aname, just as his head had cracked against thewall. His
recollection was blurry, drown-ing under shock and pain and the weight of the vampire's dark mind.
Then there was the rattle of harness, the clatter of retreating whedls. . .

The images faded as his consciousness dipped toward darkness.

lle!Il

A powerful hand grabbed him and thrust him back against the back of the chair. Hismind cleared, and
he saw Grippen looming in the shadows of the now-dark room.

Still holding his swollen right hand to his chest, Asher said wearily, "Let me done, Liond. Thekiller was



here. Grippen . . . I" For the vampire had turned sharply and, had Asher not seized the corner of his
cloak, would have been dready halfway to the stairs. Grippen whirled back, his scarred face dark with
impetient fury. Quietly, Asher said, "Thered-haired girl."

"What red-haired girl? Let go, man!"

The cloak was gone from his grip—even his unbroken left hand hadn't much strength to it. Asher got to
hisfest, fighting asurge of dizziness as he strode after the vampire up the Sairs.

He found Grippen in one of the upper bedrooms, an attic chamber that had at one time housed the
maids. He had to light one of the bedroom candles before ascending the narrow stair, no easy feat with
only one workable hand; though the vaguest twilight till lingered out-side, the windows of al the attics
had been boarded shut, and the place was dark as pitch. He could hear nothing of the bobby Charley
moving about the upper regions of the house. Presumably he waslying in one of the bedroomsin atrance
cast by the master vampires mind. That unnatural dumber pressed on his own consciousness ashe
staggered up the stairs. The pain in his broken wrist helped.

In the darkness he heard Grippen whisper, "Christ's bowels," un-voiced asthe wind. The candle gleam
caught avevety sheen from his spreading cloak, and beyond it something glinted, polished gold—the
brass mountings of a casket.

Therewas acoffininthe attic.

Asher sumbled forward into the room. As he did so hisfoot brushed something on the floor that
scraped ... acrowbar. Grippen was knedling beside the coffin, staring in shock at what lay within.
Asgher's glance went to the window; the boards were gouged but intact. The killers must have been just
garting that part of the operation, he thought, when his own footfals had drawn them from their task.

Grippen whispered again, " Sweet Jesu.”

Asher cameslently to hisside.

Chloe Winterdon lay in the coffin, her head tilted to one Side among the pillowing mounds of her gilt hair,
her mouth open, fangs bared in her colorless gums, her eyes staring in frozen horror. Shewas clearly
dead, dmost withered-looking, the white flesh sunken back onto her bones.

Only dightly bloodied, the pounded end of a stake protruded from between her breasts.

Ragged white punctures marked her throat.

Quietly, Grippen said, "Her blood has dl been drained.”

* Seventeen

At leadt, Asher reflected with exasperated irony at some point in the long hours between six-thirty and
ten, when hewasfinally released from the Charing Cross station house, they couldn't charge him with
Chloe Winterdon's murder. But this was only because Grip-pen had gently gathered the blonde girl's
body into his arms and van-ished through some boltholein the roof, leaving Asher to the tedious business
of finding some story to tell the police—which they didn't believe—being held for questioning, and getting



his broken hand splinted by the police surgeon. They injected it with novocaine and warned him to take it
to aregular doctor in the morning, but Asher refused al offers of veronal or other sedatives. He knew
aready it would be along night.

To questioning, he responded that he was afriend of Dr. Grippen's, that he had gone there on the off
chance that amutual acquaintance, Miss Merridew, had taken refuge with the doctor; she had been
missing some days. No, he hadn't reported it before—he had just returned from Paristo find her gone.
No, he didn't know where Dr. Grippen could be reached. No, he had no ideawhy the burglars would
have silver-tipped bulletsin their gun. They made no comments about the bite marks on histhroat and
wrigts, which wasjust aswell.

It was raining when he stepped outside, athin, dispiriting rain. Wearriness made him cold to the bones
as he descended the station house steps, his brown ulster flapping cloakwise about him, hisright armin
itsding folded up undernesth. Even with the novocaine, it hurt damnably. Nearly half the night gone, he
thought, and no nearer to finding Lydiathan he had been that afternoon.

There was a cab stand at the end of the street. He started toward it, and a dark shape was suddenly at
hissde, seeming to materidize from the misty rain. A heavy hand caught hiselbow. ™Y ou're coming with
rrell

It was Grippen.

"Good," Asher said wearily. "'l want to talk to you." After the thing that had attacked him, Grippen no
longer impressad him much.

Y sdro waswaiting for them in afour-wheder alittle ways down the street. "Y ou certainly took long
enough,” he remarked, and Asher firmly resisted the urge to punch him as he dumped into the seet at his
sde.

"| took afew hours out for dinner at the Cafe Royale and anap,” he retorted instead. "If you'd put in an
appearance earlier you could have joined mefor coffee. They have very handsome waiters.” The cab
jolted into movement, its wheels swishing softly on the wet pavement; Asher's arm throbbed sharply iniits
ding. "Lydiasgone. And I've seen thekiller."

"Lydia?" Grippen said, puzzled.

"My wife." Asher'sbrown eyes narrowed as he looked across at the big vampirein his rain-dewed
evening cloak, the blunt, square head shadowed by the brim of hissilk top hat. "Thered-haired girl |
asked you about, whoselifeisthe price I'm alegedly being paid for thisinvestigation." Cold anger il
filled himat Ysdro, at Grippen, a al of them, and a himsaf most of al for leading her into this.

"Ah," the master vampire said softly, and his hard, gray glance flicked to Y sdro. "l wondered on that."

"Shewasin London dl thetime, helping mewith my investigation,” Asher said, and Ysdro's colorless
eyebrows quirked.

"I knew she had left Oxford, of course. | did not think you would bring her here.”
"It seemed agood idea e thetime," Asher replied harshly. " She managed to find most of your lairsand

all of your aliases before she disappeared. And if you didn't take her," he added, looking across again at
Grippen, whose red face had gone redder as rage added to whatever blood held imbibed that evening,



"then | sugpect shefound the killer aswell. Now tell me the truth, because it's going to have abearing on
how | conduct thisinvestigation. Did you take her? And is she dead?’

"Y ou waste your breath," the Master of London said dowly. "No to both your questionsis the answer
that'll keep you for usand not againgt us; | know that, and you know that, and I'm thinking you'll not
believeitan| say it, but it is 0. I've seen no red-headed moppet. | plight my faith on't.”

Asher drew adeep breath. He was shivering dightly al over, in nervous waves, reaction setting in on him
to anger, exhaustion, and pain. Hed logt his hat at some part in the proceedings, and his brown hair fell
forward over hisforehead, the thin face beneath hard and far less clerkish than it usualy seemed.

From the corner of the cab, Yddro'slight, disinterested voice said, "Tell us about thekiller.”

Asher sighed, and some of the tension ebbed from histall frame. "It was—monsirous,” he said dowly.
"Foul. Diseased-looking. But beyond a doubt avampire. It was bleached, asyou are, Y sdro, but itsskin
was leprous and pedling. It wastaller than |, taller than Grippen by an inch or so, and as broad or
broader. Fair hair, but not much of it; it wasfaling out, | think. Blue eyes. It had a human partner—I
heard hisfootsteps running down the stairs from the attic, and later he called the thing away from me; and
that's odd, when you redlize the thing goes on killing rampages, taking seven or nine humansat atime. I'd
certainly think twice about riding anywherein aclosed carriage with it.”

"It " Simon said softly.
"It wasn't human.”
"Nor arewe."

The cab pulled to ahdt at the top of Savoy Walk. Grippen paid off the driver, and the two vampires,
their human partner between them, walked down the long tunnedl of shadows to the towering, baroque
blackness of Ernchester House at the end. Bands and dashes of Ma-deira-gold marked the curtained
windows, and caught the thin rain in a shuddering haze: even as they mounted the soot-stresked marble
of the steps, one pand of the carved doors opened to reveal the Farrens stand-ing, an arm-linked
slhouette, just within.

"| fear sheistruly dead." Anthealed the way up thelong stair, to asmall room at the back of the house
which had once been used for sewing or |etter writing. The dark red of her gown showed like old blood
againg the creamy whiteness of her bosom and face; its stiff lines and low-cut corsage whispered of
some earlier era; knots and fringes of cut jet beads glinted in the lamplight like ripe blackberries. Her
thick hair was piled in the modern style; againgt it, her face looked strained, weary, and frightened, asif
her spirit were now fighting againgt al the pressures of those accumulated years. Ernchester, trailing close
at her sde, looked infinitely worse. "Decomposition isn't far advanced, but it has begun.”

"That'swrong," Grippen growled. "Not cold asit is ... She should bare be iff."

"Are you spesking from your experience with human corpses?’ Asher inquired, and the big man's black
eyebrows pulled down over his nosein afrown. "With avampire's, the pathology would be completely
different.”

Anthea had laid one of her velvet cloaks over the delicate Regency sofain thelittle parlor. Againgt the
thick, cherry-black velvet, Chlo€'s hair seemed nearly white. It lay in loops and coils, spilling down to
brush the floor; Asher was reminded of how Lydias had lain, unrav-eling in the study lamplight. Her eyes



and mouth had been closed. But this did not change the horrible, sunken appearance of her flesh or the
ghastly waxiness of her skin. She had been, Asher remembered, abso-Iutely beautiful, like abaroque
pearl set in Renaissance gold. Petrified, Lydiahad said, every cdl individually replaced with something
that was not human flesh, and amind replaced by that which was not ahuman mind.

A second cloak covered her; over the years, Antheamust have col-lected hundreds of them asfashions
changed. It, too, was black, niched and beaded; beneath it, Chloe's shell-pink dress shone like the dash
of afading sunset between banks of clouds. With hisleft hand Asher reached forward and drew the
cloak asideto look at the huge puncture wounds in the throat. Then, thoughtfully, he shrugged off the
remaining deeve of hisdamp ulster and let the weight of it drop to the floor around him. He shook clear a
few inches of wrist from the deeve of his corduroy jacket and held it out to Anthea. "Undo the cuff,
would you, please?"

Shedid, gingerly avoiding the silver chain which still circled that wrist. Even the fleeting grip the thing had
taken on it had driven the links into the flesh with sufficient violence to leave anarrow wreath of bruises
and the reddening marks of fingers.

Just below the base of Asher'sthumb were two or three sets of punc-tures, scabbed over like the half
dozen or so on histhroat. A souvenir, hethought with wry gallows humor,of Paris. He knelt beside
Chloe's body and compared the marks. They were less than athird the size of the mangled white holesin
thegirl'sskin.

"Itsfangswere huge," he said quietly. "Grotesquely o, like an amarteurish stage vampire's; it might have
been funny if it weren't so terri-fying. They grew down over thelip, cutting theflesh . . ." Hisfingers
sketched the place beneath the thick brush of his mustache, and Y sidro's eyes narrowed sharply. "It
hadn't callused, so it's something that came over it fairly recently.”

"Any clown had told you that," Grippen grumbled. "Wed ha known erethis, did any vampirewalk that
fed on other vampires.

"What happensto avampire," Asher asked, looking up from Chloesthroat, his eyestraveling around
the circle of white, unhuman facesin the amber sweetness of the lamplight, "that drinks the blood of other
vampires?'

Grippen'svoice was harsh. "Other vampireskill it."

“Why?

"Why do men stone those who ezt the corpses of the dead, force children, cut beasts up aive to hear
‘em squed, or play with their own dung? Becauseit's abominable.”

Thereare so few of us," Anthea added softly, her strong fingers stroking the massive jewd of jet and
hematite that glittered at her bo-som, "and our lives are lived so periloudy on the shadowlands of degth,
no traitor to our midst can betolerated, for fear that al shall die.”

"And because," Ysdro'slight, disinterested voice whispered, "to drain the desth of avampire, to drink
of amind so rich, so deep, o filled with the colors of living, and so thick with the overtints of al thelives
it has taken, might be the greatest temptation, the greatest intoxi-cation, of al."

There was slence—shocked, furious, and, Asher reflected grimly, not without recognition. The sllken
pattering of therain pierced it faintly, muffled by the moldering brocades of the window drapes. Then



Grippen snarled, "Buggering Spanish dog—Yyou'dthink so0."

Seated on achair near the head of the couch, his ankles crossed negligently but with his usua erectness
of posture, Y sidro continued, unperturbed, "But the question was not of life and death, but merely of
blood. We can gain physica nourishment from drinking an animd's blood, or ahuman's, though wekill
him not—as you yoursdlf can attest, James.” By that light, cool tone, one would never have guessed that
he had fought to rescue Asher from that death in Paris, nor pro-tected him, at a certain amount of
persondl risk, afterward. To drink even asmall quantity of another vampire's blood is repellent, after our
own flesh has undergone the change. | am told that it often causes nausea.”

"Thenit'sbeen tried.”

