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Part | :
The Ancient Mind At Work

On aTuesday morning Katje discovered that Dr. Weyland was avampire, like the one in the movie
she'd seen last week.

Jackson’ sfriend on the night cleaning crew had |eft his umbrellahooked over the bike rack outsde the
lab building. Since Katje liked before starting to work to take astroll in the dawn quiet, she went over to
seeif the umbrellawas till there. As she started back empty-handed through the heavy mist she heard
the door of the lab building boom behind her. She looked back.

A young man had come out and started across the parking lot. Clearly he was hurt or ill, for he dowed,
stopped, and sank down on one knee, reaching out a hand to steady himself on the damp and glistening
tarmec.

Behind him, someone e'se emerged from the building and softly shut the heavy door. Thisman, tal and
gray-haired, sood a moment touching to his mouth awhite handkerchief folded into asmall square. Then
he put the handkerchief avay and walked out onto the lot. Passing behind the knedling figure, he turned
his head to look—and continued walking without hesitation. He got into his shimmering gray Mercedes
and drove off.

Katje started back toward the |ot. But the young man pushed himself upright, looked aroundin a
bewildered manner, and making hisway unsteadily to hisown car dso drove away.

So there was the vampire, sated and cruel, and there was his victim, wilted, pale, and confused; athough
the movie vampire had swirled about in ablack cloak, not araincoat, and had gone after bosomy young
femaes. Waking over the lawn to the Club, Katje smiled at her own fancy.

What she had redlly seen, she knew, was the eminent anthropologist and star of the Caydin Center for
the Study of Man, Dr. Weyland, leaving the lab with one of his deep subjects after a debilitating al-night
session. Dr. Weyland must have thought the young man was stooping to retrieve dropped car keys.

The Caydin Club was an old mansion donated years before to the college. It served now asthe faculty
club. Its grandeur had been severely chalenged by the lab building and attendant parking ot constructed
on hdf of the once-spacious lawn, but the Club was till an imposing place within.

Jackson wasin the green room plugging lesks; it had begun to rain. The green room was a glassed-in
terrace, tile-floored and furnished with chairs of lacy wrought iron.
“Didyoufindit, Mrs. de Groot?’ Jackson said.

“No, I'm sorry.” Katje never called him by his name because she didn’t know whether he was Jackson
Somebody or Somebody Jackson, and she had learned to be careful in everything to do with blacksin
this country.

“Thanksfor looking, anyway,” Jackson said.

In the kitchen she stood by the sinks staring out &t the dreary day. She had never grown used to these
chill, watery winters, though after so many years she couldn’t quite recal the exact qudity of the African
sunlight in which she had grown up. It was no great wonder that Henrik had died here. The gray climate



had finaly quenched even his ardent nature six years ago, and she had shipped him back to hisfamily.
Katje had possessed hislife; she didn’t need his bones and didn’t want agrave tying her to this dark
country. His career asalecturer in the sociology of medicine here and at other schools had brought in a
good income, but he had funneled al he could of it into the Black Mgority Movement back home. So he
had left her little, and she had expected that. To the amazement and resentment of certain faculty wives,
she had taken this job and stayed on.

Her savingsfrom her sdary as housekeeper a the Caydin Club would eventudly finance her return
home. She needed enough to buy not afarm, but a house with a garden patch somewhere high and
cool—she frowned, trying to picture theideal site. Nothing clear cameinto her mind. She had been away
alongtime.

While she was wiping up the sinks Miss Donelly burst in, shrugging out of her dripping raincoat and
muttering, “ Of al the high-handed, goddamn— Oh, hello, Mrs. de Groot; sorry for the language. L ook,
wewon't be having the women' sfaculty lunch here tomorrow after dl. Dr. Weyland is giving aspecia
money pitch to agroup of fat-cat dumni and he wants anice, quiet setting—our lunch corner here at the
Club, asit turns out. Dean Wacker’ sdready said yes, so that’ sthat.”

“Why comeover intherainto tell methat?” Katje said. “Y ou should have phoned.”

“| also wanted to check out a couple of the upstairs bedroomsto make sure | reserve aquiet onefor a
guest lecturer I'm putting up here next month.” Miss Donelly hesitated, then added, “ Y ou know, Mrs. de
Groot, I ve been meaning to ask whether you' d be willing to be aguest lecturer yoursdlf in my Literary
Environments course—we re reading I sak Dinesen. Would you come talk to my students?’

“Me? About what?”

“Oh, about colonia Africa, what it was like growing up there. Thesekids experienceis so narrow and
protected, | ook for every chance to expand their thinking.”

Katje wrung out the Snk rag. “My grandfather and Uncle Jan whipped the native boys to work like cattle
and kicked them hard enough to break bones for not showing respect; otherwise we would have been
overrun and driven out. | used to go hunting. | shot rhino, elephant, lion, and leopard, and | was proud of
doing it well. Y our students don’t want to know such things. They have nothing to fear but tax collectors
and nothing to do with nature except giving money for whales and sedls”

“But that’ swhat | mean,” MissDondly sad. “Different viewpoints.”
“There are plenty of books about Africa.”

“Try getting these kidsto read.” Miss Dondly sighed. “Well, | guess| could get the women together over
at Corrigan tomorrow instead of here, if | spend an hour on the phone. And we'll missyour cooking,
Mrs. de Groot.”

“Will Dr. Weyland expect meto cook for hisguests?’ Katje said, thinking abstractedly of the dumni
lunching with the vampire. Would he egt? The one in the movie hadn’'t esten.

“Not Weyland,” Miss Dondly said dryly. “1t' s nothing but the best for him, which meansthe most
expensve. They’ll probably have a banquet brought in from Borchard's.”

Shel€ft.

Katje put on coffee and phoned Buildings and Grounds. Y es, Dr. Weyland and six companions were on
at the Club for tomorrow; no, Mrs. de Groot wouldn't have to do anything but tidy up afterward; yes, it



was short notice, and please write it on the Club calendar; and yes, Jackson had been told to check the
eaves over the east bedrooms before he left.

“Wandering raincoat,” Miss Dondly sad, darting in to snatch it up from the chair where she' d left it. “ Just
watch out for Weyland, Mrs. de Groot.”

“What, afifty-year-old widow like me?1 am not some dinky graduate student trying for an A and the
professor aso.”

“I don’t mean romance.” Miss Dondly grinned. “Though God knows half the faculty—of both
sexes—arein love with the man.” Honestly , Katje thought, the things peopl e talked about these days!
“Tonoavall, das, sncehe sared loner. But hewill try to get you into his expensive deep lab and make
your dreams part of hisworld-shaking, history-changing research that he stole off poor old Ivan Milnes.”

Milnes, Katje thought when she was alone again; Professor Milnes who had gone away to some sunny
placeto die of cancer. Then Dr. Weyland had come from asmall Southern school and taken over
Milnes sdream project, saving it from being junked—or steding it, in Miss Dondly’ sverson. A person
who looked a athing in too many ways was bound to get confused.

Jackson camein and poured coffee for himself. He leaned back in his chair and flipped the schedules
where they hung on the wall by the phone. He was as dender as aKikuyu youth—she could see hisribs
arch under hisshirt. He atealot of junk food, but he was too nervousto fatten on it. By rightshe
belonged in ared blanket, skin gleaming with ail, hair plaited. Instead he wore the tan shirt, pants, and
Zip-up jacket of an “engineer” from Buildings and Grounds, and his hair was amodest Afro, asthey
cdled it, around his narrow face.

“Try and don’t put nobody in that number-six bedroom till 1 get to it the end of the week,” hesaid. “The
rain dripsin behind the casement. | laid out towelsto soak up the water. | see you got Weyland in here
tomorrow. My buddy Maurice on the cleaning crew saysthat guy got the best |ab in the place.”

“What is Dr. Weyland' sresearch?’ Katje asked.

