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Itisdl ugliness and evil. It has no name. She thinks of it as the snake. It comes in the night, in her dreams.
It tells her in its sneering way some-thing she cannot bear to hear. YOU WANT TO KISS ME. It comes
closer, ever closer. It whispers lewdly. WE CAN DO IT, WE MUST DO IT. OUR LOVE IS THE
FUTURE, THE HOPE OF THE WORLD ...

"THE NIGHT CHURCH is. . . death by blow-torch, the whiff of bubonic plague, a sinister Lourdes,
demons shucking off their human skins. Strieber has tied everything together so well that we
happily accept even his most extravagant inventions, and anybody who has read The Hunger
knows that he is indeed an extravagant inventor."

—Peter Straub, author of Ghost Sory



Prologue

AUGUST 1963

IT WAS A WET NIGHT in Queens. Kew Gardens was quigt, the only sounds aong Beverly Road the
dow-dripping rain, the occasiona hiss of tires on the dick asphdt, or the hurrying splash of feet on the
sdewalk.

A man came swiftly dong, huddling in his raincoat, his eyes hooded by a hat. When he stopped and raised
his head to read a street sgn his face was revealed to be as pale and creased as a worn-out mask. The
wrinkles framed a tight mouth and green eyes, ironic and cold. He consulted an address book, then walked
up to the front door of a particu-lar house. It had been carefully selected; the tenants had moved here only
a few weeks ago from another state. Their little boy had not yet begun attending Holy Spirit Parochial
School, had not yet registered.

The Cochrans were a demographic oddity of very special interest to certain people, for the Cochrans had
no relatives but one another, and the Cochrans had just come here. They were utterly alone.

The old man did not ring their bdl; he did not even pause on the porch. Instead he glanced over his



shoulder, then dipped around the side of the house and disappeared at once Into the shadows there.

He moved quickly; his activities here were carefully planned. They were dangerous. Occasionally people
such as these had guns; occasiondly they called the police.

They never understood. Always, there was resistance.

Franklin Titus began to work on the basement door.

Inside the house nine thirty came and went. Letty Coch-ran sent little Jerry to bed. She and George
settled back to watch the second haf of the Garry Moore show.

"Mom?'

Frank Fontaine was starting to sing, "Maytime"; Letty had just closed her eyes. She sighed. "Why aren't
you in bed, dear?"

"There's someone in the house."

George lit a cigarette, did not stir. Letty got up and went to their boy. She was concerned. Jerry was not
a fearful child. He was spunky. Seeing him standing before her, wide-eyed, full of his innocent fright, she
felt great sympathy and love for him.

"Jugt us, dear."

"It's a man. He was coming up from the basement, but when | saw him he stepped back into the pantry.”

This was not baseless fear. Jerry was terrified. "Come on, Jer, let's go see if we can shoo him out.”

Jerry followed her into the hdl, tugging at her arm. "No, Mom, don't go in there. He was a rea person. |
wasn't dreaming."

"Jerry, honey, are you dl right?’

Before he could answer she heard a sound from the basement—a short, bitter remark, like a curse. She
gathered her boy into her arms.

"George! | think Jerry's right. There's someone in the basement."

Her husband was beside them in an instant, his big hand covering her shoulder. "I'll go take a look.
Probably a cat."

He opened the basement door, reached into the darkness, and tightened the light bulb that hung over the
stairs. "Noth-ing down there."

"l certainly heard something."

"Il go down." As soon as he started descending the stairs Letty was seized with foreboding. Fear battled
cau-tion; she wanted to stay with George, but she didn't want to go down those stairs. "Hey," he said, "you
two redly are scared!" He held out his arms, took Jerry. "Come on, big boy, let's us check this thing out.”
As he clumped down he swayed from side to side with the weight of his nine-year-old.

"Daddy, don't! Don't take me!"

Couldn't he see he was scaring the poor child even more? Letty started down after them, her heart going
out to Jerry.

"George, honey, let him—"

"I know what I'm doing!"

George was only a month back from Viet Nam. He felt Letty had pampered their son during his absence,
that the boy was growing up soft. Easygoing George had come home to her with deep hurts, dark and
violent things indde him that Letty was learning to fear. The war had wounded him, and his pain was
leaking out dl over his wife and son.

He put the boy down beside the old black furnace. "You see, son, nobody here, not even behind it. The
room's empty."

Jerry did not answer; instead he smply looked up. Letty followed his eyes. All three of them fdl silent.
One after another the floorboards above their heads were giving under weight. Someone was walking, very
softly, from the kitchen into the living room. The footsteps stopped in front of the TV.

"George, ligen!"

"Shut up!”

Garry was just starting the "That Wonderful Year" seg-ment of the show. His voice stopped. The TV
had been turned off.

"What in hdl—" Leaving Letty and Jerry behind, George mounted the steps three at a time. Letty was
terrified now. She grabbed her son by the arm and rushed up right behind George.

The living room was empty. George stood in front of the couch, staring at the old DuMont.

It was off.

"What the hell's going on here, some kind of a prank?"'

"Shouldn't we cal the police?'

"What's the complaint? Somebody turned off our TV? Big ded." He flipped it back on.



It took a moment to warm up. When it did, though, it just hissed and showed snow. George twisted the
did. Nothing, no stations. "Broke the damn thing," he muttered. "Big sonofabitching joke!" She could tell
when he was redlly angry; the army always re-entered his vocabulary.

He turned the switch off and on a few times. Then, abruptly, there came a sound out of the machine that
was S0 hig, so utterly shattering in its intensity, that it struck them al like a great pounding fist. Letty felt
herself faling, saw the room turn upside down, floated as if by magic to the floor.

Then the sound was gone. She was stting on the couch. "What—w-what?'

"Darling—"

What was she trying to remember?"l. . . maybe | dozed off. | dreamed we were in the basement. . . ."

George drew her to him. "Put the boy to bed." He started fondling her breasts.

"Not in front of Jerry!" She pushed at him and he stopped.

"Put the boy to bed."

She shook her head. "Gosh, | feel funny. | had this dream while | was gill awake. We went to the
basement, | was real scared. . . ."

"l was adeep too. Guess we're overtired.”

"l guess."

He started in on her again. "Not now!" She gave his hand a pat.

"Put the boy to bed.”

Little Jerry was already in his pgjamas, playing with his toy trains in the hallway behind them.

"Come on, darling, bedtime."

He padded aong behind his mother. When they reached the bedroom she gave him a goodnight kiss,
embracing him, feding the solidity and warmth of him, smelling his clean smell, loving him so very much.
"Goodnight, Jerry. You sleep tight, now."

"You too, Mom."

"And say your prayers. Guardian Angel and three Hail Marys."

"l will, Mom."

She left him, then, to the dark of his little room.

George was waiting for her. Liberace's TV show was just starting. She sank down into George's arms as
the swelling music filled the room.

Neither of them heard the dight click made by the pantry door as it opened, nor the sigh as a raincoat
brushed past the dining room curtains, nor the hiss of breath, which was the only sound the old man made
as he stood in the hallway watching them.

"Lover," George whispered, "Lover . . ." How she adored her George with his tough ways and tender
heart. She snuggled closer to him, inhding the mixture of Jade East aftershave and tobacco that was his
odor.

"You will give me your son."

Now what was that he had said? "George?'

"Yeah?'

"What did you say?"

"Nothing."

"I thought you said something."

"Musta been the TV.."

"There's nobody talking." Liberace smiled radiantly, re-splendent in his rhinestone dinner jacket. He was
playing Liszt's "Hungarian Rhapsody Number One," and nobody was talking.

"You will give him to me."

Letty felt an awful, queasy sensation, as if she had just smelled something dead. "Oh, George, | fed
sck!"

He didn't seem to notice. He was fooling with the TV. "I think we're picking up that Hartford station
again. There's some kind of a drama or something. That's what we're hearing on the audio.”

"You will give himto me. Say yes, both of you. Yes!"

Letty was dizzy, so much o that she couldn't even think straight. Somebody wanted something from her,
somebody important wanted her to say yes, to give away little Jerry. . ..

"No!"

A terrible silence entered the room. George seemed fro-zen before the TV. Something touched Letty's
shoulder. She could fedl cold fingers digging into her muscles. Her soul screamed revulsion—the hand even

felt wicked.

"He's only going away to school, Letty. The finest school in the world. And you and George are entering



a new life, with new hopes and new beliefs. A better life than you have ever known before." The voice
seemed now to be coming from insgde her own head, yet she was aware of a dim form in the room, a man
leaning againgt the far wall beside the picture of the new Pope she had just hung up yesterday, a man who
was al hat and coat and hypnotic voice. A man who was evil in a way Letty could hardly believe, totdly,
utterly, in every atom of his being.

So evil he might not even be a man. But his voice curled and twisted through her mind like seductive
smoke.

"A new church, Letty, and you and George are going to hear about it soon, and revere it, and join it."

"N-n-n.. ."

"When you join, you will see Jerry again, you will come to vigt him at his new school. You will let me
take him now, Letty." The voice penetrated deeper and deeper, seeming to caress her very soul. "Say yes,
say yes.. . ."

She had an impression, quite clearly, that she was looking directly into the yellow-green eyes of a snake.
A thing of dreadful, overwhelming evil.

And overwhelming beauty.

But she could not scream, was no longer sure she wanted to. Even so she found she was opening her
mouth, forming a word. . . . She struggled against it, fought herself, felt it weling up between clenched
teeth. "Yes" she said, "Yes! Yes! Yes!"

George crumpled before the TV, struggling like a trussed anima as Liberace smiled and played. He said
it too, a stifled whisper of a yes.

"Both of you, again!"

"Yes, take him, yes!"

"Very well."

Letty's sickness passed. She and George huddled in the dark together, the two of them staring stunned at
the hyp-notic, gray glow of the TV, where Liberace swept through the fina bars of the rhapsody. Outside
the rain rained and the wind whispered through the trees.

Jerry lay motionless, staring at the celling. As soon as his mother had left he had fixed his gaze on his
owl-clock, and was gill watching the dimly lit eyes moving endlessly |eft to right and back again. And he
was listening to a persistent whisper. "Back and forth, back and forth . . . and you are getting deepy, Jerry .
.. you are forgetting that you're supposed to go to Holy Spirit Schoal, forgetting that you grew up in San
Diego and moved to Queens—all of that. You've aways lived here, and you go to another school, a finer
school, a hidden, secret school."

"Yeah . . . secret school. . ." Jerry was floating, his only awareness the voice itsdf, the soft, humming
singsong of it, the intensity of it.

"The Titus School, in Greenwich Village. Y ou've always gone there."

"Always. . ."

"And you're coming back with me, coming to start the new term."

"Yes, gr."

With rugtling, with the very dightest creak of floorboards, the old man came in from the halway. "Hédlo,
Jerry," he said. "We've got to go. There's an assembly in the Great Hall in an hour."

"In the middle of the night? I'm deepy." .

The old man ignored the protest. "I've brought your uniform, little boy. Get dressed and be quick about it."
Jerry was helpless to stop the old man drawing him up from his bed, or making him cross the room and pull
the uniform on. "You have a great work to perform, Jerry, such an excep-tiondly well-built, exceptionally
bright child as you. A great work."

Jerry had the weird fedling that this was dl some kind of a dream, but it felt like real life. Only it couldn't
be.

Couldn't it? The old man was taking him by the hand, and he could fedl that dry claw. It was very red.
And now the old man was leading him out of his room.

Jerry's eyes got wet. He choked up when they stopped in the living room to tell his parents goodbye. He
shook Dad's hand and kissed Mom.

"Letty, say, "You look so handsome in your uniform." "

"You look so handsome in your uniform," she murmured. "Doesn't he look handsome, George?"

Dad grinned, and cuffed Jerry on the shoulder.

"Tdl him he's getting to be a big boy, George."

"Getting to be a big boy!"

"Mom, Dad—is this for real ?*



The old man's voice began droning, repeating again and again, "This is real, it has aways been red,
you've aways gone to the Titus School, you know that, you know that. . . ."

"l don't want to go!" He embraced his mother.

His mother turned desperately to the old man. "Pleasg, let him stay just alittle while longer.”

The man gripped Jerry's arm. "Youll see him again on All Souls Eve, Letty."

"Momma, Daddy, don't let him take me!"

"You cannot move, George. Y ou're frozen. You too, Letty."

George Cochran, that big, powerful man, hid his face in his hands.

"Momma, pleasel Mommal" Jerry struggled against the old man's vicious grip. "Hep me! Don't let him
take me!" His parents could have stopped the man eadly, but they sat as if tied down, their faces awful,
tearsin their eyes.

Jerry pushed and shouted and dragged at the old man until they were in the kitchen. Then something
terrible happened. The old man drew along, thin gtiletto from a scabbard hidden in his sleeve. "If you keep
this up, I'm going to go back and cut your parents' throats. They're hypnotized, little boy, and they won't be
able to do a damn thing to stop me."

His tone of voice was the scariest Jerry had ever heard. Miserable, sick at heart, his eyes on that long
blue blade, Jerry went out the door with the old man.

The last he heard from his parents that night was a ragged sob, an unfamiliar sound that might have come
from his father's throat.

Jerry was going to a very special school, a place hidden down the cracks of the familiar, to learn dangers
and dark truths. From now on he would be fenced out of his own former life.

The old man took him down the wet, weed-choked aley behind his house. They disappeared together into
the night beyond.

Chapter One

JUNE 1983

IT WAS ALL ugliness and evil; it had no name. She thought of it as the snake. It came in her dreams,
tdling her in its sneering way something she could not bear to hear. You want to kiss me, it would say, and
it would grin at her and come closer. Now, it would whisper, and when it did she could smell its rotten
breath. You know what we have to do, it would whisper. We can do it, we must do it. Our love is the
future, the hope of the world.

No! You're evil, you have nothing to do with hope!

| must have you, my darling.

No!

When she ran it would drift and blow dong behind her like a leaf, its huge form frighteningly insubstantial.
It was never far away. Let me, it would say, and its voice would become the wind's voice: Let me, let me.

No! Leave me aone!

No matter how hard she ran or where she went it would be there. She ran down empty streets and then
emptier streets; she passed gray houses and black houses and the last city places, and came into fields rich
with wheat. And the wind sang in the wheat: You can do it, you can let me touch you. Wish, the wind
said, wish and it shall be so.

And she would fal sobbing in the dry stems, and the wind would blow around her and through her and
deep inside her, bringing its wild coldness to the soft and secret depths of her.

She would know the truth of what it said: some wicked part of her wanted to let it love her, to let it do
what it wanted to the world.

But she must not!

No. If she did multitudes would suffer and die, their faces blotched, arms flaling, bodies dancing and
blackening, burgting with filth.

She would awaken from the dream so extremely terrified that for a time she would not even know her



name.

As gingerly as a frightened little cat, her everyday redity would come creeping back.

"I'm Patricia," she would say into the dark. "I'm Patri-cial” And the summer wind would whisper no
more. Sowly the image of the evil being would fade.

Since Patricia Murray had left the shelter of the indtitution where she had been raised she had been
tortured by this dream. It had emerged into her days to the point that her life was choked by it, for it carried
with it fear as destructive as a lethd bacterium.

Sometimes she discovered tears on her cheeks even when a happy moment seemed to have banished the
fear away. She suspected that her inner self never escaped, not even for a moment. Fear and cold and
dread must be the only signposts on the landscape of her deepest being, a landscape of trampled, rotting
wheat.

Why was she like this inside?

As if her love, the very fruit of her body, was diseased. She would touch her bely, smooth and flat,
feding how soft her skin, imagining how empty her womb, dark and silent beneath the wall of flesh.

The image of the snake would glisten in her mind.

Only once had she actually seen the terrible, dithering creature of the dream. It had been diding through
the fidld, withering the wheat. Every stalk 1 destroy, it had said as it swept and curled aong, is a million
human lives.

She had seen that it had the face of Death, if Death had one: green-eyed and grinning and very Hill.

Come, lover, and dance with me.

The sun of morning was her best friend. Fresh light brought the familiar old world back. Reaping with the
Reaper, indeed. She was twenty-two years old and people cdled her beautiful. Her business was life, not
death. She was an ordinary, decent girl, full of youth and life and, people said, beauty.

She wanted to believe that her dream was no more than an expression of her perfectly natural fear of
beginning a new life. She was in fact loveless; she wanted friends of the opposite sex; she had amost none.
Dates, laughter, fun— she wanted dl the pleasures that came with men.

She was even londier living in her own apartment than she had been in the orphanage, and the therapy
for both this and the nightmare was to meet people.

She was shy. Normal, under the circumstances. She was unsure. And who wouldn't be, given her
inexperience?

No matter how odd and outcast she felt, she kept insgting to hersdlf that she was perfectly normal.

She sat at her makeup mirror revising her looks for a date. It was to be a late meeting, drinks and talk.
Getting ac-quainted. Patricia had become skilled at arranging these dates for herself. She would not spend
too much time with a man she had never met before.

Her makeup light flickered. She jiggled it and it dmogt fell apart. Things like that were always happening
here; this was not the most spectacular apartment in Queens. But it was her first place and she loved every
inch of it. She loved the furniture she had managed to collect—the big couch, the Indian rug, the bed with
its pretty yellow coverlet. She loved the idea that this place, which had been bare walls and a dirty floor
when she moved in, was now a home. A charm-ing, comfortable, quiet little home.

But not as quiet as it should be.

She stopped applying her eyeshadow and listened. Hadn't she heard just then the scrape of a window
being raised?

Patricia felt she lived on a thin edge of normality. She was given to hysteria and night terrors. But she
wasn't redly worried about herself. She hadn't always been this way. It was just a reaction to moving out
into the world on her own, she told herself. The nightmares and the forebodings and the unexplained tears
would al pass.

The tdevision suddenly went on in the living room. She was astonished, her heart thundered, she leaped
up. The raucous sound of canned laughter resounded through the apartment, so loud that she could not
ignore it. She hurried into the living room and turned off the set.

Her next impulse was to rush to the door. But she forced presence of mind—she was good at that. She
stayed where she was. A robber or a rapist wouldn't announce himself by turning on the TV. Then the set
flickered as she removed her fingers from the button. She smiled. Her heart stopped pounding. Sily
woman, afraid of aloose switch ona TV set. Some errant tremble must have jarred a loose connection.

"All in the Family" was no longer on. Now the screen glowed with a strange, pulsating light. The whisper
of the static became low and deep, so deep it was felt rather than heard.

For a few moments Patricia stared at this peculiar phe-nomenon, fascinated by the sound and the
shadowy move-ments on the screen.



Then she unplugged the set. No point in risking further damage. She would call a repairman tomorrow.
Drearily enough, TV was at the moment one of her chief entertain-ments. She looked forward to it of an
evening after work.

Wiel, so much for that. She glanced at her watch. Getting toward eight. She had to hurry and finish
dressing or she'd make tonight's date wait. She started for the bedroom, swallowed. Her mouth was 4ill
dry from fright. She went into the kitchen and poured herself some ice water.

She stood drinking and looking at the open kitchen win-dow. The taffeta curtains she had made for it
fluttered dightly with the night wind.

She kept that window closed.

Maybe—early this morning—hadn't she burned her toast and raised the sash then? Or... was that the
scraping sound she had heard a moment ago?

Was somebody redlly in here?

She shook her head as if clearing her vison. This kitchen window was on an air shaft Sx stories deep. It
would take a human fly to scale the wall and open it.

HUMAN FLY RAPES SECRETARY.

That's how the Post would headline the story.

She was becoming a victim of hysterical imaginings. She sammed the window and locked it and went
back to her makeup table.

The face that looked back at her from her mirror was a little pae, a little tense. She used some blusher,
which seemed to help.

Blusher. Eyeshadow. Lipstick. | have the fatal luck to be attractive to men.

The sisters at Our Lady of Victory had not taught much about sexuality. This made most of their orphans
frantic as they reached their late teens. How could they look and act right if they had no instructions? And
they were desperate to succeed with men. Far more than outside girls they wanted to be wives. Fiercely
they reassured one another that they were the sexiest, most irresigtible girls mankind had ever seen.

Looking back from her mirror was someone Patricia knew to be a pretty twenty-two-year-old woman.
Much prettier than most of the other orphans. And much more discriminat-ing. She could never throw
hersalf into the kind of relation-ship the others would settle for. She wanted a little more than the usua
sullen wifehood.

She finished her makeup. She looked good. At any rate it was the best she knew how to do. She was
soapy clean, with gentle green eyes and, astonishingly, a smile hidden in her lips that no tragedy had been
able to erase, not even the death of beloved parents in a pointless accident, not even life amid the bells and
the cold hals and "Yes, sister,” and the packed dorm and knowing that your kind always ended up last.

Her best feature was her smoke-blond hair, enclosing her face in a magicaly deicate frame and
suggesting a sensuality that Patricia was confident she would one day fulfill—when she had found exactly
the right man to fulfill it with.

For those who did not get college scholarships Our Lady offered the option of a one-year sint a a
business schoal after graduation, Patricia had taken her secretarial degree and gone from there to her job at
the Hamil Bank branch in Queens Plaza, and this little apartment. She had joined the loca parish, Holy
Spirit, and been welcomed with desperate enthusiasm by its shambling, exhausted priest, Father Goodwin.
Harry Goodwin, pastor of a dwindling flock of widowed Italian and Irish ladies, sometimes doing five or six
funeralsin a week.

At firgt Patricias youth had made him suspicious. At parish socials he probed for neurosis or perhaps
even fanaticism. She answered him with dl the pity and kindness she felt for him. Lately he had changed;
suffering came into his face when she approached him now. She could wel imagine his celibate anguish.
To hdp him she went to church dressed in what the sisters had called "Mary-like" clothes (long sleeves,
deep hemlines, choker collars). At Holy Spirit she wore neither makeup nor scent. Even so, when during
Mass his eyes went to his flock they inevitably met hers and could not look away. When she broke the
gaze he would stumble in his prayers, and a ragged tone would enter his voice.

Tonight she was not wearing the Mary-like clothes, not for the man she was to meet. At least she could
be certain that he was no priest.

A swish of clothing startled her. She turned around, dmost fdling off the chair. "Who's that?"

Nobody. She pressed the heels of her hands to her temple. It would be nice right now to just scream her
heart out, but she might as well face what was really upsetting her. She was scared to death of these awful
blind dates.

But dates arranged through friends were her best shots at a decent socid life. And why not? Everybody



had to start somewhere.

Although she never knew what to expect, these nerve-wracking meetings were a habit she dared not
break. Some-times the men she met were decent, sometimes they were not, and one of them had almost fit
her nightmare.

She intended to marry well. Mary Banion, her first real outsider friend, told her she must at dl costs
concea her desire for attachment from her prospective mates. "For heaven's sake, Pat, don't let them know
what you're after. You'l scare them to death. Men want whores. As far as they're concerned the fact that
they get wives instead is a disturbing mystery. They spend dl their married lives trying to figure out what
the hel happened.”

Mary Banion was forty-one, the second wife of a high police official named Mike Banion. Both of them
had logt their first spouses. Patricia had met Mary at the bank, where casua teller-customer conversations
had led to a lunch date and friendship.

Patricia envied Mary the fact that she had always been loved. Her first husband had adored her, but his
private plane had given out on him over the Jersey marshes. Now Mike Banion worshiped her as a
replacement for his child bride, who had died of cancer in her twenties.

Mary looked and acted Patricia's own ideal of female success. She dressed degantly, in slks and linens.
And she was beautiful, with delicately sculptured features and glow-ing chestnut hair. The fact that her
Mike affected baggy suits and low-grade cigars made her seem even more beautiful.

"Il make him police commissioner, youll see. Maybe even mayor if his style comes back into style”
Thus she judtified her second marriage. "My old truck," she called him. No doubt she would drive him to the
top.

Tonight Patricia was going to go out with Mary's son Jonathan. He was late, but he must be coming.
Hed better. She'd been preparing herself since she got home from work.

Mary was in the habit of overexplaining him, as if his merely having been born was not justification
enough for hislife. "You're going to find him fascinating. He's very bright.”