The vampireleaned alittle into the high crimson wing of hischair and folded dim hands around hisknee,
A dight smiletouched his mouth, but left his sulphur eyes hooded in shadow. "Everything has been tried.”

The others, still grouped around the couch where Chloe's body lay, regarded him unessily, savefor
Ernchester, who smply sat on achair in the darkness of a corner, staring down at hiswhite, workless
fingers, turning them over and over, asif they were some queer and unknown growth he had suddenly
found sprouting at the ends of hisarms,

"Then merely the drinking of another vampire's blood, whether he killed him or not, wouldn't cause that
kind of change?"

"It did not," Y sdro replied in the careful tone he had used at the beginning of the investigation to reves
those few fragments of informartion with which he waswilling to part, "in those that | have known." "And
who were those?" Grippen demanded angrily. "Asthey are dead now," the Spanish vampire responded,
"It scarce matters.”

"What about vampires who were older than Brother Anthony is now, that you knew or heard spoken
of?'

Y sidro thought, still immobile as an alabaster votive, his pae eyes hdf-shut. "Rhysthe Minsird was
nearly five hundred years old when he perished—if he did perish—in the Fire. Like Anthony, hisskills
had increased; like Anthony he had become at least in part tolerant of silver and perhaps of daylight, too,
though I'm not sure. One saw him lessand less. | know that he fed regularly and did not show signs of
any abnor-mality. | never knew how old Johannis Magnus was supposed to be ..."

Anthea spoke up, resting her hip on the curved head of the couch, "Tulloch the Scot told me once of
vampiresin Chinaand in Asia, who havelived for thousands of years, going on asthey dways have,
desth-less.”

"And lifdess" her husband whispered behind her, amost unheard.

To Asher, dill Stting on his haunches beside Chloe's motionlessform, Y sidro remarked, "Asaruleitis
not something which concerns us, and | suspect that most of us do not wish to know of it."

"What would be the point?' Grippen demanded sullenly.

"The point, my dearest doctor, isto know whether this abnormal pathology is something to which well
must look forward.”



"That'salot of Popish cock!™

"What'sthis?' Asher lifted Chlog's arm, limp and soft in his grasp and without rigor. He wondered if the
vampire flesh went through rigor when they died. It was another of the things Lydiawould want to know
... He swiftly pushed the thought of Lydiafrom his mind. The but-tons of Chlog's deeve had dl been
undone—there was a good handspan of them, reaching nearly to her ebow—and the whitepoint
d'esprit fell back from theicy flesh to show asmall mark on theinside of the elbow, like the puncture of
aneedle. "Was her deeve unfastened like thiswhen you found her, Liond?’

He shook his head heavily. "God's body, | know not! Asif | hadn't aught elseto look for but. . ."
"Yes, itwas" Antheareplied. "Why?'
"Because there's awound here—|ook."

They gathered close, Y sdro rising from his chair and even Ernchester sumbling out of his shocked
lethargy to look around histal wife's shoulder.

"It hasto have been done as she died, or after,” Simon said after amoment, hislong fingers brushing the
pinched flesh. " Something that small would heal dmost ingtantly on one of us. See?* With uncon-cerned
deftness he drew the pearl-headed stick pin from hisgray silk cravat and plunged its point deep into his
own wrist. When hewithdrew it, abead of blood came up like aruby, and he wiped it away with a
fadtidious handkerchief. Asher had amomentary glimpse of atiny hole, which closed up again, literaly
before hiseyes.

""She'd no such thing when she were made,” Grippen put in, leaning close, hiswords weighted with the
nausegting reek of blood. Asher redlized the master vampire must have fed while heand Y sidro were
waiting for him to finish with the police a Charing Cross; it had be-come, to him, amatter of dmost
academic note. "'l knew every inch of her body and ‘twas flawless as mapping linen.”

Helooked sddlong at Asher, grayish, gleaming eyesfull of inteligent malice. "We are as we were when
we were made, Sthee. I'd this. . ." He held out asquare, hairy hand, to show afaint scar cutting over the
back of it.". . . from carving an abscess out of adamned Lombard's thigh, and the clothhead fighting the
scape every inch of theway, damn him.”

"Like Dantesdamned,” Y sdro murmured lightly, "we are eterndly renewed from the cutswe receivein
Héell." Ernchester covered hisface and looked away.

"Interesting.” Asher turned his attention back to the white arm in its dender shroud of lace. "It's asif her
blood were drawn with aneedle, aswell asdrunk.”

"A frugd villan."

"Not so frugd, if he'sin the habit of daughtering nine meninanight.” Antheas dark brows pulled
together in afrown.

"Hishuman friend, then?"
"What use would aliving man have for avampire's blood?"

Grippen shrugged. "An he were an dchemidt. I'd have sold much for it, in the days when my own veins



weren't burgting with the stuff . . "

"Andchemig," Asher said dowly, remembering Lydiastrolling along the rocky brink of alake of boiling
blood, a beaker in her hand. Reaching downto dip it full . . .| wanted to examine him medically, she
had said . . . The articles about blood virusesin her rooms. . .

"Or adoctor." Helooked up again at them grouped behind him— Y sidro, Grippen, and the vampire
Countess of Ernchester. "Take me back to Lydias rooms. There's something there | need to see”

"A doctor would have the equipment for drawing blood, and for storing it once it was drawn.” Seated at
Lydias desk, Asher leafed unhandily through the chaos of notes and listsin hiswife's sprawling script,
pick-ing up and discarding them and searching under the heaped papers for more. He was so tired his
flesh ached, but he fdlt, as he often had in the midst of hiswork abroad or on apromising track in some
research library in Viennaor Warsaw, an odd, fiery lightness that made such consideration academic.

"Thisis somewhat embarrassing,” Y sidro remarked, studying the Ordnance Survey map on thewal with
its clusterings of colored pins. "I had no ideayou hunted so much to a pattern, Lione.”

" Tin't | asleaves my carrion where it may be fallen over by girls out amaying,” Grippen retorted,
turning the newspaper clippings over roughly. " '‘Bermondsey Sasher,’ forsooth!”

"| think that was Lotta." Y sidro walked over to where Asher had turned his attention to the pile of
medica journals on the bed, opening them to the marked articles and taking menta note of the topics:
Some Aspects of Blood Pathology; Psychic Phenomena, Heredity or Hoax; Breeding a Better
Briton. "What would adoctor want with avampire?'

"Study," Asher replied promptly. "Y ou have to make alowance for the scientific mind—if Lydiamet
you, sheld be pestering you for asample of your blood within thefirgt five minutes.”

"Sounds like Hyacinthe," Y sidro remarked. "It still does not explain how such a partnership
commenced—uwhy avampire would work for a human, doctor though he may be..."

"No?' Asher looked up from the stiff pages of the journas. "1 can think of only one reason avampire
would go into partnership with a doctor and would reved to him who and what he was—the same
reason you went into partnership with me. Because he needed his services.”

"Baderdash," Grippen snarled, stepping closeto tower over him. "We're free of mortd ills. . ."

"What about immorta ones?' Asher cut him off. "If the virus of vampirism began to change, began to
mutate, either asthe result of long-ago exposure to the Plague or from some other cause. . ."

"Virusforsooth! 1lls have root in the humors of thebody . , ."

"Then if the humors of the vampire flesh dipped out of true," Asher continued smoothly,"what could a
vampire do? Say avampire who had lived in secret, even from other vampires—or any vampire, for that
matter—if hefound himsdf suddenly, frenziedly craving the blood of other vampires or knew himsdif in
danger of going on rampages for human blood, as you said was an occasiona symptom that developed in
afew of those who had been exposed to the Plague. If he found himsdlf transforming, day by day, into
thething | saw at your house, Grippen —if he knew such a course would inevitably lead to his
destruction— wouldn't it belogica for him to seek help wherever he could find it?”



Grippen looked uncomfortable and angry, black brow lowering like agoaded bull's; beside him,
Y sdro's face was inscrutable as aways.

"It might account for the renewed sengtivity to slver,” the Spaniard remarked. " Certainly for the wounds
caused in his own flesh by the growth of hisfangs. And you think this vampire, whoever he was, chose
his physician in the samefashion in which | chose you—through jour-nd articles?”

"He must have," Asher said. "Depending on who it is, he may be forcing the doctor to work asyou are
forcing me—with athreat againgt the life of someone he caresfor. Maybe that isn't even necessary.
Some doctors would wel come the chance to do research on an unknown virus and wouldn't care that
they were working for akiller. Or maybe," he added pointedly, his gaze suddenly locking with YsSdro's,
"like Cdvairésfriends, he's under the impression that helll win, and that his partner won't kill him when
it'sover."

Ysdro'schilly eyesreturned his gaze blandly. "1 am sure heis quite safe so long asthereisause for
him." He turned away and began sorting through the papers scattered acrossthe bed. "And | take it
Migtress Lydiadiscovered the medica partner in the same fashion? Through the journal s?*

"l think s0." Asher returned to his own examination, flipping the pages awkwardly with his single good
hand. "She may only have had alist of suspects and was visiting them one by one. It would account for
her not taking her wegpons—the silver knife, the revolver, or the silver nitrate ..."

"Silver nitrate?' Y sidro looked up from alist he'd fished from the floor. "Pox," he added mildly. "I see
we'red| going to have to go through the tiresome business of changing residences again. Do you redlly
own aplace on Caswell Court under the name of Bowfinch, Liong ?*

"None o' your businessan | do!"

"Filthy neighborhood, anyway. Gin shops everywhere—you can't feed without getting stinking drunk in
the process. Thisone doesn't look familiar . . ."

"Twas one of Danny's."

"I'm surprised he didn't get fleas. Asfor the onein Hoxton, | wouldn't be buried there, much lessdeep
the day. Wherewould she get slver nitrate?’

Asher nodded toward the little velvet box. Y sidro picked up the hypodermic gingerly, but did not touch
the gleaming crystal ampoules. "As adoctor, shed have accessto it—it's used as an antiseptic, | think. |
do know most doctors carry it in small quantities.”

"Thisisscarceasmall quantity,” the vampire remarked, setting the syringe back in its case. "That much
must have cost a pretty penny.”

"l expect it did,” Asher said. "But Lydias an heiress and she's d-ways had control of her own
money—though | suspect her father wouldn't have settled it that way if sheld married someone more
re-gpectable than a penniless junior don at her uncle's college. | expect she thought to inject the Sillver
nitrate intravenoudy. It would certainly kill ahuman, let done avampire. It was naive of her," he added
quietly. "A vampirée's psychic field onewould prevent her from getting that close, and she obvioudy had
no ideaof how quickly avampire can gtrike.”

"Hereés more of the curst things." Grippen came over, carrying apile of journals which had been stacked



on the bureau.

Asher flipped open the dog-eared pages.Viral Mutation. Interaction of Virusesin a Medium. The
Pathol ogy of Psychic Phenomena. Eugenics for National Defense. Physical Origins of So-Called
Psychic Powers. Iso-lating a Viral Complex in a Serum Medium, He paused, and leafed back
through the articles again. They were al by Horace Blaydon.

Softly, he said, "Dennis Blaydon was afriend of Bertie Westmoreland's. Hed have known Lotta. And
through him, Calvaire and anyone with whom Calvaire had associated would have known of Blaydon.”

* Eighteen

It was nearly threein the morning, and the windows of Horace Blaydon'stall brown-brick house on
Queen Anne Street were dark.

"Can you hear anything?" Asher whispered, from the shelter of the comer of Harley Street. "Anyone
within?'

Y sidro bowed his head, colorless hair faling down over histhin fea-turesin the glow of the street lamp,
his heavy-lidded eyes shut. The silencein this part of the West End was profound, sunk deep in the deep
of the well-to-do and sdlf-justified who knew nothing of vampires be-yond the covers of yellow-backed
penny dreadfuls and gave little thought to how their government got itsinformation about the Ger-mans.
Therain had ceased. In an dley, two cats swore a one another— lovers or rivasin love—and there was
the smallest flicker of Y'sdro's head ashe moved to listen and to identify.

At length he whispered, "It's difficult to tell a this distance. Cer-tainly there's no onein the upper part of
the house, though servants sometimes have roomsin the cdlars.

"It hasto be here," Asher breathed. "His country place has been closed up for yearsand it'sa good
thirty miles asthe crow flies. He's aresearch pathol ogist—he doesn't have a consulting practice to worry
about. Hiswife died some years ago and hisson'sin the Life Guards. It wouldn't be difficult to keep him
away on some pretext. He's not very bright."

"He would haveto beintensdly stupid,” Y sidro murmured, "not to notice, if hisfather were forced into
such an dliance as| forced you."

Asher flattened to the corner of the house and scanned the empty street. " Set your mind at rest.”

It was difficult to tell whether the soft sound in the darkness was a comment or alaugh. ™Y ou know this
Blaydon," Y 9dro then said softly.