“ ‘Dream mapping,’ they cdl it. Maurice saysthere snothing interesting in his lab—just equipment, you
know, recording machines and computers and like that. I'd like to see dl that hardware sometime. Only
you won't catch me laying out my dreams on tape!

“Wall, | got to push aong. There' s some dripping faucets over at Joffey I'm supposed to look at. Hans
Brinker, that’sme. Thanksfor the coffee.”

She began pulling out the fridge racks for cleaning, listening to him whistle as he gathered up histoolsin
the green room.

The people from Borchard' sleft her very little to do. She was stacking the rinsed dishesin the washer
when aman said from the doorway, “1 am very obliged to you, Mrs. de Groot.”

Dr. Weyland stood poised there, dightly stoop-shouldered, dightly leonine somehow. At least that was
theimpression Katje got from hisadert stance, his4till, grave, attentive face from which the wide eyes
looked out bright with interest. She was surprised that he knew her name, for he did not frequent the
Club.

“Therewasjust alittle remaining to do, Dr. Weyland,” she said.

“Stll, thisisyour territory,” he said, advancing. “1’m sure you were helpful to the Borchard' s people. I've



never been back here. Arethose freezersor refrigerators?’

She showed him around the kitchen and the pantries. He seemed impressed. He handled the accessories
to the Cuisnart asif they were artifacts of acivilization he was sudying. Thething was agift to the Club
from the Home Ec gtaff. Many parts were missing aready, but Katje didn’t mind. She couldn’t be
bothered, as shetold Dr. Weyland, getting the hang of the fancier gadgets.

He nodded thoughtfully. Was he condescending to her, or redly in sympathy?“ There’ sno time to master
the homely technology of these times, al the machines, what they meanto amodernlife. ..

Hewas, sheredlized, unexpectedly personable: lean and grizzled, but with the hint of vulnerability
common among rangy men. Y ou couldn’t look at him long without imagining the gawky scarecrow he
must have been as aboy. His striking features—rugged brow, nose, and jaw—no doubt outsized and
homely then, were now united in somber harmony by the long creases of experience on his cheeks and
forehead.

“No more scullions cranking the spit,” he remarked over therotisserie. *Y ou come origindly from East
Africa, Mrs. de Groot? Things must have been very different there.”

“Yes | left along time ago.”

“Surely not so very long,” he said, and his eyesflicked over her from head to foot. Why, the man was
fliring!

Rdaxing in thewarmth of hisinterest, she sad, “ Are you from e sewhere dso?’
Hefrosted up at once. “Why do you ask?’
“Excuse me, | thought | heard just the trace of an accent.”

“My family were Europeans. We spoke German at home. May | sit down?’ His big hands, capable and
strong-looking, graced the back of achair. He smiled briefly. “Would you mind sharing your coffee with
an inditutiond fortune hunter? That is my job—persuading rich men and the guardians of foundationsto
gpend alittle of their money in support of work that offers no immediate result. | don’t enjoy dedling with
these shortsghted men.”

“Everyone saysyou do it well.” Katjefilled acup for him.

“It takesup my time,” he said. “It weariesme.” Hislarge and brilliant eyes, in sockets darkened with
fatigue, had awithdrawn, pensive aspect. How old was he, K atje wondered.

Suddenly he gazed at her and said, “Didn’t | see you over by the labs the other morning? Therewas mist
on my windshield; | couldn't besure. . .”

Shetold him about Jackson' sfriend’ s umbrella, thinking,Now he'll explain, thisis what he came to
say. But he added nothing, and she found herself hesitant to ask about the student in the parking lot. “Is
there anything else | can do for you, Dr. Weyland?’

“I don’t mean to keep you from your work. Would you come over sometime and do asession for mein
thedeep lab?’

Just asMiss Donelly had said. Katje shook her head.

“All information goes on tapes under coded ID numbers, Mrs. de Groot. Y our privacy would be strictly



guarded.”
His pergstence made her uncomfortable. “I’ d rather not.”

“Excuse me, then. It s been apleasure talking with you,” he said, rising. “If you find areason to change
your mind, my extension is one-Sixty-three”

Shefound herself obscurdly relieved at his abrupt departure.

She picked up his coffee cup. It was full. She redlized that she had not seen him take so much asasip.

She was closeto tears, but Uncle Jan made her strip down the gun again—nher first gun, her own
gun—and then the lion coughed, and she saw with the wide gaze of fear his golden form crouched, tail
lashing, in the thornbrush. She threw up her gun and fired, and the dust boiled up from the thrashings of
the wounded cat.

Then Scotty’ s patient voice said, “Do it again,” and she was tearing down the rifle once more by
lamplight at the worn wooden table, while her mother sewed with angry stabs of the needle and spoke
words Katje didn’t bother to listen to. She knew the gist by heart: “If only Jan had children of hisown!
Sons, to take out hunting with Scotty. Because he has no sons, he takes Katje shooting instead so he can
show how tough Boer youngsters are, even the girls. For whitesto kill for sport, as Jan and Scotty do, is
to go backward into the barbaric past of Africa. Now the farm is producing, thereisno need to sell hides
to get cash for coffee, salt, and tobacco. And to train agirl to go staking and killing animaslike scarcdy
more than an anima hersdf!”

“Again,” said Scotty, and the lion coughed.

Katje woke. Shewas sitting in front of the TV, blinking at the sharp, knowing face of the talk-show host.
The sound had gone off again, and she had dozed.

Shedidn’t often dream, hardly ever of her African childhood—her mother, Uncle Jan, Scotty the
neighboring farmer whom Uncle had begun by calling adamnedrooinek and ended treating like a
brother. Miss Dondlly’ srequest for alecture about Africamust have stirred up that long-ago girlhood
spent prowling for game in alandscape of yellow grass.

The dim youngster she had been then, brown-skinned and nearly white-haired from the sun, seemed far
distant. A large-framed woman now, Katje worked to avoid growing stout as her mother had. In the
gray New England climate her hair had dulled to the color of old brass, paling now toward gray.

Y et she could still catch sight of her child-sdf in the mirror—the stubborn set of her firm, round jaw and
the determined squint of her eyes. She had not, she reflected with satisfaction, alowed the world to
change her much.

Miss Dondlly camein for some coffee the next afternoon. As Katje brought atray to her in thelong living
room, astudent rushed past cdling, “Isit too late to hand in my paper, Miss Dondly?’

“For God' s sake, Mickey!” Miss Donelly burst out. “Where did you get that?’

Acrossthe chest of the girl’s T-shirt where her coat gapped open were emblazoned the wordss_EEP
WITH WEYLAND HE' SA DREAM . She grinned. “ Some hustler is sdlling them right outside the co-op.
Better hurry if you want one—Security’ s already been sent for.” She put a sheaf of dog-eared pages
down on the table beside Miss Donelly’ s chair, added, “ Thanks, Miss Donelly,” and clattered away
again on her high-hedled clogs.



Miss Donelly laughed and said to Katje, “Well, | never, as my grandmaused to say. That man certainly
doesjuicethisplace up.”

“Y oung people have no respect for anything,” Katje grumbled. “What will Dr. Weyland say, seeing his
name used like that? He should have her expelled.”

“Him? He wouldn’t bother. Wacker will throw fits, though. Not that Weyland won’t notice—he notices
everything—but he doesn’'t waste his super-vauable time on nonsense.” Miss Dondlly ran afinger over
the blistered paint on the windowsill by her chair. * Pity we can’t use some of theloot Weyland bringsin
to fix up thisold place. But | guesswe can’'t complain; without Weyland, Caydin would be just another
expendve backwater school for the not-so-bright children of the upper middle class. Anditisn't al roses
evenfor him. ThisT-shirt thing will start awhole new round of backbiting among his colleagues, you
watch. Thiskind of stuff brings out the jungle beast in even the mildest academics.”

Katje snorted. Shedidn’t think much of academic infighting.