Patricia looked askance at herself in the mirror, arched one eyebrow. Was that sexy? Was that winning?

Most of the men she had met didn't cal back. Mary said that often happened to extremely beautiful
women. Men feared great beauty. But not to worry, it was dl to the good. Only the best of them would feel
comfortable with her. One undesirable group did cdl back, though—the nerds. They not only phoned, they
came to her teler window. The girls at the bank cdled them "schmedlocks." "Don't worry," they said,
"every good-looking teller has her schmediocks." Ap-parently many undesirable men had hit upon the idea
of mesting girls by becoming depositors at the banks where they worked.

Was Jonathan going to be a schmedlock? Possibly that was why Mary oversold him.

At least, she hoped, he wouldn't be frightening. There had been one young man who was too quiet, who
went through the formalities of the evening like a zombie, who had in-sisted on taking her home with him.
Even when she refused point-blank he had kept driving. Then she saw the little black pistol tucked under his
sports jacket. She had escaped by jumping out of the car when traffic dowed down on the Fifty-Ninth
Street bridge.

Sx weeks later a young man was caught in Massapegua, Long Idand, with the bodies of three girls under
the floor of his elaborate basement torture chamber. Was it him? She was never sure.

When she heard the buzzer she leaped up from her dress-ing table, flipped off the Sunbeam makeup
mirror, and ran to the intercom in the living room. "Y es?'

"Miss Murray, a Mr. Banion to see you."

"Send him up, Tony."

She had been embarrassed to ask Mary what he looked like, but if he took after his mother he would be
darkly handsome, bright, and sophisticated. Thank heavens bullet-shaped Mike was a foster father. Genid
as he was, Inspector Banion was not a promising source of looks or manners.

A rap at the door. "Yes?'

"It's Jonathan Banion."

What a soft voice. She hadn't noticed that on the phone. She opened the door onto a tdl, lean man who
amiled down at her.

"Hdlo," she said. "Come onin."

He was wearing a seersucker sports jacket over an Oxford shirt. You could even cal him handsome, and
she thought he had the sweetest face she could ever remember seeing. He came into the center of the
room and looked at her for along moment. "Have we met?”'

She knew just what he meant. "l think we must have." She laughed. "l can't imagine where."

He hdld out his hands and she clasped them. They were warm and familiar, as those of a close friend



might be. "I'd say that I've known you forever," he said, "but that sounds like such a hokey line."

"Let's just assume we met and forgot and take it from there."

For a moment he didn't answer. He was looking curioudy at her out of his gentle green eyes. "Let's stay
here awhile" he said. "We can tak more easily.”

She smiled. "Would you like a drink?’

"Fix me whatever you're having. | suspect itll be some-thing | like"

She went to the glass-topped table where she kept her smal collection of bottles and fixed two gin and
tonics. When she turned around he was 4ill standing in the middle of the room.

He took his drink, never for a moment looking away from her. "Sit down, won't you," she said in exactly
the way Sister Dolorosa had when greeting visitors in Our Lady's parlor. He sank onto her couch, looking
acutely uncomfort-able. She sat down beside him. She should have taken the chair, but she wanted very
much to be near him.

"We've got to figure out where we met,” she said. Imag-ine how nice it would be, she thought, if he
hugged me. Right now.

"Maybe we knew each other in another life."

"That's impossible. There is no reincarnation."

"No? You're sure?'

"Wl it's against Church doctrine.”

He raised his glass. "Cheers.”

"Here's to us." Watch it, lady, don't come on too strong. Take it easy. This one looks too good to lose.
"To our first date.”

"It can't be. | know you."

She could amost have predicted he would say that. The more they were together the more she felt as if
they were smply renewing an old and close familiarity.

"You must go to NYU," he said. He turned awkwardly on the couch and faced her. "I'm in psychology. |
must see you in the hdls or something.”

"Never been there in my life. Do you use the Hamil Bank in Queens Plaza?'

"No, Citibank. There's a branch near the university with an automatic teller. | didn't meet you in a bank. |
met you ... | met you" He frowned.

They both fdl silent. No doubt the same smal breath of fear that was touching her was aso touching
him. This was no joke; this was just atiny bit scary.

Nevertheless she was awfully glad to see him. He put his drink down and, in a methodical way that was
somehow familiar to her, leaned over to her and kissed her on the cheek. It made her smile. "You're
incredibly beautiful," he said.

It was Smply stated, and so sincerely that it only embar-rassed her alittle. "Thank you, Jonathan."

"I've been missing you. | just didn't know it."

She nodded. "Me too." But when she tried to meet his eyes she found he was looking past her shoulder,
at the dark entrance into the bedroom. She shook her head dightly, as if to say, Not yet.

"ls someone in there?"

"I'm a single gitl, Jonathan, and we are dl alone."

"l heard something."

"My apartment's haunted tonight. You should have been here when the TV went on by itself. But the
placeis empty. | checked it out. Except for us, of course.”

He turned his face to his. "You are so lovey."

"Thank you," she said again. She wished she hadn't used that blusher. Her cheeks must be flaming by
now.

He regarded her. "My mother calls you Pat. But you prefer Patricia, don't you?"

"What if | said | like Pat best?

"Youd be lying."

He was right about that. She tried to make herself laugh but the sound died away. He was beautiful, he
was sweet, he was just what she desired.

Why, then, did alittle voice inside whisper, Nightmare man?

When he touched her wrist she involuntarily pulled back. "Maybe we'd better pretend we're strangers,”
he said. "Tdl each other about ourselves. That's the best way to begin.”

She amiled to cover the ridiculous fear that was growing inside her. "You start." Her voice was too sharp.
Cam down, girl. Take it easy.

"I'm a scientist. I'm engaged in arcane experiments few people can understand. Officiadly I'm an assistant



professor of psychology at NY U, but I'm actually an advanced re-searcher in the physiology of the brain."

"What research?' She had to keep him talking. Then she could just close her eyes and let the sound of his
voice relieve her anxiety.

"You talk, Patricia. | want you to talk too."

"You've told me o little”

"You tdl me something, then I'll tell you something more.”

"l guess Mary told you I'm an Our Lady of Victory girl." She did not care for the word "orphan." "l went
to Clark Secretarial and got a job at the Hamil Bank. Totdly unglamorous.”

"Not to me. You might be the most beautiful woman on earth. | just want to look at you. Am | making
you nervous? Too much heavy breathing?'

She nodded—and ingtantly regretted it. If only she could dare her fear and let him hold her.

"Excuse me." He went over to her faded maroon Barca-lounger, the one she had bought third hand (at
least) from Rebecca Stangers at the bank. "This better?"

She wanted terribly for him to come back to her and carry her into the bedroom and undress her and do
with her exactly what she had intended to save for her husband. She wanted that a thousand times more
than she had wanted anything else in her life.

And he wanted the same thing—anyone could tell by the intensity that had come into his expression. His
dark brows were dightly knitted, the green eyes gone from gentle to piercing. His lips were sensuous but
firm. If only he would do it, he could take her. She would not dlow herself to stop him.

How could it be happening like this? She was actually desperate for him, yet she had just met him a few
minutes ago. It was an awful and yet a delicious fedling. As if sharing her need, he stood up and held his
hands down to her. She rested her hands in his, hoping he would draw her up from the couch. He towered
over her. But he aso trembled and beads of sweat formed along his upper lip. He squeezed her hands like a
supplicant. "I'm sorry," he said. "I know I'm coming on too fast for you. | just can't hep mysdlf."

In reply she smiled. He was encouraged, and began to pull her to him. Their embrace brought her
immediate relief from her fear and left no question about what would happen next.

The bedroom was dark, at once inviting and menacing. Sister Dolorosa had explained what the nuns
caled "the clinica necessities," so Patricia was not afraid of her inexpe-rience. She knew what would be
expected of her. But this was for marriage. This was for marriage!

They were gtting on the side of the bed when Patricia sensed movement in the room. Seeing it too,
Jonathan cried out. In the same dow motion that her nightmare always imposed on her, Patricia turned to
him, only to see him being taken in a hammerlock by a shadowy, fast-moving figure that had burst out of
her closet.

Then someone seized her and pulled her back onto the bed with terrific force.

Impossibly, incredibly, she recognized Mary Banion among their assailants. Her surprise was so total that
what should have been a healthy scream came out as a gasp.

Somebody tried to put a wet, ethery cloth over Patricia's face but she fought free. "Patricia, cam down!"

She was not caming down. Two hig, vicious-looking men already had Jonathan tied up. Patricia leaped at
them, tear-ing her dress as she tried to keep her balance.

"Get her!"

That was Mary Banion. Definitely. Patricia ran for the apartment door. She reached it, worked the locks,
threw it open.

Feet pounded behind her as she raced down the hal and dammed her hand against the elevator button.
"Oh, God, get her!" Mary redly sounded frantic.

"Mary—you must be crazy!"

"Stay right there, Pat. That's a good girl." The men coming after her were horrible, big but quick, in black
raincoats and hats pulled down to disguise themselves. Patricia took the fire stairs four at a time, burgting
out the back exit of the apartment building.

She intended to race around to the front and get the doorman to cal a cop, but on the way she saw old
Franklin Apple, an ederly gentleman who had come to one of the parish seniors suppers she had served.
"Oh, Mr. Apple! Mr. Apple, thank the Lord you're here! | need help, [—"

He amiled at her and grabbed her wrists in his dry, clawlike hands. For an instant she was stunned, then
filled with cold, prickling terror. His skeletal old face was grin-ning. He cooed at her as he might at an
agitated baby. His fingers around her wrists were as cold and hard as stone.

Chapter Two



PATRICIA HAD FOUGHT desperately, findly broken the old man's grip and run wildly away from him
through the empty, rain-drenched streets, hoping to hail a cop or find a tele-phone booth. Before she could
do either she had seen three tal men pile out of a car half a block away. She had run down a side street,
her shoes clattering on the sidewalk, the trees dripping rain down her back.

She had rushed up onto a lit porch and screamed for help; she had pounded on the door and rattled the
windows. In response the porch light had gone out. Then cars, dark and coming fast, had appeared at both
ends of the street.

She had leaped over the porch rail into wet and thorny-bushes, had fought her way around a side yard
past lighted windows, hearing the distant drone of the ten o'clock news inside that locked house. At last she
had come into the sodden, choked alley.

And found herself facing a brick wall. But above it loomed a black, blessed shadow, the familiar bulk of
Holy Spirit Church. By some ingtinct she had come to this protection. Surely there were places to hide in
here, if one could be Hill enough. And Father Goodwin never locked his church.

By the time two men emerged from the trees behind her she had scaled the wall, run down to the front of
the church and entered. The silence inside stopped her for a moment. Votive candles danced shadows
around her. Every move echoed in the great stone space. Far away beside the altar shone the deep red of
the vigil candle, confirming the Blessed Life that resided here. Patricia forgot her hiding and her danger;
she ran to the altar rail and kndlt, her eyes seeking the low gleam of the tabernacle.

The glimmering of the votive candles made the images of the saints painted in the dome over the nave
jerk with spasmodic, lunging motions. Rain rattled against the stained-glass windows, and wind hissed past
the date eaves of the old building. The air in the church as warm and storm-dense. Patricia felt sweat
tickling her lips, beading between her breasts, trickling down her thighs.

As she kndlt, she sensed the same sense of wickedness that infested her familiar nightmare, the foul,
questing some-thing that seemed to want to rape more than her body. It wanted to rape her heart, her very
being, her soul.

And it was here, somehow, in this dark old church, its stink filling her nodtrils, its body hissing and swirling
across the cold marble floor. She forced back wild shrieks of terror, tried to retain what little composure
she had left because it was dl she had |eft. The next stage was blind, helpless panic.

To give herself strength she brought the soft voice of Father Goodwin to memory, from an intimate
moment in the confessional when she had spilled out the londliness and terror of her life to him, when she
had revealed the anger she felt toward God for depriving her of parents. He had said, "Pray the rosary,
Patty. | know it's out of fashion now, but so is everything else. Just take the beads in your hands and Mary
will console you. . .."

Trembling fingers found her rosary in the pocket of her dress. But her grip was so tight she snapped the
chain in a dozen places. The talisman was ruined, only a clutch of independent beads and broken links.
There was no protec-tion in a handful of plastic.

Someone came up behind her. "Be cam, Patricia. No-body will hurt you." That horrible Mr. Apple again.

"What are you doing? What's happening?’

"Be quiet, my dear. Be patient.”

He had appeared at a parish seniors supper where Patricia was serving the spaghetti. Such a gnarled
little old man, his eyes mud green, his face a catastrophe of wrinkles. He had stood before her, his paper
plate in hand, his thin lips making a strange, ironic sort of smile. "At last," he had said.

"Hungry?' she had asked, basking in a moment of good fedling.

"I'm going to take you homein a few days. | wanted you to know."

Senile. She had smiled again and served him some extra. All during dinner he had watched her, his head
bobbing, his spidery little fingers working the fork and the spaghetti spoon with difficulty. "That's an odd
one," she had said to Father Goodwin, "alittle senile.”

"Very old."

"He acts as if he owned me or something."

"Probably londy. Why not go and talk to him?"

"He gives me the crawls.”

"Offer it up. Where's the harm in aloney old man?"



So she had met Mr. Apple. Now she sobbed doud and twisted the beads in her hands as she strove
toward the tabernacle, wishing she could have the Host, could some-how hold Him before her as a
protecting shield. Her vison of the atar blurred and fluttered. From the depths of the church came avid
scuttling. She clapped her hands to her ears, scattering beads across the granite floor. Her mind screamed
frantically at her, Run, for the love of God, run.

People, hundreds of them, were filtering into the church from the side doors, from the crypt, filling the
aides and then the pews. There were shuffles and murmured apologies, and an occasional tifled cough.

"My God, protect mel" Her own voice was a cracking moan. Hard upon her words came another sound,
soft, stifled, gleeful. "You laugh," she shouted into the dark. "Y ou're laughing at me!"

She swept her hair out of her eyes.

"Don' be afraid, Patricia. |'ve told you that you won't be hurt."

"You must be crazy, dl of you!"

"We're activating your subconscious minds, yours and Jonathan's. The church, the night—all the trappings
are to help your imaginations create a new redlity."

"You think you're conjuring evil spirits, don't you, Mr. Apple? Thisis a black mass."

"Nonsense. It has nothing to do with supertition.”

"It's blasphemy and I'll have no part of it!"

"You don't know what you're saying. You belong to us, Patricia. You always have and you always will.
Your parents gave you to the Church. Our Church.”

How dare he talk about her parents! They could never even have known this vicious old man. They
would never have alowed him to touch their daughter, much less ... do the things they did at a black mass.
"Hal Mary, full of grace, the Lord is with thee, blessed art thou—"

The laughter again. Pitying laughter. Embarrassed.

Mr. Apple wanted to make others as foul as he was. Evil is always missionary.

Patricia clasped her hands tightly, huddling against the crowd behind her. She was soaked through from
her run down the wet Queens streets. Behind her she heard a heavy, scraping tread. She moaned.

The congregation began very softly to clap. The sound was terrible because it was so gentle, a
quickening, savage rhythm as intimate as the rustle of leaves.

Patricia raised her eyes until she was again gazing at the tabernacle. Inside lay the living Mystery itsdf,
the God to whom she had given her loydty and love. She needed intercession now. His customary silence
had to end; this was the time and place for a miracle. "Send the Archangel Michadl," she whispered.

"It's garting, Patricia. Don't be afraid."

"Oh, my God, | am heartily sorry—"

"Help her, Mary." "l will try."

Mary was no Catholic nun—Patricia knew that by the deep red of her habit. There was no red habit in
the Church. She came sweeping up, now pae and agitated, floating in oceans of wine-red dlk, her face
framed by starched black linen. A real nun's wimple would be white. A hand came around Patricia’s
shoulder and starch crackled in her ear. "Now, now, darling, you let me help you."

"Don't touch me!"

"Patricia, you don't understand. Y ou're under hypnosis and it's made you forget your role. You must trust
us. Thisisto create something beautiful and important for the world."

"You're committing an act of desecration. You're a Cath-olic. We've been to Mass together—I've seen
you pray!"

"I'm going to hold a cloth over your nose and mouth, and | want you to breathe deeply."

When Mary's face loomed close, smiling, Patricia amost recognized, amost remembered—but the place
her sup-posedly new friend actually had in her past was, like Jona-than's, just beyond the reach of her
conscious mind. Mary placed a golden bowl full of clear blue liquid on the floor and dipped a cloth in it. She
took Patricia's head in her hands and held up her face. Her arms were strong; Patricia lacked the power to
resist.

The cloth obscured her vision. She held her breath. "Now, Patricia, breathe. Come on, darling.” Patricia
held on. She resolved to die just as she was, Smply by not breathing again. Not ever.

A male voice rumbled behind her. "We can't hold him!"

Another: "Franklin, this is hopeless. You can't make this work with both of them uncooperative.”

"Quigt, dl of you!" A loud clap of hands. "Music! Now!"

A long, low note vibrated in the atmosphere. Patricia was beginning to be desperate for air. The wet
cloth was difling her. Mary whispered reassurance, her flat green eyes brim-ming with what appeared to

be pity.



Then the eyes fixed on something in the dark. The expres-sion sharpened to fear. Something cold and
hard touched Patricia’s shoulder. There was awful, ragged breathing be-hind her. The sound of it mingled
with the music. Hands as rough as bark began caressing Patricia's arms, her waist, her thighs.

Strong fingers shredded her clothes, and she knelt naked amid the scraps of cloth. "Breathe in, Patricia,"
Mary said. "Breathe in!"

"Mary, get away from her."

"She's not anesthetized at dl, Franklin."

"Hurry—can't you see what he's going to do?"

"Franklin—"

"Run! Hell tear you to pieces if you get in his way!"

Patricia felt herself swept off her feet, cradled by power-ful, wire-tight arms. She shut her eyes, afraid to
look on the face of one who felt so terribly wrong. The low music throbbed and the congregation resumed
its clapping. "Oh, God, please take me!"

As soon as she spoke air rushed into her lungs. It was damp and smelled of the full church—candle
smoke and incense . . . and the sweaty rot of the thing that held her. Now she would have welcomed the
anesthesia.

"Somebody help me!"

"Think of our god, Patricia. It's worth the sacrificel”

Mary was not a friend, she was one of them—here, now, wearing that profane red habit.

Kind, friendly Mary. She had trapped Patriciain sweet coils. Patricia kept her eyes closed as the thing or
man or whatever he was laid her out on the altar and ran his hands dong her tingling skin. The music
boomed deeper than any organ note, coming from some instrument up in the choair loft.

There were so many of them; Holy Spirit Church was jammed as it never was during poor Father
Goodwin's M asses.

During the day Father Goodwin struggled here to keep his handful of Catholics coming. At night this
huge, gaudy, rich congregation obvioudy met for rituas of a very different kind.

Poor Father. These must be his lost parishioners, the ones who never came to Mass.

Her new lover was heavy. Brutish and gasping, he bore down on her, pinning her to the cold marble of
the dtar. So many times, in this very spot, Father had accomplished the miracle of Transubstantiation. She
wanted to raise her naked flesh from the sacred place but could not. He covered her with himsdf,
enveloped her, crushed her so completely the air gushed from her lungs.

The music began to quicken.

Until now she had cdled herself the Last Virgin, playing the old-fashioned Catholic game of
How-Far-Can-Y ou-Go, dlowing a thigh to be stroked, a breast to be touched, the press of trousered
hardness against her knee.

She writhed. He was so heavy, so big, so foul-smelling.

He was beginning his filthy work. She could fedl it poking and prodding at her privacy. She tried to lock
her knees but it was useless. "Oh, Jesus! Oh, Jesus!"

The pain choked off her words. That black music thun-dered and throbbed. As one person the
congregation groaned. The church resounded with the gasps of a mon-strous passion.

"Jesusl" There was no response, no feding of His pres-ence. Nothing at all.

Surdly, Jesus, You 4ill love me. You want mein Your heaven. You haven't abandoned me. No.

If You no longer want me—

The arms came completely around her.

"Patricia, you must understand that you'll be hurt if you don't cam down!" That made her fight al the
harder. Suddenly there was a pain like fire between her legs, so intense it pulled a piercing scream out of
her. "That woke the neighborhood up," someone shouted.

"Our Father, who are in heaven, hallowed be Thy name."

"There's alight across the street!"

"Okay, get him off. Thisisn't working."

Hands were grabbing at the dark figure atop her, but he growled and fought and tried harder to hurt her.
He pounded and jabbed and smashed himsdlf against her. All her thoughts, dl her prayers were swept
away in a flash of agony as bones cracked and nerves were severed. Her mind dulled down. She heard
distant shouts, and saw the frantic, caper-ing form of Mr. Apple with vestments flying about his head.

Then, abruptly, the crushing weight was gone. "Cadm him down! Don't let him out of the circle." That was
the last she understood. There were more voices, but they were only a buzzing, incoherent cacophony.

The light of consciousness was flickering and starting to die. This time when Sister Mary's



sweet-smelling cloth was pressed against her face she inhaed gratefully in sobbing gasps.

"You will forget,” said Mary's voice.

"Oh, Mary, why, why did you let him hurt. . ."

Darkness came, and she sank back into the dream she called ordinary life. They left her, hurt and
bleeding, alone.

MARY: THE RESURRECTION OF THE INQUISITION

| am so frightened for Patricia and Jonathan | do not think | can bear it. Tonight we made a terrible, terrible
mistake with them. Unbelievable that we could be so foolish! Or isit so unbelievable? In an inditution two
thousand years old there is precedent for every error. The ones who unleashed the Black Death
prematurely in 1334 made a greater mistake than we have, after al.

But that is history and this is now. She is bleeding, maybe dying, at this very moment! If | could sweat
blood | think | would.

But | am absolutely helpless. If | show mysaf now | risk exposure of the whole Church. Error must not
be alowed to compound error.

So | spend these predawn hours writing, hoping that somehow the act of putting pen to paper will relax
me enough for a few hours of rest.

What a disaster! And there was so much time wasted after she was hurt! We had to get safely away
before cdling the priest. | can only hope and pray that he gets Patriciato a hospita in time.

My God, we had to leave her!

I look at my words as they stand on the paper, dry and still. Words of fear. | think it, | say it—fear, fear,
fear.

We live exactly like dl night things—we hide and scurry and know the way of silence. We and the rats
and owls and bats.

The children are so incredibly important. Please, please may no more harm come to them. Our mistake
has exposed them to an even worse enemy than our own stupidity!

The Inquigtion will certainly have noticed our gaudy public fiasco. Now our tireless old enemy will be
after them again.

It hides for a few years, to lull us, to tempt us. . . .

Then it jumps out of nowhere—right at our throats!

The Inquisition will battle us until Catholicism withers away. The lagt priet, in the last moment of the last
Catholic church on earth, will strike the last blow at us.

They say we are evil, that we work to make Satan mani-fest, to give Him physica form.

| say, dear Inquisitors, evil isnot al black nor your "Satan" dl bad, and the world is not as smple as you
would like to believe.

Inquidition: it means inquiry. Question. Such a smal word for such a great terror.

To the common world the Inquisition is dead and gone. How would the ordinary Catholic feel to know
that the handsome priest with the briefcase, striding so confidently out of the Chancellery, is an Inquisitor?
And that the Sam-sonite case contains a thumbscrew, a radio direction-finder, and a car bomb?

Daddy laughed and called them Chridt's terrorists.

| do not laugh. They murdered my father by exposing him to plutonium. They chose that particular horror
s0 the radiation would prevent us from salvaging his semen and thus his precious genes.

Dad—covered with sores, gasping, his hair faling out on the pillow. Oh, God, help us!

Deliver the children from such a fate. Deliver my boy!

Must these hot summer days be his autumn? Desath, birth, the roll of seasons, sky-changes: Jonathan is
the end of along line, the perfection of two millennia of patient breeding.

The Inquistion is so skilled. How can they be so damn good at it? They're just a bunch of fanatica
priests!

The world has forgotten us, but the Church has naot, not for an instant.

| hear my heart beating: bump-bump, save hislife, save hislife.