"Isit likely we could win him to our sde—turn him, asissaid in the parlance of your Foreign Office?!

"It depends on what his partner'stold him." The street before them was ill. The lamplight gleamed like
fractured meta on the water of the gutters. If Ysdro, turning his head dightly for what even the cob-web
nets of hisfar-flung awarenessfailed to bring him, could hear nothing, it stood to reason Asher wouldnt,
ether. But dill, Asher'severy nerve strained to hear. "1 never knew Blaydon well—I went to fetch Lydia
a some of hislectures and had been to the Peaks afew times. | think he was piqued that I'd married the
Willoughby fortuneinstead of letting hisson do it, but | don't think he held it againgt me the way Dennis



did. Horace is a stiff-backed and self-righteous old bigot, but he's honest. He was one of the few dons
who stood up to Lydia's father when he wanted her taken out of University—though, of course, a the
time Horace had astake in wanting her to stay.

"In his place—the vampire's, | mean—I'd make damn sure he thought the Limehouse rampages were the
work of the vampireswe were tracking."

"You think hed bdieve that?"

"I think if Denniswere in danger—if the vampire were threetening Dennis life asyou're threatening
Lydiasto win my compliance—he'd want to. We did it in the Department dl thetime. Theold
carrot-and-stick routine: on the one hand Dennis life isin danger; on the other, Blaydon can do vira
research with what blood he can take, and con-gratulate himself on killing vampires a the sametime. He
may not even know Lydiasaprisoner or he may know there isaprisoner, but not that it'sLydia. It's
surprising how ignorant the right hand can be when it would redlly rather not know what the left hand is
doing,"

They |eft the shelter of the corner and glided back like specters through the wet blackness of deep night
in October London. "The mewsisjust past the next street,” Y sidro murmured, barely audible evenin the
utter silence of the empty street. "Do you plan to speek to this Blaydon, then?

"If I can," Asher replied, asthey dipped into the cobbled, horse-smelling canyon of the mews. "After |
get Lydiaout of this, and see how theland lies, if possible. Like Lydia—likealot of peopleinthe
medical professon—Horace has alittle stresk of saintmanqut in him, in his case one of the
stiffer-backed Scots variety. It could be the vam-pireis playing on that aswell.”

"l would give agood ded to know whoiitis." The vampirestouch waslight on hiselbow, guiding him
around half-seen obstacles. What little lamplight filtered in from the street glistened on the puddiesin the
center of the lane, but |eft the Sdesin velvet shadow; the air was sweet with the clean smdll of hay and
the pungency of well-tended horses, prosaic odors and comforting. "1 suspect Cavaire cameto London
to seek in him apartner in power, but | ill find it strange that he would have heard of him at al when |
had not, much less been ableto locate him."

"Perhaps Brother Anthony told him whom to look for and where to look."

"Maybe." Ysdro's voice was absolutely neutral, but Asher, who was growing used to the tiniest nuances
of his speech, had the impression he was not satisfied. " There are many things herewhich | do not
under-stand, and among them iswhy Calvaire's gppearance on the scene should have triggered these
murders—if it did trigger them, and dl these matters are not Ssmply achance juxtapositionintime. It may
be that your Mistress Lydia can enlighten us, when we find her, or Blaydon. As| recall, Tulloch the Scot
was big, though not so big asyou describe. Y our height, but bulkier . . ."

"No," Asher said. "'l looked up a him—he came over the top of melikeawave.”

They moved down the darkness of the mews, scanning thetal, regu-lar cliff of houses visble beyond the
stables and cottages. All were dark; it was the ebb-tide hour of the soul. He went on softly, "But
conceivably thisvirus, this mutation, could trigger abnorma growth. It could . . ."

The vampire beside him checked, and the dim hand tightened on hisarm; turning his head swiftly, Asher
caught the glint of theluminous eyes.



"What isit?'

Thevampire moved afinger, cautioning. For atime, he listened like a hunted man for soundswhich he
thought he might have heard. Then he shook his head, though his eyes did not relax.

"Nothing." The word was more within Asher's head than without. In a stable, a horse wickered and
stamped deepily. "I—al of us—have grown used to the ideathat as vampireswe are, barring acts of
violence, immortdl, and to the idearthat acts of violence are dl we need fear. Like Lemud Gulliver, we
were supidly willing to believe immorta’ means 'safe from change.’ It is disconcerting to learn that there
may betermsto that bargain after dl."

Asher fdt awkwardly in the pockets of hisulster for the reassuring weight of Lydias revolver, which, like
the one the police had confis-cated from him, was loaded with slver bullets—it was astounding whéat one
could purchase at hyperfashionable West End gunsmiths. Hed also brought both silver knives and even
the little hypodermic kit with itsampoules of slver nitrate. Hed found bills from Lambert's, for Slver
chainsand at least one silver letter opener, stuffed into the medical journals as bookmarks, so she hadn't
gone out completely unarmed. Hisown silver chainslay dim and cold over the hdf-heded biteson his
throat and left wrist—the right was muffled in ding and splints and puffed up to twice its normal size—but
even S0, hefelt hopelesdy out-gunned.

The briefest of investigations reveded a brougham and atrim bay hack with one white foot in Blaydon's
gables. After amoment'ssilent listening, Y sidro murmured, "No onein the quarters upstairs, though
someone has lived here recently—not more than afew months ago.” "He'd have turned off the servants,”
Asher breathed in return. From the stabl€'s rear door, they could see thetall back of the house, past the
few bare trees and the naked shrubs of anarrow town garden. "Y ou can't hear whether someone'sin the
cdla?

Simon's eyes never moved from the house, but Asher could tell he waslistening al around him and
behind nun, just the same. The night seemed to breathe with unseen presence, Asher's hair prickled with
the certainty that somewhere nearby they were being watched; that some-thing listened, as Y sidro was
listening, for hissingle breath and the beat of his solitary heart. By mutua consent, they both backed out
of the smal stable and into the lane again, where asound, acommotion, was likely to bring every
coachman and dog on the mews.

"I'mgoing in." Asher shrugged hisarm clear of hisulster; Ysdro caught it and lowered it to the baled hay
piled just outside the stable door. With hisleft hand, Asher fumbled the revolver and asilver knife from
the pocket, transferred the revolver to his corduroy jacket; the knife—since he was wearing shoes rather
than boots—did conveniently into hisding. "Can you watch my back?"

"Don't beafool." Smon dipped hisblack Invernessfrom his shoul-ders, laid it in a soft whisper of
velvet-handed wool on the hay, and reached into Asher's jacket pocket for the revolver. He patted the
cylin-der gingerly afew timeswith his other hand, like aman testing for heet ingde. Satisfied, he
concedled it in hisown jacket. "If you had four hours deep on the boat from Caaislast night, | should be
surprised. No, stay here—you should befairly safe. A cry from you—a sound from you—will wake
every groom and dog in the mews, and this vam-pire must remain unsuspected now for hisvery life.”

And he was gone, in amomentary blink of distracted consciousness that made Asher curse hisown
lapse of guard.

He was aware that the vampire wasright, however. The strain of the night wastelling on him. 1t would
have done so, even had his body not been struggling with the aftereffects of his attack by the Paris



vampires or with the shock of the struggle at Grippen's and the pain of his broken hand. The novocaine
was beginning to wear off, and hisarm in its sung throbbed damnably at every step hetook. That alone
would be enough to disrupt the concentration that was till his only possible defense againgt the ancient
vampire's soundless approach.

He was conscious, too, of what Y sidro was doing for him. The vam-pire, though visibly edgy—or as
visibly edgy as Y sidro ever got— throughout the walk down the silent streets from Bruton Place to
Queen Anne Street, had never seemed to consider the option of not accompanying him. Perhapsit was
smply because he knew that Asher would neither abandon his search for Lydia, nor have the strength to
defesat the killer done, should he meet it. But Asher suspected that, like the oddly gentle charm of his
faded and cynica amile, the honor of an antique nobleman lingered in him gtill. He might be arrogant and
high-handed and be, as Lydia had blithely calculated, a murderer thousands of times over, but he would
not abandon hisrespongbilitiesto hisliege man or hisliege man'swife. Thiswas more than could be said
of Grippen or the Farrens, who had informed him, with varying degrees of tact, that the location of new
boltholes for themsel ves took absol ute precedence over any possiblefate of Lydias.

And dl of this, in spite of theironic fact that Simon could not even touch the problematica protection of
aglver chan.

If Lydiacould root out al—or amost al—of the vampires hiding places, Asher thought, settling himsdlf
back on the hay bales and draw-ing hisulster clumsily up over his shoulders again, there was agood
chance Blaydon and whatever vampire he was working with could do o, too, particularly if Cavaire had
reveaded any information to his prospective partner in power asto their whereabouts. He wondered
whether he himsdlf could remain awake to mount guard over whatever blown refuge Y sidro would be
forced to take come dawn. Fatigue weighed down his mind, and he fought to keep it clear. He doubted
hisability, evenif Simon would admit him to the place. . .

A man's hacking, tubercular cough snapped him out of deep with cold swesat on hisface. Whirling,
clawing at his pocket for the revolver he recalled a split-second later Y sdro had taken, he saw it was just
astableman, ambling back from aprivy at the end of the mews. A dog barked. Lightswere onin oneor
two of the coachmen's rooms above the stables. The smell of dawn wasintheair.

Heart pounding, breath coming fast with interrupted deep, Asher fumbled for hiswatch.

By the reflected radiance of those few lanterns now burning in coach house and cottage windows, he
saw it was nearly five. Beside him on the hay, Simon'sblack cloak il lay like adeeping anima. Small
and cold, something tightened down insde of him. It was, of course, possible that the vampire had smply
abandoned Asher and the cloak and gone to ground somewhere when he sensed the far-off approach of
the day.

Asher did not for amoment believe this. Dread sank through him like aswallow of poison. Dawn was
getting close.

Over the years, Asher had picked up afine selection of cursesin twelveliving and four dead languages,
including Basgue and Finno-Ugric. He repeated them al as he did the ulster from his shoulders, left it
draped like a corpse over the hay, and dipped through the close, dark warmth of the stable and into
Blaydon's back garden.

Exhaustion wasfighting the screaming of every nervein hisbody as he stood for amoment knee-degpin
sodden weeds, looking up at that sllent house. He wondered if it wasimagination, or if there wasthe
faintest glow of light in the dark sky and if the few outbuildings, the glass-paned extension that comprised



the kitchen, and the dripping, naked tree seemed clearer than they had? He was Straining with spent
nerves and clouded sensesto catch sight of the invisible, to pick up footfalls which even to vampires were
inaudible, to be aware of what-ever it was he sensed, drifting like the passage of a diffuse shadow
through the darkness of the mews behind him.

How much daylight could avampire of Simon's age stand? How long before hisflesh would ignitelike a
torch?

The slver knifein hisleft hand, he dipped toward the looming black wall of the house.

There was a street |lamp nearby, and enough light filtered down for him to make out that the kitchen was
deserted, as was the breakfast room whose window looked out onto the garden. The cdllar had two
windows, just at ground level; they were closed, but not barred or even latched. The hackles prickled on
his neck a the mere thought of going into that house.

He stepped back into the yard, looking up at the first-floor windows above. Even from here, he thought
that the one over the kitchen was barred.

He was shivering dl over now, the predawn darkness seeming to press on him with whispering threat.
Like Hyacinthe, he thought, who could summon him to open his barred retrest to her, though the sane
part of hismind knew she would kill him when he did. But there was no time, now, to do anything else.

Empty crates, dark with dampness and bearing the stenciled names of various purveyors of scientific
equipment, had been stacked near the kitchen door. Cursing in the remoter Slav tongues, Asher hooked
his good hand around adrain pipe and used the crates to help himsaf up to the windows above.

The nearer window, open adlit at top and bottom, showed him the dark shapes of aworkbench and the
glint of glass, from it drifted afetid reek which repulsed him, awhiff of chemicas underlain by the stink of
organic rot. Beneath the barred window was only an ornamental ledge, and he exercised anumber of
plain Anglo-Saxon monosyllables as he disengaged his broken hand from its ding and hooked the tips of
his swollen fingers over the grimy brickwork to edge himsdf dong. At least, he thought wryly, thiswas
one place where heknew the ancient vampire, the Plague vampire—if Plague it was—couldn't snesk up
on him from behind. It was smdl comfort.

The room behind the bars was very smdll, an extension, like the kitchen below it, added onto the house
after itsorigind congtruction, and bare save for asingle coffin in its center. The glow from the mews
nearby dimly showed the coffin itself closed. Asher couldn't be surein the dark—moreover therewasa
pane of glass between hisface and the bars—but he thought the bars themselves had aslvery gleamin
the faint twilight of coming dawn.

In twenty minutesit was going to be too late to do anything.