“I' know we must seem pretty tameto you,” Miss Dondly said wryly, “but there are some real ambushes
and even killings here, in terms of careers. It snot the cushy life it sometimes seems, and not so secure
either. Even for you, Mrs. de Groot. There are people who don't like your politics—"

“I never talk palitics.”” That wasthe first thing Henrik had demanded of her here. She had acquiesced like
agood wife; not that she was ashamed of her political beliefs. She had loved and married Henrik not
because of but in spite of hisradica palitics.

“From your silence they assume you' re some kind of reactionary racist,” Miss Dondly said. “Also
because you' re aBoer and you don’t carry on your husband’ s crusade. Then there are the oneswho're
embarrassed to see the wife of aformer instructor working at the Club—"

“It'swork | cando,” Katje said stiffly. “1 asked for thejob.”

Miss Donelly frowned. “ Sure—but everybody knows the college should have done better by you, and
besides you were supposed to have a staff of people hereto help out. And some of the faculty are alittle
scared of you; they’ d rather have agiggly cocktail waitress or a downtrodden mouse of aworking
student. Y ou need to be aware of these things, Mrs. de Groot.

“And aso of the fact that you have plenty of partisanstoo. Even Wacker knows you give this place tone
and dignity, and you lived ared lifein theworld, whatever your vaues, which is more than most of our
faculty have ever done.” Blushing, she lifted her cup and drank.

She was as soft as everyone around here, Katje thought,but she had a good heart .

Many of the staff had aready |eft for vacation during intersession, now that new scheduling had freed
everyone from doing mini-courses between semesters. Thelast cocktail hour at the Club wasthinly
attended. Katje moved among the drinkers unobtrusively gathering up loaded ashtrays, used glasses,
crumpled paper napkins. A few people who had known Henrik greeted her as she passed.

There were two magor topics of conversation: the bio student who had been raped last night leaving the
library, and the Weyland T-shirt, or, rather, Weyland himsdif.

They said hewas adisgrace, encouraging commercia exploitation of his name; he was probably getting a
cut of the profits. No he wasn't, didn’t need to, he had a hefty income, no dependents, and no appetites
except for study and work. And driving his beautiful Mercedes-Benz, don't forget that. No doubt that
was where he was this evening—not off on aholiday or drinking cheap Club booze, but roaring around



the countryside in hisbeloved car.

Better aridein the country than burying himsdlf in thelibrary asusud. It was unhedthy for him to push so
hard; just look at him, so haggard and preoccupied, so lean and lonely-looking. The man deserved a
prize for his solitary-bachel or-hopel esdy-hooked-on-the-pursuit-of-knowledge act.

It was no act—what other behavior did people expect of agreat scholar? There d be another fine book
out of him someday, a credit to Caydin. Look at that latest paper of his, “Dreamsand Drama The
Mini-Thesatre of the Mind.” Brilliant!

Brilliant speculation, maybe, like dl hiswork, plusan intriguing historical viewpoint, but wherewas his
hard research? He was no scientist; he was a mountebank running on drive, imagination, acommanding
presence, and alucky success with hisfirgt book. Why, even his background was foggy. (But don't ever
suggest to Dean Wacker that there was anything odd about Weyland' s credentias. Wacker would eat
you diveto protect the goose that laid the golden eggs.)

How many students werein the deep project now? More than werein his classes. They caled his course
in ethnography “The Ancient Mind a Work.” The girlsfound hisformality charming. No, he wasn't
formal, he was too siff-necked and old-fashioned, and he d never make afird-rate contribution to
anthropology. He d smply appropriated poor Milnes s beautiful adaptation of the Richman-Steinmolle
Recording System to the documentation of dreams, adding some fancy terminology about cultural
symbolsto bring the project into hisown field of cultural anthropology. And Weyland thought he knew al
about computers too—no wonder he ran his ass stants ragged.

Here was Peterson leaving him because of some brouhaha over acomputer run. Charming, yes, but
Weyland could also be a sarcadtic bastard. Sure, he was temperamental—the great are often
quarrelsome, nothing new in that. Remember how he treated young Denton over that scratch Denton put
on the Mercedes fender? Gave him atongue-lashing that could warp stedl, and when Denton threw a
punch Weyland grabbed him by the shoulder and just about flung him across the street. Denton was
bruised for amonth, looked asif he' d been on the bottom of afootball pile-up. Weyland' satiger when
he' sroused up, and he' sunbelievably strong for aman his age.

He' sadamned bully, and Denton should have gotten ameda for trying to get him off the roads. Have
you seen Weyland drive? Roars dong just barely in control of that great big machine. . . .

Weyland himsalf was't present. Of course not, Weyland was a supercilious son-of-a-bitch; Weyland
was an introverted scholar absorbed in great work; Weyland had a secret sorrow too painful to share;
Weyland was a charlatan; Weyland was agenius working himsdf to death to keep dive the Caydin
Center for the Study of Man.

Dean Wacker brooded by the huge empty fireplace. Severa timeshe said in acarrying voice that he had
talked with Weyland and that the sudentsinvolved in the T-shirt scanda would face disciplinary action.

Miss Dondly camein late with awoman from Economics. They talked heatedly in the window bay, and
the other two women in the room drifted over to join them. Katje followed.

“. .. from off campus, but that’ swhat they dways say,” one of them snapped. Miss Donelly caught
Katj€e seye, amiled asrained smile, and plunged back into the discussion. They were talking about the
rape. Katje wasn't interested. A woman who used her sense and carried herself with self-respect didn’t
get raped, but saying so to these intellectua women wasted bregth.

They didn’t understand red life. Katje went back toward the kitchen.



Buildings and Grounds had sent Nettie L edyard over from the student cafeteriato help out. She was
rinsing glasses and squinting at them through the smoke of her cigarette. She wore a T-shirt bearing a
bulbous fish shape across the front and the wordssavE OUR WHALES . These “environmental” messages
vexed Katje; only naive, citified people could think of wild animals as pets. The shirt undoubtedly
belonged to one of Nettie'slong-haired, bleeding-heart boyfriends. Nettie herself smoked too much to
pretend to an environmental conscience. She was no hypocrite, at least. But she should come properly
dressed to do ajob at the Club, just in case a professor came wandering back here for moreice or
whatever.

“I'll be helping you with the Club inventory during intersession,” Nettie said. “ Good thing, too. You'll be
spending alot of time over here until school starts again, and the campusisrealy emptying out. Now
there sthis sex maniac cruisng the place—though what | could do but run like hell and scream my head
off, | can't tell you.

“Listen, what’ sthis about Jackson sending you on errands for him?” she added irritably. Sheflicked ash
off her bosom, which was pushed high like a shelf by her too-tight brassiere. “His pa Maurice can pick
up hisown umbrella, he'sno cripple. Having you wandering around out there alone at some godforsaken
hour—"

“Neither of usknew about therapist,” Katje said, wiping out the last of the ashtrays.
“Just don't let Jackson take advantage of you, that’sall.”
Katje grunted. She had been raised not to |et hersalf be taken advantage of by blacks.

Later, helping to dig out afur hat from under the coat pilein the foyer, she heard someone saying, “. . .
walk off with the credit; cold-bloodedly living off other peopl€ s academic substance, so to speak.”

Into her mind came theimage of Dr. Weyland' stal figure moving without abreak in stride past the
stricken student.

Jackson came down from the roof with watering eyes. A damp wind wasrising.

“That lesk isfixed for awhile,” he said, hunching to blow on his chapped hands. “ But the big shots at
Buildings and Grounds got to do something better before next winter. The snow will just pile up and soak
through again.”

Katje polished the slver plate with agray flannd. “What do you know about vampires?’ she said.
“How bad you want to know?’

He had no right to joke with her like that, he whose ancestors had been heathen savages. “What do you
know about vampires?’ she repeated firmly.

“Not athing.” He grinned. “But you just keep on going to the movieswith Nettie and you'll find out all
about that kind of crap. She got to have the dumbest taste in moviesthere ever was.”