I love you until my heart will break, it takes my breath away to touch you, and | cannot speak to look on
your beauty. You liked to swim, you liked to play basketbal, to listen to your short-wave, to look at the
stars.

We raped your mind so that the Inquisition could not even torture the truth of your identity out of you.
And now look— the disaster of this night will attract them like flies to a corpse!



| loved my father.

And | loved my husband. Poor Martin. So happy, so handsome! And | don't want to think about him
either. I'm homesick for my men, for Dad and for Martin!

It's a pleasure to write his name. Martin. Such a lovely name. | can amost hear his plane faling. 1
imagine wind hissing past motionless propellers.

| know dl the details of londliness, the coldness of sud-denly empty sheets, the attic boxes full of new
suits.

And then there is Mike. Oh, Mike. If only you knew how tiresome | find you. | only married you because
of the cover you unwittingly provide for Jonathan. Even the Inquisition will hesitate to kill a police official's
son. Or so we hope.

Will anything work? Can we ever escape them?

"Down the nights and down the days; down the arches of the years, the Hound of Heaven . . ."

Howling in the precincts of darkness, and in my heart.

| feel awful. | hate the dreary old church we use. Of course, our priest can't command a better parish.

| am sweating. I'm sick.

| imagine being put in the Lady, a sted sarcophagus lined with spikes. When the Lady is closed the
spikes penetrate to a quarter of an inch every surface of the victim's body.

Mother Regina was in it three hours. Nineteen fifty-four. She really talked! She gave them the entire
bloodling, told them our whole history.

—Founded by Titus Flavius Sabinus Vespasianus on Sun-day, September 9, in the year A.D. 70 on the
gtill-smoking ruins of the Temple of Solomon in Jerusalem.

—Based on the secrets of breeding, now known as genet-ics, contained in the scrolls that were known as
the Treasure of Solomon.

—Charged with breeding a new and greater species out of the old human stock, a species that would be
dlied with what men cal evil, as they are dlied with what they call good.

But evil is not evil nor good good. They are amply different principles. Man calls himsdf beautiful. By his
standards his replacement will be hideous beyond descrip-tion. But his replacement will be a powerful
species, brighter than man, more resistant to disease, closer to nature.

The blood is the whole point. Jonathan and Patricia are precious because of their blood. They are the
masterpieces of thousands of years of breeding according to Solomonic principles. Out of their union the
new species will be born.

Thisis worse than lying and sweating up in that bedroom. This is—oh, hell, I'm going to just burn this and
gtin the dark.

Poor Patricia. She was screaming!

"Hep her, Mary." Franklin, you said that, you fool!

God knows but | tried.

Chapter Three

FATHER HARRY GOODWIN was awakened suddenly by the ringing of his telephone. The rings
exploded in his head, one, then another, then another. Silence. Please keep ringing. Please!

No. The silence continued. There would be no fourth ring. Harry dragged himself to the edge of his bed.
His skull felt like it was going to pound itself to bits. He was nauseated with fear.

All these years he had been dreading the three rings on a night the Tituses were using the church. Three
rings were the maximum emergency signal. They meant only one thing—they have had a terrible accident
and his church was in danger.

His impulse was to race across to the church but he seemed plunged into gifling muck; his fear paralyzed
him. It was several minutes before he managed to go to the window and look across at the Spirit. He
expected to see destruction, a mayhem of flames, or some unspeakable horror—maybe a conjured
thing—crawling the roof dlates.

But there wasn't even a haze of smoke aong the roof line of the old building, nor a flicker behind the
stained glass. Harry Goodwin tapped his own window. Should the Spirit burn there was no chance at dl of
building a new church. A fire would mean the end of this fine old parish.

Maybe the three rings had been a coincidence. The church across the parking lot seemed utterly at
peace, blurred by the beginnings of a predawn shower.



Harry's familiar morning exhaustion bowed him. His alarm clock said four fifteen. In two hours he must
say his firt Mass . . . before a congregation of perhaps seven, in a church built to accommodate five
hundred.

"Friday," he muttered. "God give me strength." He felt awful. Had he taken a deeping pill last night? No,
there weren't any left and so much the better. Leave the pills done. Vaium priests, Secona priests,
Thorazine priests. They were worse than the old-fashioned whiskey priests. He had so far escaped the lure
of depressants and tranquilizers. As a result, his life was raw with londliness and a sense of unfulfilled
promise. The issue, of course, was faith and the lack thereof. His confessor, Father Michad Brautigan, a
bluff and kindly Jesuit, red with drink, would say that faith was a matter of relaxing one's ingtinct to touch.
"Don't try to touch Christ,” he would say. "That's the point of Thomas, isn't it?"

Harry had to touch. But it worked both ways. one who had to touch aso needed touching. Sometimes,
naked in the middle of his silent rectory, he would dip his hands into cold water until they were humbed and
did not fedl his own, then he would close his eyes and embrace himself and dance around and around with
himsdf in the dingy rooms.

Lately he had become too desperate, too full of self-pity even for that. Never to be touched—or even
needed, for that matter—had emerged for him as the poisonous central issue of his life. When he had first
entered the priesthood, he had assumed that his services would be ardently desired by Catholics hungry for
the succor of their Church. Instead he had spent his life struggling to pay hills, working against the
relentless dwindling of his flock, forced to hold jumble sales and bingo and raffles, until findly even those
measures failed.

Then came the Tituses. Old Franklin and handsome Mar-tin, just wanting to rent "the plant," as they had
cdled it, a few nights a week.

Nobody will know, Father. We help out dozens of parishes in the same shape as Holy Spirit.

Nobody will even care except you.

Our money will keep you going. You won't ever have to close your doors.

At first he had thought perhaps it was drugs or counterfeit-ing or some sort of white davery.

He had heard their soft chanting, though, and seen the flicker of their candles. He did not actualy say it to
himsdf but he knew the truth. Every Monday and Friday morning, after their nights, he had taken to
reconsecrating his altar. And he no longer kept the Host in the tabernacle on those nights. It stayed under
his pillow, tucked away in the pyx.

Twenty-seven years a priest, twenty a creature of the Tituses. Traitor to his own faith, to his own soul.
How black can sin be? He put his hands to his stubbly cheeks and rubbed. He longed for the velvet fingers
of awoman, or of death.

As time unfolded the sad destiny that had been contrived for him it became obvious that his whole
life—the vocation itself—was not really very vauable. In the world of his youth priests were essentia
people, needed by their congre-gations for dl sorts of succor. Now when the leaves fdl on his waks they
stayed, and his lesking roof leaked on.

Did people sense that he was a traitor? Could they some-how smell the taint of the Night Church in the
great nave of Holy Spirit?

He didn't want to be a priest anymore. He did not even want to live. No, he had a plan for himsdf. He
intended to die unconfessed, and go to Hell—in which, despite the modern theologians, he dill firmly
beieved. He actually looked forward to it: he deserved his damnation, wanted it, and had for some years
been seeking the death that would bring it. Once he had attempted to commit suicide by suffocating himself
in a plastic bag, but it had been too terrifying. So he had tried deeping pills—and vomited them up.

He had asked Martin Titus to kill him, just a few weeks before Titus himsaf had been killed in an
airplane crash. "I'll think it over," the man had replied absently, and changed the subject. Harry was not
even important enough for martyrdom.

He said a bitter prayer, a Hail Mary, and turned once again to his bed.

As he did beneath the sheet he heard quite distinctly from the church a human sound. It was a loud,
woeful groan, loud enough to carry across the parking lot to the rectory.

He should have gone straight over there. Damn fool not to. Three rings at this hour, and he had made
himsdf believe it was a coincidence. Harry Goodwin was a weak man, and that was a fact.

He put his hand on the bedside table. In the drawer was a smdl pistol. Mike Banion over at the 112th
Precinct had given it to him after the ritual murder of Father Santa Cruz at Saint Thomas in Brooklyn. He
shouldn't have accepted it, but he didn't want Mike to know how he envied old Santa Cruz.

This was the right time to have a pistal. He felt the comforting steel of it in the pam of his hand. One day
soon, when he could bear the taste of the barrel in his mouth, he was going to use it on himsdlf.



As he pulled on the old raincoat liner he used as a robe and jammed his feet into his aged and corn-cut
Adidas, he struggled for some sort of inner stability. Gun or no gun, he was terrified. The Tituses did
horrible things over there.

He hurried past empty bedrooms (it had once taken Sx priests just to administer this parish) and
descended the back stairs to the kitchen. There was a folding umbrella in the bottom of his briefcase. He
fished around for it, opening it as he went out the kitchen door.

Curtains of rain swept the muddy parking lot. As Harry crossed it he was reminded by the sucking of his
shoes that he could not afford reasphalting. He opened the side door to the sacristy. Inside, the Spirit was
inky black. As he care-fully pulled the door shut behind him he twisted the little pistol's safety to the off
podtion.

All he heard was the din of rain on the roof. Just as he was beginning to think he had dreamed the human
sound he heard another one—a long sigh. At first he was frightened, fumbling for the lights. Then he
redized the sound was coming from the altar and a flash of anger mixed with his fear. How dare they
leave him to clean up one of their desecrations.

In the dancing, vanishing light of the votive candles he could jus make out a dense shadow splayed
across the altar. Harry stared hard. Wasn't that a large anima? He raised his gun but he could not take aim
in the dimness. Then he realized that the shape was not a crouching animal but a prone human body.

His fingers found the right switches and he flipped them dl at once. Light flooded the church.

There was a woman on the atar, lying on her back. Her blood flowed down to the sacristy floor in thin
streams like bars. Harry had only a moment for astonishment. The girl moaned again, horribly.

He approached the altar. The poor child lay in a dark pool of her own blood, her legs spread, her arms
akimbo, her hair tangled about her face.

The fact that he knew this woman so well pulled the first sound from his throat. His own scream was
more real to him and more frightening than even the horror before him. In his urgency to get to the phone
in the sacristy he dropped his pistal, which went clattering into the dark behind the high atar at the back of
the nave.

This was incredible. This could not be condoned. And yet ... he had to deal very carefully with the whole
affair. His own life, his very soul, was teetering on a knife edge.

Turning away from the horror he dashed on hislong legs to the phone, grabbed it, dided 911. The Tituses
would be furious with him for cdling the police, but what else did they expect him to do? They had just
gone off and left him with this tragedy and not one word of instruction.

There were voices outside. Neighbors. Of course—the girl's screams had roused the neighborhood. The
Tituses must never have intended to leave her behind. Circum-stances had forced them. Perhaps they even
wanted her saved.

In any case, she would be saved. He might not be much of a priest anymore, but Harry Goodwin was
dill a human being.

He heard the first siren start not long after he had hung up the phone. The New York City Police
Department was more than haf Cathaolic, and it protected the Church dmost as carefully as it did itsdlf.
Harry knew one of the two patrol-men who came sprinting up the aide, their guns in their hands. Timothy
Reilly was his name. Impossible that such a scrawny, mischievous atar boy could have grown into this
enormous, competent-looking man in blue. Reilly took in the scene at once.

"He ill in the church, you think, Father?"

Harry told the first of what he realized miserably would be many lies. "I thought perhaps | heard him. I'm
not quite sure. It could have been the echo of a door closing." Trick the cops into searching the church.
Give the Tituses and their congregation a little more time to get well away.

Reilly's partner began to search with a flashlight while Reilly joined Harry beside the poor, damaged girl.
Her eyes were rolling dowly up into her head. "Her name is Patricia Murray," Harry said, and woe tugged
his heart. "She's one of the hardest-working young women in the parish." His throat closed. "One of my
best people" He wept and could not stop, and it was useless and stupid but he was so full of anger and
self-disgust and sorrow that he wished right now he could be torn to pieces, and the rancid bits of himself
scattered through the filthiest deeps of the Pit, each to suffer separately the full and eternal measure of
damnation.

"She's hurt bad, Father. That bleeding's gotta be con-trolled. EMS better get here damn soon.”

"I'll get my kit." He raced into the sacristy and dragged his ancient first aid kit from the bottom of the old
armoire. As he ran back he fumbled with the latch, only to open it and find the bandages rotted and
covered with roach sacs, the medicines dried and useless, the tourniquet a brittle mound of rubber.

"Aren't you going to anoint her, Father?"



"Anoint?' The kid had assumed he was getting the chrism. "Oh, of course.”

Ancther siren ground down outside. Two black paramed-ics sprinted past the rows of age-darkened
pews carrying their stretcher and other equipment. When they reached the altar they set to work with
lightning choreography, produc-ing bandages and plasma and intravenous needles and sy-ringes. In seconds
her nakedness was obscured by gauze and tape. She lay as blue-bruised and destroyed as if on a dab in a
morgue. Her eyes were waxen and staring now, her skin gray.

"She use drugs?"

"Certainly not. She's a very good Cathalic."

"Then she's been drugged. You better cal the next of kin, Father."

"There are no next of kin. She was orphaned in her teens. She was raised at Our Lady of Victory. She
rarely spoke of her past. She's not been in the parish more than sx months."

More police were pouring into the church. Outside, siren after siren moaned to a stop. The whole
precinct must be turning out. It occurred to Harry that he ought to make a big pot of coffee.

No, that was a slly idea. He realized when he looked down and found the holy ail in his hands that he
was in shock, moving like a robot. Part of him was dill performing priestly duties. The rest wanted at this
moment to be, to do, anything else. Anything.

Patricia was already on the stretcher. Harry fumbled to her side and began administering the sacrament.
The paramedics wheeled her rapidly down the aide. He muttered his prayer as one of the men spoke
another sort of ritud into a walkie-talkie. "Multiple pelvic fractures, possible severed spine, copious vagind
bleeding with developed pallor. Ad-ministering plasma and anti-shock procedures with cold pack. Patient in
shock, stage two, possible drug OD."

The ambulance began sounding its siren and flashing its lights as the stretcher was wheeled up to it. The
doors dammed on the two solemn black faces and their white-draped patient.

Harry was left with chrism in hand, his sacrament incom-plete. Carefully he wiped the remaining il from
his thumb onto the edge of the container. Then he snapped it shut and started to go back to his church.

Mike Banion stood in the doorway, looking with the light behind him like a blocky tree stump. He was an
important cop, Detective Inspector, eighteen years on the force, as good a friend as Harry Goodwin had
ever had. Mike was both physicaly and politically powerful. You saw him at dl the police funeras and the
big, famous crimes, looking through the familiar bifocd glasses out of his hurt-child eyes.

Seeing him here confirmed the seriousness of the affair. So this was to be a famous crime.

Asif to certify the awfulness of it dl, a car from Channel Two News came roaring up Morris Street and
screeched to a halt. The rain had gone soft and dawn was beginning to outline the jumble of flashing cars,
and to touch the cross above the dome with a délicate gray glow. When Harry looked up at it he was
amost in control, but when he looked down, his throat was tight and his eyes were once again tearing.

"Father Goodrich, I'm Charles Datridge, Channel Two News." A young man stuck out his hand as a
plump girl patted at him with a powder puff. "Mind if we get started?"

"lI—" There was a sudden bloom of iron-blue light. Harry squinted.

"Ralling," cried a voice beyond the glare. "Sound! Speed!"

"This is Charles Datridge here at Holy Ghost Parish in Queens. With me | have Father Michael
Goodrich. Father Goodrich—"

"Cut it, Charlie."

"Right, Inspector. Kill the lights, Benny."

"Holy Spirit Church, Charlie. And the priest's name is Harry Goodwin, not Michael Goodrich. You guys
stay in your car until we get the perpetrator pinned down. Youll get your pictures then, assuming you play
my way now."

"Playing your way, Inspector.”

"Thank you, Charlie. Come on, Father, let's go where we can talk. You got any coffee in the kitchen?"

"Sure, Mike, we can make some."

Mike Banion moved toward the rectory. "Charli€'s a news tiger. Channd Two's lightnin' reporter.” He
laughed, a deep, reassuring sound, the easy mirth of authority. "Y ou're gonna get a horde of 'em in the next
couple of hours. Firgt ther€lll be the Post lookin' for pictures. "Where'sa body? they'll yell. Then the News,
and they'll want a shot of the altar. Then TV and radio stations, al of 'em hollerin’ like crazy." He laughed
again. "Along about dawn a guy from the Times will probably phone, name of Terry Quist. Only since
you're a priest, helll introduce himsdf as Terence. Hell aready know the story back to front. But hell get
the real stuff out of you, the dope about how it feels" They reached the rectory. "I'm sorry to say this,
Harry, but you're gonna be famous. So's that poor girl."

"Mike, she was a parish leader, one of the few young people who really cared. She was wonderful. My



star."

"l hate to hear that, Harry. You must be hurting awful bad. | gotta think the perpetrator knew. | mean,
the beautiful parish star, and he takes her and brutaly rapes her on the altar. That's tdlin' me he did know,
and thisis one of these weirdo deals. Probably somebody she was familiar with. Struck up an acquaintance
with her on purpose. Hell, maybe even at some parish affair. Psychopath.”

They reached the kitchen. Harry turned on the lights, revealing the aged stove, the greasy counters, the
ydlowing ailcloth on the table. "Let me get the coffeg," he said.

*'Hll it to the rim with Brim." "

"l don't have any decaffeinated, Mike."

"And | don't drink it. I'm just trying to take an easier tone. Lower our blood pressure before we both get
strokes. A crime like this works on you, Father. Eats you dive."

Harry looked at him. He could not find words.

After a moment Mike continued. "So this kid was one of the parish stars. And she was in the church
alone at a very odd hour. Was she a little loony on religion? | mean, was there any likdihood she might have
come there on her own and surprised some derelict deeping in a pew? It's important we know that."

"She was a stable, normal sort of a person. Her parents died in a fire, she told me. She had been here in
Queens for about sx months. She was vague about her past. Quite vague. But Mike, she was a good girl.
A darned good girl."

Mike Banion sank onto a chair. The kettle began to whistle and Harry poured water into their mugs.
When he inhaled the steam Mike coughed, a sound like a car refusing to start. "Foggy morning,” he said,
cradling his mug in his hands. Suddenly he looked directly at Harry. As always Harry was startled by the
depths of painin those eyes. From the day Mike's first wife had died, they had been like that. Despite his
remarriage, Mike dill went to Beth's grave every Sunday. "Harry, tell me your story. What did you see?"

"l was awake. The usua morning hells. We've talked about it."

"Awake, horny, worried."

The chill in the room enveloped Harry. He taked too much to Mike Banion, telling him dl except the
redly bad part, the part about the Tituses. Should a parishioner know his priest so intimately? But who else,
if not Mike? Harry nodded at the accuracy of Mike's statement. "I heard a noise. Loud. A terrible groan.
So | went over to investi-gate.”

| heard the three rings. Their emergency signal. But | can't tell you that.

"Mugt have been awfully loud."

"ery."

"Church unlocked, of course."

Harry had been waiting for that. "You know it alwaysis."

Mike's face darkened. Harry had been through this with him dozens of times before. He watched Mike
relight his cigar and take a long pull. Mike smoked cigars the way other people did cigarettes. He claimed
he never got drunk be-cause there was so much nicatine in his blood there was no room for the acohal.
Given a pint of good scotch he might nod alittle, but that was al. "You lock your church at ten P.M. in the
future, Harry, and consider that an order. I'm gonnatell the patrolmen to check it out, so don't think | won't
know."

Mike's big, spotted hand came across the table and cov-ered Harry's. The touch lasted only an instant,
but the tenderness in it shamed Harry amost unendurably. Thank God for good friends, there when you
need them. The gesture did nothing to dismantle Harry's shame at what he had come to, only painted it in a
more hitter light. "Churches belong open,” he said.

"You're sentimental. That's a weakness."

"God help me, the poor girl was raped in my church! Mike, don't tell me it's because | leave the place
unlocked.”

"I'm not accusing you, Father. You just tell me if you saw the perpetrator closely enough to make an ID."

Now the lie again. "l heard a noise. Maybe a cough, maybe the sound of the side door closing.”

"Meaning the guy was just that second leaving. He must ill be in the neighborhood.”

"Yes. | told Officer Rellly—"

Mike Banion stood up and went out the kitchen door. A few moments later he was shouting. Harry heard
him yd| that roadblocks should have gone up and a house-to-house search started long ago, on and on.
Cops trotted here and there, lights flashed, voices kept fracturing the dawn silence

A moment later Mike was back in the kitchen. "By God, why didn't you tell me her name?"

"l—I didnt?’

"Reilly says it was Pat Murray. Father, is that true?"



"Wdl, yes, that's right, Mike."

"She's agood friend of my wife's. She was on a date with my stepson!™

Mike Banion thundered off into the churchyard. A mo-ment later his old Dodge was skidding its way out
of the muddy parking lot.

For along time Father Harry Goodwin Smply sat, staring. Then he tried to pray. His words mocked him,
and soon lost themselves in silence.

Chapter Four

They guided Jonathan to a car and took him home. They bathed him and attended him, six young
sisters in their red habits, and a grave man of perhaps thirty who was so gentle he must love him.
He laid his exhausted friend in his bed.

Jonathan dreamed of wet leaves stinging his face, snatch-ing at his arms. He raced through a vicious
jungle of grasping plants and dick, seething creatures barely seen. In this dream he ran with the strength of
awild anima and the hunger of a ghoul. He pursued a woman.

"He's having a nightmare," one of the sisters said. "Shouldn't we wake him, Jerry?"

"Let him deep.” Jerry Cochran stroked Jonathan's sweaty forehead.

In his dream Jonathan stretched out his arms, grabbed at his dream-woman's flying hair, screamed out
his desire. She raced on through long, dripping alleys of trees, past flicker-ing candles and bloodied crosses.

"Jarry, he's suffering!”

"We have to let him deep, otherwise the hypnosis may be permanently weakened. He mustn't be allowed
to remember what he did." He looked long at his young friend. "Or what heis."

Jonathan heard none of this. He was utterly lost in him-sdlf, racked by his nightmare. In it he got his
fingersin her hair, he dragged her down, he sat astride her.

He tried desperately to wake up. The hands that had grabbed her were not his hands, they were ugly and
horn-hard and full of evil strength.

His watchers heard a noise downgtairs, the dam of a door, the pounding of Mike Banion's footsteps. "If
he knows, we kill him," the young man said laconically.

One of the sisters withdrew a long, thin blade from her habit.

They retreated into the back hal as Jonathan screamed the broken screams of great agony.

Mike came running up the stairs, oblivious to the thick-ened shadows at the far end of the dark hall.

"Wake up, Jonathan!" Mike shouted over the roaring shrieks.

Jonathan heard the voice but it was too faint for him to make out the words. The nightmare continued.
He smoothed back the obscuring fog of his victim's hair and looked upon her face. Her mouth opened and
a scream swarmed out like a flight of wasps—and then his anger possessed him, his horrible, vicious anger,
and made him delight in the way her flesh swept from her bones as he stroked her. Beneath his scaly
pams it scraped away as skin might during the flaying of a rabbit.

This was the worst ever, the most wicked dream he had ever had. And he couldn't stop it. He watched
himsdf tear the skin off her knotting, twisting muscles. His own screams mingled with hers.

"Weake up! Wake Up!" A frantic voice was cdling to him.

Help me! Please help mel

"Wake up!" His savior grabbed his shoulders and shook him so furioudy the dream finaly snapped.

"Weake up, son,"” Mike Banion was saying. "You and | have a big problem.”

"Dad?' His own voice was a whisper. Mike had him by the shoulders, had pulled him half out of the bed.

Mike threw his arms around him. "Wake up, Johnny. This is a serious problem."

Jonathan hugged him back. He had come to love gruff Mike Banion. Although Mike could be fierce, the
cop loved him too, in his own way. Behind the tough exterior the love was there. Definitely. But in his own
way.

"I've got a hard thing to tel you, Johnny."

Jonathan looked into the detective's eyes. The intendity of the dream made even the redity of Mike seem
vague, as if he were on the other side of a dirty window. Jonathan tried to bring things into focus, to prepare
himsdlf for whatever unimaginable tragedy had occurred. "Okay, Dad."