Worn out, Asher leaned hisforehead against the wet glass. More than he had ever done, eveninthe
darkness of the Paris alley with Grippen's teeth in histhroat, he wished he was back in Oxford, in bed
with Lydia, with nothing more to look forward to than buttered eggs for breakfast and another day of
dedling with undergraduate inanities. Whether Hor-ace Blaydon wasin the house or not—and he might
have been in the cdlar, waiting—there was no telling where the vampire was.

But even as the thought went through Asher's mind, he was easing himsdlf back aong the dimy ledgeto
the laboratory window. He, at least, could combat the thing with slver, something Y sdro wasironi-caly
helplessto do. But that, of course, was the reason the vampire had employed him in thefirst place.



His heart beat quicker at the thought of Lydia The hostages thatmortals give to fortune, Ysdro had
sad of thered-haired girl then lying deathlikein their unnaturdly silent house,

The laboratory window yielded silently to his gentle touch. Did the ancient vampire report homefor the
day? Wasthat, in fact,its coffin, protected from the other vampires by the silver bars on the window, as
Asher had been protected in Paris by the silver lock on the door? But in that case, why avoid the

daylight?

It crossed hismind, as he eased himsdlf through the window into the dark |aboratory, to wonder how
much Dennis knew about what was going on, and if he could somehow turn that young man'sraging
energy and lovefor Lydiato good account. It was unlikely that Blaydon's partner was holding him
hostage somewhere—physicaly to hold some-one prisoner required agreet dedl of time, care, and
energy, as Y sdro undoubtedly knew. Asher could probably find Dennis at his rooms at the Guards Club
... Thethought lasted rather lesstime than arip-ple on avery small pond. Though he doubted Blaydon
had informed his son of what was going on, it was only because the pathol ogist was shrewd enough to
redize tha Dennis stupid impulsiveness would make him ausdessdly for either sde.

The smdl in the laboratory was foul, with an under-reek of rotting blood. Gritting histeeth, Asher lifted
hisright hand back into its damp and filth-splotched ding with hisleft. He fdt hisway around the wall,
where the floor would be lesslikely to creak, hisfingers gliding over the surfaces of tables, chairs, and
cabinets. The door at the far side of the room opened without a sound.

So far, so good. If the vampire was here, watching him in visbly from the darkness, thiswas al usdless,
of course; the pounding of his heart alone sounded loud enough for even morta earsto hear. But he did
not know whether the creature was here, and on hissilence hislife and Y sidro's might depend.

How much time? he wondered. How much light?

The door of that small room over the kitchen was reinforced with steel and massively bolted from the
outside. The bolt made the faintest of whispered clicks as he eased it over. Beyond, in the wan glow of
the street lamp somewhere outside, the room lay bare and empty, except for the closed coffin.

Arizona Landscape with Apaches, he thought, remembering the old Indian-fighter's sketch. He took a
deep breath and strode swiftly, s-lently, acrossto the coffin'sside.

The sky beyond the barred window was distinctly lighter than it had been. They'd haveto run for cover,
he thought—after three hundred and fifty years, Y sidro would doubtless know every boltholein Lon-don
If it were Y sdro, and not the day stalker, who lay in that coffin.

Thelid was heavy and fitted close. It was an effort to raise it with one hand. As Asher lifted it clear,

Y sdro turned and flinched, trying to shidd hisface with his shirt-deeved arms, hislong, ghostly hair
tan-gling over the coffin'sdark lining beneath hishead. "No.. . ."

Behind him, Asher heard the door close and the bolts dide home. He was too tired, too spent, even to
curse; he had thrown on the longest of long shots and lost.

"Closeit." Thelong fingersthat covered the vampire's eyes were shaking; beneath them Asher could see
the white-lashed eyes shut in pain. The light voice was sunk to awhisper, shivering, like his hands, under



the strain of exhaustion and despair, "Please, closeit. Thereisnothing we can do.”

Knowing he wasright, Asher obeyed. Whether he had been brought here forcibly, lured, or driven, once
the doors had been locked behind him, there was literaly nothing Don Simon could have done but take
the only refuge available against the coming daylight. He dumped, bracing hisback againgt the casket,
knowing he should keep watch and knowing there wasn't ahope in the nine circles of Hell of hisbeing
able to remain awake to do so.

He was adeep before the first sunlight cameinto the room.

* Nineteen

Asher floated groggily to the surface from the murky depths of deep, through agray awareness of hands
pawing at him, pulling open his collar to unfasten the protective slver chain from around histhroet,
stripping off hisjacket to rifle the pockets. Oddly, his chief consciousness was of the sound of the man's
breath, the hoarse breath of the elderly. Then, like spreading poison, the agony of his swollen arm began,
shooting out aroot system of pain to every nerve of hisbody.

In spite of himself, he groaned and opened his eyesin time to see Horace Blaydon back away from him,
fumbling with arevolver in one hand while he pocketed the Slver chains and knife with the other.

"Don't cal out,” Blaydon said quickly. "The party wal on this s de's soundproofed—the house on the
other side has been empty for months,”

For along ingtant there was silence between the two men. Asher lay tiredly back against the coffin,
blinking in the chilly daylight that flooded the room, his swollen arm in itsfilthy ding cradled to his chest,
clothes smutched with grime and rainwater, siweat-damp hair hanging down into hard brown eyes that
were not the eyes of an Oxford don. Blaydon's hand on the gun wobbled for amoment. He brought up
the other to steady it, and hiswide-lipped mouth pinched.

"James, | redly am sorry to seeyou here" It was, asthe Americans said, afair-to-middling imitation of
his old arrogant bark, but only fair-to-middling. "1 must say I'm surprised a you—surprised and

disap-pointed.”

"You'resurprised aame?" Asher moved to Sit up, but Blaydon scram-bled back ayard or so on his
knees, gun leveled, and Asher sank down once more, gritting histeeth. The novocaine had well and truly
worn off. Hishand felt asif it had been pulped with a hammer, and his whole body ached with the
diffening of every muscle that had been twisted and bruised in the encounter with the vampirein
Grippen's unkempt yard.

And yet, for dl he must look like a bitten-up tomcat, he thought Blaydon looked worse.

Horace Blaydon had always been ahedlthy man, scorning the ill-nesses he studied, bluff and active
despite some sixty years. Hewas nearly astdl as his beefy son; againgt his shock of white hair, hisface
had been ruddy with youth. That ruddiness was gone, and with it the crispness of hishair and dl his
former air of springy vitdity; he seemed flaccid and broken. 1t crossed Asher's mind to wonder whether
Blaydon's vampire partner had in some moment of desperation bat-tened ontoHis veins.

But no. It was more—or less—than that.



The pathologist wet hislips, "At least I've done what |'ve done for agood cause." He shifted thegunin
his hands, asif they were damp with the sweet that Asher could see shining in the pale daylight on his
gray-ish face. Had Asher had two good hands and not been in the find throes of fatigue, he would have
gonefor it, but there was something in the haunted nervousness of the man that told him he'd shoot
without a second thought. "'I—I had to do what | did, what | am doing. It'sfor the common good . . ."

"Y our vampire partner murdered twenty-four people for the common good?' He was surprised at the
camof hisown voice.

"They were worthless people—redlly worthless—the scum of the streets, progtitutes, Chinese. | told
him, | ingtructed him specially, only to take people who were no good to anyone; bad people, wicked

pec-ple.”
"And—leaving aside his qudifications to judge such things—that makesit dl right?’

"No, no, of course not." Blaydon's braying tone reminded him of Dennis, hafheartedly protesting at the
Guards Club that of course oneoughtn't to burn Boer farmsteads to cripple the commandos hold on the
countryside, but war was, after al, war . . . "But we had to do something. The vampires were going
deeper and deeper into hiding, and the craving was getting worse. It used to be he could go for
weeks—now within days he needs blood, and it ... it seemsto be accelerating still morerapidly. I'd
followed up every clue from the papers'd been ableto find in Cavairés rooms, and Hammersmith's.. .

"So you gave your blessing to your partner to go hunting at large in Manchester and London?”

"Hewould have died!" There was genuine pain and desperation in hisvoice. "When he getsthese
cravings, heisn't responsible for what he does! I—I didn't know about Manchester 'til afterward . . . For
amonth, he'sbeen living in Hell, and now you've made him worse."

llMe?l

"Y ou wounded him." Blaydon's voice waslow, hoarse, amogt fran-tic; his hands were shaking on the
gun. "Y ou stabbed him with aknife made of slver. That slver's running through him like aninfection, like
gangrene and fever. | can't opit. It's exacerbating his condition; he needs more and more blood to fight
it, to even hold it at bay. Oh, | understand you were frightened by his appearance, but . . ."

"l wasfighting for my life" Asher said dryly, "in case you weren't noticing.”
"I'm sorry, James, | redly am .. ."
Behind him, the door opened. Framed in it stood the vampire.

Blaydon was right, thought Asher. That aura of leprousness, of dis-ease, had grown—but so, it seemed,
had the vampiré's feverish, mon-strous power. Standing in the full sunlight, it seemed hardly human
anymore. The moist white skin glinted with shiny patches of decay; most of the faded hair was gone from
its peding scalp. On the pimple-splattered jaw, the wedls of the overgrown teeth were till seeping a
colorless pus mixed with blood, and the creature, with incongruous daintiness, pulled awhite
handkerchief from the pocket of its tweed jacket to pat at the glistening runnels. Huge, blue, and glaring,
its eyesfixed on Asher with bitter maice.



Still keeping hisgun leveled on Asher, Blaydon asked over his shoul-der, "Any sign of others?’

Thething shook its head. Another shred of hair fell from its balding scalp, drifting like milkweed to the
broad tweed shoulder.

"Not in the daytime, surely,” Asher remarked.

"Not vampires, no," Blaydon said. "But they might well have hired other humans than you, James.
Though how decent men could bring themsdlvesto dliance with murderers. . "

"I think your own house has a bit too much glassin its construction for you to start chucking stones
about," Asher replied thinly, and Blaydon's mouth tightened with a sudden spasm of rage.

"That's different!" There was the edge to his voice of aman pressed too far, dmost to the verge of
hysterics.

Asher wastoo weary to care. "lsn't it dways?"

Thevoicedipped up into the next register. "Y ou know nothing about it!" With an effort, the pathologist
got ahold on himself again; the vampire, behind him, spared him not aglance, but Asher was uneasily
aware of that greedy, vicious gaze on his unprotected throat. Blaydon's voice was shaky, but quieter, as
hesad, "It isn't hisfault. It was my doing, my experiment, you see.”

Asher shifted up onto one elbow, hiseyes narrowing. "Y ourwhat? " The vampire stepped forward to
gtand at Blaydon's sde. The old man got to hisfeet; for dl his height, the thing loomed over him till, only
afew inchestdler, but monstrousin its breadth and bulk, incon-gruousin tweed jacket and flannd bags.
Its arms hung grotesquely from the jacket deeves, and the clawed hands Asher remembered were
par-tialy wrapped in bandages, stained dark with the 0ozing infection be-nesth.

"Don't you recognize him, James?' Blaydon asked, hisvoicethin and curioudy soft. "It's Dennis”

"Dear God." Even as he whispered the words, Asher was conscious that, now that he knew who it was,
he could recognize that short, straight little nose. It was certainly al that remained of agodlike
beauty—that and the lobeless ears. The vampire was severd inchestaler than Dennis had been. That,
too, must have hurt. Asher felt stunned, asif he had been struck over the head, not knowing what to do
or say—pitying, horrified, and aware of the baeful glitter of hatein Dennis eyes.

"You'reglad, aren't you?' The deformation caused by the growth of hisfangs caused Dennisto mumble
amogt uninteligibly. With his blot-ted handkerchief he patted at his chin again. "Glad to see melikethis.

Y ou hope Lydiawill see melikethis, too, don't you? But she won't. She's not going to see me'til I'm
better."

"Of course shewon't, Dennis," Blaydon said reassuringly. "And you'll be better soon. I'll find aserumto
make you better . . ."

Sowly, the shocked stillness seemed to bresk in Asher's veinswith the horrible throb of tirring blood.
"Whereisshe?'

"That won't matter to you," the vampire said. ™Y ou're never going to see her again.”

Asher heaved himsalf up, hiswhole body screaming in pain, and reached to catch Blaydon's lapdl.



"Whereis she?!"

He was dammed back against thefloor asif held been hit by a swing-ing anvil before he was even
aware Dennis had moved. Darkness blurred in front of his eyes, and he tasted blood in his mouth and
nose. Somewhere he heard Blaydon say sharply, "Dennis, no!" like aspingter cdling off asavage dog,
and fdlt the dark crush of Dennis mind on his, as he had at Grippen's. Shadow blotted the light above
him; that dim, barking voice went on, "He's concerned about her, of course heis. . ."

"l want him."
He was fighting unconsciousness, the reek of decaying flesh filling his nodrils asthe thing bent over him.