Katjelooked down from the landing at Nettie, who had just let hersdlf into the Club.
Nettie shair wasdl intight littleringslike pigs talls. She cdled, “Guesswhat | went and did?’

“Your hair,” Katjesaid. “You got it done curly.”



Nettie hung her coat crookedly on the rack and peered into the foyer mirror. “1’ ve been wanting to try a
permanent for months, but | couldn’t find the spare money. So the other night | went over to the deep
lab.” She came upstairs.

“What wasit like?’ Katje said, looking more closely at Nettie' sface; was she paler than usua ?Yes,
K atje thought with sudden apprehension.

“It’ snothing much. Y ou just lie down on this couch, and they plug you into these machines, and you
deep. They keep waking you up in the middle of your dreams so you can describe what’ s going on, and
you do some kind of tests—I don’t remember, it’ sal pretty hazy afterwards. Next morning there' sa sort
of debriefing interview, and you collect your pay and go home. That' sdl thereistoit.”

“How do you fed?’

“Okay. | was pretty dragged out yesterday. Dr. Weyland gave me alist of stuff I’ m supposed to egt to
fix that. He got me the day off, too. Wait aminute, | need asmoke before we go into the linens.”

Shelit acigarette. “Redly, there was nothing to it. I’ d go back for another sessonin aminuteif they’d
have me. Good money for no work; not likethis.” She blew a stream of smoke contemptuoudly at the
linen-closet door.

Katje said, “ Someone has to do what we do.”

“Y eah, but why us?’ Nettie lowered her voice. “We ought to get acouple of professorsin there with the
bedding and the inventory ligts, and ustwo go St in their big leather chairs and drink coffeelike ladies”

Katje had already done that as Henrik’ swife. What she wanted now was to Sit on thestoep after aday’s
hunting, sipping drinks and trading stories of the kill in the pungent dusk, away from the smoky, noisy
hole of akitchen: alife that Henrik had rebelled againgt as parasitica, narrow, and dull. His grandfather,
like Katje's, had trekked right out of the Transvaal when it became too staid for him and had started
over. Katje thought sometimes that challenging his own people about the future of the land, the
government, and the natives had been Henrik’ sway of striking out afresh. For herself, she wished only to
return to her old country and its old ways.

Nettie, still hanging back from the linen closet, ground out her cigarette on the sole of her shoe. “Coming
to the meeting Friday?’

Dr. Weyland was giving alecture that same evening, something about nightmares. Katje had been
thinking about attending. Now she must decide. Going to his lecture was not like going to hislaboratory;
it seemed safe enough. “No union meeting,” she said. “I’' vetold you, they're dl Redsin those unions. |
dodl right for mysdlf. I'll be going to Dr. Weyland' s open lecture that night.”

“Okay, if you think it sfine to make what we make doing this stuff.” Nettie shrugged. “Me, I'll skip his
lecture and take the bucks for degping in hislab. Y ou ought to go over there, you know? There s hardly
anything doing during intersess on with dmost everybody gone—they could take you right away. Y ou get
extrapay and time off, and besides Dr. Weyland' skind of cute, in agloomy way. He leaned over meto
plug something into thewadll, and | said, * Go ahead, you can bite my neck any time.” Y ou know, hewas
sort of hanging over me, and hislab coat was sort of spreed, like acape, al menacing and
batlike—except white instead of black, of course—and anyway | couldn’'t resist awisecrack.”

Kétje gave her agtartled glance. Nettie, missing it, moved past her into the closet and pulled out the step
stoal. Katje said cautioudy, “What did he say to that?’



“Nothing, but he smiled.” Nettie climbed up onto the step stoal. “Y ou know how his mouth turns sort of
down at the corners? It makes him look grim all thetime? Well, red serious anyway. When he smiles
you' d be amazed how good helooks; he could redlly turn agirl on. We'll start up top in this clost, dl
right? 1 bet dl the guyswho work nights at the labs get those kind of jokesdl thetime. Later he said he
was hoping you'd come by.”

Taking adeep breath of the sweet, sunshine smell of the clean sheets, Katje said, “ He asked you to ask
meto go there?’

“Hesaid to remind you.”

Thefirst pile of blankets was handed down from the top shelf. Katje said, “He redlly accepts anyone into
thisproject?”’

“Unlessyou'resick, or if you' ve got funny metabolism or whatever. They do ablood test on you, like at
the doctor’s.”

That was when Katje noticed the little round Band-Aid on the inside of Netti€’ s elbow, right over the
van.

Miss Donedlly was sharing ajug of cheagp wine with three other faculty women in the front lounge. Katje
made sure the coffee machine wasfilled for them and then dipped outside.

She still walked done on campus when she chose. She was't afraid of the rapist, who hadn’t been
heard of in severd days. A pleasurable tension drove her toward the lighted windows of the labs. This
was like moving through the sharp air of the bushveldt at dusk. Awareness of danger was part of the
plessure.

The lab blinds, tilted down, let out only threads of light. She could see nothing. She hovered amoment,
then turned back, hurrying now. The mood was broken, and shefdt silly. Daniel from Security would be
furiousto find her aone out here, and what could shetell him? That shefelt herself to be on the track of
something wild and it made her fed young?

Miss Donelly and the others were still talking. Katje was glad to hear their wry voices and gusts of
laughter, equaly glad not to have to sit with them. She had never been comfortable among Henrik’s
highly educated colleagues.

She had more on her mind than school gossip, too, and she needed to think. Her own impulsive act
excited and astonished her: sdlying forth to thelab at dusk a some risk from the rapist (her mind
swerved neatly around the other, the imaginary danger), but for what? To sniff the breeze and search the
ground for tracks?

The thought of Dr. Weyland haunted her: Dr. Weyland asthe charming, restless visitor prowling the Club
kitchen, Dr. Weyland thrusting young Denton aside with contemptuous strength, Dr. Weyland asthe
heartless predator she had at first thought him that morning in the parking lot of thelab building.

She was waking to the bus stop when Jackson drove up and offered her alift. She was glad to accept.
The lonesomeness of the campus was accentuated by darkness and the empty circles of light around the

lampposts.

Jackson pulled aside ajumble of equipment on the front seat—radio parts, speakers and wires—to
make room for her. Two books were on the floor by her feet. He said, “ The voodoo book isleft over



from my brother Paul. He went through athing, you know, trying to trace back our family downin
Louisana The other onewasjust laying around, so | brought it dong.”

The other onewasDracula . Katje felt the gummy spot where the price sticker had been peeled off.
Jackson must have bought it for her at the discount bookstore downtown. She didn’t know how to thank
him easily, so she said nothing.

“It'salong walk to the bus stop,” Jackson said, scowling as he drove out through the stone gates of the
college drive. “They should' ve fixed it S0 you could stay on in faculty housing after your husband died.”

“Our place wastoo big for one person,” Katje said. Sometimes she missed the house on the east Side of
campus, but her present lodgings away from school offered more privacy.

He shook hishead. “Wdll, | think it’sashame, you being aforeign visitor and dl.”
Kdjelaughed. “ After twenty-five yearsin this country, avisitor?’

Helaughed, too. “Y eah. Wéll, you sure have moved around more than most while you been here: from
lady of leisureto, well, maid work.” She saw the flash of hisgrin. “Like my aunt that used to clean for
white women up the hill. Don't you mind?’

She minded when she thought working at the Club would never end. Sometimesthe Africathat she
remembered seemed too vague a place to actualy go back to, and the only future she could see was
kedling over at the end while vacuuming the Club rugs, like afarmer worn to death at hisplow . . .

None of thiswas Jackson’ s business. “ Did your aunt mind her work?” she snapped.

Jackson pulled up opposite the bus stop. “ She said you just do what it comes to you to do and thank
God forit.”

“| say thesame.”

Hesdghed. “You' realot like her, crazy asthat sounds. There' sabunch of questions | want to ask you
sometime, about how it was when you lived in Africa; | mean, wasit anything likein the movies—you
know,King Solomon’s Mines and like that?’