"Your girl isin the hospital. She got raped.”



Earthquake. The ceiling, the walls, the floor flying out into the night. "My—my—"

"Patricia Murray. She was raped on the altar of Holy Spirit sometime around midnight. She's at the
Polyclinic. Bad, I'm afraid, son."

That made the dream boil up once again from Jonathan's unconscious. This time it brought a stunning,
terrible image of a blond head twisting and turning below him, lips flecked with blood. He felt her body
beneath his own, jerking in spasm.

A thrill tickled him like the passage of a spider across his neck. "No!"

Mike grabbed his shoulders. "Y ou must have been the last person to see her before the rapist.”

On those words his mother swept into the room, her red silk robe fluttering behind her. "Leave him
adonel” She was not her usual self. She looked like she hadn't dept in a month; her face was a mask.

"Mary, I'm trying to console our boy. His date was raped tonight at the Spirit."

Mary forced her featured into a grimace. "No," she blurted. "That's crazy!"

"It happened.”

Jonathan saw an ocean of pity in his mother's eyes. She reached out to him, then stopped. She looked
from Jonathan to Mike and back again. She was silent.

Jonathan's mind returned to his dream. In it he had been raping somebody. And those vast rows of tree
trunks, those crosses—the dream jungle could easily have been a real-life church.

The memory of how very much he had enjoyed hurting her made him reject Mike's comforting hug and
scramble to his feet in panic. He wanted to run, to hide, to somehow escape the red fire of insane anger
within him.

Mike enclosed his arm in a powerful hand. "That's okay, son, take it easy. Take it easy, now."

He couldn't do that—not after glimpsing a monster in the shadows of his soul. Frantically he tried to stifle
the terror. Dad obvioudy thought he was grief-stricken. How could he say that the right emotion was
dread?

He decided that the impression of rape was more than a dream. It was dmost a memory. Maybe this is
the way psychopaths discover their crimes.

"Dad—"

How could he say it? While she was being raped | was dreaming about raping her? Funny coincidence,
right, Dad?

"Come on, son, I'll drive you over to the hospital.”

"Youll leave him right here, Mike Banion! Look at him. He's overwrought! You wake him up in the
middle of the night, drag him out of bed—"

"Oh, darlin'. Pat was his girl."

"One date! And | arranged it."

At last Jonathan pulled himsdlf together enough to talk. He had to tell them, he could not keep the
coincidence of his dream a secret. He worked his throat, trying to get the words out. "I had a bad
dream—my God, | had a bad dream! It's—no. It's impossble—but | dreamed | was raping her. | was
dreaming it when you woke me up!"

"Come on, son, take it easy, now."

"Jonathan, you don't know what you're saying! Mike, he's not awake yet. You can see that!"

"Listen to me! | dreamed this. | did dream it" He faced Mike. "Dad, you have to put me on the
polygraph, and do it right now."

"The hel | will," Mike roared. "No way are you going on the poly!"

"l am a prime suspect, Dad. | was the last person to see her."

"For God's sake, the poly can lie. What if | got a posi-tive?’

"You'd do what you have to."

"Son—oh, son—are you—it almost sounds like—are you confessing this crime?”

"Mike, if you do this—if you dare—" She fel silent, her face burning with fear and rage.

Mike ignored her, regarded Jonathan sadly. "Don't tell me (his, Johnny."

Jonathan felt in that moment the most profound pity for his stepfather. "If I'd gotten hold of you in time,"
Mike had once said, "I'd have made you a cop. Such a cop." He'd cuffed Jonathan. "You'd've been a great
cop." Poor Mike, dl tangled up in his dreams of the son he'd never had. His first wife had died before they
could afford children, so twenty-two-year-old Jonathan was taking the place of the unborn. Of course there
was no question of Mary giving him children. She'd had a hysterectomy years ago.

"Mike, you've got to face it. I've got to go on the poly. Especially because I'm your stepson. If you didn't
know me persondly, I'd be a prime suspect—dream or no dream— just because | was the last person
known to have been with her. I'd be down at the precinct under questioning right now."



"Hdl, I'd know in a second you didn't do it. I've been a detective a damn long time, kid. And | know you
didn't do it. My goddamn trick knee tells me." He cuffed Jonathan's shoulder. "The poor girl is redly
banged up. A stringbean like you couldn'ta done it.”

Then why did | dream what | dreamed?

"If | weren't your son, you'd request a poly as a matter of routine. It'd be your duty then, and it's your
duty now."

Mike's face clouded. Jonathan had him cornered. The truth was obvious. "I'll cal the precinct, get an
operator outa bed," Mike muttered. He started to go heavily down the stairs. At the landing he paused. He
looked back, the hal light gleaming on his glasses, his skin the color of dirty flour. "Goddamn, | just had a
thought. If we were out on the lease, we'd be gettin' up just about now. | can smell that coffee, son.”

Mike's hunting lease was his persona version of paradise. The two of them had good times there, despite
Jonathan's total inability to fire after he had aimed. He couldn't under-stand killing for fun. The pleasure of
the hunt did not seem judtification for stealing a life. For him, getting the buck in his sights was enough. "I'l
be ready in a minute." He went to his closet, began to get dressed.

Mother followed Jonathan into his room, taked to him as he put on his clothes. "Don't you redlize he
thinks you're guilty? Helll make that test read any way he wants it to read!"

"Mother, for heaven's sake, | asked for the test."

She dropped her voice. "He's clever. If | didn't know better, I'd say | had committed the ultimate error of
marry-ing an Inquisitor.”

"A who?'

She blinked away annoyance. "Just a figure of speech. Remember that a policeman's first concern is
solving his case. Getting the right man is entirely secondary.”

"Mike would never take advantage like that. It isn't his way."

"I'm the one who loves you, Jonathan. You're my child and it's my obligation to protect you." Her hands
fluttered helplesdy before her face. "His affection—if you can even call it that—is ordinary. Just ordinary."
She clutched at him. "Y ou're so hrilliant, so good—he has no idea what you are. He's a barbarian.”

"Why did you marry him then? | don't think you've ever loved him, have you?"

"That isn't your business. | had a good reason for marry-ing Mike. Better than you can imagine."

"And | have a good reason for taking the polygraph.”

"l can't stop you, can 17"

"Not redly, Mother."

"So put your shirt on and go take your beloved polygraph and God help you! You can defy me dl you
want. 1 can't stop you." She swept out, head high, fists clenched. There were tears starting in her eyes.

Poor Mother. There was so much about her own son that she did not understand.

| am a gentle man who dreams like a monster.

He went down the stairs, found Mike standing in the kitchen.

Mike's face was tight with embarrassment. "The poly operator's waiting." He walked quietly behind
Jonathan into the garage. But the moment the door closed he began to argue again. "For God's sake,
Johnny, the girl is over at that hospita and we're wasting time. She needs a friend right now. Let me take
you to her. Forget the damn polygraph— nobody suspects you, least of dl me."

Jonathan paused beside the car. A quigt, firm voice spoke within: There is something wrong with you,
and now is the time to find out what it is.

"Doit for me, Dad."

That statement brought a cuff that made Jonathan's ear ring. He sat down in the cigar-cured old Dodge
and wished that Mike would for once remember his strength. "Sorry, Johnny. Sorry. It's just—I know my
own job. Don't tedl me my job. And | don't want to polygraph you."

Jonathan had to be more specific with Mike; there was no way around it. "Dad, | was having a very
strange dream when you woke me up. | was dreaming that | had raped Patricia. Violently. In a church."

Mike got into the Dodge. For a moment he was silent. Then he dammed his hands againgt the steering
whesl. "Coincidence.”

"What if I'm a psychopath and don't know it?"

"Rare. Chance in amillion."

"It happens, Dad."

"I know it happens! But it isn't happening to you. Y ou're the scientific geniusin the family. You'd know it
if you were a psycho." He looked at Jonathan. There was fear in his eyes. "Wouldn't you?"'

"There are blank areas in my memory."

"Big deal. There are blank areas in my memory too. You're a good kid— mean, dont go getting a



swelled head if you get a compliment from the inspector, but | know a good kid when | see one. You live
clean, you work hard. This dream stuff is damn foolishness. Everybody has crazy dreams now and then.
You don't know where they come from. Men are violent. That's a fact. Hell, | ought to run you in for
wasting police time with false leads or somethin'. God, do | wish that was a crime. Our job'd be cut in half.
But that's neither here nor there. The point is, that girl was brutaly raped, Jonathan. Could you redly hurt
somebody that way? You can't even shoot a deer, for Chrissake. You have less killer instinct than any man
I've ever known. Take my word for it, kid."

- "The nicest people are often the most repressed, the kind who chop their families to bits, then can't
remember athing about it. It takes years of psychotherapy to uncover the monster inside.”

Mike started the car, pulled out into the soft early morn-ing, into the quiet of Kew Gardens. There had
been rain before dawn, and dew now gleamed in the sunlight, sparkling leaves and grass, shining on the
street and the roofs of the tdl, elegant houses.

As they drove adong Jonathan suffered another wave of anguish over Patricia. What nameless horror had
befdlen her?

If | raped her I'll commit suicide.

As they went from Kew out onto Queens Boulevard Jonathan felt in himself something aimogt filthy, as if
arotten, evil presence had crawled through his soul and left greasy stains behind.

His whole life might be coming apart.

Mike lit a cigar, his sallow skin glowing briefly in the lighter flame. From time to time he glanced in
Jonathan's direction. Pain seemed to ooze from Mike's sweat-gleaming brow, from his hunched shoulders,
his betrayed face.

His faith in me had finally been shaken a little.

Cold crept into Jonathan's bones. The dawn hour was a time when one's body seemed to hold less tightly
to life. He huddled into his thin jacket.

The 112th precinct house was a modern building, dl gray tile and glass. Jonathan had never been inside.
Mike's work-places—indeed his habits, even his friends—were mostly kept from his stepson. Despite
Mike's occasional suggestion that Jonathan become a cop, he kept his police associations separate.
"Hardasses," he would say. "You wouldn't go for ‘em.”

Mike pulled the car into a no-parking zone in front of the station. One thing New York City police
officials do not have is parking problems. As soon as the car stopped Jonathan got out.

"Hold it. Just wait a minute" Mike took his stepson's arm. "Look, you aren't any kind of a suspect or
anything like that. Nobody even knows you're gonna be on the poly, and nothin's goin' in the record
unless—"

He stopped.

"Comeon, Dad. Let's get it over with."

He followed Mike through an empty waiting room, past a desk sergeant with permanently raised
eyebrows, and into a steel-clad elevator that whined horribly when it started moving.

On the third floor there were offices, the largest among them Mike Banion's. When they went indde, a

tal, cadaver-ous man rose to his feet. " 'Morning, Blake," Mike mut-tered. "Sorry to bring you down here

at this hour.”

"No prablem, Inspector. Glad to do it."" He glanced at Jonathan. "This the suspect?’

"Not a suspect.”

Blake regarded Jonathan with neutrality so complete it was chilling. "Got the booking papers?’

"Thisis a voluntary. Off the goddamn record, see?'

"How do | record the polygraph use, then? It's gotta be on the record, especialy with this portable unit. If
we were down at the Police Academy with the fixed ingtdlation itd be easier. A lot of uses on that thing.
But this—nobody ever takes it out.”

"Then say you were testing it. Making sure it ill Works." He paused a moment. "Look, Blake, you're
gonna find out when you work up the questions, so I'm telling you now that this is my stepson, Jonathan. He
had the misfortune to be the last respectable person to be seen with a very nice young lady named Patricia
Murray who was raped after he left her. So we're down here clearing him."

The polygraph operator's face closed down tight. He was aready in the middle of this. He obvioudy
thought he ought to keep as low a profile as possible.

They left Mike's pin-perfect office with its gleaming oak desk and wall of citations and awards, and went
down the hdl to a smal inner room that smelled of stale cigarette smoke and was dominated by an
electronic apparatus on a table beside an old-fashioned office chair.

A young policeman had appeared in the hal behind them. He followed them into the room and began



going through a file cabinet.

"Out, patrolman,” Mike snapped.

"But, 5ir, I've got to—"

"Get the hdll out! Thisis private!"

The young cop hurried to the door. Jonathan looked around at the police equipment. He recognized the
elec-trodes and wires of a skin galvanometer. He understood the principle of the polygraph; the devices he
worked with in his own lab were far more sophisticated versions of the same system.

As soon as he saw how primitive the police machine realy was he began to doubt the effectiveness of

this session. Perhaps this was dl just a waste of time and emationa energy.

Mike was staring at the door. "Who was that guy, Blake, a rookie?"

"Musta been. Never saw him before."

"Got his uniform dl screwed up. Notice that?’

"No, gr."

"Y eah. Some damn screwed-up rookie." Mike looked through his bifocas at Jonathan. "Let's get on with
it

"Remove any meta objects from your pockets and roll up your seeves, please.”

Mike stood at the far side of the room with his fingers hooked in his belt loops. His lips were pursed, his
face tightly controlled. His eyes were too cam. He was preparing himself for the worst.

Jonathan said nothing about the poor rookie, who was 4ill lurking in the hdl. Fortunately Mike couldn't
see him from where he was standing. All the young cop needed was an argument with Mike Banion.

He could feel the young cop's eyes on him, watching from just beyond the edge of the light. Idle eyes.
Lucky young cop, with nothing to worry about except some damn file.

The operator rubbed Jonathan's wrists with electrostatic ga and affixed the straps, then bound the
device's bdt around his chest. He flipped a couple of switches and graph paper began spewing out of the
plotter. Next there was a test routine to confirm that the styli were ralling correctly,

"What is your name, please?"'

"Jonathan Titus Banion."

"Your age?'

"Twenty-two."

"Occupation?"

"Assistant professor, New Y ork University."

"Are you a homosexua?"'

"Cut the crap! Don't ask him asshole questions.”

"Sorry, Mikel Sorry! It's routine in rape cases."

"Try another tack, boy."

The operator cleared his throat. "Do you like girls?'

"y es”

"Have you ever hit agirl or hurt agirl in any way?'

"Not that | remember."

"Do you go to church on Sunday?"

"No."

"Do you bathe?'

"y es”

It was coming soon. They usualy popped in the big one after a few innocuous questions so that
fluctuations in the graph could be more easily read.

"Do you have a driver's license?"

e

"Did you rape Patricia Murray?"

"No."

"Were you present when she was raped?”

"No."

Silence descended. Jonathan had the happiness of watch-ing Mike's face go from tight misery to relief.
The needles hadn't even burped. But his own mind was jugt as full of questions as before. Even as he was
taking the test he was growing more sure that this polygraph was the wrong instru-ment. There were more
sengitive ways of getting to the truth than measuring whether or not a person thought he was lying.

Jonathan's outer self obvioudy believed that he was inno-cent. But was that enough? There are other,
deeper selvesin dl human beings, selves that are never meant to be seen by the person riding the surface.



A smple polygraph might not detect trouble deep down in a man, where his serpents crawl.

"As clean atest as I've ever seen, Inspector. The kid's not lying. He didn't do it. I'd stake my reputation
onit."

Sowly Mike began to smile. He clapped his hands to-gether. His eyes began to twinkle. Then, abruptly,
he shifted to a more grave expression. No celebrations now, not appro-priate. "Okay. | guess you want to
get to that hospital right away, don't you, Jonathan?"

Jonathan stood up. He wished he could be as easily convinced as Mike.

Scientigt, test thysdlf.

In the privacy of his own lab, deserted for the summer, he might find a deeper answer than the simple
police equipment offered.

But not now. He knew that Mike would object violently to a trip to the lab. And he would too, for the
moment. He was needed at the hospital. And he was longing to be there, more as each moment passed.

The polygraph operator made his way out of the room. Jonathan started to follow, but Mike stopped him.
"Just hold on a second. | can't go with you; | got too much to do on this case. | just want to say—oh,
Johnny, wow. What the hell can | say?"

"I love you too, Dad." Jonathan kissed his stepfather's cheek, giving expression to the emotion that filled
and also frightened his stepfather. Mike in response shook his hand with almost comic solemnity.

"Good enough. 1've amind to send you over to the hospital under escort. Get you there in two minutes.”

"l can take a cab, Dad. And don't kill yourself while I'm not watching over you. Remember to get some
deep.”

They went through the tiled halls again, back to the grinding elevator, and this time the desk sergeant
didn't even look up as they passed. On his way down to the corner to get a cab Jonathan redlized it was ill
too early to find one around here. He would have to take a bus.

Standing at the bus stop with nothing to do but wait, dl his energy seemed to drain from his body. He felt
like he had been awake for a month. He could conceive of going home, getting into bed, and deeping until
noon.

How dare he even consider that when Patricia needed him?

Needs me? He'd known her for exactly twelve hours. But, yes, she did need him. She would be dl aone
in that hospital right now, maybe losing her life. . .

"Sheredlly had an effect on you, for a new girl." Mike had come up behind him. "I'm avoiding a reporter,”
he said sheepishly. "Church rapes are big news. I'll drive you."

"No, | need some time to get myself together. Just about bus ride time."

"What's she like, Johnny?"

"What can | tdl you? | fdl in love with her. She's wonderful."

"She's one of Father Goodwin's most pious types. | see you as fdling more for the easygoing kind."

"Beggars can't be choosers."

"Beggars? Come on, you must have 'em falin' dl over themselves for you." He grasped Jonathan's
shoulder. "You're a hdl of a good guy. Girls sense things like that."

Jonathan couldn't even smile. The wrong bus came and went, disgorging a rumpled man who seemed
astonished to see them.

"Why, if it isn't Mike Banion, waiting for me right on the street corner. Got a scoop, Mike?"

"Thisis the goddamn reporter | was hiding from. The only uneducated man the Times has left."

"I'm an indtitution.”

"You'e dill working the blotter after fifteen years. | guess you are sort of an ingtitution.”

The reporter smiled toward Jonathan. He had very bad teeth. "Terry Quist, at your service. You make it,
we break it."

"He means the news. All the news that fits, he prints."

"Aslong as it's bad. Never accuse me of publicizing good causes, please."

Quist was a thinner, more threadbare version of Mike. He had cigars in the top pocket of his jacket too.
His feet were huge clown feet, encased in shoes that seemed composed of shine aone. His ropy,
weathered face spoke dl the cunning of a man who understood the intricacies of city life.

"Terry, | want you to meet my stepson Jonathan. Jona-than, meet Terry Quist.”

"Hdlo," Jonathan said.

Terry Quist stared at him as he might at a cobra coiled on the foot of his bed. "He gonna be with us?'

Mike nodded. "Until his bus comes.”

"I'm in big trouble. I've got to talk to you privately." When Quist's voice quavered, Jonathan redized that
the man was trying to control profound fear. Jonathan found his very presence chilling. His own terror, his



awful sense of evil within, was ill close to the surface.

"Il give you ten minutes,” Mike told the reporter.

"Your office, please. | might be talkin" about my life, Inspector.”

The bus came as Mike and Terry were entering the pre-cinct house. Stting alone as it swayed aong,
Jonathan tried to prepare himself for what he was going to find at the hospital. But he could not. A few
hours ago Patricia had dazzled him with her beauty. Now she was the victim of somebody who despised it.

Somebody dark and wicked.

He sucked in breath. For an instant he had wanted to run, just to let his body take over and somehow
escape the situation.

He remained on the bus as if frozen to his seat, unable for a time even to move.

By the time the bus reached the huge Art Deco hulk of the Poly, full sunlight bathed the streets, the
white walls of the building, the sea of glittering windows. He got up and forced himsdlf out onto the
sidewalk. He passed through the en-trance to the old building.

Once in the lobby he sought the information desk. It was manned by a fat guard complete with Sam
Browne belt and pistol. Queens Poly didn't fool around. It was a hard place, where the borough's desperate
emergencies came. This man often confronted people who were crazy with shock and grief.

"I'm trying to locate a woman named Patricia Murray, a rape victim, badly injured.”

He consulted a computer printout. "Here—Murray, Patri-cia, Intensive Care Unit, Ward C, Section Five.
That's the fifth floor, end of the corridor."

Jonathan got on an elevator jammed with interns, nurses, and two patients in wheelchairs. It stopped for
an intermina-ble time at each floor. At last, though, he arrived at the nurses' station that controlled the ICU.
"I'm here to see Patricia Murray," he said to the nurse at the desk.

"Vigting hours start at nine." She flipped through afile. "Oh. Are you related?"

He lied because he knew he had to. "Yes."

"She may be awake. But you'l have to observe her through the window. No direct contact yet."

He followed the nurse down a halway cluttered with medical paraphernalia, 1V stands, wheelchairs,
ralling beds, electronic equipment.

Patricia lay swathed in an olive-drab surgical gown. Her legs were spread and a tent of plastic obscured
her head. An OXYGEN IN USE sgn flashed on and off above the window that looked into the room. Her
whole bely was covered with gauze and bandages, and more bandages were on her arms. Even beyond
the evidence of great wounding, it was her absolute gtillness that made Jonathan feel the strange, deep
anguish of the bereft. Only if she were dead would she be more 4ill.

He stood looking at her, feding the tears burn in his eyes and a tightness constrict his throat, and wishing
that some-how it could have been different.

What terrible thing had happened last night?

Was he wrong, or had her head dowly turned toward him? With the wrinkled plastic oxygen tent making
aclear view of her impossible, it was difficult to tell.

Yes, she had definitely looked his way.

But what was the expression on her face? Was it love, or terror—or was it madness?

He strained and peered at her, but he could not tell. After a few minutes the nurse nudged his elbow, then
drew him away.

As he went down the hdl exhaustion hit him hard, and with it came a great sorrow. His brief love was
destroyed.

He thought of her, lying beneath himin his dream. He crept from the hospitd like a guilty man.

27 JUNE 1983
MOST PRIVATE

To: The Prefect of the Sacred Congregation for the Defense of the Faith
From: The Chancellor for the Inquiry in North Amer-ica
Y our Eminence:

| am sorry to inform you that the Night Church has surfaced publicly with a bloody ritud at a parish
inthe New York City borough of Queens.

Location: Holy Spirit Parish, founded 1892, church dedicated September, 1894. Present population
16,231.



We have known for some time that rituals were being held at this church, but, in accordance with
your Directive 1516, 28 October 1971, In Causa Clandes-tina, we have done no more than insert
operative observers into the congregation.

A full report of the service from observer Brother Alexander Parker (Judist) is attached. Here are
the highlights:

1. Theritual was conducted by Prince Franklin Titus himself, attesting to its canonical importance.

2. Princess Mary Titus was in attendance at the ceremony.

3. The ritua appeared to be the Rituale Pudibunda Coitus, the Shameful Coupling. (See Grimoire
Titus, Rev. X1V, val. 11, pp. 2112-2177.)

4, Apparently the principd participants Were the two heirs who were successfully hidden from us
dur-ing our last Oppugnatio. According to our statistics these two are the only viable heirs |ft:

a. Patricia Murray (from Pantera to Roland to Sheil to Murray, see Genealogies Pantera, Sec. 42.
Family 58, Branch Irish, yrs. 1718-1952, for lineage to Mur-ray, Jean Patricia Roisn Margaret out of
Samud and Rebecca).

b. Jonathan Banion (believed to be Jonathan Titus, Prince, see Genealogies Titus, Sec. 113, Family
71, Branch Anglo-American, yrs. 1691-1951, for lineage to Titus, Jonathan Martin FHavius out of
Martin and Mary).

5. Because the two viable heirs were participating, we must view thisritua as extremely dangerous.

6. Because of the urgency of the dtuation | would suggest Directive 801, 14 June 1831, Contra
Poenam Ultimam, be revoked, and that His Holiness be pre-vailed upon to authorize the Ultimate
Measure against these two individuds.

Yoursin Christ & for the Defense of the Faith, Brian Conlon (Msgr.)
Document Class: Urgent A, mogt private, Swiss Guards courier

Destination: Paolo Cardinal Impélliteri, the Hidden Collegium, Prefecturate for the Defense of the
Faith, Vatican City
Ad: Cancellarius Inquisitionis in Septentrionalis Americanensis

Bx: Prefectus Congregationis Defensioni Fidei

You are by this order directed most specificaly not to undertake any actions contrary to Poenam
Ulti-mam.