"And you'l have him, of course you will." It was strange to hear the fear in Blaydon's voice—Blaydon
who had aways been ready to spit in Satan's eye or God's. "But | need him now, Dennis. Let him be."

"Hell tel uswhere the othersare,”" Dennis growled, and adrop of something—drool or pus—fell onthe
back of Asher's neck. "Y ou said we needed to trap him so hed tell ..."

"Y es, but we have alive vampire now, Dennis. . ."

"When can | have him?' Eagerness suffused the durring voice. "'I'm hurting, Dad, the thirgt iskilling me.
That girl last night wasn't near enough, and you got most of it. Dad, | can smell him through the coffin
wood, smell both their blood . . ."

"Please, my boy. Please be patient.” Blaydon's voice came closer, gently drawing hisvampire son away.
"I have another plan, abetter plan, now, but your getting well depends on both of them being dive, at
least until tonight. I—I— Do what you need to do to—to make yourself comfortable—but please, don't
touch either of them.”

The voices faded and blurred as Asher did toward darkness. He heard Lydia's name, "... perfectly safe,
you know I'd never do anything to hurt her. Now fetch me some brandy, please. I'm sure James needs
it

Sinking into unconsciousness, Asher was sure James needed it, too.

The taste of the brandy revived him, coughing. Hed been propped up against the coffin again—Blaydon,
glassin hand, was staring at the red teeth marks till visible on histhroat through the open collar of his
shirt. Dennis stood by the closed door, a cut-glass decanter of brandy in his knotty fingers. Asher
supposed he should beflattered that they con-sidered him still capable of rushing Blaydon.

Without speaking, Blaydon lifted Asher'sleft wrist and pushed back the torn shirt deeve to study the
wounds there among the blackened finger marks of Dennis grip.

"What did they do to you?"

Asher drew a deep breath and disengaged his hand to wipe at the blood trickling from hisnoseinto his
mustache and down the side of hisface. "It was a misunderstanding.”

"What did they do to you?"' Blaydon seized hisarm, shaking him urgently. "Did they only drink your
blood—or was it something more?



His dewlaps were quivering with the trembling of his chin; Asher stared up at nun, eyes narrowing. "If it
was anything more, |'d be dead now."

"Would you?"' His voice lowered, but he could not keep from it that unholy eagerness, that sudden
urgency barely restrained. "Y our spe-ciaty was comparative folklore, James. Y ou know about such
things. Isit truethat if your blood isdrunk by avampire—atrue vampire—you become one yourself
when you die? Isthat how it's done?’

Something about the greedy gleam in his eye raised the hackles on Asher's neck. "'l should think Dennis
could tdl you thet," he said dowly. "What do you mean, ‘atrue vampire?' His eyes went past him to
Dennis, monstrous, deformed. "Why do you say it isyour doing that Dennisisasheis?'

A flush crept up under Blaydon's pasty skin, and hislittle blue eyes shifted quickly away.

Inalow voice Asher went on, "What isit you want with avampire's blood? Why draw it out with a
needle aswell asletting Dennisdrink of it? Why is Dennisas heis and not like the other vampires? Did
Calvaire or whatever vampire made Dennis have some infection that he passed dong?Or . .. 7"

"Itisintheblood, isn't it?" Blaydon said, still not looking at him. " The organism or constellation of
organisms, virus or serum or chemi-cd, that causes vampirism. Ian't it?" Hisvoice rose, verging once
moreonacry."Isn 't it?"

"Lydiathinksso."

Blaydon's mouth tightened up like atrap at the mention of Lydia, and his eyes shifted nervoudy under
Asher'sslent gaze. " She—she recognized me, you see. At theDaily Mail offices, when | waslooking for
clippings and clues. I'd run out of clues about the whereabouts of the other vampires. | had to have more.
She'd read my articles, too. She was aready looking for adoctor. She said it was obvious I'd be
pre-pared to believein avampire asamedicd phenomenon where otherswouldn't. Dennis said he saw
her oncein London, while he was follow-ing thet fledgling of Calvaire's. He couldn't follow her then, but
when she came snooping about here.. . . Dennis caught her . . ." He laughed like acrow cawing. "Slip of
aschoolgirl, and she's cleverer than the lot of us. She guessed at once what I'd done.™

"Y ou cregted atificid vampirism.”

Asher did not ask it as aquestion, and Blaydon only blew out hisbreath inasigh, asif relieved that he
did not haveto hideit any longer.

"It didn't start out that way." His voice was weary, dmost pleading. "I swear it didn't. Y ou know,
James—of course you know—that it's only ametter of time before war comes with Germany and her
alies. The Kaiser's spailing for it. Oh, yes, I've heard the rumors about you and about where and how
you spend your Long Vacations. Y ou know the urgency of the matter. So don't come dl righteous with
me over what you've only done yoursdlf in adifferent way. | dare say you've caused the deaths of well
over twenty-four men, and in just as good a cause.”

Blaydon took a deep breath, turning the haf-filled brandy glassin his hands. "Y ou know—or perhaps
you don't—that, in addition to my work with viruses, for along time my interest has been in physica
causes of so-called psychic phenomena. For atime, | believed, along with Peterkin and Freiborg, that
such things could be bred in. God knows how many mediums and table tappers | tested over the years!
And | cameto the conclusion that it hasto be some dteration in the brain chemigiry that givesthese
people their so-called powers. aheight-ening of the senses; an extrasensory awareness, and that



incredible, intangible grasp on the minds of other men.

"Now, you can understand the need to be able to duplicate such powers at will. Y ou've worked in
Intelligence, James. Think what a corps of such men, dedicated to the good of England, could be in the
war that wedl know iscoining! | tried hard to isolate thet factor, to little avail. And then Dennis
introduced meto Vdentin Calvaire. Hed met Cavaire through amutual friend. . ."

"Whom you later murdered.”

"Oh, redlly, Jamed" Blaydon cried impatiently. "A woman of her classt And I'll take oath Albert
Westmoreland's desth could be traced back to her, for al hisfamily bribed the doctor to certify it was
the result of a carriage accident. Besides, by that rime we had run out of other clues. | needed her blood
for further experimentation, and Dennis needed it just to stay dive.”

"Y ou knew Cavaire was avampire, then?"

"Oh, yes. He made no secret of it—he seemed to revel in astonishing me, in making nothing of the most
difficult tests| could set to him. He gloated in the powers that he held. And Dennis was fascinated—nat,

| swear, with Cavairesevil, but with his powers. Calvaire was fasci-nated, too, though for reasons of his
own, | dare say. He let me take samples, substantial samples, of hisblood, to try and isolate the factors
which enhanced the workings of the psychic centers of the brain and to separate them from those which
caused the mutation of the cdllsthem-salvesinto that photoreactive pseudoflesh and the physiologica
dependence on the blood of others. And | would have succeeded, perhaps even been ableto dter
Cavairescondition. | know | would have. . ."

"Y ou wouldn't have." Asher glanced across a the hulking, glowering shape by the door, guessing
aready what had happened. Pity and dis-gust mingled in him like the taste of the blood and brandy in his
mouth. "According to the vampires themsealves, those powers come from psychicaly drinking the deaths
of their human victims. It's the psychic absorption of death that gives them psychic powers, and without
it, they losethem.”

"Nonsense," Blaydon said sharply. "That can't be true. Theré's no reason for it to be true. What do the
vampires know of it, anyway? They aren't educated. Cavaire never said anything . . ."

"I'm sure Calvaire never ceased killing humanslong enough to know whether it wastrue or not." The
only way Y sidro could have known or the only way Anthea could have known, he thought, was to have
tried it themsdves, "Calvaire wanted power. He wasn't going to tell you any-thing more than he had to
beforehegot it."

"I'm sure that isn't the case." Blaydon shook his head stubbornly, angry even at the suggestion that what
he had done had been for noth-ing and that he had been, in fact, Calvaire's dupe. "There are physica
causesfor everything—unknown organisms, chemical changesin the brain fluiditself. Inany case, |
evolved aserum which showed greet promise. I—I made the mistake of telling Dennis about it. He
de-manded to tet it, demanded to be thefirst of this corps of—of psychic heroes. | refused, naturdly . .

"And naturdly," Asher said dryly, "Dennis broke into your labora-tory and took mattersinto his own
hands." It was, he reflected, exactly the sort of thing that Denniswould do. He was the perfect storybook
hero, the perfect Sexton Blake, who could experimentaly drain beakers of unknown potions and come
off with, a most, prophetic halucina-tions that coincidentally advanced the plot.



Poor Dennis. Poor, supid Dennis.

Dennis eyes narrowed vicioudy, asif, like Brother Anthony, he could see Asher'sthoughts. "What
would you have done?" he mum-bled, hisvoice deep and thick, asif hisvery voca cords were loosening.
"Snugged back in your nice comfy study and let another man take therisks, as you'll do when those
damn sauerkraut eatersfinaly force usto fight? What did you tell her, Asher? What did you tell Lydia
about me that made her choose ady old man over someone who would love and protect her as | will?
But you made her work for you, made her put hersaf in danger. I'd never have let her come hereto
London."

Y ou'd have left her inignorance of her danger at Oxford, wouldn't you?Asher thought, feding sirangely
cam.You 'd have told her it wasn 't her affair. Knowing Lydia, that would have run her into danger
three times quicker and without the knowledge of what she was dedling with.

Dennis stepped forward, holding up his hands. All around the edges of the bandages that covered the
pams, Asher could seerims of green-black flesh, like a spreading stain, puffy, maodorous, foul against
theice-white skin. "l wasfine until you did this™" he said thickly. "I'll enjoy drinking you like asucked

orange."

And he was gone.

Rather shakily, Blaydon said, "He wasn't, you know. Fine, | mean. His—his condition was deteriorating,
athough the infection caused by the silver seemsto have greatly advanced the process. | wasn't ableto
isolate that factor, it s;ems—as| said, the serum was far from perfect. And he needs the blood of
vampires, as ordinary vampires need human blood. It ssemsto arrest the progression of the symptoms
for anumber of days. Hekilled Cavaire the first night this happened—I was quite angry at him, for
Cavairewould have been agreeat help. But Dennis had a—a craving. And he was disoriented,
maddened by the dteration in his senses; he il is, to adegree. | didn't even know until it was done...."

Asher wondered whether Calvaire had tried to control Dennis, up in hisattic in Lambeth, ashed
controlled Bully Joe Davies.

Blaydon wet hislips again and threw another nervous glance over his shoulder toward the shut door.
"After that, we searched Calvairesroom for notesto tell us where we could find other vampires. Dennis
knew some of Lotta's haunts and followed her to the Hammersmith mansion in Half Moon Street and to
the haunts of another vampire she knew. | went with him—I wanted desperately to take some of their
blood, not only to perfect my serum, but to find a cure for Dennis condition. More than anything ese, |
wanted awhole vampire, un-harmed, but it wasimpossible to get them away in the daylight hours, of
course. So I—I had to destroy their bodies, lest the others take fright and hide. | had to be content with
asmuch blood as| could take. . ."

"And Dennis got the rest?" With shaking fingers Asher took the brandy glass from Blaydon's hand and
drained it. The gold hest of it reminded him that he hadn't esten since a sandwich at the Charing Cross
precinct house last night—he couldn't even recall what before that.

"Heneeded it," Blaydon inssted. A littletetily, he added, "All those who were killed were murderers,
those who had killed again and again, for hundreds of years, | daresay . . ."

"Those Chinese and 'young persons,’ as the paper called them, aswdl?’

"Hewasfighting for hislife! Y es, he shouldn't have taken humans. It got in the newspapers;, the hunt will



be on for usif it happensagain. | told him that after Manchester. And it doesn't redly satisfy him, no
meatter how many hekills. But it hdpsalittle. . ."

"l daresay." Asher drew himsdf up alittle againgt the coffin, know-ing he was afool to anger thisman
who was demonstrably baanced on the ragged edge of sanity and yet too furious himsdlf at such
hypocrisy and irresponsibility to care. "And | expect helll ‘do what he needsto’ in order to 'make himsalf
comfortable,' as| believeyou phrased it . . ."

Blaydon lunged to hisfeet, his hands clenching into fists, though they shook asif with pasy. Color
flooded unhedithily up under the flaccid skin. "I'm sorry you fed that way about it," he said tiffly, asif he
had long ago memorized the phrase asthe proper end to any interview. "In any caseit won't be
necessary, not any longer. | can keep Dennis dive and have enough vampire blood, from atrue vampire,
to experiment with until | can find an antivenin ... ."

"And how are you going to keep Dennis from killing him the mo-ment your back isturned?' Asher
demanded quietly. "Y ou're going to have to deep sometime, Horace; if Dennis gets another craving,
you're going to be back to squareone. . ."