Katje had never seen that movie, but she knew that nothing on film could be like her Africa. *'Y ou should
goto Africaand seefor yoursdf,” she said.

“I’'mworking on it. There syour bus coming. Wait aminute, listen—no more waking done out here
after dark, there’ s not enough people around now. Y ou got to arrange to be picked up. Didn't you hear?
That guy jumped another girl last night. She got away, but till. Danidl says he found one of the back
doorsto the Club unlocked. Y ou be careful, will you? | don’t want to have to come busting in there to
save you from some deranged six-foot pre-med on the rampage, know what | mean?’

“Oh, | take care of mysdf,” Katje said, touched and annoyed and amused al a once by his solicitude.

“Sure. Only | wish you were about fifteen years younger and studying karate, you know?” As Katje got
out of the car with the booksin her arm he added, “Y ou told me once you did alot of hunting in Africa
when you were akid; handling guns.”

“Yes alot.”

“Okay. Tekethis.” He pulled metd out of hispocket and put it in her hand. It wasagun. “Just in case.



Y ou know how to useit, right?’

She closed her fingers on the compact weight of it. “But where did you get this? Do you have papers for
it? Thelaws here are very strict—"

He yanked the door shut and said through the open window, “Y ou going to holler ‘law’ a me, you can
just give the damn thing back. No? Okay, then, hurry up before you missyour bus.”

Draculawas asilly book. She had to force hersdlf to read on in spite of the absurd Van Helsing
character with hisidiot English—an insult to anyone of Dutch descent. The voodoo book was
impenetrable, and she soon gaveit up.

The handgun was another matter. She sat a the Formica-topped table in her kitchenette and turned the
shiny little automatic in the light, thinking,How did Jackson come by such a thing? For that matter, how
did he afford hisfancy sports car and al that equipment he carried in it from time to time—wheredid it all
come from and where did it go? He was up to something, probably lots of things, what they called
“hustling” nowadays. A good thing he had given her the gun. 1t could only get himinto trouble to carry it
around with him. She knew how to handle weapons, and surely with arapist at large the authorities
would be understanding about her lack of alicensefor it.

The gun needed cleaning. She worked on it as best she could without proper tools. It was achesp
.25-cdliber gun. Back home your gun was afinerifle, made to drop acharging rhino in itstracks, not a
stubby little nickd-plated toy like thisfor scaring off muggers and rapidts.

Y et shewasn't sorry to haveit. Her own hunting gun that she had brought from Africayearsago wasin
storage with the extra things from the old house on campus. She had missed the presence of that rifle
lately. She had missed it because, she realized now with anervouslittle jump of the heart, she had
become engaged in st king adangerous animad. She was staking Dr. Weyland.

She went to deegp with the gun on the night table next to her bed and woke listening for the roar so she
would know in what direction to look tomorrow for the lion’ s spoor. There was a hot rank odor of
African dusgt inthe air and she sat up in bed thinking,He' s been here.

It was adream. But so clear! She went to look out the front window without turning on the light, and it
wasthe ordinary street below that seemed unreal. Her heart drummed in her chest. Not that he would
come after her here on Dewer Street, but he had sent Nettie to the Club, and now he had sent this dream
into her deep. Creatures stalking each other over time grew a bond from mind to mind.

But that wasin another life. Was she losing her sanity? Sheread for alittlein the Afrikaans Bible she had
brought with her from home but so seldom opened in recent years. What gave comfort in the end wasto
put Jackson’ s automatic into her purseto carry with her. A gun was supposedly of no use against a
vampire—you needed awooden stake, she remembered reading, or you had to cut off his head to kill
him—but the weight of the weapon in her handbag reassured her.

Thelecture hdl wasfull in spite of the scarcity of sSudents on campusthistime of year. These specid
talks were open to the town aswell.

Dr. Weyland read hislecturein agiff, abrupt manner. He stood dightly cramped over the lectern, which
was low for hisheight, and rapped out his sentences, rarely raising his glance from hisnotes. In his
tweeds and heavy-rimmed glasses he was the picture of the scholarly recluse drawn out of the study into
the limelight. But Katje saw more than that. She saw the fluid power of his arm as he scooped from the
ar an errant sheet of notes, the amost disdainful ease with which he established his dominion over the



audience. Hislecture was brief; he fulfilled with unmistakable impatience the duty set every member of
the faculty to give one public address per year on an aspect of hiswork, in this case “ The Demonology of
Dreams.”

At the end came questions from the audience, most of them obvioudy designed to show the questioner’s
clevernessrather than to dicit information. The discussions after these lectures were reputed to be the
rea show. Katje, lulled by the abstract talk, came fully awake when a young woman asked, “ Professor,
have you considered whether the legends of supernatural crestures such as werewolves, vampires, and
dragons might not be distortions out of nightmares at al—that maybe the legends reflect the existence of
redl, though rare, prodigies of evolution?’

Dr. Weyland hesitated, coughed, sipped water. “ The forces of evolution are capable of prodigies,
certainly,” he said. “Y ou have chosen an excellent word. But we must understand that we are not
speaking—in the case of the vampire, for example—of ablood-s pping phantom who cringesfrom a
clove of garlic. Now, how would nature design avampire?

“The corporeal vampire, if he existed, would be by definition the greatest of al predators, living ashe
would off the top of the food chain. Man isthe most dangerous animal, the devourer or destroyer of al
others, and the vampire preys on man. Now, any sensible vampire would choose to avoid the risks of
attacking humans by tapping the blood of lower animals, if he could; so we must assume that our vampire
cannot. Perhaps animal blood can tide him over alean patch, as seawater can sustain the castaway for a
few miserable days but can’t permanently replace fresh water to drink. Humanity would remain the
vampire slivestock, abeit fractious and dangerous to ded with, and where they live so must he.

“In the sparsdly settled early world he would be bound to atown or village to assure hisfood supply. He
would learn to live on aslittle as he could—perhaps a hdlf liter of blood per day—since he could hardly
leave atrail of drained corpses and remain unnoticed. Periodicaly he would withdraw for his own safety
and to give the villagerstime to recover from his depredations. A deep severa generations long would
provide him with an untouched, ignorant population in the same location. He must be ableto dow his
metabolism, to inducein himsdf naturaly a state of suspended animation. Mobility in time would become
his dternative to mobility in space.”

Katjelistened intently. His daring in peaking thisway excited her. She could see he was beginning to
enjoy the game, growing more at ease on the podium as he warmed to his subject. He abandoned the
lectern, put his hands casualy into his pockets, and surveyed his listenerswith alofty glance. It seemed to
Katje that he mocked them.

“The vampire' s dowed body functions during these long rest periods might help extend hislifetime; so
might living for long periods, waking or degping, on the edge of starvation. We know that minimal feeding
produces striking longevity in some other species. Long lifewould be ahighly desirable aternative to
reproduction; flourishing best with the least competition, the great predator would not wishto Sirehis
ownrivas. It could not betruethat his bite would turn hisvictimsinto vampireslike himsdf—"

“Or we d be up to our necksin fangs,” whispered someonein the audience rather loudly.

“Fangs are too noticeable and not efficient for bloodsucking,” observed Dr. Weyland. “Large, sharp
canine teeth are designed to tear mest. Polish versons of the vampire legend might be closer to the mark:
they tell of some sort of puncturing device, perhaps aneedle in the tongue like a sting that would secrete
an anticlotting substance. That way the vampire could sedl his lips around aminimal wound and draw the
blood fredly, instead of having to rip great, spouting, wasteful holesin hisunfortunate prey.” Dr. Weyland
gmiled.



The younger members of the audience produced appropriate retching noises.
“Would avampire deep in acoffin?’ someone asked.

“Certainly not,” Dr. Weyland retorted. “Would you, given achoice? The corporeal vampire would
require physica accessto theworld, which is something that buria customs are designed to prevent. He
might retireto acave or take hisrest in atree like Merlin, or Ariel in the cloven pine, provided he could
find either tree or cave safe from wilderness freaks and developers' bulldozers. Locating a secure,
long-term resting place is one obvious problem for our vampire in modern times.”