His Holiness certainly has no intention of condon-ing the sort of excesses that have marred the
history of the Hidden Collegium.

However, we do authorize you to submit either of the heirs to passive questioning if you can find a
means of doing S0 that does not violate the civil laws of the jurisdiction in which you reside.

You are proceeding under the following authorities of the Holy Office of the Congregation for the
Defense of the Faith:

1.In Defensione Fidei, Ch. V, Pt. C, Para. 5: "The Holy Office of the Inquigition shall retain its full
powers and authorities, as granted in Justinian, Lex. 1.023:325, In haeretici, and affirmed many
times sub-sequently.”

2.Canon Lex. 221.04 (Privatus): "The Defenders are authorized in cases of extreme necessity,
where the whole life of the Faith is threatened or the very existence of the Church called into question,
to take up arms in defense of our Holy Faith."

As there is a possihility that there will be sin com-mitted in the heat of your effort, and that you may
be unable to confess before death, | now pronounce the customary absolution In Futuro upon you and
your subordinates:

Auctoritate a Summis Pontificibus mihi concessa plenariam omnium peccatorum tuorum
indulgentiam tibi impertior: in nomine Patris et Filii et Spiritus Sancti.

Mea Auctoritate,
Paolo Cardinalis Impelliteri

Document Class. Urgent A, destroy in presence of courier

Destination: Monsignor Brian Conlon, Chancellor for the Inquiry, North America, 1217 Fuller Brush
Build-ing, 221 E. 57th Street, New York, N.Y., 10022

12 JULY 1983



MOST PRIVATE

To: The Prefect of the Sacred Congregation for the Defense of the Faith
From: The Chancellor for the Inquiry in North Amer-ica
Your Eminence:

Of course we understand and respect the position of His Holiness and of the Hidden Collegium.

In no way will this office violate the provisions against execution and torture promulgated in Contra
Poenam Ultimam.

But we aso apprehend what is hidden between the lines of your memorandum, that we are to act
exactly according to the statutes you cite, which granted the Holy Office its origind authority.
Be assured that we will do so with dl vigor.
May God have mercy on our souls.

Yoursin Christ & for the Defense of the Faith, Brian Conlon (Msgr.)
Document Class. Extraordinary, destroy after read-ing, Swiss Guards courier

Destination: Paolo Cardinal Impélliteri, the Hidden Collegium, Prefecturate for the Defense of the
Faith, Vatican City

Chapter Five

MIKE WATCHED Terry Quist open a Baby Ruth, stuff it into his mouth, and toss the wrapper to the
floor. The poor guy. He always gobbled food when he was tense. Or scared. Mike eased his friend into
teling his story. "Y ou ill write the blotter, don't you?"'

"That and the bus plunges at the bottom of the pages— '158 die in Surinam bus plunge' typa junk. I'll
never get anywhere on the Times. I'm more of a National Tattler kind of a guy.”

"So What're you doin' here? Go plunge a bus."

"I've got serious business with you. You wanna hear my story or not? | might have a line on your raped
girl."

"Anything about Patricia Murray | want to hear. Are you lookin' for pay, or what?"'

"Come on, man. By rights | ought to be back at the shop doin' my investigative reporter bit. But I'm here
because I'm a coward. | want to stay alive. Just one thing, though, before | lay what I've got on the table.
It's very weird. | want you to suspend disbelief."

"No."

"Please remember we been friends since | taught you to smoke in fifth grade.”

"Fourth.”

"I forget. Anyway, you promise me that you will check this one out, no matter how wild it sounds."

"You're settin' yourself up for a putdown. You been takin' rides on a UFO or Somethin'?”

"I wish | had. I'd be better off gettin' fucked over by little green men than by the Night Church.”

He fdl dlent. His hands, Mike noticed, were gripping the edge of the desk so tightly there was a flush
beneath his fingernails. "Keep goin, buddy."

"Just that | have reason to believe from the nature of the crime that your lady was hurt in a religious
service"

"The priest in that parish isagood friend of mine."

"You're dealing here with something much bigger than any single priest or parish. The way | see it, this
thing is gigantic. World wide. A festering, deadly cancer hidden in the Catholic Church, rotting it from
within. And evil, Mike,

God ismy witness. Unbelievably evil." "Something as big as that fools around with rape? Thisis lone
pervert stuff." "l said you wouldn't believe me."

"l didn't pass judgment yet. Keep convincin' me. You're doin' a wonderful job so far."

"I'll bet."

"You are. I'mtakin' you serioudly."

"It's got a congregation that meets at Holy Spirit. Ah, come on, Mike, | see you amilin! I'm teling you



something big."

Mike had amiled just alittle, to test Terry's resolve. Terry's reaction meant that he, at least, believed the
story he was telling. "Prove Somethin'."

"What do you want proved?'

"Anything. Any part of it."

"The constant whine of the cop to the reporter: do my work, | can't do it myself. Okay, | got onto this
through a guy named Alexander Parker, lives across the street from Holy Spirit. This guy is not connected
with the media. He started comin' in to the Idle Hour about a week or so ago. He hears I'm a reporter and
he tdls me he's got a story."

Mike nodded.

"He tells me how he goes home late alot. Night person, he says. And every Sunday and Thursday night
he's noticed Somethin' funny. It's not that big a dedl, just dightly more people around than usual. One night,
he's in his apartment. It's quiet, see, and he hears this real low noise. Like music, but so low he more feels
it than hears it. He thinks maybe it comes from the church. So he goes over there."

"Ought to be on the force."

"He tries the door, but it's locked. So he listens. He hears people moving around inside, like lots of people
just walking around and around in the church. Every so often a baby screams and gets stifled. That spooks
him a little, and he goes home. He watches. Along about four-thirty he's been asleep, and dl of a sudden he
sees people leaving."

"He's asleep and he sees the people?’

"Will you cut it out! He wakes up and he sees the people. Clumps of two and three, like. He counts three
hundred people leaving over the space of haf an hour. In the smal hours of the goddamn mornin'. He can't
figureit."

"S0o he runs off and tells New Y ork's most brilliant re-porter.”

"He lets it sort of dip out. Like he was trying to lead me on. He tells me they're dangeroudly crazy.
Something about a disease they're gonna spread. Something about a new species—the anti-man. He asks
me, amost begs me, to write it up. 'Tel the world," he says. 'Warn them." "

"y

"So doesn't that sound pretty damn dangerous?”'

"Hdl, I'm dl for it. Anti or not, a new speciesl| probably do a better job than we have."

"You don't understand, do you, you jerk? You're sittin' there straight as a razor and dl the time laughing at
me. It's what they plan to do after the new race gets going. The rest of us—they're gonna just kill us.
All of us."

"Lotta work."

"Not for people with the kind of weapon they have. A disease has been developed. When they release it
everybody dies.”

"Including the new race—and the Night Church?"

"Hédl, no. Everybody except them. They dl get vacci-nated.”

"Your friend found out a lot. | mean, considering he just watched these people from across the street.
Supposedly.”

"I thought about that. | think Alex is more than he seems. He told me, 'Y ou're a reporter, get your story
and publish it." "

"So you're here.”

"I'm afraid for my life! Thisis bigger than me. | can't get the story and stay alive."

"How can | identify these people?’

"Wdl, mogt of ‘em are in Holy Spirit Church in the middle of the night. Go over and pick 'em up."

"And hit 'em with a trespass misdemeanor? That'd just tell 'em to get cautious.”

"Hind their labs or whatever. They must have storage facilities for their disease bacteria, not to mention
ddivery systems. It can't be smple to infect the whole world. There's got to be plenty of evidence of what
they're plan-ning."

"This sounds like some kind of crazy science, not a church,”

"Wdl, maybe that's accurate. Religion and science mix and a monster is born."

"You dill haven't given me anything to go on."

"Hdl, Mike—"

"You bring me a load of crap like this and you'd better have some tangible evidence to go with it.
Something J can goddamn well put my hands on. Come on, Terry. I'm a busy man."

"So talk to Alex Parker! Do your goddamn job, follow the lead."



Terry's tone made Mike want to dug him, but he resisted the temptation. "Everybody in the
neighborhood's being interviewed, you can bet on that.”

"Oh, come on! You get your ass out of that chair and go and persondly tak to Alex Parker. Do it for
me. For old times."

Mike regarded his friend. Too many disappointments, too much booze, too many hopes down the drain.
"OK, buddy, I'll give him a cdl right now." Terry had the number. Mike didled, waited through three, then
five, then seven rings. He shrugged, put the phone down. "What can | tell you? No answer. Well have to
try again later."

Terry Quist's face was covered with a fine sheen of sweat. Mike could smell the stink of his fear.

It was the nausea as much as the riot of birdsong that awoke Brother Alexander. He opened his eyes to
blue morning sky. The lurching vertigo told him that he had been drugged. He could smdll the thick ether
fumes 4ill in his nose, could taste them in his dry mouth. His stomach heaved and twisted.

Above him puffy white clouds crossed the clear blue. He was bound hand and foot, chained to an iron
bedstead. He was in a forest glade. He could not move his head enough to see them, but he could sense
people about.

When he turned his head far to the right he caught a glimpse of a familiar face. His heart began to pound.
It was the notorious Jerry Cochran, and he was carrying something that looked very much like a blowtorch.

"Good morning, Brother."

Tears sprang to Alex Parker's eyes. He had heard stories of this man, terrible stories of flaying adive and
burning, of tortures beyond belief.

There was a whump and a roar. Then Jerry Cochran came into full view, tdl, grim, his eyes crazy, his
face o rigid it might be made of stone. In his hand was a black blowtorch gushing fire. Alex turned and
twisted on the rocking bed-stead. His mind swarmed with terrors. In the deep of the night when he was dl
alone he had sweated out the possibil-ity of just this martyrdom, death by fire.

"If you answer my questions, | will first garrote you," Jerry Cochran said softly.

Alex wept openly. He aready knew what he would do, he had thought al this out very carefully.
Inquisitors must understand themselves well enough to know what they will do under torture. "I'm sorry,
Jerry," he said between sobs. Then he fixed his mind on the Jesus prayer, his only weapon against the
agony of the flames. "Jesus, thou art with me, Jesus, thou art with me, Jesuss—oh! Oh, GOD! AAAHHH!"

Jerry had held the flame against Alex's chest. There was a gink of burnt hair. "You're very senstive,
Alex. | hardly touched you."

Alex fet his bladder let go. But they had prepared for that. He could feel that a towel was stuffed
between his legs. "Jesus, thou art with me, Jesus, thou art with—"

The flames sent tidal waves of razor-sharp agony up his thighs as Jerry played the flame dong his legs.
Skin popped and crackled. Oily smoke rose.

"We know your drinking companion is a reporter, Alex. What is his name?"

"Jesus, thou art with me, Jesus, thou art with me." Alex stopped in confusion when the next application
didnt come. To his utter horror he felt Jerry pulling away the towel that had protected him.

"The Judists are cdlibate, | think," he said. "Wdl, | don't suppose it matters one way or the other, does it,
my friend? No more worries about keeping your vow."

When he felt the fire this time it was as if his insgdes were being torn out, as if dl the flaming stars of
heaven had falen on him. Wild with torment he shrieked, he bellowed until his throat cracked, he jerked
and twisted on the iron bedstead.

Nobody could hear him, not out here on one of the Night Church's vast country estates.

"Name him!"

"Qui-i-st! QUIST! QUISsT!!"

"Ah."

"Stop! Jerry, | told you! Stop! Stop!"

With lazy strokes, Jerry moved the tongue of flame up and down Alex's legs from his crotch to the
searing, crackling bottoms of his feet. "QUIST! QUIST! OH, GOD!"

Jerry gazed at him with the hooded eyes of great passion. His face was flushed. "Now well get started
on your bdly, OK, Alex?' He amiled alittle. "Maybe if you tried the Jesus prayer some more it would help.
Or if you told me the names of the other scum in your cdl!"

"I told you, QUIST!"

"He was a recent contact. A reporter indeed. What an amateurish attempt to harm us—attracting the
atention of a reporter. | want to know the other names, Alex, dl of them!"



To give up his cell was the ultimate failure of an Inquisitor. Desperate, knowing his own weakness, Alex
tried to knock himsalf senseless by banging his head againsgt the iron bar beneath it. But Jerry had thought
of that. A leather collar restrained his neck. "Look, Alex, you're suffering so much I'll offer you another
deal. I'm afraid you've been too difficult to deserve garroting, but you give me the names and I'll do your
face with the torch. Il be over very quickly.”

"Jesus, thou art with me, Jesus, thou art with me, Jesus—"

When the flames came this time they pierced his belly and made his stomach boil. His bowels exploded
ingde him, mixing their torment with the searing of the flesh. Hot steam rushed up his throat and scorched
his mouth and nose.

Jerry stopped. "You may be wondering why dl this pain doesn't just knock you out. We loaded you up
with ampheta-mines, Brother Alex. Y ou cannot escape into unconscious-ness."

That did it. He had been hoping to faint, even to go into a coma from the pain and the damage. This was
just too much. Even in his worst imaginings he had never dreamed torture would be this bad. It was amost
incredible that the human body could endure such agony. Sick at heart, facing his own miserable failure,
Alex ligted the names of the people in his cell. "God forgive me. Brother Julius Timothy is one, Brother
George Y ates the other."

"That's dl? Why such asmal cdl?'

"Holy Spirit was a backwater assignment.”

Jerry nodded. "So we thought. That's why we use it so much.”

"You're very clever."

"I know we are, Alex."

There was a moment of silence between them. Alex sought the eyes of his torturer. There was contact
between the two men then, the anguished victim and his tormentor. In Jerry Cochran's eyes Alex saw so
many things. hate, enjoyment, self-loathing, and deep down in the sparks and the shadows, a scared little
boy who had been logt for along time.

"God forgives you, my son, and | forgive you too."

Jerry laughed. As sad a sound as Alex had ever heard. "I ought to give you the full treatment for that."
He turned up the blowtorch until it bellowed out a great gust of flame.

For a moment he hesitated as if undecided. He pointed the torch at Alex's chest. "Jesus, thou art with me,
Jesus—"

But something had moved that hard man, and he suddenly changed the direction of the flame. For an
instant Alex saw fire, then he fdt a red-hot poker go down his throat, then he was dl in cool. He fell away
into timeless blessedness.

Jerry directed the work crew to complete the cremation and bag the body. Then they returned to Queens
and entered Alex's apartment with the remains. They replaced them in Alex's bed, which they then set
dire.

Twenty minutes later the fire department arrived. Ten minutes more and steam was pouring out the
window of Alex Parker's apartment. Mike arrived on the scene with Terry Quist clinging to him like a baby.
When he saw the charred, wet remains of Alex Parker being carried out of the building Terry grabbed
fistfuls of his own hair.

The cause of death was listed as burns and asphyxiation. The agency was a mattress fire. The means of
ignition was theorized to have been a cigarette.

Officidly, the martyr was listed as having died because he smoked in bed.

Terry Quist Ieft the scene a haunted, stricken man.

Mike Banion watched him go. And he wondered.

Chapter Six

THE PERMANENT GLOOM of Rayne Street surrounded Jona-than the moment he turned from busy
MacDougal. Rayne was a narrow cobbled lane between MacDougd and Sul-livan, like Gay Street and
Aldorf Mews one of Greenwich Village's hidden streets. Here NY U had placed its data storage facilities in
the enormous black hulk of the house that dominated the short block. In the basement they had found room
for Jonathan's lab. He hated the place, hated its dampness, its inconvenient distance from campus, and



above dl, the dark gargoyled ugliness of the building itself. The sun never shone on Rayne Street, not even
at high noon. It was one of the few New York streets Hill cobbled with the round stones that had seen
carriages and wagons and had resounded to the clatter of hoofs. Jonathan's foot-fals were the only sound
that disturbed it now. He looked up at the front of the house. At least the place was well kept. A smal
brass plaque on the door announced NEW YORK UNI-VERSTY DIGITAL DATA STORAGE FACILITY.
Under the soop

was another door, this time with a plastic Sgn: PHY SIOLOGI-CAL PSYCHOLOGY DEPT. LAB B.

Jonathan was expecting the lock to be iff". He hadn't used it in three weeks, but it turned easily. The
iron door opened without a squeak.

The hallway beyond was pitch black, Jonathan fumbled for the switch, found it, and turned it on.

Nothing happened.

He cursed. Here he was in the middle of a sunny morning and he was going to have to fed his way
down a dark hallway because an indifferent university administration had put his lab in this hole.

The door swung closed behind him. He flipped the light switch a few more times, uselesdy, then began
moving aong the hal, feeling for the door to the lab. Fortunately it was the only one in this wall. It led to
what had once been the wine cellars and basement storerooms of the old building.

Jonathan became aware of a curious trick of sound in the enclosed hallway. His own breathing sounded
like it was coming from the darkness beside him. The effect was so redlistic that he waved his arms out
into the middle of the hallway. Nothing there, of course.

He began to search the wall more urgently, sweeping his hand up and down, fedling for the door jamb.
He redly wanted to have some light.

Perhaps it was another trick of sound, but he heard digtinct scuttlings. Rats. Disgusting. He clapped, he
shouted "Hey!"

Then he heard something that silenced him. He became very dill, listening. There were human footsteps
coming down the dtairs at the far end of the hall.

Jonathan shrank back. This was a closed facility. Nobody worked upstairs. His first thought was that
some drifter had gotten in here.

A beam of intense white light dazzled him. He shielded his eyes with his forearm. Fearful thoughts
passed through his mind, of death at the hands of a maniac.

"Who are you?' The voice was old and harsh. It did not sound completely sane.

"Banion. Thisismy lab."

"You can't comein here. The facility is closed.”

Now it made sense. He was confronting a watchman. "Look, this is my lab. I'm not a student, I'm a
professor. So please get that flashlight out of my eyes and shine it on the door so | can see the keyhole."

The beam did not waver. Instead it came closer, until it was blazing in Jonathan's face. "Go home, young
man. You mustn't come here." The voice was so old, and the tone like ice.

Jonathan knew when he was being threatened. And it infuriated him. With a single, quick motion he
reached up and snatched the flashlight from the old man's hand. There was an instant of surprisngly
powerful resistance, then the old man sighed and quite intentionally let go of the light. As he did Jonathan
came into contact with his hand. It was a shocking sensation. Jonathan had never felt skin so hard and
cold. More like stone than skin. He imagined that a mum-my's hand might feel like that. A dry claw.

"You're mad to come here! You're putting yourself in great danger!"

Jonathan turned the light around, catching just a glimpse of the man before he turned his back. What he
saw made him gasp: bright green eyes set in a labyrinth of wrinkles, a tiny dit of a mouth open in an
infuriated snarl.

Then the old man was gone, his feet rat-tatting up the stairs. A door dammed.

Good riddance. The university had a nerve hiring senile old fools like that to guard the facilities. Budget,
probably.

Jonathan selected the right key from his chain. Getting in was easy now that he had the use of the
flashlight.

He entered his lab, making a mental note to cdl the university's maintenance department and complain to
them about their watchman. Obvioudy unbalanced, not to men-tion being far too old for the job.



Jonathan had come to his lab in the quiet of a summer morning to try and discover once and for al if he
had done that terrible thing to Patricia. He couldn't bear to name it. He smply could not accept the idea that
her hurt and his dream were a coincidence, not even with the vindication of the police polygraph. He
needed his own instruments to tell him if there was some hidden corruption in his soul.

Was he an unconscious psychopath?

He imagined the demon's loom clicking eagerly as strand by strand it pulled his life apart. He had come to
think of Satan as a sort of neurological shadow, a speck of dark potentid in the electrochemical bath that
floats the soul. He could no longer be sure that the shadow was not an actual, outside force. Evil for its
own sake seemed increasingly to him to be a real power in the world.

Certainly when it was abroad, when the owls and jackals announced Lilith wandering, those she caressed
could not resist her beauty—nor fight her talons.

He moved among the covered instruments. During the term he had been making the first really detailed
map of microvoltages in the human brain. His work was highly technical, but beneath dl the statistics were
the mystery and romance of pure science: he and others like him were cracking the code of the mind.

The room was full of galvanic sensors of various kinds, but mostly there were computers: Apples and
smdl IBMs to handle the statistical work, terminals connected to the big Cray 2000 at MIT that was his
main tool. He used the Cray to do the sensitive high-speed signd recognition that was needed to separate
the various brain waves into their hun-dreds of component parts and analyze each in isolation from the
others. This gave him a virtua e ectronic window on the mind, vastly more sensitive than any that had been
devel-oped before.

There were aso racks of Petri dishes, used for culturing microorganisms, lined up against one wall. He
stopped. He ran his fingers dong the edge of one of the racks. Strange. He didn't remember authorizing
anybody to ingal such equipment here.

In the middle of the wall, what had been a closet door was now marked in block letterss VECTOR
STORAGE. It was locked.

He didnt do work on bacteria. He didnt even know how. As he looked around him he could see
evidence of another's recent presence. There was a lab chart with annotations dated only yesterday. On
the floor was the cover of a coffee container. Somebody had been working here within the past
twenty-four hours.

The universty must have allocated unused space to an-other project. Odd. Was it like NYU to do
something like that and not bother to tell him? He couldn't seem to remem-ber.

He stood in the center of the dim, warm room, wondering. That persistent, distant clicking was the sound
of footsteps on the sidewalk above this end of the basement. Demon's loom. His was a gothic soul.

The clicking died away. Maybe they had told him about this biology equipment. Not remembering
something like this fitted with a theory of amnesia. If he didn't remember somebody ingaling a bacterid
experiment in here maybe he didn't remember other things either.

Somehow he must uncover enough of the mechanism of his mind to determine the truth.

He had come to realize that horror and disgust were not his only reactions to the rape. His body vibrated
eagerly at the thought of it. It was awful, repulsive. And yet, when he remembered her lying there in that
hospitd there came over him a sneering, hateful contempt that was at odds with everything he believed and
loved about himself.

Off in the corners of his mind there were aso violent bits of memory that seemed to go beyond the
rape—a screaming face, a closng coffin, thuds and howls . . . long marble staircases, lines of chanting
nuns, the garrote and the strap-pado and the rack. . . .

Was it another life, some horrendous past? Unlike Patricia he did not discount reincarnation just because
it was against Catholic doctrine. Had he at some time in the past been a victim of the Inquisition, suffered in
the dungeon of some elegant Spanish palace?

No, that wasn't quite right.

"Inquisitor." He whispered the word as he might the name of a present danger. "Inquisitor." Mother had
uttered the word early this morning, then waved away his question about it.

Inquisitor. His hands were shaking, his legs seemed about to give way. The old man's lunatic warning
sounded again in his mind. He went to the door, flipped on dl the fluorescent lights, then locked it securely
to the outside.

He remembered.

A priest, walking smartly across an airport lobby, his hair neatly parted on the right, his well-fed face
mixing self-assurance and contentment, his shoes clicking on the floor.

Then the face turns, sees Jonathan, changes. Hate re-places contentment and the face becomes terrible,



relent-less, and cruel. But this time the Inquisition is not success-ful. A tdl young man, a man Jonathan
admires, grabs the priest and forces him into a car.

Next memory: the priest is naked, chained to the wall of a cellar. Questions are coming, one after
another: Who is your Inquisitor-General? How did you find us? On and on, while the tal man removes
strips of skin from the naked priest's body.

Jonathan is hiding in a corner, behind some shelves full of empty Petri dishes.

From the priest's mouth a ceaseless prayer: Jesus, thou art with me, Jesus, thou art with me, Jesus,
thou art with me.

Help the priest! | side with the priest!

At last the torture stops. The torturer goes upstairs for a Coke. Jonathan is left aone, astonished,
horrified that his friend, his hero, could do such things to another human being. The priest, his eyes watery
and bloodshot, must know that his end will not be long in coming. He fixes his gaze on the boy who has
crept forward, his own eyes tearing with pity. Words pour in a torrent from the priest's parched mouth.
"Young man, they're going to destroy humanity for your sake, yours and the girl's. Turn against them!
Accept Christ! Please, listen to me. Your friend Jerry is evil, your uncle is evil, they are creating... death ...
they are Satan's . . . oh ... Satan's friends." Then the eyes rall and the head sinks forward, the chin touching
the oozing, flayed chest.