"No," Blaydon said. "'l can control him. I've ways been ableto control him. And in any case, that will
no longer be aproblem. Y ou see, now that | have this vampire, he can make others—a breeding stock,
asit were, for Dennisto feed upon. And I'm afraid, James, that you're going to be thefirst.”

* Twenty

"What you want is not possble.” In the upside-down glow of the oil lamp Blaydon had set on thefloor,
Y sdro's face had the queen stark look of a Bearddey drawing, framed in hislong, color-less hair. His
rolled-up shirt deeves showed the hard snewiness of hisarms; like histhroat and chest, visble through
the unbuttoned collar, they were white asthe linen of the garment. He sat cross-legged, like theidol of
some decadent cult, on his own coffin, with Asher lying, bound hand and foot, at hisfeet.

Blaydon and Dennis had come in and done that toward sunset. Be-fore held fallen adeep again that
morning, which held done shortly after Blaydon had left him, Asher had heard Blaydon go out, with
muffled admonitions to Dennisto remain in the house, to guard them, and on no account to harm them.
Don't eat the prisoners while Daddy's away, he had thought causticaly. Straining his ears, hedd heard
Blaydon men-tion the Peaks, that sprawling brick villa.on the Downs near Oxford that had belonged to
Blaydon'swife, where she had lived, playing the gracious hostess on weekends to her husband's Oxford
colleagues or her son's friends from London or the Guards.

They must be keeping Lydiathere, Asher thought, the ragein him oddly distant now, asif the emotions
belonged to someone else. No wonder Blaydon had the look of a man run ragged. Even if he had kept a
daff there after hiswife's desth three years ago—and Asher knew hedd smply shut the place up when
he'd moved his resdence to London —he ill wouldn't have been able to trust them. The Peaks might be
isolated; but, as the vampires had always known, servants have away of finding things out. Once
Blaydon had taken Lydia prisoner, he had to keep her someplace and look after her. That meant an hour
and ahdf by train to Prince's Risborough and another forty minutesto an hour by gig over the downsto
theisolated houseinitslittle vale of beechwoods, then back again, at least once, perhaps twice aday.
And on top of that, the vampires were degper in hiding, and Dennis was getting physicaly worse and
more difficult to control. No wonder Blaydon looked asif he had not dept in aweek.



Ashe had said, he and Dennis both had been amonth in Hell.

If it hadn't been Lydiawho wasin his power, Lydiawho was lying drugged and helplessin that empty
house, Asher would have felt akind of spiteful satisfaction at the Stuation. Asit was, he could only thank
God that Dennis still had sufficient twisted passion for Lydiato keep Blaydon from harming her.

Although, Asher thought, as he fruitlesdy searched the barren room for anything which could
conceivably be used as awesgpon or to facili-tate escape, he wasn't sure whether Blaydon would have
killed astranger to protect Dennis secret. At least, he added with a shiver, he wouldn't have four days
ago, when they'd caught her snooping around. That had been before he'd learned what a desperately
time-consuming inconvenience keeping a hostage was. And that had been while he and Denniswerefar
more firmly anchored in sanity.

Looking at them now—aBlaydon in his soiled collar and rumpled suit, with his slver-dust stubble of
whiskersthat glittered like the mad, fierce obsession in his eyes, and Dennis, hulking, restless, and
fidgeting hun-grily in the background—Asher was uncomfortably aware that both were stretched to the
sngpping point. However long father and son might have been able to go on undisturbed, Lydias
imprisonment had thrown astrain on the Stuation, which his own wounding of Dennis had then made
intolerable. They had the look of men who werefast losing their last vestiges of rationdlity.

With forced mildness, Blaydon said, "Dennisis going to want to feed on some vampire tonight, my
friend. Now it can be you, or it can be James. Which way do you want it?* He till had the revolver with
slver bulletsin his hand, which was steady now—he must have gotten alittle deep in thetrain, Asher
thought abstractedly. And as a doctor, of course, held have easy access to enough cocaine to keep him
going for awhile, at less.

Behind him, Dennis amirked.

Looking perfectly relaxed, Y sidro set one foot on the floor, folded hislong hands on his knee, and
considered the pair of them in the flickering lamplight. "It is clear to me that you do not understand the
process by which one becomes vampire. If, when | drank James blood, | forced himto. . ."

Blaydon raised his hand sharply. "Dennis?' he barked. "Have you made a patrol ? Checked for
searchers?'

"Theres no one out there," Dennis said, his gluey bass barely com-prehensible now. "I've
listened—don't you think I'd hear another vam-pire, if any came looking for these two? Don't you think
I'd smell their blood? They're hiding, Dad. Y ou've got to dig them out or let me.. . ."

"Check anyway," Blaydon ordered sharply, Dennis naked brow ridges pulled together into ahorrible
frown. "Doit!"

"I'm hungry, Dad," the vampire whispered sullenly. As he moved nearer, his monstrous shadow lurched
over thelow plaster of the ceiling and the claustrophobic narrowness of thewalls. "Hungry—starving—
my hands are burning me, and the craving'son melikefever . . ."

Blaydon swallowed nervoudy, but kept his voice commanding with an effort. "I understand, Dennis, and
I'm going to get you well. But you must do as| say."

Therewasalong, ugly silence, Asher, lying at Y sdro'sfeet, could see the struggle of willsreflected in
Blaydon's haggard face as he met his son'sglare.He's dlipping and he knows it, he thought, watching the



swest start on the old man's face.How long before Dennis makes him a victim, aswell as Ysidro and
myself?

And Lydia,he added, with achill of fear.And Lydia.

Then Denniswas gone. Asher redlized they must al have had their consciousnesses momentarily blanked
as the vampire moved, but it was so quick, so subtle, that he was not even aware of it, merdly that
Dennis vanished into the crowding shadows. He did not even hear the closing of the stedl-sheathed door.

Blaydon wiped his mouth nervoudy with the hand that wasn't hold-ing the gun. He was till wearing the
rather countrified tweed suit held had on that morning—that held had on for days, by the smdll of it. Not,
Asher reflected, that he or Y sidro could have passed for dandies ether, both in shirt deeves, himsdlf
unshaven and splotched with soot stains from climbing thewall last night. At least they'd dept, abeit
uncom-fortably. Once, when held wakened in the afternoon, there had been atray of food there,
undoubtedly brought by Dennis—an unsettling thought. He'd eaten it and searched the room again, but it
had yielded nothing but reinforced brick walls and door and Sheffield slver-plated steel window bars.

Blaydon waved hispigtal a Y sdro. "Don't get any ideas, my friend. While you'rein thisroom with me,
you're safe. Denniswould pull you down before you got out of the house, as easily as he brought you
hereinthefirs place.”

There was an annoyed glitter behind Y sidro's hooded eyelids—a grandee, Asher thought, who did not
care to be reminded that he'd been overpowered and manhandled by the hoi polloi. But he only regarded
Blaydon levelly for amoment and asked, "Do you redly believe that any of thiswill do you any good?'

"I'll bethe judge of that," the pathologist said, rather sharply. "Go on with what you were saying. If you
forced James. .. ?'

"Todrink my blood," Ysdro said dowly, unwillingly, his champagne gaze fixed upon Blaydon'sface.
"That ishow it isdone—the physica part, a least. But the—perhaps you would say mentd, but | think
spiritua would be a better term, though these daysiit is an unfashion-able one—"

"Let ussay psychic,” Blaydon put in. "That'swhat we're redly tak-ing about, aren't we?'

"Perhaps.” That faint, wry flick of asmiletouched Y sdro's narrow-lipped mouth. "In any case, itisthe
giving of his spirit, hissdf, his conscious, and what Herr Freud politely terms his unconsciousinto the
embrace of mine, for meto show him the way over that abyss. It istheyielding of al secrets, the giving of
all trust, the admission of another into the most secret chambers of the heart. Most do not evenjoin so
close with those they deeply love. To do this, you understand, requires an act of the most desperate will,
the al-consuming desire to continue in consciousness a whatever the cost.” The shadow flung by the
lamp on the wal behind him, huge and dark, echoed the dight movement of hiswhite hand. "Under this
st of circumstances, | think James would find no point in making so desperate an effort at survivd,
though | suspect that under others he might.”

Y ou will never know, Brother Anthony had whispered, deathlessy sorting bonesin the crypts below
Paris. Asher shook his head and said quietly, "No."

Y sdro turned his head to look down at him, without any expressionin hiseyes. "And they say that faith
in God isdead,” he commented. "I should think thatyour conscience, more than another man's, might
make of you acoward, . ," Heturned back to regard his captor. "Whether or not James has that will to
live, how many of those scum of the gutters whom you purpose to bring for meto transform into others



like mewould be cagpable of it? When amaster vampire creates afledgling, it isin part the master's will
and in part the fledgling's trust which act. | do not believe mysdlf capable of creating fodder, even did |
consent to try. | certainly do not believe that one person in ahundred, or a thousand, hasthat will to
urvive™

"That's balderdash," Blaydon said uneasily. "All thistak of the will and the spirit . . ."

"And if you did get lucky," Asher put in, trying to shift his shouldersto take some of the pressure from
his throbbing right arm, "what then? Are you redly going to stay in ahouse with two, three, or four
fledgling vampires? Fledglings whose wills are entirely subservient to their mas-ter's? The start of this
whole affair—Calvaire—was a carel ess choice on the part of the woman who made him. Areyou going
to be chooser? Especidly if you're giving Dennis specific ordersto bring in none but the unfit, the socidly
usdless, and the wicked?'

"Y ou let meworry about that," Blaydon's voice had an edge like flint now, his eyes showing their old
stubborn glint. "It'sonly atemporary messure. . "

"Liketheincometax?"

"In any case | have no choice. Dennis condition is deteriorating. Y ou've seen that. He needs blood, the
blood of vampires, to arrest the symptoms. If you, Ysdro, refuseto helpme. . "

"It isnot amply amatter of refusd,”
"Lying won't help you, you know ..."

"No more than lying to yourself helpsyou, Professor.” Behind that unemotional tone, Asher detected the
faintest echo of ahuman sigh. Blaydon backed afew steps away, brandishing his gun.

"But if that isyour choice, | shdl haveto take what measures| can . . .**
"More humans?' Asher inquired. "More of those you consider un-fit?"

"It'sto save my son!" The old man's voice cracked with desperation, and he fought to bring it to norma
again. Rather shakily, he added, "And aso for the good of the country. Once we have the experiment
under contral ..."

"Good God, man, you don't mean you're going on with it!" Truly angry, Asher jerked himself to asitting
position, hisback to the planed mahogany of the coffin. "Because of your failure, your own sonisrot-ting
to pieces under your eyes and you propose togo on with it?"

Blaydon strode forward and struck Asher across the face with the barrel of the gun, knocking him
gorawling. Y sdro, impassive, merely moved hisfoot aside so that Asher wouldn't fall acrossit and
watched the enraged pathologist with only the mildest of interest as he stepped back and picked up the
lamp.

"I'm sorry you fed that way about it," Blaydon said quietly, the lamplight jerking with the angry trembling
of hishands. "Y ou, Don Simon, because I'm going to have to keep you fed and healthy while| take your
blood for experiments, until | can locate another vampire more compliant. Y ou, James, because | think
I'm going to haveto force either you or your wife to tell me where her roomswere in the city—she
refused to do o, and, of course, Denniswouldn't hear of meforcing her —so that | can find her noteson



her researches. . ."
"Dont benaive" Ysdro sghed. "Grippen put them dl on thefire before he left Lydias roomslast night.”

"Then | shdl haveto get Mrs. Asher to tell me hersdlf,” Blaydon said. "Now that | have James here, that
shouldn't be too difficult. | think Denniswill even rather enjoy it."

Keeping hisgun trained on Y sidro, he backed out the door.

"Don't trip over your son on theway out,” the vampire remarked derisively asthe door closed upon the
amber radiance of the lamplight and the bolts did home.

A west wind had been blowing dl day, and the night outsde was clear. Leaky white moonlight added
somewhat to the faint glow of the gaslamps visible beyond the garden wall. With hisusua languid grace,
Y sdro unfolded histhin legs and rose from the coffin lid, knelt beside Asher, and stooped to bite through
the ropes that bound hiswrists. Asher fdlt the cold touch of bloodlesslips against the veins of hisleft wrist
and the scrape of teeth. Then the ropes were pulled away. The painin hisright arm amost made him sick
as'Ysdro brought it gently around and ingdled it initsding again.

"You think hewas ligening?'

"Of course hewas listening.” The vampire twisted the dack of the ankle ropes between his white hands,
and the strands parted with a snap. "He was right outside the door; he never even went into the garden,
though avampire of hisabilities certainly could have heard us from there, had he chosen to listen,
soundproofing or no soundproof-ing.”

With light strength, he helped Asher to Sit on the coffin lid, while he prowled like afaded tomcet to the
room's single window, keeping awary distance from the silver bars. "Triple glazed," he remarked briefly.
"Wired glass, too. We might wrench the lock free, could we get past the barsto get some kind of
purchaseonit. . ."