Urged to name some others, he continued, “Consider: upon each waking he must quickly adapt to his
new surroundings, atask which, we may imagine, has grown progressively more difficult with the rgpid
acceeration of cultural change since the Industrial Revolution. In the last century and ahdf he hasno
doubt had to limit his deepsto shorter and shorter periodsfor fear of completely losing touch—a
deprivation which cannot have improved histemper.

“Sincewe posit anatura rather than asupernatura being, he grows older, but very dowly. Meanwhile
esch updating of himsdlf is more chalenging and demands more from him—more imagination, more
energy, more cunning. While he must adapt sufficiently to disguise his anomalous existence, he must not
succumb to current ideologies of Right or Left—that is, to the cant of individua license or the cant of the
infalibility of the masses—lest ether dlegiance interfere with the exercise of his predatory surviva skills.”

Meaning, Katje thought grimly,he can’t afford scruples about drinking our blood. He was pacing the
platform now, soundless footfals and graceful stride proclaming histrue nature. But these people were
spellbound, rapt under hisrule, enjoying his domination of them. They saw nothing of his menace, only
the beauty of his quick hawk-glance and his panther-playful ness.

Emrys Williamsraised agiggle by commenting that alazy vampire could aways take home a pretty
young instructor who would show him any new developmentsin interpersond relaions.

Dr. Weyland fixed him with acold glance. “'Y ou are mixing up dinner with sex,” he remarked, “and not, |
gather, for thefirg time.”

They roared. Williams—the “tame Wild We shman of the Lit Department” to hislessadmiring
colleagues—turned agratified pink.

Oneof Dr. Weyland' s associates in Anthropology pointed out &t boring length that the vampire, bornin
an exlier age, would become dangeroudy conspicuous for his diminutive height as the human race grew
taler.

“Not necessarily,” commented Dr. Weyland. “ Remember that we speak of ahighly speciaized physical
form. 1t may be that during hiswaking periods his metabolism is so senstive that he respondsto the
gimuli in the environment by growing in hisbody aswell asin hismind. Perhapswhile avake hisentire
being exists a an intense leve of inner activity and change. The siress of these great rushesto catch up all
at once with physical, menta, and cultura evolution must be enormous. These days he would need his
long deeps as recovery periods from the strain.”

He glanced a thewall clock. “ Asyou can see, by the exercise of alittleimagination and logic we
produce a creature bearing superficial resemblancesto the vampire of legend, but at base one quite
different from your standard strolling corpse with an averson to crosses. Any questions on our
subject—dreams?’ But they weren't willing to drop thisflight of fancy. A young fellow asked how Dr.
Weyland accounted for the supertitions about crosses and garlic and so on.



The professor paused to sip water from the glass at hand. The audience waited in expectant slence.
Katje had the feding that they would have waited an hour without protest, he had so charmed them.
Finaly he said, “Primitive men first encountering the vampire would be unaware that they themselves
were products of evolution, let alone that he was. They would make up storiesto account for him, and to
try to control him. In early times he might himself believe in some of these legends—the slver bullet, the
oaken stake. Waking at length in aless credul ous age he would abandon these notions, just as everyone
esedid. He might even develop an interest in his own origins and evolution.”

“Wouldn't he belondy?’ sighed agirl standing in the Side aide, her posture e ogquent of the desireto
comfort that loneliness.

“The young lady will forgive me,” Dr. Weyland responded, “if | observe that thisisaquestion born of a
sheltered life. Predatorsin nature do not indulge in the sort of romantic mooning that humansimpute to
them. Our vampire wouldn’t have the time for moodiness. On each waking he has more to learn. Perhaps
someday the world will return to areasonable rate of change, permitting him someleisurein which to fed
londly or whatever suitshim.”

A nervous girl ventured the opinion that a perpetudly sdf-educating vampire would dways have to find
himsalf aplacein acenter of learning in order to have accessto the information he would need.

“Quiteright,” agreed Dr. Weyland dryly. * Perhaps a university, where strenuous study and other
eccentricities of the active intellect would be accepted behavior in agrown man. Even amodest ingtitution
such as Caydin College might serve.”

Under the chuckling that followed this came a question too faint for Katje to hear. Dr. Weyland, having
bent to ligten, straightened up and announced sardonically, “ The lady desires me to comment upon the
vampire's‘ Satanic pride.” Madame, here we enter the area of the literary imagination and its devices
where | dare not tread under the eyes of my colleagues from the English Department. Perhaps they will
pardon meif | merely point out that atiger who falls adeep in ajungle and on waking finds athriving city
overgrowing hislair has no energy to spare for displays of Satanic pride.”

Great God, the nerve of him! Katje thought, torn between outrage and admiration. She wanted him to
look at her, to see knowledge burning in one face at least, to know that he had not flaunted his redlity
tonight only before blind eyes. Surely he sensed her challenge, surely he would turn—

Williams, intent on having the last word as dways, spoke up once more: “The vampire as
time-traveler—you ought to be writing sciencefiction, Weyland.” This provoked a growing patter of
goplause, sgnd of the evening' send.

Katje hurried out with the crowd and withdrew to stand aside under the portico of the Union Building
while her hot heart cooled. Dr. Weyland' s car was across the street, gleaming in the lamplight. To him,
shethought, it was not just acar but his access to physica mobility and amodern mechanica necessity
that he had mastered. That was how hewould think of it, she was sure. She knew something of hismind
NOw.

With the outwash of departing audience came Miss Dondlly. She asked if Katje needed alift. Katje
explained that agroup of women from the staff cafeteriawent bowling together each Friday night and had
promised to swing by and pick her up.

“I'll wait withyou just in case,” Miss Dondly said. *Y ou know, Wild Man Williamsisatwerp, but he
wasright: Weyland' s vampire would be atime-traveler. He could only go forward, of course, never

back, and only by long, unpredictable legps—thistime, say, into our age of what we like to think of as
technologica marvels, maybe next timeinto an age of interstellar travel. Who knows, he might get to taste



Martian blood, if there are Martians, and if they have blood.

“Frankly, | wouldn't have thought Weyland could come up with anything so imaginative extempore like
that—the vampire as a sort of leftover saber-tooth tiger prowling the pavements, atruly endangered
species. That' sthe next term’ s T-shirt: * Save the Vampire.” ”

There was no point consulting Miss Dondly. She might banter, but she would never believe. It wasdl a
joketo her, aclever mental game invented by Dr. Weyland to amuse his audience. She could not
perceive, as Katje could, that he was amonster amusing himsalf by toying with his prey.

Miss Donelly added ruefully, “Y ou' ve got to hand it to the man, he' s got tremendous stage presence, and
he sure knows how to turn on the charm when he fedslike it. Nothing too smooth, mind you, just enough
unbending, enough dightly caustic graciousness, to set susceptible hearts a-beating. Y ou could dmost
forget what aruthless, salf-centered bastard he can be. Did you notice that most of the comments came
fromwomen?

“Isthat your lift?’

It was. While the women in the station wagon shuffled themsalves around to make room, Kétje stood
with her hand on the door and watched Dr. Weyland emerge from the building with admiring students at
ether hand. He loomed above them, hishair silver under the lamplight. For overcivilized peopleto
experience the approach of such a predator as sexudly attractive was not strange. She remembered
Scotty saying once that the great cats were al beautiful, and maybe beauty helped them to capture their

prey.

Dr. Weyland turned his head, and she thought for amoment that he was|ooking & her as she got into the
Sation wagon.

Fear filled her. What could she do to protect hersalf from him, how could she dert othersto the truth
without people thinking she was smply crazy? She couldn’t think amid thetired, satisfied ramblings of the
bowling friends, and she declined to stay up and sociaize with them. They didn’t press her.