No, that isn't a memory. Y ou're imagining, spinning tales around the biology experiments that shouldn't be
here.

You're hysterical.

With an effort Jonathan pushed the mad imaginings out of his mind. Again he regarded his sophisticated
instruments, the ones that were familiar. They could sense and record brain waves; that's what they were
dl about. If he could find out where a thought like the one he had just had was physicaly coming from in
his brain he could easily tdl whether it was a memory or not.

Jonathan went over to the cubicle, took the complex, wire-covered sensor helmet in his hands.

How was he going to work the controls while wearing this thing? Its cable wasn't long enough.

Jonathan cursed silently. Without an assistant there was no way he could use the equipment.

And the aternative was not at al desirable.

At CalTech they were experimenting with a certain drug. It could be inhaled like cocaine, but it had no
euphoric effect. On the contrary, it stimulated the brain's deepest memory centers and caused an amost
incredible flow of vivid recollections.

Thiswas N, apha doporinol 6-6-6, a complex triumph of the biochemist's craft. It was synthesized from
naturally occurring brain chemicals. So far the cost was eight thou-sand dollars an ounce. There were a
few grams of it in the refrigerator. Jonathan had been asked to duplicate some of CalTech's experimental
results but he had shut the lab for the summer before carrying out the work.

He went to the refrigerator. It was not your ordinary Frigidaire. This refrigerator was bolted to the floor
and had a combination lock. Some of the drugs kept there, tranquiliz-ers and such, were much in demand
on college campuses. Others, like 6-6-6, were valuable.

Back behind the bottles of Vaium and Quaaludes were foil packets with hand-lettered labels. Jonathan
took out the packet of 6-6-6. The crystals indde crunched like sugar when he opened the fail. Ideally, the
drug should be sus-pended in a saline solution and introduced to the nasal membrane via an aspirator. But
Jonathan did not have time for that. He measured out a moderate dose, four grains, on the senstive
laboratory scale. Then he ground it fine with pestle and mortar. He poured it from the mortar to the flat of a
gpatula and raised it to his nose.

He inhaled.

There was a gentle, pleasant aroma.

Jonathan felt no change. He went into one of the subject cubicles and lay down on the couchette. Sl
nothing.

Why do there have to be bars on my window, Mother?

The boy's voice was so clear and real that Jonathan jumped up.

That had been him, Jonathan Titus Banion, as a child.

Bars? Had there been bars on the windows of their old apartment? He didn't remember it that way . . .
and yet he did.

We've got to keep them out, to keep them away from you. The bars are against them.

This was uncanny. It had been her voice, but she wasn't here.

He could see the walls of the bedroom in which she had said those words. But he didn't recall wallpaper
like that, with moons and planets and rockets on it.



But where, then, did this memory come from?

The old man from the hallway came around the end of a lab bench. His emerald eyes flashed. Beneath
the fluorescent lights his skin was powder-gray. He looked dead. Hallucina-tory phenomenon, of course.
Jonathan blinked his eyes, but he could not make the illusion disappear. The old man spoke. "You must not
try the door to the past, Jonathan. It's dangerous for you. Terribly dangerous.”

"Who in hell are you? How dare you come into my lab!"

The man shifted and wavered, half mirage and half real. Jonathan blinked but the image remained vague.
In an odd way the old man seemed to fit among these recollections. "Danger," the old man said, "danger in
these memories!" Then he was swinging a red lantern and Jonathan knew that this time he was an
halucination. NY U maintenance person-nel didn't carry such lights. The real watchman was proba-bly off
deeping under the stairs.

The false one symbolized a powerful barrier in Jonathan's mind against the very act of remembering.

But how? A barrier like this didn't just come out of nowhere. It had to be created. As wild as it sounded,
amogt the only explanation was that a highly sophiticated hypno-tist had been at work on him.

Then what of those other imaginings a moment ago—the Inquisition, the tortured priest? "They're going
to destroy humanity for your sake, yours and the girl's"" Hadn't the priest said something like that?

But there isn't any reason to destroy anything for us.

He sat up on the edge of the couchette and rubbed his sweaty face. Bits and pieces of memory were dill
breaking through the hypnotic wall, induced by the powerful action of the drug to move toward a surface
they could not quite reach.

Like a crust formed on lava, his mind shifted and cracked, and where it cracked the searing ugliness
beneath drove him buck.

This was not his doing. He was not amnesiac; somebody had intentionally set out to concea his past
from him. And this somebody had a great ded of skill. Hypnotism was a gross craft. To practice it with
such delicacy was right at the limits of modern technique, perhaps even a little beyond.

He could fedl atitanic struggle building in him between the drug and the barrier. Frantic, sweating, dizzy,
he lurched out of the cubicle. There was no antidote to 6-6-6; he should never have taken it without
controlled supervision.

The room was hat, terribly hot. He had to have water. But the least movement sent him dumping and
reding with dizziness. His head pounded, waves of nausea staggered him.

So you want to know why we protect you? Look, then, my boy, look at the work of the Inquisition
that seeks you!

He was surrounded by a rising wall of flames. He was being touched by them, and their touch was
hideoudy painful. He was attached to the stake by an iron collar.

His hands were free; he tore at the iron. He kicked the logs until sparks flew up around him. Outside of
the flames he could see a great and gaudy crowd, men and women and children. Along the edges of his
pyre little boys roasted potatoes to sdll to the mob. And the mob chanted: "Evil, evil, evil! Satan's child, save
yoursdlf!"

But I'm not Satan's child! I'm—I'm . . . something else.

He looked up into the roya enclosure, to one pae female face, her skin like milk, her eyes crystal-green,
her hair as blond as a sunlit cloud. From her eyes there flowed cooling love. She was composed, but he
knew how deeply tragic she felt.

As the flames rose around him and he died in torment he fixed on those eyes, and saw in them the
triumphant secret: Our nights were not in vain, my senor, for | am with child. There will be another
generation.

Jonathan lurched against a bench, knocked a computer to the floor with a crash and a cascade of
shattered electronic chips.

As he collected himsdlf he realized that the fire wasn't a dream any more than the tortured priest was a
dream. They were both memories.

But what kind of memories? And what sort of a monster would have them?

The priest was recent, but that fire had burned a long time ago.

In the fire there is exaltation; the pain is your triumph.

How dare you preach to me, Lucinda, when | have to endure the stake!

Martyred husband.

O Lucinda Pantera, you are the image of my dreams, the woman who has always been beside me.
Ange Lucinda

Angd Patricia. You are aso Patricia, and dl other women | and my ancestors have loved.



Seeking the edge of the future, we go on. By breeding the two lines together again and again, age
by age, millennium by millennium, we are creating a master piece.

A masterpiece of evil. Something far darker than man-kind. Something unencumbered by impulses
toward the good.

Something unspeakably monstrous!

Jonathan was on the floor. "No!" His mouth was dry, his face smeared with tears. "No, it mustn't be!"

He could dmost see it, amost smell it, and it was hideous and stank of rotted flesh.

And it was in this room.

Danger, the old man wailed, danger!

The bits and pieces of the shattered computer had cut into Jonathan vicioudy. He touched a gash on his
pam, tasted his blood.

Something was crouched just the other side of the lab bench, breathing softly. Jonathan was so
frightened he liter-ally could not move.

It was the thing humankind with its inquisitions and perse-cutions has been trying to prevent through the
ages.

The anti-man, ugly where man is beautiful, bad where man is good, the very essence of evil.

But it wasn't on the other side of the lab bench, not really. That was only his imagination, it had to be.

Yes, but your imagination is still dangerous! It's trying to make you stop thinking these thoughts.

"l won't stop thinking. | remember the anti-man. It's been bred over thousands of years. And it's—"

He looked at his own hands, turned them dowly over and over in the merciless fluorescent light.

Cro-Magnon was bred out of Neanderthal and destroyed Neanderthal. Homo sapiens was bred
out of Cro-Magnon and destroyed him. In the same way the anti-man will destroy what you call
mankind. It is only following nature's law. There is nothing bad about it.

"It's Satanic! Hell's answer to the creation of God!"

Homo sapiens is a defective species, and like all of nature's mistakes, it is going to become extinct.
You of all people should love the anti-man. You will be its father.

Jonathan felt his skin beneath his jeans, the dight damp-ness of his crotch pressed by his briefs. In him
was a new species?

You have already learned more than you should. Now you must be made to forget. You will
confront the thing behind the bench, and it will tear these past few minutes from your mind.

“No!"

| think yes. | think yessssss.

The voice in Jonathan's mind became one with the breath-ing behind the lab bench. It merged into the
hissng, terrible and loud, of something prima and big. Then came a dipping, diding sound, weighty rubbing
againgt the floor, and the black gleaming head of an enormous snake appeared around the corner of the
table. It had coppery scales and eyes like yellow-green stones.

In them was not the savage blankness of the reptile species. Instead there was something far
worse—burning, unguenchable rage mixed with the self-mocking irony of great intelligence.

It came elegantly dong, its huge body sweeping in great loops. Jonathan was utterly revolted, and yet
also fasci-nated. Nothing, not even the threat of death itsdf, could tear him from those staring green eyes.

But 6-6-6 isn't supposed to be a halucinogen. Soppy testing, Cdifornia. This is an effect you didnt
mention in the protocols.

The serpent had coiled into a great shiny mass of scales just in front of Jonathan. It reared its head until it
was level with his own face.

It was so very red, even to the snake mites running along the edges of its mouth. Jonathan drew himself
up from his prone position. The snake rose amost magicdly, facing him, staring at him over a space of
mere inches.

He stood fully erect. Impossibly, the snake had now risen up out of its cail, ill face to face with him.

"What are you?'

| guard your memories. | live inside you.

"My God!"

Back and forth it swayed, back and forth. Its eyes regarded Jonathan evenly. He redlized that, in spite of
dl the fear it evoked in him, there was great beauty in it. He stretched out his hand, pam up. The huge
head lad itsdf in his pam, and the membranes over the eyes did down, giving them a milky green
appearance.

An invisble claw seemed to take hold of his arm, to make him draw the head closer and closer to his own
sweating face. Up close it was terrible to see, the face of a snake with such extreme intelligence iniit that it



seemed more than human. Much more. Satan would create such a face.

With a snap of its body the snake plunged its head between Jonathan's lips, forcing itsdlf into his mouth.

He could feel the hard, cold scaliness of it, was made to gag as its tongue tickled the back of his throat.
His helpless gagging enabled it to jam itsdlf farther down, to fill his gullet. Now the thickness of the body
distended his lips, com-pressed his tongue, made his jaws click. Fear and loathing shot through him. He
threw himsalf back, grabbed at the heavy, surging coils. As the snake worked its way down into him he
clawed at its dick flesh with frantic hands. He couldn't breathe, could barely make a sound. He could fedl
the head probing againgt sphincters as it made its way deep into him, past his esophagus and into his
stomach. The deeper it got, the faster it went. Huge masses of coils began sweeping past his snatching,
batting hands.

Then it was gone, only the tal tickling his throat. He felt as dense as thick paste, hideoudy full. His
stomach was distended, his belt broken, his pants torn open. And the coils could be seen surging and
billowing beneath the skin of his belly.

Heavily, he sank to the floor. He was utterly, completely revolted. As a teenager he had tried LSD.
Compared to this the lysergic illuson was a mere daydream.

All at once a terrible cramp doubled him over. He retched, spattering the tiles around him with flecks of
blood.

He lay along time, groaning, wanting to give way to nausea, unable to do so.

When at last the sensation passed and he could straighten up, his belly was no longer distended. He had
not only swallowed the demon snake but somehow absorbed it. Now It was part of his body, of his soul.

There had been something else, some memory.

"I've got to remember!"

What?

It was gone. He was left with the horrible feding that he had let some vita piece of information dip
through the cracks in his mind. Another unreported side effect of 6-6-6. Those idiots at CalTech were going
to get a hell of an angry letter. Ought to sue the jerks. He hitched up his pants dammed the refrigerator and
locked it, kicked the bits of broken computer under a table, and staggered out of the lab

As he went down the corridor and emerged into the sunlight he began to feel a little better, dthough the
amdl of hot dogs from a streetcorner vendor brought renewed nau-sea.

Of course it had been an hdlucination. There was no question about that. The snake was such an obvious
uncon-scious symbol, exactly the sort of thing one might see on a bad trip. There hadn't been proper testing
of 6-6-6; that was the long and short of it.

Everything that had happened, from the moment he took the drug, could be discounted.

He wanted to drink, to laugh in the sun just for an afternoon, to somehow forget the insane horror he had
jus experienced. Too bad it was clouding over. The best antidote would be the pleasure of a sunny day.

A very sunny day.

Chapter Seven

JONATHAN LAY IN hisbed at home, his mind a jumble of confused and revolting images. So much for
6-6-6. It was a bad-trip express which had not gotten him much closer to resolving the question that
tormented him.

He tossed, closed his eyes. Despite his efforts the od man ill warned him, the serpent ill sent
shuddering waves of nausea through the depths of his stomach. There was dso a confused jumble of
thoughts—stakes, fires, Satanic plans .. . but he had logt the thread.

At lagt he accepted the fact that he was going to stay awake; in his present state there was no chance
that he would find the relief of unconsciousness. Just as he was deciding to get up, his mother came in. He
did not open his eyes. Quietly she sat down beside him and took his head in her Iap, as she had done when
he was a boy.

From time to time she would say his name, dl the while stroking his forehead with her cool hand. Through
ditted eyes he watched her. How sad she seemed, her eyes gazing at him with such softness in them.
Never before had she seemed so mysterious, or so beautiful, or so full of love.

Her eyes were green. As were the old man's. As were Patricia's. And his own.



A species apart. ..

It came as a surprise to redlize that she had soothed him after dl, and he had dept for some little time.
He sat up, startled by his return to a consciousness he did not know he had left. Where there had been
memories in his mind there was now darkness . . . and a watchful snake.

"What time isit?"

"Eleven thirty."

She ran her fingers through his hair. "I would have gotten you up if there had been any change. She's dill
in the coma."

The cold word "coma' sighed in his mind. "ls she—"

"Shelll come around this afternoon sometime. She's badly injured, darling, but she's going to be dl right.”

"Mother, | fel in love with her. | fdl in love last night."

"She's a wonderful person.”

"She's an angdl." The image of that ill body in its olive-drab intensive care blankets came into his mind.
He would not cry, but ingde himself he knew there were tears.

And deeper, where the serpent had its lair, what emotions did he fed there? He dared not find out, and
turned his mind away. Better to cling to the surface.

"You know how you feel sometimes when you meet somebody who realy fits—like you've aways
known them? That's how we felt. When | hed her in my arms, Mother—" He could not continue. The
thought of that warm, vital body was so moving and his grief so great that he was forced to lapse into
slence.

Martin Titus had taught his son not to weep, but Jonathan knew that his mother understood what was in
him. She had been only eighteen when he was born, and her relative youth increased the element of
companionship. She was a beautiful woman. Her forty-one was a reasonable facsmile of thirty. "Did Mike
make it hard for you?"

"You have the wrong idea, Mather. Mike is good to me."

"l suppose | ought to love him for that. But | just can't, poor man.”

She was always saying things like that, and justifying her marriage as having some higher purpose.

"You didn't have to marry him."

"Oh, Jonathan, let's not go over that again. I'm trying to make the best of it. Let it go at that."

"Okay, Mother. | just wish you were happier. | dont appreciate being the cause of your
martyrdom—especially because you won't tdl me why you did it. | like Mike, he's a good man, but if you
hadn't brought him into my life | wouldn't even know him." He got up and turned on WNEW-FM. Clash
was deep in the purple rhythm of anger. He lowered the volume until it became a sullen, muttering
undertone.

"Darling, | wish | could tell you. Maybe some day soon I'll be able to. But for now let's just drop the
subject.”

"You keep too much from me, Mother. I'm beginning to get an idea that what you're redlly hiding from
meismy past.”

"What is there to hide?"

"Whatever is the matter with me. What did you do—send me to some kind of a quack hypnotherapist?
Let me ask you a frank question. Are we buried out here in Queens because of something | did in the
past—like maybe raping a girl, or killing her?' His voice had risen. "Who were our friends in Manhattan,
before Dad was killed? | don't even know. | can't remember.”

"Jonathan, be patient with me. Just a little while lon-ger—"

Almost before he realized it his hand had lashed out and caught her on the cheek. "Stop feeding me that
line of bullshit! I want to know now!"

His mother turned away, her cheek reddening. There was a long silence. She did not turn back to him.
"Perhaps we can go over to the hospita together," she said, too briskly. "I think it would be nice for us both
to be there when she comes around.”

"I'm sorry, Mother. Please forgive me."

"Hush, son. You're upset. Overwrought. There's nothing to forgive, okay? Just to forget." She smiled, her
hand came out and touched his temple. "Get your clothes on and well go." Jonathan went into the bathroom
and applied his Norelco to his face until the shadow was gone. Then he opened the aftershave, splashed
some on, and combed his hair. He returned to his room and started to pull on some briefs. His mother
stopped him with a gesture, then looked long at his naked body. "There's nothing you're not telling me, is
there? Everything went dl right with Mike, didn't it?"

"What're you inspecting me for, signs of a beating? He cleared me, at least supeficialy. Mother, | don't



think you have even the foggiest idea about me and Mike. We love each other. Somehow or other it
worked out between us. He's my friend, and | think of him as my father."

He dressed in the clothes his mother handed him from his closet. She got his brush and rebrushed his
hair. "You're so handsome, Jonathan." She hugged him, throwing her arms around his chest and pressing
her cheek againgt it. "I can't believe | have a big six-footer like you. Your dad's family is smal." She fell
dlent for a moment. "Thump-bump, thump-bump—I hear your heart.”

He kissed the top of her head and they went down to her car together. She had gotten the blue Audi out
of Mike by smply going over to Bavaria Motors and buying it with a check. Mike had juggled his
MasterCard credit lines like crazy, but when the check arrived at the bank the money was there. "She looks
like amillion dollarsin that thing,” Mike often said.

Her whole relationship with Mike was like that—she didn't so much make demands as present him with
faits accomplis.

"Car running well, Mother?"

"I loveit."

To get to the Poly they had to pass Patricids building on Metropolitan Avenue. Jonathan stared at the
tachometer rather than look out at it.

When he saw Queens Poly again, in the light of the summer afternoon, he knew he would hate it for the
rest of hislife. But then, as they rounded the corner, he counted up five rows of windows, then across six.
That was her room. And somehow that particular window looked beautiful. "Let's stop for some flowers,"
he said. "There's a shop in the lobby."

They got sixteen dollars worth of gardenias on Mary's theory that she would ill be able to smdl them
even if dl the tubes prevented her from moving her head enough to look a them. "Are you nervous,
Jonathan?"

"l suppose s0."

"l am too. But | know it's nothing compared to what you're going through. I'm very, very sorry for you
both. | want you to know that."

"It's crazy to be so attached to somebody you just met, but—"

"She's special. That's why | got you two together in the first place.”

"l suppose it's inevitable that | would love someone you picked out for me."

They went up in an elevator that was, if possble, even more crowded than the one Jonathan had used
that morning. The fifth floor bustled with activity. Like a voice of doom an operator kept droning, "Airway
team, airway team, airway team, entrance Twenty-two-B. Airway team, airway team, airway team . . ."
Presumably there was somebody at entrance 22B, wherever that was, suffocating.

This time it was possble to enter her room. They went side by side down the white corridor, past a
window where a man lay with tubes emanating from his belly, past another where groans rose from behind
the drawn curtain, until finaly they reached Patricia.

She was lying as dill as Snow White beneath her plastic shroud. Other flowers, long-stemmed red roses,
stood in a water pitcher on the bedside table. The card was from Mike. "Does he know her, Mother?'

"No. He must have sent them because of you."

Jonathan hardly heard her. Patricialay as till and pure as the Madonna herself. Three tubes came out of
her nose, crossed her ivory cheeks, and wound around into three humming machines. Intravenous needles
pierced both her forearms. Her hands rested at her sides. Jonathan knelt beside her bed in a state of sorrow
that was aso a state of love. He took her right hand in his and very gently kissed it.

The machines hummed. The air conditioning hissed. From the halway chimes sounded. A tray of
implements was rattled past by an orderly. Far off somebody cried out once sharply, and then fel silent.

Jonathan reached his hand in under the oxygen tent and touched her hair. It was matted with sweat, and
her head was very warm. "My love" he whispered. "Please, God, help my love" He noticed that the smell
of Mike's roses blended nicely with his gardenias.

There was a sound from Patricias throat. Mary drew close to Jonathan. "Your hand. She feels your
touch. She's going to come to.”

"Patricia, it's me, Jonathan."

She made a guttural, inhuman sound, nothing like the melody of her voice. Then her eyes opened. She
looked straight ahead for a long time. She was absolutely motion-less.

"Patricia?’

Mary put her arm around Jonathan's shoulder. "It's us, darling, Mary and Jonathan Banion."

"John—Jonathan?"

"Hi, darling. | love you."



There was the dightest incline of her head. "Why am | here?'

"Something happened,” Mary said. "There was an acci-dent, but youll be dl right. Youll be fine."

"Oh-h-h, | hurt! | hurt!" Her voice was dtrident; now she frowned; now her eyes darted about wildly.
"Why can't | feel my legs? Did I—"

"No, no, darling, nothing like that. You just got hurt, but you're going to be back to normal soon. It wasn't
that bad."

She closed her eyes. Tears popped out from beneath the lids. "Was | raped?’

"Yes, honey, that's what happened.”

She nodded. Silence fell.

"Hdlo, folks, how's our patient?

Mary whirled around. "Mike!" He was standing there in his rumpled brown suit. Beside him was a natty
man of perhaps thirty-five.

"Thisis Lieutenant Maxwell of the Sex Crimes Unit. He's going to be questioning Patricia."

Mary glared at the two men.

"Do you want us to leave, Dad?'

"It might be best. In cases like this they usudly concen-trate better when they're alone."

Jonathan withdrew his hand from Patricias. "Jonathan!" Her voice was sharp, amost commanding.
When she lifted her fingers he understood and again took her hand.

"I'm here, honey."

"Say!"

"l won't leave unless you want me to."

Mike leaned into her fidd of vison. "We have some police questions to ask you, sweetie. It's better if you
let Jonathan go for just five minutes—"

“No!"

Mary spoke. "What does it matter, Mike? Jonathan told me about the polygraph.”

"Police questioning is confidential, maam," said the lieu-tenant.

Patricia’s hand gripped Jonathan's hard. "You better stay, Johnny," Mike said. "She wants you, that's the
important thing."

"Thanks, Dad."

The lieutenant went around to the opposite side of the bed, turned on a large, old-fashioned cassette
recorder, and affixed the microphone to his lapd. "Miss Murray," he said in a surprisingly gentle voice, "I'm
awfully sorry to have to bother you now, but we find it's best to do this as early as possible so you can get
on with the business of getting well without us intruding.”

"Who are you?"'

"My name is Tom Maxwell. I'm a police officer."

"It hurts, Officer Maxwell."

Jonathan was aware that his mother had gotten another person to come into the room, a man with a
surgical smock thrown over his business suit and half-glasses on his face. Obvioudy he was Patricias
doctor. "This patient has too many vistors" he said. "Perhaps it would be best if you left, Inspector
Banion."

"My associate wants to ask questions.”

"He can stay."

"Miss Murray, do you remember anything at al about the man who raped you?' Maxwell asked his
guestion softly, gently. A sensitive man.

Patricia stared straight ahead, her eyes glazed with deep inner looking. "I was on the bed with Jonathan,”
she said. She met his eyes. "l had you in my arms . . ." Behind him Mike leaned forward, put his hand on
his stepson's shoulder.

The doctor spoke up again, directing his words to Mike. "Please, you readly do have to leave."