"Do you think hefollowed usin the mews?'

"l am sureof it. | felt—sensed—I don't know. A presence in the night, once or twice ... Hetook me
from behind, before | even knew he wasthere." Hetilted his head, angling to seeif he could reach
through to the lock, his hooked profile white against the darkness outside, like a colorless orchid. "Buit |
had been listening for daysfor things| am not certain | ever truly heard. Fear makesit very difficult to
judge." Asher wondered how long it had been since Y sidro had admit-ted to fear. Looking at that
dender, insubstantial shapein itswhite shirt, gray trousers, and vest, he had the odd sense that he was
dedling now with the origind Don Simon Y sidro, rather than with the vampire the man had become.

"Merdedors." Y sdro stepped back from the bars, shaking aburned finger. "' Curious that Blaydon did
not wish his son to learn how vam-pires are made. It is a sensible precaution to keep him under his
control, but . . ." He paused, tipping his head alittle to listen. "He'sgone.”

He had not needed to speak; for the last few moments, Asher had heard Blaydon's hurrying steps
vibrating the floors of the house, his querulous voice caling dimly, "Dennis? Dennis. . ."

Cold flooded over him as he suddenly understood.

"He'sgoneto get Lydia”



Then the cold was swept away by ahesat of rage that burned out al pain, al exhaustion, and al despair.
"That'swhy helistened. He wanted to know how to create afledgling.”

"Sangrede Dios" Inasngle fluid move Y sidro stripped out of his gray waistcoat, wrapping it around his
hand. Asher, knowing aready what the vampire meant to do, clumsily undung hisarm and pulled off his
own. It was gone from his grasp before he was aware the vampire had moved; Y sidro was back at the
window, using the fabric to muffle his hands againgt the silver of the bars. For amoment he strained,
shadows jumping on the ropy white muscle of hisforearms, then helet go of the bars and backed away,
rubbing hishands asif in pain.

"No good. Metdlurgy has vastly improved since the days when we had the strength of ten, and | cannot
grip them long enough. If we could dig into the masonry around them and didodge them ..." Hispale gaze
flicked swiftly around the prison, touching Asher. " Curst be the man who decreed gentlemen should wear
braces and not beltswith large, fierce meta buckles, asthey didinmy day .. ."

"He'd have taken them." Asher was knedling beside the coffin. "He thought of that. The handles have
been removed. | noticed when | opened it that there were no corner braces or other metd fittings."

Y sdro cursed dispassionately, archaicdly, and in severd languages. Asher eased hisarm gingerly back
into its ding, and remembered the isolation of that big house on the downs, miles from the nearest
habita-tion. "Dennis must know it'sthe only way hell have her now."

"If it works," the vampire said, not moving, but his eyestraveling again over the room. "If, asyou think,
the vampire Sate is caused by organisms—which | mysdlf do not believe—it may till not be
transmit-table in thisartificia form, even by amaster who understands what he is doing, a description that
scarcdy fitsour friend.”

"That doesn't mean hewon't kill her trying,” Anger filled him at his own helplessness, at Blaydon, at
Dennis, a Y sdro, and at the other vampires who were hiding God knew where. "Maybe | can reach the
lock ... if we could forceit, we could cal for help . . ."

"Y our fingerswould not have the strength to pull it from the case-ment.”

Asher cursed, then said, "How soon can he get there? It's forty miles or so to the Peaks—he obvioudy
can't teakethetrain. . ."

"Hewill run. A vampire can run throughout the night, untiring. Verdammnis, isthere no metd in thisroom
larger than the buckles on braces? Were we women, &t least we would have corset stays ..."

"Here." Asher sat suddenly on the lid of the coffin and pulled off one of his shoeswith hisgood hand. He
tossed it to the startled vampire, who plucked it out of the air without seeming to move. "Isyour sirength
of ten men up to ripping apart the sole leather? Because there should be athree-inch shank of tempered
stedl supporting the instep. It's how men's shoes are made."

"Thus| am served," Y sidro muttered through histeeth, as hislong white fingers ripped apart the leather
with terrifying ease, "for scorning the arts of mechanics. Whereisthis place? | was unaware there were
peaks of any sort onthisidand. . ."

"There aren't. It'sin the chalk downs back of Oxford, sheep country. Blaydon'swife's father built the



place when he came into his money in the forties. Blaydon stayed there 'til hiswife died. He had rooms at
his college when hewasteaching . . ."

"Y ou know theway, then?' Y sdro was working at the window, his hands muffled in both waistcoats
againg accidental contact with the bars. The harsh scrape of metal on cement was like the steady rasping
of asaw.

"Of course. | wasthere anumber of times, though not in the past seven years.”

The vampire paused, listening. A dim vibration through the floor spoke of adoor closing. Softly Ysdro
sad, "Heisinthe garden now, cdling; he sounds afraid.” Their eyes met, Asher'shard with rage,
Ysdro'sinscrutable. Listen as he would, Asher heard no sound of the house door closing, or of returning
footfalson floor or gair. "Hesgone."

Impossibly swift and strong, Y sidro resumed his digging, while he petitioned God to vist Blaydon's
armpitswith thelice of ashipful of sailors, and hisbelly with worms, in the archaic, lisping Spanish of the
conquistadors. Switching to English, he added, "We can get horses from the mews..."

"A motorcyclewill be faster, and we won't need remounts. Mine'sin the shed a my lodgings; I've
tinkered with it enough that it's more rdliable than mogt.” With his good hand and histeeth, Asher gingerly
tightened the bandages around his splints, sweeat standing out suddenly on hisforehead with the renewed
shock of the pain. "Do you need hel p?!

"What | need isan iron crow and afew dabs of guncotton, not the problematical assistance of acrippled
old spy. Unlessyou have sud-denly acquired the ability to bend stedl bars, stay where you are and rest.”

Asher was only too glad to do so. The swelling had spread up hisarm nearly to the elbow; hefdt dizzy
and alittle sick. He could till flex hisfirst two fingers after afashion—enough, he hoped, to work the
throttle lever on the Indian, at any rate.

How fast could avampire run? Hed seen Y sidro and Grippen move with incredible swiftness. Could
that speed be sustained, as Y sidro said, untiring through the night? The scraping of the metal continued . .
. It seemed to be taking forever.

"Diod" Simon stepped back from the window, shaking loose the cloth from around his hands and
rubbing hiswrigts. Histeeth gritting againgt the pain, he said, "The bar isloose but | cannot grip it. My
hands weaken dready; that much slver burns, even through the cloth.”

"Here." Asher kicked off hisother shoe out of theirrationa human didike of uneven footgear, and came
to the window. The bar was very loose in the socket, now chipped away from the cement; with hissingle
good hand, he shifted it back and forth, twisting and pulling until it camefree. Y sidro wrapped hisarm
again, and gingerly angled it through to tear off the window's complicated latch and force the case-ment

up.
"Can you get through that?"

Asher gauged the resultant gap. "I think so."

It was adifficult wriggle, with one arm barely usable and nothing on the other side but the narrow ledge.

The vampire steadied and braced him through as best he could, but once hisarm inadvertently brushed
one of the remaining bars, and Asher felt the grip spasm and dack. "It'sal right, I've got afooting,” he



said and received only afault gasp in reply. He dipped as quickly as he dared aong the ledge to the
|abora-tory window, the cold air biting fiercely through his shirt-deeved arms and stockinged feet, and
through the house as he had before, to undo the bolts of the steel-sheathed door.

Y sidro had resumed his creased waistcoat, but hislong, dim hands were welting up in what looked like
massive burns. The fingers shook as Asher knotted both their handkerchiefs around the swellings, to
keep the air from the raw, bligtering flesh. As he worked, he said rapidly, "Blaydon will have money in
the study. Well get a cab to Bloomsbury —theresastand on Harley Street . . "

"Itispast midnight aready.” Y sdro flexed his hands carefully and winced. ™Y ou will be taking your lady
away with you on this motorcy-cle of yours. Isthere a place on these downswhere | can go to ground, if
the daylight overtakes uswhile we are there?"

Asher shook hishead. "'l don't know. The nearest town's eight miles away and it's not very large.”

Y sidro was quiet for amoment, then shrugged with his mobile, color-lessbrows. "The village church,
perhaps. There are aways village churches. James. . ."

Heturned, as Asher strode past him into the prison room again and over to the window where the
detached window bar lay shining frogtily in the square of moonlight on the floor. It was two and ahaf feet
long, sted eectroplated with silver, and heavy as alarge spanner—or crow, as Yddro cdled it—in his
hand. Asher hefted it and looked back at the vampire who stood like a disheveled ghost against the
blackness of the doorway.

Picking hiswords asif tiptoeing through aswamp, Y sidro said, "Did Dennis bring you here, as hedid
me? Or did you come of your own accord, looking for me at daybreak?"

"l camelooking for you."

"That was stupid . . ." He hesitated, for amoment awkward and oddly human in the face of saying
something he had not said in many hundreds of years and perhaps, Asher thought, never. "Thank you."

"I'minyour service," Asher reminded him, and walked back to the door, silver bar like agleaming club
inhishand. "And," he added grimly, "we haven't scotched thiskiller yet."

*Twenty-one

"Could he have beaten us here?' Asher kicked the Indian's engine out of gear asthey came around the
sdeof the hill into full view of the Pesks wall and lodge gate; as on most motorcycles, the brake wasn't
very srong. The moon had s¢t; it was hard to keep the tires out of ruts only dimly seen. He didn't bother
to whisper. If Denniswas there already, held have picked up the sound of the engine miles avay.

"I'm not sure." Ysdro'sarms were like whaebone and thin cable around Asher'swaist, hisbody a
skeletd lightness againgt the leather of the jacket. Asher wasn't sure whether aliving man could have kept
his seat on the narrow carrier as they'd come up the winding road from Wycombe Parva, "As
Burger—quoted by the invaluable Mr. Stoker— has observed,'Die Todten reiten schnell'— the dead
trave fag.”

Asher braked gently, easing the machine to astop in front of the iron spears of the locked gates.



Through them he could see the house, arambling pseudo-Gothic monstrosity of native brick and hewn
stone appropriated from some ruined building closer to Oxford, dark against the dim shapes of the naked
beeches of the park and the vast swell of the down behind. The unkempt lawn was thick with weeds, and
the woods that lay to the south and east of the house were dready making their first encroachments of
broom sedge and elder saplings. The place had probably housed no more than a caretaker since Blaydon
had closed it up after hiswife's death three years ago, and it was obvious that not even a caretaker dwelt
here now.

Hed probably been turned off when Dennisfirst began to change, Asher thought, and anger stirred him
again a Blaydon's stupid irre-sponsibility. Had anything gone amiss, from agasleak to an omnibus
accident in London, Lydiawould have been condemned to desth here without anyone being the wiser.

Except Dennis, of course.

"So in other words, he could be waiting for usin the house?' He dismounted, and Y sidro sprang off
lightly. Behind thelong, wind-frayed curtain of hair, the vampire's eyes were sparkling, and Asher had the
impression that he had found this mode of travel grestly to histaste.

"Or hard upon our hedls." Y sidro stooped, bracing his bandaged hands on bent knees. Asher pushed up
his goggles, leaned the bike againgt the wall, unlashed the silvered sted bar from the handlebars, and hung
it around his own neck. Using Y sidro's back as a step, he could reach the top corners of the rustic stone
gateway, to scramble over the six-foot palings. He had scarcely dropped to the drive on the other side
when Y sidro appeared, paldly silhouetted against the uneasy darkness, and sprang down without a sound
to hisside. At hislodgings, Asher had paused only long enough to don his boots, goggles, and leather
jacket, for the night was freezing cold; Y sidro in his open shirt seemed to fed nothing.

"Thus| do not suggest we divide to search.”
"Can you hear anything from here?" Asher asked.

The vampire shut hiseyes, ligening intently to the half-heard mutter-ing of the wind in the autumn woods.
"Not clearly,” he murmured at last. "Y et the house is not empty—that | know."

Asher used hisgood hand to unding the bar from around his neck. Scudding overcast was beginning to
cover the sky. Through it, the house was a barely seen shape of gray, dotted with the black of win-dows,
disturbingly like some monster's misshagpen skull. "If he's behind us, he may arrive on top of usbefore
weld finished reconnoitering,” he said grimly, striding up the ghostly stripe of the drive. "And if hé'sthere
aready—would you or | be ableto see or hear him?'

Asher knew thefloor plan of the Pesks, though he'd never been more than a casua acquaintance of
Blaydon's. But most of the dons had received invitations at one time or another, and Asher had afield
agent'smemory for such things. Every atom of hisflesh shrank from entering the dark trap of those
encircling wallswithout the usua pre-liminary checks. But there was no time, and they would, in any
case, be usdless,

They skirted the lawn and garden to the kitchen yard, Y sidro leading the way across the |leaf-strewn
pavement. At this point, concealment was of no more use to them than whispering; they were either
perfectly safe or beyond help. And if Dennis had not arrived before them—if they were, for the moment,
safe—outdoors there was aremote chance that Y Sdro's vampire senses could detect his coming.