Sitting done a home, Katje had a.cup of hot milk to calm hersdf for deep. To her perplexity, her mind
kept wandering from thoughts of Dr. Weyland to memories of drinking cocoa at night with Henrik and
the African students he used to bring to dinner. They had been native boysto her, dressed up in suitsand
talking palitics like white men, flashing photographs of black kids playing with toy trucks and
walkie-talkie sets. Sometimes they had dl gone to see documentary films of an Africafull of citiesand
traffic and black professionds exhorting, explaining, running things, as these students expected todo in
their turn when they went home.

She thought about home now. Sherecalled clearly al those indicators of changein Africa, and she saw
suddenly that the old life there had gone. She would return to an Africalargely asforeign to her as
Americahad been a first. Reluctantly, she admitted that one of her fedingswhilelistening to Dr.
Weyland talk had been an unwilling empathy: if he was aone-way time-traveler, so was she. She saw
hersdf cut off from the old life of raw vigor, therivers of game, the smoky village air, dl viewed from the
heights of white privilege. To lose one' sworld these days one did not have to deep for haf acentury;
one had only to grow older.

Next morning shefound Dr. Weyland leaning, handsin pockets, against one of the columnsflanking the
entrance to the Club. She stopped some yards from him, her purse hanging heavily on her arm. The hour
was early, the campus deserted-looking. Stand still , she thought; show no fear .



Helooked at her. “I saw you &fter the lecture last night and, earlier in the week, outside the lab one
evening. You must know better than to wander aone a night; the campusis empty, no oneis
around—anything might happen. If you are curious, Mrs. de Groot, come do asession for me. All your
questionswill be answered. Come over tonight. | could stop by herefor you in my car on the way back
to the lab after dinner. There’ s no problem with scheduling, and | would welcome your company. During
intersesson the lab isempty. | have no volunteers. | Sit alone over there these nights hoping some
impoverished youngster, unableto afford atrip home at intersession, will be moved by an uncontrollable
itch for travel to cometo my lab and earn hisfare.”

She felt fear and excitement knocking sharply in her body. She shook her head, no.

“My work would interest you, | think,” he added, watching her. “Y ou are an aert, handsome woman;
they waste your qualities here. Couldn’t the college find you something better than this job after your
husband died?Y ou might consder coming over regularly to help me with some clerical choresuntil | get
anew assgtant. | pay wel.”

Agtonished out of her fear at the offer of work in the vampire' slair, she found her voice. “1 am a country
woman, Dr. Weyland, a daughter of farmers. | have no proper education. We never read books at
home, except the Bible. My husband didn’t want me to work. | have spent my time in this country
learning English and cooking and how to shop for the right things. | have no skills, no knowledge but the
little that | remember of the crops, the wesether, the customs, the wildlife of another country—and even
that is probably out of date. | would be no usein work like yours.”

Hunched in his coat with the collar upturned, looking at her dightly askance, histouded hair gleaming
with the damp, he had the aspect of an old hawk, intent but aloof. He broke the pose, yawned behind his
large-knuckled hand, and straightened up.

“Asyou like. Here comesyour friend Ndllie”

“Nettie,” Katje corrected, suddenly outraged: He' d drunk Nettie’ s blood, the least he could do wasto
remember her name properly. But he was walking avay over the lawn toward the labs.

Nettie came panting up. “Who wasthat? Did he try to attack you?’
“It was Dr. Weyland,” Katje said. She hoped Nettie didn’t notice her trembling.

Nettie laughed. “What isthis, a secret romance?’

Miss Donelly cameinto the kitchen toward the end of the luncheon for the departing emeritus. She
plumped hersalf down between Nettie and Katje, who were taking a break and preparing dessert
respectively. Katje spooned whipped cream carefully into each glass dish of fruit.

Miss Dondly said, “In case | get too smashed to say thislater, thanks. On the budget | gave you, you did
just greet. The Department will put on something officia with Beef Wellington and dl the trimmings over
a Borchard's. But it wasredlly important for some of usto give Sylviaour own acoholic farewdl| fesdt,
which we couldn’t have done without your help.”

Nettie nodded and stubbed out her cigarette.

“Our pleasure,” Katje said, preoccupied. Dr. Weyland had come for her, would come back again; he
was hersto deal with, but how? She no longer thought of sharing her fear, not with Nettie with her money
worries or with Miss Dondly whose eyes were just now faintly glazed-looking with drink. Weyland the
vampire could never be dealt with by acommittee.



“Thelatest word,” Miss Dondly added bitterly, “isthat the Department planstofill Sylvia s place with
some guy from Oregon; which meansthe sdary goes up haf as much again, or more, insde of six
months”

“Them'’ sthe breaks,” Nettie said, not very pleasantly. She caught Katje' s eyeswith alook that said,
Look who makes all the money and look who does all the complaining .

“Themis” Miss Dondly agreed glumly. “Asfor me, theword isno tenure, so I’ll be moving oninthefall.
Me and my big mouth. Wacker nearly fainted at my prescription for stopping the rapes; you entrap the
guy, disembowe him, and hang his bals over the front gates. Our good dean doesn’'t know me well
enough to redizethat it'sdl afront. On my own I’ d be too petrified to try anything but talking the
bastard out of it; you know, ‘Now you just let me put my dress back on and I’ll make us each acup of
coffee, and you tel me al about why you hate women.” ” She stood up.

“Did you hear what happened to that girl last night, the latest victim? He cut her throat. Ripped her pants
off, but didn’t even bother raping her. That's how desperate for sex heis.”

Katje said, “Jackson told us about the killing thismorning.”

“Jackson? Oh, from Buildings and Grounds. Look out, it could even be him. Any of them, damn them,”
she muttered savagely as she turned away, “living off us, kicking our bodies out of the way when they’re
through—"

She stumbled out of the kitchen.

Nettie snorted. “ She' s always been one of those libbers. No wonder Wacker’ s getting rid of her. Some
men act like hogs, but you can't let yoursdf be turned into a man-hater. A man’sthe only chance most
girls have of getting up in the world, you know?’ She pulled on apair of acid-yellow gloves and headed
for thesink. “If | want out of these rubber gloves, | have to marry aguy who can afford to pay amaid.”

Katje sat looking at the fruit disheswith their plump cream caps. It was just asthe Bible said: shefelt it
happen—the scalesfell from her eyes. She saw clearly and thought,| am a fool .

Bad pay isreal, rapeisreal, killing isreal. The real world worries about real dangers, not childish
fancies of a night prowler who drinks blood. Dr. Weyland took the trouble to be concerned, to
offer extra work, while | wasthinking . . . idiot things about him. Where does it come from, this
nonsense of mine? My lifeisdull since Henrik died; so | make up drama in my head, and that way
| get to think about Dr. Weyland, a distinguished and learned gentleman, being interested in me.

She resolved to go to the lab building later and leave anote for him, an apology for her reluctance, an
offer to stop by soon and make an appointment at the deep lab.

Nettie looked at the clock and said over her shoulder, “ Timeto take the ladies their dessart.”

At last the women had dispersed, leaving the usua fog of smoke behind. Katje and Nettie had finished
the cleaning up. Katje said, “I’m going for someair.”

Nettie, wreathed by smoke of her own making, drowsed in one of the big living-room chairs. She shook
her head. “Not me. I’'m pooped.” She sat up. “Unless you want me dong? It' s till light out, so you're
safe from the Caydin Ripper.”

“Don’'t disturb yoursdlf,” Katje said.



Away on thefar edge of the lawn three students danced under the sailing shape of a Frisbee. Katje
looked up at the sun, asiiver disk behind athin place in the clouds; more rain coming, probably. The
campus still wore adeserted look. Katje wasn't worried. There was no vampire, and the gun in her
purse would suffice for anything else.

The deep lab was locked. She tucked her note of apology between the lab door and the jamb and | eft.

As she started back across the lawn someone stepped behind her, and long fingers closed on her arm: it
was Dr. Weyland. Firmly and without speaking he bent her course back toward the labs.

“What are you doing?’ she said, astonished.