"After that, what happened? Did Jonathan stay?"'

"He..."

Jonathan's own mind flashed a violent, confused memory, like a door that opened and shut very quickly on
an explo-sion.

They had been dStting on her bed, and there had been some erotic play. He was so excited, he
remembered ... Then—a blast of light, a bad dream. Then he was being shaken awake by Mike.

"He left. | made him go home." She smiled at him. "Y ou ought to marry me. Do you want to? I'm a good
girl." Tears appeared in her eyes. She was probably afraid the rape had made her undesirable.

"I'd marry you in a minute."



She amiled alittle. Silence followed his comment, broken by the doctor. "Inspector Banion, I'm telling you
now to leave this room. There are too many people here."

"Look, Doctor, thisis a capital case of the utmost impor-tance.”

"You aren't asking the questions.”

"This case is specid. I'm following it very closdy.” Jonathan felt Mary tiffen beside him. Mike
continued. "There may be much more to it than smple rape. A great dea more. Right now the Queens
Detective Area rates it priority one."

That silenced the doctor. Even he redlized that it would be unwise to obstruct an inspector on a case he
considered as mgjor as this one. The lieutenant started in again. "After he left, what happened?”

"l went to bed." She sobbed, closed her eyes.

"And?'
"Oh! All these voices! Then it's—oh . ."
"What isit?"

"Dark! My God, it's dark!"

The lieutenant looked across the oxygen tent to Doctor Gottlieh, who shook his head. "Should |
continue?' Watch-ing Mike carefully, the doctor nodded. "Miss Murray, do you remember anything about
the individud who assaulted you?"

Jonathan felt her grip weaken, saw her lips open dightly behind the obscuring tangle of tubes. "She's
fdlen adeep,” the doctor said. "All iswell."

Mike shook his head. "I don't know what to make of this" he said.

"Obvioudy it's traumatic amnesia," the doctor snapped. "She can't handle the memory just now."

"It doesn't look like that to me. She—"

"Never mind how you think it looks or doesn't look! When she's stronger you can come back. Maybe
youll have better luck with your bullying then."

Mike smiled. "He asks the questions but you yap at me. What's my problem—bad breath?' He led his
lieutenant out of the room. Beyond the window Jonathan could see yet another visitor, Father Goodwin,
looking even more pale and cadaverous than usual.

"l have to examine the wound and change the dressing,”
the doctor announced. "You can come back afterward,

Jonathan." -

Jonathan started to get up, but the moment he moved Patricia's hand became like sted again. "Hey,
darling, | thought you were adeep."

She didn't answer; she was clinging even in sleep. Jona-than was deeply moved. "Jennifer," the doctor
said to a nurse, "get him a mask and gown, will you?' When she was gone, the doctor spoke directly to
Jonathan for the first time. "After we're finished, please come into the conference room. I'd like to brief
you since you're obvioudy the closest we're going to come to a next of kin."

Mary and the nurse managed to get Jonathan more or less covered without bresking the contact so vitd
to Patricia. The surgical mask smelled faintly of iodine.

"I'm Paul Gottlieb," the doctor said as he worked. "I'm your mother's gynecologist. She called me into the
case. | have asurgical speciaty,” he added, as if to further justify himself. Jonathan could not see what he
was doing behind the sheets, but a blood-soaked dressing soon came out. "Oh, this looks just fine. This is
coming right dong. There's been excellent preliminary progress.” Then he muttered to the nurse. "l want a
pin test, Jenny. There's dill cyanosis evident in the legs.”

The nurse disappeared down the hdl, returning after a moment with an instrument tray. Jonathan did not
see exactly which device the doctor used, but from the length of time he spent it was obvious the test was
not immediately successful.

"Okay," he said at last, "very good. Now, Jonathan, if you'd just come out with me, | can go over our
plans. You're going to play a crucial rolein Patricia's recovery, you know."

Coaxing findly got Patriciato release Jonathan's hand. He promised to come back as soon as he could.
As they left the room he saw Father Goodwin go in. He had a pyx in his hand. No doubt, if she awoke
more fully, she would be grateful for Communion.

The conference room was as plastic as any of the hospital spaces, blue walls and an acoustic-tiled ceiling
into which somebody was in the habit of sailing pencils, two or three of which jutted out of it. There were
half-empty coffee cups on the cigarette-scarred Formica conference table. Here and there lay a
pencil-marked yellow pad. On one was a doodle of a female foot in a tal spike hedl.

"So thisis Jonathan." The doctor's eyes shone.

"Dactor Gottlieb delivered you," Mary said softly.



Jonathan was touched. In dl his life he had never met this man, had not even heard him referred to. His
identity was no secret, it was just that Mother tended to be quite private about female matters. "I'm glad to
meet you, Doctor. And I'm awfully glad you're here." He had never said truer words. He was feding a
rush of gratitude toward the physi-cian.

"l want to tell you right now that Patricia will be able to bear children normally. And there will be no loss
of sexua function. There will be a vertical scar about eight inches long, but plastic surgery can dea with
that if the patient wishes." Jonathan remembered kissing her perfect skin just above the bely button, how
sweet it had tasted. "Our major worry is that scarring to the vagina will impair sexua enjoyment for the
patient and her partners. But we tried hard to limit that."

"How badly was she hurt, Doctor?' Jonathan had to ask. He found that it was very, very important to
him.

"She had extensive vagind injuries. She has hairline fractures in her pelvis, and one hip was didocated.
She was as severely injured genitdly as any young woman I've seen. We can count ourselves lucky that
she's going to make a good recovery."

"You make it sound like there might be something else."

"Wdl, | was getting to that. We don't know for certain yet, but the indications so far are that both of her
legs are paralyzed."

Jonathan was stunned. "She can't walk?

"Not just at the moment, no. But we haven't been able to detect any injury that would cause this, so we
don't think that it's likely to be a permanent condition.”

"What does that mean? Days? Y ears?"

"We have no way of tdling, I'm sorry to say. It would be premature to take a completely pessmistic
view, though."

Jonathan |eft the barren little conference room and went back to Patricia. He found the priest knedling
beside the bed with his face on his clasped hands, abvioudy praying. He didn't blame Father Goodwin. In
fact he envied him his faith.

When Jonathan came into her view she smiled a vague sort of a smile. Her fingers moved dightly.

He twined his own in them. They stayed like that, the two of them, silent in one another's company. After
atime the priest finished whatever prayer he had been saying, and left them aone.

18 JULY 1983
MOST PRIVATE

To: The Prefect of the Sacred Congregation for the Defense of the Faith

From: The Chancellor for the Inquiry in North Amer-ica
Y our Eminence:

Thisisto inform you that Brother Alexander Thomas Parker (b. 12 Oct. 1942, + 17 Oct. 1942, ord.
22 June 1964, Judigt, Soldier of Chrigt, Inquisitor-Captain) has been martyred in the line of duty.
Be-cause he was tortured we must assume his cedll to have been compromised.

As aresult | have withdrawn the cdl from the Night Church Congregation Holy Spirit and am now
in the process of regrouping around a new cell leader.

Thiswill result in a period during which we will be intelligence-blind.

The following personnel shifts have occurred:

1. Brother Alexander Thomas Parker, deceased by reason of fire applied to the body by hodtile

persons. Martyr.

2. Brother Julius Timothy, transferred to Prefec-turate of the West, service in California

3. Brother George Robert Y ates, transferred as above.

4. Sigter Marie-Louise D'Aubusson, invested as Captain-Inquisitor, ordered to form a new cdl for
penetration of the Night Church Congregation Holy Spirit.

Under separate cover please find a request for $2,114.28 to cover travel expenses involved in these
changes.

A layperson (Terence Quist, b. 22 Nov. 1933, + 25 Dec. 1933, conf. 5 April 1945, sngle, K. of C,
CCD) in the process of being recruited by Brother Alexander has been abandoned. Recruitment had
not proceeded far enough to justify shifting to another operative, and | prefer to let the new
Captain-Inquisitor bring in her own people.



Yoursin Christ & for the Defense of the Faith, Brian Conlon (Msgr.)
Document Class: Urgent A. most private, Swiss Guards courier

Destination: Paolo Cardinal Impelliteri, the Hidden Collegium, Prefecturate for the Defense of the
Fath, Vatican City

20 |ULIUS 1983
FURTIVISSIMUS

Ad: Cancellarius Inquisitionis in Septentrionalis Americanensis
Ex: Prefectus Congregationis Defensioni Fidei

We are shocked and saddened by the loss you have experienced. It is especidly unfortunate that
Brother Alexander had to endure such a harsh martyrdom. We can dl take solace, though, in
contemplating the peace Brother knows now.

| wish to reassert the wish of His Holiness that Contra Poenam Ultimam is to be scrupulousy
ob-served. The Night Church may be barbaric, but we are not.

| attach your approved expense report, with the admonition that rdigious below the leve of
Monsignor should not have traveled business class.

Also attached is a mogt distressing report from the Historical Section, written in the seventies of the
last century. It appeared in the list of relevant documen-tum when we ran Rituale Pudibunda
Coitus through the library's database.

Mea Auctoritate,
Paolo Cardinadlis Impelliteri

Document Class. Urgent A, destroy in presence of courier

Destination: Monsignor Brian Conlon, Chancellor for the Inquiry, North America, 1217 Fuller Brush
Build-ing, 221 E. 57th Street, New York, N.Y., 10022

THE USE OF DISEASE VECTORS BY THE NIGHT CHURCH IN HISTORICAL TIMES

by
Anthony S. Gardner, O.S.

March 4, 1871
(Synopsis)

1. Recent research into the Sdisbury Documentum, the Annates Emiliani, and the Marque de la
Templars suggests that the European plague known as the Black Death (1334-1360) spread from
three focd points on the continent and one in Great Britain, in addition to the known font in
Congantinople. (Vat. Docs. CMXXXIV)

2. These points were;

The Colchester Redoubt in Britain Palazzo Emiliani in Venice The Preceptory of the Hidden
Temple in Paris Rennes-le-Chateau in the Pyrenees

3 Three of these locations were in the famous 14th-
century strongholds of the so-called "Cathar Heresy,"
which is one of the best-known disguises of the Night Church. The fourth, the Templar's House, was
the con-firmed world center of the Night Church at that time, fulfill-ing much the same function as
their headquarters at L ourdes does today.

4. The Black Death began spreading within a few weeks of the infamous Rituale Pudibunda
Coitus hdd between Margaret de Pantera and Carolus Titus at Salisbury Cathe-dral. During this ritud
Carolus was killed, but not before despailing the ill unfinished cathedral and killing a substan-tial
number of the sorcerers who were attendant at the affair.

5. The period after this is known in the annals of the Night Church as the "Dolorosa,” apparently
because the first "anti-man," which was successfully conceived in the ritua, was born defective and
had to be destroyed. Many more years of breeding between the Pantera and Titus families were
needed before a true success could be achieved.

6. The Night Church, which had unleased the Black Death to make room for its "anti-humanity,"
was then compelled to do its best to stave off the destruction of the entire human race lest the two



critical families themselves be included. Given the primitive medicine of the day, it took them twenty
years to completely eliminate the plague they had started.

7. Seven out of every ten human beings on this planet died during the Black Death. It was the most
destructive thing that has ever happened to humankind. Whole cities, nations, disappeared into the
wilderness.

8. The disease is thought to have been an artificidly created hybrid of bubonic plague. Its exact
nature remains to this day unknown.

9. Because of the speed of the contagion (about three hours from first symptoms to death) and the
rapidity with which it spreads, even modern medicine would be taxed by it, should it appear again.

Chapter Eight

TERRY QUIST KNEW he was in trouble when he woke up in the middle of the night and smelled
perfume around him. As aways, he was aone in bed. Women were a thing of the past for him . . . and it
hadn't been much of a past. He was ugly, poor, and full of bad persona habits. He had not done well with
the ladies.

He lay staring into the shadows around him, inhaing and listening.

There came from the living room of histiny garage apart-ment a steady rustling.

Woman or not, the idea of somebody out there going through the papers on his desk scared the hell out of
him.

Rustle, rustle, rustle. She was turning over page after page. All his story ideas, such as they were, lay on
that desk. Under pseudonyms he moonlighted for a number of raunchy weeklies: The National Tattler,
The Midnight Express, afew others. Naturaly his notes were here. They couldn't be kept at the office. If
the Times ever discovered his an he'd be instantly fired, or so he assumed.

But his notes weren't of interest to anybody—just a bunch of jerkoff ideas. "The Sexual Power of
Celery" was one. "Teepathic Cancer Cure" was another.

Oh, God, the notes on the Night Church were there, two pages negtly typed up just this morning!

He became aware that the. rustling had stopped.

By the time he realized she had come into his room she was right beside his bed.

She stood looking down at him. As she bent close he saw her glaring eyes. She was beautiful like a
snake might be beautiful. You can't look, and yet you can't look away.

She was aso familiar.

Although his own eyes were closed to dits, he recognized the face swimming in the dark above him. It
was Mike Banion's wife, Mary.

Seemingly satisfied he was adeep, she withdrew from the room, pulling the door amost shui.

A blinding flash filled the crack between door and jamb. Then arustle of paper. Then another flash.

A moment later he heard his front door click shut.

He lay motionless, waiting for his heart to stop banging. A confusion of thoughts tumbled through his
mind. Mary Banion? Two flashes. Pictures of the two pages.

But Mary Banion?

Oh, Chrigt. If they were in it together, when he went to Mike he would have been taking to the Night
Church.

The image of Alex's charred body came to mind. Death was bad enough, but a death as hard as that,
God help you.

He was in deep, deep trouble. He had to act on his own behalf or he was a dead man.

Throw himself on the mercy of the Night Church? Maybe the Banions would vouch for him. Sure they
would. God, they had to or he was going to end up just like Alex.

What the hdl was the Night Church, that it could com-mand the loydty of a lady as fine as Mary



Banion? Or Mike, if he was part of it.

He was damn well going to find out. He showered and shaved and put on his best doubleknit suit.

Now he looked like an underpaid salesman instead of an even more underpaid newshog. Maybe a
machine-tool saless-man or a shoe salesman, or the type of guy with a chain of two or three newsstands.
Barely okay, in other words. But it was his best suit, so it would have to do.

The streets were empty and quiet, the big trees breaking up the glare of the streetlights. Flower smdls
came from the yards of the enormous old Richmond Hill houses. People sneered at Queens, but it was a
magical place at night, on the side streets where the secrets hid.

He would walk right into the Spirit. He would become a member in good standing. Hell, he wasn't going
to go the way of Alex Parker; he was smarter than that.

The Spirit lay at the far end of Morris Street, a huge black bulk risng past the crowns of maples and
chestnuts. Morris was a short block, worth only one sreetlight, which fitfully illuminated the front of the
age-blackened church. Terry's footsteps sounded loud on the sidewalk.

He reached the church. Absolute silence.

He mounted the steps, put his hand on the big brass handle.

The door opened noiselessy. Somebody had been very careful to keep it thoroughly oiled. Inside, total
blackness. For a few moments Terry thought he must be early, or late, or even that they hadn't come on
this particular night.

Then he sensed that the dark was full of people.

From deep within there came a low, strange musica note. In response some of the people in the pews lit
tiny candles, cradling them in paper cones. Now Terry could see faces, and they were the faces of
everyday life, old and young, plain and beautiful. There were whole families, mothers and fathers and
children, single men and women too, dl sorts of people.

Terry thought he'd better make himsdf known instantly. They mustn't be given the idea he was spying on
them. "Excuse me" he said in a whisper that managed to echo through the whole damn church. "I'd like to
jonup ... if that's okay."

They responded as one voice with a sound that at first Terry could not quite understand. Then he realized
that it was a buzz of amused surprise.

He felt horribly alone. But when he turned to leave he found that somebody was standing right behind
him. He was of middle age, dressed in a black pingtriped suit and a club tie, with the sengtive face of a
decent and educated man. Obvioudy an usher. And why not? Night or day, churches needed ushers. He
drew along, gleaming dtiletto from beneath his jacket, then replaced it. "Please be quiet," he whispered. On
the domineering side, as ushers go.

Terry decided to be just as quiet as he could.

There came from the choir loft a deep, resonating hum, like the rising of a million locusts. The cal of
whatever kind of hellhorn they had up there caused the congregation to drop as one man to its knees. The
service had begun.

Old dtar bels, long abandoned by the day church, tinkled softly. The congregation raised their heads.
Before them stood an elderly man with blazing green eyes. The most glorious vestment that Terry had ever
seen wrapped his shoulders. It must be beyond anything created for centu-ries—not since the decadence
of the Middle Ages—with diamonds and rubies and emeralds and sapphires, the thou-sands of tiny jewels
worked into intricate symbols and designs. In his right hand he carried a crystal wand. His head was
mitered with a tal conical hat.

His robe shimmered in the wan light with images and suggestions of images, scenes of horror: corpses
woven of tiny black beads ran adong the bottom hem, worked into every possible posture of agony. Above
them rose flames of ruby and orange soapstone, and higher gill were obsidian chips fashioned into the
outlines of ruined cities.

He swept back and forth in front of his congregation, pacing like alion and making passes with his wand.
Here came the mumbo jumbo. For an instant Terry actualy thought that this was going to be humorous, but
then the man turned to the altar and he saw the face woven on the back of the robe.

It was more than a monster's face embroidered there; it was remotely and disgustingly human. Its
features were gross, with thick lips and exaggerated brows, and an excess of teeth bulging from the mouth.

The anti-man.

Terry wondered why they would want to create such a thing. What did they get from serving evil?
Power? Wedlth? Or was it the same thing that drew romantic young Germans into the SS: the dlure of
death?

Two members of this congregation were supposed to have been bred to conceive the first anti-man.



Sure. Look at this bunch, scrubbed and clean and straight.

They must dl be crazy. Had to be. Nothing that ugly could come out of a human union, no matter how
horrible the parents were. And none of these people was even dightly horrible.

The chief magus, or whatever he was, turned around again and cleared his throat. He looked out across
his congregartion with an expression only a little nicer than the one portrayed on his vestment.

"We are gathered here to pray that our Princess may survive the great suffering to which we in our
impiety and stupidity have subjected her." Another diletto type came across the nave and whispered to the
dark priest or wizard or whatever he was.

Then those eyes were looking right down the center aide at Terry Quist. "Come," the wizard said softly.
As Terry walked up the aide faces turned to watch him. Just norma, ordinary, everyday faces. A lot of
families had brought their kids.

The low, pulsing sound that had begun the ceremony started again, this time developing thrumming chords
that seemed capable of sinking into the depths of the mind, evoking in Terry emotions of stunning violence.
He saw by the discomfort in the pews that he was not aone in this reaction.

Here and there younger children covered their ears. And yet this was not a loud sound so much as a
penetrating one. It would hardly be audible beyond the church walls, except to somebody with unusualy
sengitive ears. Alexander Parker must have been one such person. The music carried a strong emotiona
charge. Negative. Terry fantasized a Sten gun in his hands, pulling the trigger, seeing blood and brains
spray around him—

"Stop right there, young man.”

Terry stopped. He was about ten feet from the wizard. This close the man's face was quite Smply
terrible. 1t was old and the color of newspaper, and it looked as fragile as a dry leaf. The green eyes glared
in the way that Terry's years as a reporter had taught him to associate with advanced psychosis or great
rage.

"You say that you want to join us, young man. How have you come to know of us?'

Terry's sense of the Stuation was that there weren't many right answers to that question.

He hadn't redlly expected to be greeted with suspicion, given his assumption that they would want
recruits. Wrong again, Terry. His life was a tissue of mistakes, way back to the beginning. Obvioudy, he
hed just made another. Or had he? Getting into this was his one and only ticket out of getting killed by it.

"l knew a guy named Alex Parker—"

Somebody grabbed his shoulders from behind and dammed him to his knees. "Never address His
Eminence from your feet, please.”

"Hey, now wait a minute." He sensed an arm being raised for a blow. "Sorry! His Eminence. Take it
easy. I'll be real respectful.”

The wizard met Terry's eyes with as cold a look as he could imagine. "So you must be Mr. Quigt," he said
softly. "Yes. | see your logic in coming here. You were correct to assume Parker had talked about you.
Now you want to join us rather than risk sharing Parker's fate. Clever. Convenient for us, too."

Not quite the right response. There was something Terry didn't like about his coming here being
convenient for them.

"We have been given a special opportunity tonight,” the wizard said. "Prepare for the Rituale Cruciatus
Nexis." He clapped his hands. "Mr. Quist is going to test our revised vector."

"What kind of a vector?"

He was shoved again. "Never address a question to His Eminence.”

"Sorry! Will you tel me what test—"

"It will be very brief, Mr. Quigt,” His Eminence said. "This vector is so quick youll hardly even know
what happened.”

"Wonderful, Your Eminence. Very reassuring. | think | want to go home."

His Eminence did not even smile.

Something was going on at the rear of the church. There were a number of people consulting with one
another. Then one of them broke away and trotted up a side aide. He consulted briefly with His Eminence.
The old man seemed testy. "And make it fast," he rasped at his departing lackey. He looked toward the
chair loft. "Begin the processional, Bob."

"The organ?' came the reply, full of doubt.

"Of course nat, it'stoo loud. The horn."

The musician was a master of his instrument, whatever it was. The music swept and swirled and
throbbed. Terry even forgot his aching knees. He had never before heard a musica instrument that made
such a sound. It worked on your emotions to an amost uncanny degree. This time the tone was one of



peace and reassurance, like one might hear in an ancient monastery, where the monks were chanting their
matins.

Perhaps fifteen minutes passed before His Eminence re-turned to the center of the sacristy. At the same
time Stiletto Man and one of his assistants arrived and crowded Terry on both sides. Guess I'm going
through with this, Terry thought.

The horn sounded a single, long note. Terry craned his neck around and saw a boy and girl of perhaps
twelve begin marching up the aise with the self-consciousy dow tread of under-rehearsed kids. Their
grave, soft faces were yellowed by the flickering light of the thick red candles they hdld in their hands.
They were dressed dl in white, these children, and their footsteps made no sound.

Now things began to get colorful. The wizard—oops, His Eminence—raised his arms and spoke: "By the
power of the King of the Underworld, O Spirits of the Hells receive our gift and remember Thee us" He
began a dow twirling dance, his face sinking to deep concentration, his wand describing quick crosses.
"Come and take our offering, O Deeps!”

The congregation replied: "Come from the east, the south, the west, and the north. Come into this house."
There was the rattle of a general turning of pages.

The children reached Terry.

His Eminence stopped his dance. He dropped to his knees, facing his congregation. "Who shdl be the
medium of the experiment?"

The girl replied, "Father, it is Terence Michael Aloysius Quigt,” Nice. They even knew the Aloysius. The
last place that had appeared was on his hirth certificate. The Night Church had done its homework.

"Do you give him up willingly?'

"We do, your Eminence." The children spoke as from rote, carefully and in unison. Their candles guttered
and swayed.

"What shdl open the gates of the future?”

"The death of man."

His Eminence stood up, a menacing presence in his shim-mering robes and tal miter. "I cdl Thee, O
dweller in the deep of hearts, come among us and receive this our gift of thanks."

The congregation responded: "May He bless our experi-ment." There was that word again. Experiment.
This Night Church was haf reigion, half science—the demented super-stition of the Middle Ages mixed
with a science that had progressed far beyond the worship that accompanied it.

The music stopped.

Thiswas a cue to the children, who had paused before Terry. "Come with us, please, sir," said the girl.
She put out her free hand. Terry took it and raised himsdlf to his feet. The two children turned him around.

His heart aimost stopped. A black coffin lay open in the aide. The boy took his other hand. "This is just
our initiartion,”" he whispered. "You have to get in."

"Come on, don't be ridiculous.”

Something sharp pressed up against his neck. He shud-dered; he knew that it was the stiletto.

His legs were wobbly, but he made it to the coffin. In other circumstances he might have tried to run, but
there were hundreds of people between him and the doors. He had a strong fedling that he either got into
that coffin or ended up with his throat cut.

It looked soft inside but the damn thing was hard. Beneath the white satin lining there was just wood.