In any case, the cellars were reached from the kitchen.



Thewind wasrigng, groaning faintly over the tops of the downs and stirring the dark hem of the woods
ahundred feet from the house in away Asher did not like. The stables stretched along one side of the
yard, every door shut and bolted; the kitchen door was locked aswell, but Asher drove his elbow
through the window pane next to it and reached through to wrench over the latch. Beside him, he was
awareof Ysdro listening, turning his head thisway and thet, the stray gusisflicking at hislong hair, trying
by some leap of the senses to detect the undetectable and to hear what was no more audible than the
dow fdling of dust.

The darkness of the kitchen stank of mildew and spoiling table scraps. As'Y sidro found and lit alamp,
therewas aflurrying rustle of tiny feet, and the primrose kerchief of light caught the tails of mice asthey
whipped out of sight. Asher cursed again, softly. Open tins and dirty disheslined the old-fashioned
sogpstone counters, like degping tramps below the Embankment on asummer night. Blaydon, of course
—in too great a hurry to pump and heat water to clean up. The vampire raised the lamp to shed agreater
light; initsglow, Asher could see hisfagtidious nogtrilsflare.

"He may be here, covering our minds from his presence, but | do not think he has been and gone. There
isasmdl of decay about himwhich lingersin ill ar.”

"WEell check the cdlarsfirgt,” Asher said, crossing the worn stone floor to the narrow door beside the
stove. "Upgtairs we can dways bolt through awindow." He pushed the door open. The smell of dug,
coals, and mice dmost choked him. ™Y ou lead. If he's here, he'slikelier to be behind than before.”

He kept his back flattened to the worn, datted wainscot of the stair-case, hisleft hand with the silver bar
on the upstairs sde, while Y sdro edged swiftly down the steps before him. There was awine cdllar,
sripped of everything but the racks, and acoa hole, haf-filled with coas and dirt.

"There's another cellar off the butler's pantry,” Asher said asthey swiftly ascended the stairs back to the
kitchen, their shadows redling drunkenly in the lamplight. "Y ou'd never know the door wasn't just a
cupboard. I've never been down there—it may be just aboot hole, but it might be large enough to keep
someonein.”

The butler's pantry was more like a closet than aroom, filled with shelves and family slver. The door,
tucked away behind a cupboard, was bolted from the outside. " She's down there," Simon murmured,
even as Asher dipped the bolts. "At least someoneis, and the breathing sounds like hers.”

"Lydia?' Asher cdled softly down the dark twist of the stairs, but kept his post at the top until Ysidro
had edged his way down them. There was a door at the bottom, too; between them, the brick-walled
dot of the staircase smelled like a death trap. The door at the bottom was bolted, aswell. "Lydia, it's
James! Don't be afraid . . ."

The door burst open as Y sdro did the balts, the violence of it taking him amost totaly by surprise. The
swerving lamplight showed Asher the whiteness of Lydiasface, under acarndlian whirlwind of unbound
hair, Her spectacles flashed in the light, and there was the thin dip of something silver in one of her hands
as she stabbed at Y sdro's eyes. The vampire was out of her way before Asher could see where he
moved; Lydiawhirled, confused, and Asher cdled out, "Lydia, it's Jamed!™

Sheld aready begun to pelt up the stairs and now stopped short at the sight of the dark form looming at
their top; Y sidro, with considerable presence of mind, raised the lamp to shed itsrays asfar asthe top of
thedairs. "James. . . " she sobbed, and then swung back, looking at the vampire who stood, lamp aoft
like Liberty'storch, just beside the door.



"Oh ..." Shelooked momentarily nonplussed, the slver hatpin with which she had attacked him till
glinting sharp and viciousin her hand, "lam sorry. Y ou must be Don Smon Ysdro . . ." She held out her
other hand to him, and hetook it and kissed it with antique grace. "It was my pleasure,” the vampire
replied, and she laughed shakily at this patently mendacious platitude as they hastened up the sairs. "I am
at your service, Madame.”

At the top, she caught Asher violently around the waist, burying her facein hisleather-clad shoulder and
hugging him hard enough to drive the breeth from him. Through the ferocity of the embrace, hefelt her
trembling with cold and shock and reaction to her attack on what she had thought were her captors. He
wrapped hisgood arm reassuringly tight around her shoulders, Silver bar and dll.

Typicaly, she broke from him amost at once, so as not to tie up ahand with awegpon init. Ysidro had
somehow moved past them—Asher never did figure out how, given the narrowness of the door—and
was leading the way swiftly through the close confines of the pantry; Asher was aware of the clinica
avidness with which Lydiawatched his dender back.

"Areyou dl right?"

She nodded, pulling tighter around her the snagged gray cardigan she wore over shirtwaist and
skirt—Blaydon's, he noted, and far too big for her. "That was the butler's apartments. Have we time to
pump some water? | didn't drink the last pitcher Professor Blaydon brought me; | knew he must be
putting the drugsinit ..."

"No," Yddro sad briefly. "I don't like the smell of the night—I don't like the fed. There's something
about . . ."

Asher darted to protest, but Lydiasaid, "No, it'sdl right, the pump here aways took forever. What
happened to your arm?"

"Dennis”

They halted just within the kitchen door. In the uncertain arlight the yard and the woods beyond
seemed dive with the snister move-ment of the wind. Asher hated the ook of them and hated <till more
the dark house which seemed to be closing around them like afist.

"Stay closeto the house wall," he breathed. "We won't be able to see him in the open. At least, near a
wall, hell have to come a usfrom one direction.”

Taking adeep breath, he stepped outside. Lydiafollowed, holding the lamp. Y sidro brought up the rear.
Seeing them standing together for thefirgt time, Asher realized with a start that the vampire stood no taller
than she.

Softly, she whispered, "Have you—seen him?"

Thewind moved hishair againgt the strap of the goggles still pushed up on his forehead—he nearly
garted out of hisskin. "Did you?"

She shook her head. "But | assume there's areason why he—he only spoke to me through the shut
door." She glanced back at Y'sidro and wet her lips. "Hisfather's serum must have done something other
than makehim . . . likeyou."



"Indeed," the vampire responded, never taking his eyes from the lawn and shrubbery around them.
"Dennisisnot likeme."

They reached the front of the house. Seventy-plus feet of rutted gravel drive stretched before them to the
iron bars of the gates. The wind drove aswirl of dead beech leaves over it, like the whirling souls of
Dante's damned, who could not forgo the pleasures of the living. The motorcycle was just beyond the
gate, and Asher'swhole soul revolted at that nebulous vista of dark. He glanced quickly back at Y sidro,
who wasturning his head, listening with fear in hiseyesto the night.

"Can you make it back to London afoot?'

"Not before dawn. But | have boltholes nearer than that—yproperty purchased too recently to show up
on your precious lists, my dear Mistress Asher. Go back to London. Stay awake and stay dways around
people in some public place. He cannot take you there; he dare not let his existence be suspected. | will
comeassoonasl| caninthenight . . ."

Together, the three of them stepped from the sheltering shadows of the house. Thewind swirled Lydias
dark skirts and the tangle of her hair and made al the weed stems caught in the platter-sized blob of the
jiggling lamplight jerk and tremble erratically. Iron gloom stretched in dl directions; Asher felt naked
beforeit. Lydiawhispered, "Shdl werun?'

"It wouldn't make us any safer,”" he murmured back, "and running, we'd belesslikely to see athreat.”

It would, however, have made him fed better, asthey moved dowly and cautioudy through whet felt like
the Great American Desart of blowing darkness. The wall loomed before them—stone gateposts, shut
and boarded lodge, and weeds shivering thick around the open iron-work of the gate.

Y sdro's hand touched hisarm suddenly, staying him, drawing him back toward the house. Therewasa
gray flutter of movement some-where beyond the gate.. . .

Asher saw Dennis come over the gate, though his mind stalled on the detail, with asense ofjamais vu as
inadream, asif he had momentarily forgotten the significance of that bulking form dropping like a cougar
from the top of the stone gate pillar, eyes glinting in the reflected light of the lamp. The next second, it
seemed, it was upon them, though later Asher had clear memories of standing, staring like anidiot, and
watch-ing it rush at them with horrible speed. Y sidro must have dreedy started to move, for Dennis
caught him, not full-on, but by one arm in an unbreakable grip.

Asher brought the slver bar down with dl his strength on Dennis wrist, even asthe mutant fledgling
ripped a Ysdro'sthroat. From thetail of hiseye, Asher caught the black glitter of blood. It streamed
down from Dennis fangs as he drew back with aglottal roar of pain, and Asher backhanded him with the
bar acrossthe face, hearing aswell asfeding the facid bones crunch. Dennis screamed. Blood splattered
Asher'sface like gouts of hot syrup. Then the vampire was gone, and Lydiaand Y sidro, blood streaming
from historn shoulder, were drag-ging Asher, sumbling, across the open lawn toward the woods.
Behind them, the dropped lamp was guttering erratically in apool of kerosene--

"Chapel ruind" Lydiagasped. " Shdlter without being closed in!" Blood was splattered liberaly over one
sde of her white shirtwaist and the swesater, droplets of it beading even on her spectacle lenses; it
cov-ered thefirgt four inches of the silver hatpin gill in her hand. She must have stabbed Dennisfrom the
other side. Ysdro's shoulder had been opened to halfway down hisback, adark stain spreading with
terrible speed over thetorn rags of his shirt.



Long weedstangled at their knees as they cut through the overgrown garden. Their feet skidded on mud
and wet leaves. Behind them asthey ran, Asher could hear Dennis dhrieking in pain, asif the impact of
the slver gill burned. On hisright, Y sdro's bony grip on his swollen arm was excruciating, but he hardly
cared. They had to reach shelter of somekind, awall or enclosure at their backs, or they were dead.

The chapd ruin sood in alittle dell perhaps a hundred yards from the housg, itsivy-draped walls
sheltered by a sizable copse of beeches. It offered, as Lydiahad said, ideal shelter without the potential
imprison-ment of the house, the roofless chancel providing cover on most of three sdes and greetly
narrowing the potentia field of attack.

"What about the crypt?' Y sidro leaned againgt the sump of abroken pillar, haf doubled-over with pain
and dizziness, as Lydiaworked a birch sapling loose from among the falen stones. With an effort, the
vampire straightened and cast aquick glance to the moss-covered dtar behind them. "If theré's another
way in, hecan. . ."

"Thereisn't acrypt.” Lydiahauled her skirt to untie one of her severd petticoats. The lowest flounce was
saturated from the grass but the one above it was dry. With unsteady fingers Y sidro ripped it free and
bound it around the wood as a makeshift torch. Never taking his eyes from the rough expanse of hillside
that lay between chapel and lawn, Asher tossed them the box of lucifer matches he awayskept in his
jacket pocket; there was the sharp hiss of sulphur, and the fabric licked into flame. "Dennis grandfather
had the whole ruin put up at the same time as the house was built—an architect from Birmingham
designed it. It's desperately picturesque in the daylight. Thiswall, those arches over there, and the
tombstoneson the hillsde aredl of it thereis”

Y sdro laughed, hisfangsflashing whitein the glare of the flame. Lydia came over to them, asecond
firebrand in one hand and her slver hatpin in the other. The ruddy glow illuminated the weed-curtained
stone of the walls, the spurious Gothic corbels, and the shadows of the dtar. Behind her spectacles, her
face was scratched like an urchin's, smudged with dirt, and spotted with Dennis blood. To Asher'seyes
she was uiterly beautiful.

She tucked the matches back into his jacket pocket. Quietly, she asked, "Are you more or lessal
right?'

Dennis screams of pain and fury had ceased; the wind had fallen. The naked beeches and the thick
clumps of elder and hawthorn around the walls seemed, like themselves, to be waiting. The slencewas
worse now than any sound.

"Y ou mean, asde from abroken hand and assorted hites, contusions, and abrasions, and a mutant
vampirefifty feet away who'sgoing tokill usal?"

Her lipstwitched. "Adde from that, yes."
IIYall

"l wasworried." Her voice sounded very small; he knew she could see the half-healed red bites that
tracked his jugular from ear to collar-bone. In the torchlight, her breath blew as atiny puff of gold.

"Not asworried as| was, bdieve me."

Therewasamoment'ssilence. Then: "Wasthat . . . that thing we saw . . . Wasthat Dennis?'



Sheld told him once that Dennis had proposed marriage to her for the first time here at the Peaks.
Dennis had never gotten it through his head that she could actudly not want to be hiswife. It occurred to
Asher that Dennis had undo