"Nobody close thisthing," Terry said. He did not speak in a whisper. He wanted to be heard.

The girl smiled. "Even if we do, it won't be for long. It's going to be fine. Redly it is"

The intensity of the music increased, the emotiona timbre became excited and mean.

There was no real pillow, so Terry had to raise his head to see what was going on around him. He raised
it and kept it raised: there was no way he was going to let these loonies put that lid down. He noticed that
the edges of the lid were lined with rubber, like the door of a refrigerator.

His Eminence approached the altar. He began to quiver, creating the impression that a tremendous inner
battle was taking place. The wand he held seemed about to drop from his hand. An acolyte appeared and
held a gold platen cov-ered by a ik doily beneath the vibrating wand.

"l conjure Thee, O Lord of FHies and Ills, through the medium of his dread, bring the infection unto his

A tension of expectancy filled the church. People were whispering. He saw a mother putting a surgical
mask on her six-year-old.

The music was vicious now, actualy prancing with glee.

His Eminence straightened up. He raised his hands and the music stopped. With a rustle of his robes he
turned around. He spread his arms. "The time has come.”



Faces began to look expectantly at Terry. The two chil-dren had taken places at the foot and head of the
coffin. The wizard said softly to them, "Now."

With a movement too sudden to avoid the boy reached out and spurted a tiny aerosol in Terry's face. It
wasn't much of a spurt. There wasn't even any odor.

Then they started to close the coffin.

Terry had been expecting this. "No way!" He jumped right out onto the floor. "No way do | get shut up in
there."

In the dark a woman screamed, a keening sound. "Sed him up," somebody said in a frantic whisper.

People began pushing down the pews, away from him. His Eminence plastered on a smile. And here
came the Stilettos. They were not smiling. For his part, Terry was about to sneeze.

"Amanda," the wizard said pleasantly, "tel Terry a little about the ritua.” She hesitated. "Don't be afraid,
Amanda. There are ill a few minutes grace.”

At the sound of that word Terry noticed that he felt like hell. His bones ached, his skin was dry and
senditive,

The girl took his hand again. He noticed for the first time that there was an dmost childlike quality about
dl these people. The gaudy rituals, the deep of the night, the secrecy, dl spoke of the distant past; the terror
of it, but dso the charm.

"Terry, we have to close the lid for a little while because our ritud is about dying to the past and coming
to life again in the service of evil. It only stays down for about two minutes. It's just symbolic." She
sgueezed his hand and gave him a cute smile. "It's what you want, isn't it? | mean, that must be why you're
here."

"Yes." Terry's voice was hoarse with fear.

"We dl want you to do it, dl of us" There were murmurs of assent from the surrounding pews,
accompanied by en-couraging nods and smiles. And then there were dso the Stilettos.

"Sorry I'm so touchy," he muttered. "Claustrophobia He got back in and the kids, smiling warmly, closed
the lid. There was a digtinct click, and then utter darkness. Someone had locked the lid with a coffin key.
Oh, Chrigt, this was going to be hard. Almost at once the air began to go bad. He felt absolutely horrible.

The music started again, its low notes filling the thick air. Muffled but audible there came from the
congregation a sharp sigh. This was followed by a burst of low words, sounding like Latin.

Although he listened with dl his might Terry couldn't hear much. He felt dong the top of the coffin.
Maybe there was some kind of a handle or laich in here—just in case the dead man woke up. But no,
nothing.

They were doing something outside; he could hear move-ments close to the coffin.

It was hot in here. Plus he was so sick his chest was beginning to rattle. He sneezed violently. Once.
Again. Three times. Four. Five. He began to see the true nature of the experiment they were conducting. It
had to do with that aerosol.

They had given him the disease!

The top seemed to crash against his face. For a moment he didn't understand that he had banged at it
with his forehead, trying to break out. When he did understand it scared the hel out of him. He was farther
gone that he thought; he was out of control. Must be fever coming on.

They weren't going to let him out of here. They were going to see how efficiently their disease worked.

How long it took to kill an average adult male.

He writhed, felt with desperate, questing fingers the satin flocking of the coffin. He had been an idiot to
think they would let him out! "Please!l" Nothing. "Please! Oh, plea-a-ase!"

"Mr. Quist?'

"Oh! Oh, yes! Oh, thank you! Thank you for answering me! | can't get my breath. | gotta have air! I'm
sick. Sick bad! Y ou've got to open this thing up."

"We have a few questions first, Mr. Quist." The wizard's voice sounded so close he must be crouched
right at the head of the coffin. Terry had been fool enough to come here, and they had smply taken
advantage.

All Terry could think to do was be agreeable. If he cooperated there might be some hope.

If not he was a dead man. "Questions? Sure, but hurry!" He had never been able to hold his breath long
in childhood contests at Miller-Walkin Public Svimming Pool in Corona Park. Never for long. He would
come bursting up out of the water first or second, his lungs aching for ar, his whole body filled with a
painfully urgent need to breathe. "Please hurry!"

"What did you tel Inspector Michadl Banion about us?"

Holy God! Mike wasn't in on it, only his wife! His heart went out to the poor guy. He had to get out of



here, to somehow warn Mike! They'd been friends forever, he and Mike. The poor guy.

His wife! His wife!

That unbelievable bitch.

His throat hurt as if it were being hacked with a dull blade. He raised his hands and was horrified to find
huge swellings on both sides of his neck. Then he couldn't lower his arms. In that moment other swellings
had appeared in his under-arms. Even as the air around him went bad he kept having to take deeper and
deeper breaths through his constricted windpipe.

"Help me! | told you, I'm sick! Bad!"

"Inspector Banion—"

Maybe he could dill help Mike alittle. "I told him nothing!”

"You're lying."

"Let me out of here! Let me out! You've got to get me to a hospitdl. I'm sick. I'm smothering, for God's
sake!"

"Are you an Inquisitor? Is Banion an Inquisitor?’

"What the fuck is an Inquisitor? | don't know from Inquisitors. For the love of God, open this thing up!"
He kicked, he hammered, he tore at the upholstery. The swell-ing under his right arm burst with an audible
pop, a discharge of thick, stinking fluid, and an agonizing shaft of pain.

He knew suddenly that he would die before the interroga-tion was over. "Open it up and let me breathe!
I'll tell you everything. Please, | beg you. | beg you,"

"Did you name names?"

"Hédl, no!"

"Tdl us the truth and we'll open the top."

This was no time to be coy. "l told Mike nothing because he wouldn't listen to me. The minute he heard
Night Church he laughed at me. He's not the type of cop's gonna buy something like this without it being
rubbed in his ever-lovin' face! Now let me out!"

There was whispered conversation outside, which soon died to silence. He felt himsdf drifting. Then he
felt nothing.

Suddenly he came to. He had been out cold! "Open this thing up!"

What air he could get past his twisted throat moved with a thin whistling sound.

This was the death of Terence Michad Aloysius Quigt, reporter. Noble? Not very. No Pulitzer for this
turkey. He became aware of a seething, dithering sound on the outside of the coffin, as if somebody was
lying on it. Just a few inches of wood separated his face from excited breathing.

"You perverts—you bastards!"

The response was a sort of whine that sounded hardly human. The coffin started to shake with the
gyrations of whoever was there. "Listen with the stethoscope,” some-body whispered. "Four minutes and
he can barely breath past the buboes!"

Buboes? The bastards had given him some kind of super-plague, then shut him up in here to see how fast
it worked.

Terry was dmogt grateful when his heart began to beat irregularly. Death is coming soon, guy. This too
will pass. Who knows, maybe there's even some kind of special heaven for the congenitally unlucky.

"Cardiac arrhythmias at five minutes," said a cam voice.

"Excdlent work," His Eminence replied.

Unfedling bastards. At the sound of those clipped, edu-cated voices Terry's fear shattered. Now he was
amply mad. Too bad there was no way to disgppoint them at least a little. To die nobly, instead of like a
choking, poisoned dog.

A wave of raw desperation made him hammer his feet wildly. From outside there came excited little
cries. "Dédlir-ium at five minutes twenty seconds!”

For an ingtant Terry was out again, then he returned to consciousness amid a series of white flashes. He
was going now, he knew it. Escape just wasn't in the cards.

He grieved for parts of life he had loved, for the snow-muffled nights along old cobbled streets, for the
pungent smell of coa smoke, for crime scenes and squad cars and dl-night delis. And girls, dl the girls he
hadn't had.

Outside there were eager scufflings, as if more of the ghouls were gathering around the coffin. He could
picture them out there, dl crowded around, laughing that gifled laughter, gleeful at the success of their
experiment.

There was a plague that killed in minutes, and it was in the hands of the mad.

He would at least show them a little human nohility, a little bravery. Mustering every hit of self-control



available to him he cleared his throat as best he could.

If he was going to dig, let it bein style.

"I'm sngin' in the rain," he gasped, "sngin' and dan-cm —

He had to work up another breath to go on.

Outside, silence had descended. Maybe they were shocked, maybe awed. Good. He wanted them to
know this was a human being in here, and at the end this human being had broken through al his pain and
dl his terror, and faced a hdll of a death with a song.

"Singin'in the rain—"

There came a murmur of conversation. He was getting to them, he knew he was.

"Glory hdlduja, I'm happy again!”

Somebody hushed the murmur.

"Singin' in the rain, you bastards! Singin' in the goddamn rain!" He threw back his head and ground out
some wheezy laughter. There was thunder in his ears and acid in his throat. He was dying in agony but he
did not scream.

Then dnging burst forth dl around him, the brightest, most triumphant singing he had ever heard. From
hundreds of throats: ". . . just singin' in the rain. What a glorious fedin’, I'm happy again. . . ."

They were throwing it right back at him. He hadn't gotten through to them at al. They had no fedings,
they were worse than mad, they had no souls.

At last the anima took over and he tore madly at the coffin, digging as a trapped beast would dig. He
sank his nails into the wooden lid.

He died.

MARY: THE TERROR OF THE INQUIS TION

My dearest Jonathan:

| write this now, in this black time, in the hope that it will one day soon be possible for you to read it.

I must tell you that Patricia's injuries are not your fault. The blame rests with me and your Uncle Franklin.
All'l can say in our defense is that what happened was a sort of accident. We caused it, yes, but for the
best of reasons. We were trying to protect you both from the terror of the Inquisition.

There is a chance that we may cure Patricia, by a method that will surprise you. If the cure works, my
son, you will one day hold this letter in your hands.

| put pen to paper confidently, trusting that those we serve will guide us through out troubles. | have
belonged to them, as have you, dl the days of my life. | have come to love their hardness, to embrace their
danger.

| cannot call them evil, any more than | can cdl you anything but my beloved child. I hope my words will
help you in your confusion and fear. Remember yourself. Re-member what you were before the hypnosis
and what you are becoming again. Remember that you will be the father of the anti-man.

He will be a creature of what men cdl darkness. But not to himsaf. Men's dark will be hislight, their evil
his good. Your son will have strengths and powers mankind never had; he will have the attributes of the
demons.

The anti-man will have the intelligence of Asmodeus and the strength of Belid. He will be able to
discourse like Satan and will shine with Lucifer's fire.

Do you remember learning dl of that in catechism? Re-member the stories of the demons?

They are dl hoping for you now, Jonathan. Can you feel them in your heart, hear them whispering to you
when the wind hisses through the leaves?

Remember the vison of Belia you had when you were nine? "l will speak to you in the voice of the dry
leaves," he said. That was such an extraordinary vison, and it filled you with such determination.

I know what you are feding, what conflict rages in your heart. Now that you have been exposed to the
world of man you have come to love it. But, Jonathan, remember that God has owned this earth for millions
upon millions of years. It istime for the Devil to have His share of rule. Thisis justice.

Anti-humanity will be stronger than humanity, and far greater. Life on earth has been steadily evolving
toward higher and higher intelligence. So our creation is only the next logicd step. Satan gave man
knowledge in the first place. Now He will give the earth a humanity fashioned in His image.

Compared to us ordinary folk your son will literally be a god—as far above us as we are above the ape
men who preceded us.

When our species was born we pushed our forebears into extinction. And that was just.



But modern Homo sapiens would resist its own extinc-tion. A fearful and jealous humankind will destroy
the new species before it can get a proper start.

The destiny of this earth is to produce your son and dl his race. As a Church, we worship this destiny.
As scientists, we help to bring it about.

Jonathan, | can scarcely imagine how shocking it must be to discover these truths about yourself after
you thought yourself an ordinary man. You are not ordinary. You are the product of centuries and centuries
of the most careful breed-ing. You and Patricia are hardly even human.

Your bodies are ordinary. They are the past. Y our souls, though, contain the seed of the future.

Do not recail at the responsihility, my son: you are merely the instrument of nature. The law of evolution
is expressing itself through you.

Now | mugt tell you why you are going through dl this difficulty and confusion, why you have been made
to forget your own past.

When your natura father and Patricia's parents were killed by the Inquidition, we hid you both. We did it
by hypnotizing you and concealing you under false identities. Even under torture you would not reveal the
truth about yourselves.

| am so sorry we made you endure this, and in our ignorance caused the accident in June at Holy Spirit.
All'l can dois plead an excess of protective zedl.

You two are so0 precious! When | think that we nearly destroyed you by our very effort to protect you |
almost go mad!

But we were not wrong to take the steps we did. The Inquisitors are master saboteurs. Their murders
usudly seem like accidents. They are so stedthy | think that they could kidnap an unborn child from its
mother's womb. | mysalf trust nobody. When the cricket stops at moonset, | suspect the sneaking approach
of the Inquisitor with his tinder ready to set a fire in my bed. And when the darkness sighs, | ligten for the
Inquisitor's voice, murmuring word of our defeat.

| sit here by the hour waiting and listening and worrying.

How can | help you through your rediscovery of yourself? Advice seems hollow, love futile. All 1 can tell
you is that the earth's will is toward evolution. It is your privilege to enact it.

Accept this fundamenta redlity and al your confusion will evaporate. You will reacquire the mora
precision that has always supported you. Y ou will know the rightness of our cause.

It is the middle of the night, warm and ill. | am hunched in a poal of light at my desk in the upstairs
stting room. | can hear Mike snoring across the hal. And at the far end, in your room, you have just
sighed. | will go and kiss you, my dearest son.

Five minutes have passed. | am back from your bedside. Y ou moaned when my lips touched your cheek.
Your deep is troubled again tonight, darling. | wish that | were a demon, and could bless you with a
demon's insight.

Franklin says the life of the Church has aways been this hard, but | don't agree. It was bad during the
Albigensan Crusade and worse during the Spanish Inquisition, but at least then the Catholic cards were
placed on the table. Now the Inquidition is secret, and therefore more dangerous than ever.

My darling, may you be granted full measure of courage. May your burdens be borne with bravery.

A mother's hope is with you.

Mary Titus

Chapter Nine

PATRICIA ATTRIBUTED TO the trauma of her assault her feeling that a great unseen force was dowly
capturing her. Since the attack she was always under threat in her dreams, always being pursued by some
relentless thing she could never quite see.

During the day she tried to avoid being touched. Anybody who came into contact with her might turn out
to be one of the dream things. They might reappear at night, their faces stretched thin, the bones
exaggerated to begtial size. In one recent dream dl her friends had clawed up out of the street beneath her
feet and grabbed her legs.

Dreams that bad can drive people mad. They can even kill. Just to survive, Patricia had been forced to
make nightmare management her new specialty.



Only Jonathan knew how to comfort her. She let him sit close, and occasionally she screwed up the
courage to clasp his hand. "At first you wouldn't let go," he had told her. From those hours she remembered
only the sense of dissolv-ing, as if her whole self were leaking out through her wounded sex. To prevent it
she had felt a desperate, over-whelming need to hold onto him.

She was grateful when she felt the sun touch her face. She had dept with the window open and now she
took bresth after breath of the summer morning. There was again today no fegling of fullness down below.
The dull, unceasing pain had actually diminished to little more than a sensation of tightness.

Despite Mike's begging that she move, she had returned to this apartment. It was home, after dl, her first
real home since she had been a very little girl. And it had been consecrated by her meeting Jonathan here.

In the open drawer of her bedside table lay a smdl black pigtal, a gift from Mike Banion. On the far wall
there was a keypad. Above the keypad glowed a single red light. Until Patricia punched in the right code
the light Would stay red and this apartment would remain an electronic fortress. Another gift from Mike
Banion.

Beside her hand was a push button. If she pressed it, a bell would ring downstairs and one of the building
guards would come to her immediate assistance, twenty-four hours a day. Thanks again, Mike Banion. And
thanks for the alarm on my wheelchair and the cripple-height fire extinguishers in every room, and the carry
permit which alows me to wheel mysdlf through life with a six-shooter at my hip. Thanks, Mike. You poor,
sweet man, you have made me feel more threatened than | think | can bear.

It was nine A.M. Time to call Jonathan. She went to the phone and dided the Banions number. As he
had promised, he was waiting for her and picked up the phone on the first ring. "Hi," he said. "You ready
for me?'

"Il be ready when you get here."

"Onmy way."

"Love you." He hung up. She stared for an instant at the phone, then replaced it in the cradle. This
morning she was going to face some of her worst fears. She would enter the place where most of her
nightmares were set, and worship there among her terrors.

Jonathan was taking her to Mass at Holy Spirit.

As reward for the courage of her act he was then to escort her to the Caf6 Trianon in Queens Center for
a late breakfast of croissants and cafe au lait. During the course of the morning they would not kiss, and
they might not even touch. And Jonathan would not grin foolishly, or make elaborate conversationa efforts
to avoid the subjects of rape, paraly-sis, or nightmare. Nor would his talk be full of unintentiona innuendo
about those subjects.

It would, in short, be a nice morning after the Spirit was faced. But none of it could happen for another
twenty minutes. She had to dress herself. Hard and angering labor. Her legs dangled like soft rubber tubes.
The worst part of this awful immobility was that there was no detectable reason for it. There was no
physica damage at al. They had even scanned her brain. She was hedlthy and whole, nothing crushed,
pinched, or severed. Only she couldn't walk.

Hysterical paraysis, Doctor Gottlieb had called it. Mary's dear friend. She had come to hate his watchful
eyes, peering at her from behind half-glasses, and those hands, s0 big and yet so clever with the probes and
instruments of examina-tion.

At Mass she must also see Mary Banion, who seemed desperately pained whenever they encountered
one another. Did it embarrass her to be in the company of a victimized woman? Activate her own personal
sense of helplessness?

Mike and his minions had installed gripping bars on every wal in the apartment, but Patricia's mainstay
was the big chrome wheelchair beside her bed. She checked the brakes, then twisted herself around so that
she lay with her back to it. Then she pushed herself with her arms until her head was in the seat. Next she
gripped the armrests and hauled herself into a ditting position. That was one of the "chair maneu-vers' she
had been taught in physical therapy. She was pleased; she had executed it well.

The rest of her dressing went as awkwardly as ever. She washed her face in the newly ingaled low
ank, and combed out her hair. She dropped her comb, then rolled over it and broke it trying to find it. Then
she took off her pgjamas and got herself dressed in alight blue skirt and white blouse— and split the zipper
in the back trying to hike the skirt down under her buttocks. Then alittle lipgtick, a little eyeshadow, and she
looked just right. Like she had been dressed by a drunk.

Would she please Jonathan? Would she ever really please him again as much as she had? Perhaps she
was sdfish even to want that. Damnit, though, she did.

He buzzed right on schedule. All of a sudden the visit to Holy Spirit—which she had been carefully not
thinking about—seemed formidable indeed. A vist to the heart of her latest inner hel. "You have to,"



Jonathan had insisted, "you need to confront these fears. WEIl go together." He was the brain specidigt,
after dl; he ought to know. For an instant the back of her chair felt as cold as a marble altar.

That made her lunge forward, the involuntary response of a person forgetting that she couldn't get up.
When she wasn't being pursued in her dreams she was always trying to find Jonathan. She would see him
walking into the ocean or across a forest glade, or down a darkly mirrored hall. She would cdl to him.

He used his own key to get in. "You look great."

"Thank you."

"l expected to find you upside down on the bathroom floor with lipstick in your ear."

"Funny boy."

He took the handles of the chair and pushed her out the door.

There were a couple of greetings in the elevator, more of those bright smiles she had learned to hate. It
had been awful to find out that norma people no longer had any idea of how to relate to you, and would not
do o at dl unless trapped.

Tony had a Checker Cab waiting. Patricia could have kissed Mr. Checker for inventing those wonderful
rolling boxes. Between the two of them she and Jonathan had only a hideous time getting her in. This
contrasted with the inhu-man struggle smaller cabs entailed.

"How was last night?' Jonathan asked as soon as they were ralling. Poor guy, he had a big stake in her
last-nights. They tended to determine where on the scale from bad to abysmal her mood for the coming day
would fall.

"Not nightmare dley, anyway. But not Nirvana either."

"That's something at least. Did you trank down?’

"Nope. | dept totaly drug-free, so I'm wild-eyed and bushy-tailed and ready to meet my day!"

"'Wide-eyed.' The expression is 'wide-eyed.""

"Not in my case."

Holy Spirit filled the far end of Morris Street. It was as large as some of the smaller Gothic cathedrals,
but its architects, no doubt struggling to provide enough massive-ness to satisfy the prosperous Gay
Nineties parishioners who had paid them, had not managed to make its stones soar. A heavier, more
gargoyled and crenelated construction could hardly be imagined. Its stained-glass windows seemed to
squint, little cracks in the granite facade.

"Oh, damn it, Jonathan, there's Mike's car."

"He's here, of course. Your whole entourage is here, as a matter of fact."

"And those patrol cars." She counted four in the parking area between church and rectory. "I don't think |
can stand this."

"Mike's been working on the case like a crazy person. Twenty hours a day. He redly cares about you,
darling. He wants very badly to find whoever did this to you. Solving the case means an awful lot to him."

"l don't want to hear about the case!" The cab stopped and they worked themselves out of it. Patricia
wished Jona-than had never said the word case, but now that he had, there was no poaint in trying to avoid
talking about it. That way ulcers lay. "Damnit dl, anyway. | do want to hear about the case."

He stopped ralling her up the wooden wheelchair ramp that had recently been installed on the steps of the
Spirit.

There were benches to either side of the front door. Jonathan wheeled her to one and sat down before
her. "You're sure?'

She wasn't, but she nodded.

"They've tried to reconstruct your past, hour by hour, for the two weeks leading up to the incident. All
they came up with out of the ordinary was the fact that you had spoken to an old man named Mr. Apple at
a parish seniors supper. Aside from our date, | mean."

"How did they ever find out about him?"

"An old lady who had been at the supper remembered you taking to him."

"He was just an old man. They were wasting their time."

"Mike decided to go after the guy. Farfetched, but the only lead they had. But the night before he was
due to be questioned, he died. He was buried in All Souls."

"A wild-goose chase. First off, the man was ancient. Second, he couldn't have hurt me. He was like
paper. What's more, he was senile. They could have asked me about him and saved themselves some
trouble.”

"No more quegtions, says the good Doctor Gottlieb. Not until you're walking again."

"What's the paint, anyway? | can't remember anything important."

"Tdl that to Mike. Maybe you'll cheer him up. His other problem is that he had something going with a



reporter and the reporter disappeared. Mike's convinced the same cult that got you got him. He knew
something about it, it seems.”

Patricia redly wished, just at this moment, that she had been strong enough to tel him to wheel her
straight into the church. The newspapers had cdled it aritud sacrifice, a cult rape, and her imagination had
been left to boil and burn with images of blank-eyed cultists waiting in the shadows around every corner.
Cult. Ugly, stupid word. She wanted very much to believe she had been the victim of a single disturbed
man, acting alone. Cult meant people, dozens probably, ever-watchful, alert for any unguarded moment.
She couldn't accept that; it was just too much.

And yet, she thought, she dreamed, that something was getting closer and closer, fingers going around
her neck, cool and dry and tight.

Whoever had hurt her had also done something to make her forget. Something incredible: the police
hypnotist had worked with her for hours. "If it were not for the physica evidence, | would conclude that
this woman had not been harmed,” he