“I dmost drove off without seeing you. Come Sit in my car; | want to talk to you.” She held back,
alarmed, and he gave her asharp shake. “Making afussis pointless. No oneis here to notice.”

Therewas only hiscar in the parking lot; even the Frisbee players had gone. Dr. Weyland opened the
door of the Mercedes and inserted Katje into the front passenger seat with adeft, powerful thrust of his
arm. He got in on the driver’ s side, snapped down the automatic door locks, and sat back. He looked up
at the gray sky, then at hiswristwatch.

Katje sad, “Y ou wanted to say something to me?’

Hedidn't answer.

Shesad, “What are we waiting for?”

“For the day man to leave and lock up thelabs. | didike being interrupted.”

Thisiswhat it’s like, Katje thought, feding lethargic detachment stealing through her, paralyzing her. No
hypnotic power out of anovelist’simagination held her, but the spell cast on the prey of the hunting cat,
the shock of being seized in the deadly jaws though not adrop of blood was yet spilled. “ Interrupted,”
she whispered.

“Yes,” hesad, turning toward her. She saw the naked craving in hisgaze. “ Interrupted at whatever it
pleases me to do with you. Y ou are on my turf now, Mrs. de Groot, where you have persisted in coming
time after time. | can’t wait any longer for you to make up your mind. Y ou are heathy—I looked up your
records—and | am hungry.”

The car smelled of cold metal, leather, and tweed. At length aman came out of thelab building and bent
to unlock the chain from the only bicyclein the bike rack. By theway Dr. Weyland shifted in his seat
Katje knew that this was the departure he had been awaiting.

“Look at thet idiot,” he muttered. “Ishe going to take dl night?’ Weyland turned restlesdy toward the lab
windows. That would be the place, K atje thought, after abloodless blow to stun her—he wouldn't want
any messin hisMercedes.

In her lassitude she was sure that he had attacked that girl, drunk her blood, and then killed her. He was
using therapist’ s activities as cover. When subjects did not come to him at the deep lab, hunger drove
him out to hunt.

Shethought,But | am myself a hunter!

Cold anger coursed through her. Her thoughts flew: she needed time, amoment out of his reach to plan
her surviva. She had to get out of the ca—any subterfuge would do.



She gulped and turned toward him, croaking, “I’m going to be sick.”

He swore furioudly. Thelocks clicked; he reached roughly past her and shoved open the door on her
sde. “Out!”

She sumbled out into the drizzling, chilly air and backed severd hasty paces, hugging her purseto her
body like ashield, looking quickly around. The man on the bike had gone. The upper story of the Caydin
Club acrossthe lawn showed a light—Nettie would be missing her now. Maybe Jackson would be just
arriving to pick them both up there. But no help could comeintime.

Dr. Weyland had gotten out of the car. He stood with his arms folded on the roof of the Mercedes,
looking across at her with amixture of annoyance and contempt. “Mrs. de Groot, do you think you can
outrun me?’

He started around the front of his car toward her.

Scotty’ s voice sounded quietly in her ear: “Yours,” he said, asthe leopard tensed to charge. Weyland
too was an animal, not an immortal monster out of legend, just awild beast, however smart and strong
and hungry. He had said so himsdif.

Shejerked out the automatic, readying it to fire as she brought it swiftly up to eyelevel in both hands,
while her mind told her camly that a head shot would be best but that a hit was surer if sheaimed for the
torso.

She shot him twice, two dugsin quick succession, onein the chest and one in the abdomen. He did not
fall but bent to clutch at historn body, and he screamed and screamed so that she was too shaken to
steady her hands for the head shot afterward. She cried out also, involuntarily: his screams were dreadful.
It was long since she had shot anything.

Footsteps rushed behind her, arms flung round her pinning her handsto her sides so that the gun pointed
at the ground. Jackson’ s voice gasped in her ear, “ Jesus Chrigt!”

His car stood dewed where he had braked it, unheard by Katje. Nettie jumped out and rushed toward
Kdtje, crying, “My God, he' s shot, she shot him!”

Breaking off his screaming, Weyland tottered away from them around his car and fetched up leaning on
the front. His face, a sunken-cheeked, starving mask, gaped at them.

“It' shim?’ Jackson said increduloudly. “ Hetried to rape you?’
Katjesaid, “No, he' savampire.”

“A vampire!” Jackson exploded. “Have you gone crazy? Jesus!”
Weyland panted, “ Stop staring, cattle!”

He wedged himself heavily into the driver’ s sest of his car. They could see him dumped there, his
forehead against the curve of the steering wheel. Blood spotted the hood of the Mercedes where he had
leaned.

“Mrs. de Groot, give me the gun,” Jackson said.
Katje clenched her fingers around the grip. “No.”

She could tell by the way Jackson’ s armstightened that he was afraid to let go of her and grab for the



gun. A sren sounded. Nettie cried in wild relief, “ That' s Daniel’ s car coming!”

Weyland raised his head. His gray face was rigid with determination. He snarled, “The door—one of you
shut the door!”

His glaring face commanded them. Nettie darted forward, dammed the door, and recoiled, wiping her
hand on her sweater. The engine started. Weyland drove the Mercedes waveringly past them, out of the
parking lot toward the gateway road. Rain swept down in heavy gusts. Katje heard the Siren again and
wokefully to her faillure: she had not made aclean kill. The vampire was getting away.

She lunged toward Jackson’s car. He held her back, shouting, “Nothing doing, come on, you done
enough !”

The Mercedes crawled haltingly down the middle of the road, turned at the stone gates, and was gone.
Jackson said, “ Nowwill you give methat gun?’
Katje snapped on the safety and dropped the automatic on the wet paving at their feet.

Nettie was pointing toward the Club. “There' s people coming—they must have heard the shooting and
caled Danidl. Listen, Jackson, we' rein trouble. Nobody’ s going to believe that Dr. Weyland isthe
rapist—or the other thing either.” Her glance flickered nervoudy at Katje. “Whatever we say, they’ll
think we' re crazy.”

“Oh, shit,” said Jackson tiredly, letting Katje go at last. He picked up the gun. Katje saw the
gpprehension in hisface as he weighed Netti€' s assessment of their Situation: awild story from some
cleaning people about the eminent professor.

“WEe ve got to say something,” Nettie went on desperately. “All that blood . . .” Shefdll sllent, staring
down.

There was no blood. The rain had washed the tarmac clean.

Jackson faced Katje and said urgently, “Listen, Mrs. de Groot, we don’'t know athing about any
shooting, you hear?’ He dipped the gun into an inside pocket of hisjacket. “Y ou came over to make an
appointment at the deep lab, only Dr. Weyland wasn't around. Y ou waited for him, and Nettie got
worried when you didn’t come back, and we drove over herelooking for you. We dl heard shooting,
but nobody saw anything. There was nothing to see. Like now.”

Katje was furious with him and with hersdf. She should have chanced the head shot, she shouldn’t have
let Jackson hold her back.

She could see Daniel’ s car now, whedling into the parking lot.

Jackson said tightly, 1 got accepted to computer school in Rochester for next semester. Y ou can bet
they don’'t do vampires over there, Mrs. de Groot; and they don’t do blacks with guns either. Me and
Nettie got to live here; we don't get to go away to Africa”

She grew calm; he was right. The connection had been between herself and the vampire dl along, and
what had happened here was her own affair, nothing to do with these young people.

“All right, Jackson,” she said. “ There was nothing to see.”

“Check,” he said. He turned toward Danid’ s car.



Hewould do dl right, Katje thought; maybe someday he would come visgt her in Africa, in asmart suit
and carrying an attaché case, on business. Surely they had computers there now, too.

Daniel stepped out of hiscar into the rain, one hand on his pistol butt. Katje saw the disappointment sour
hisflorid face as Nettie put a hand on hisarm and talked.

Katje picked up her purse from where she had dropped it—how light it felt now, without the guniinit.
She fished out her plastic rain hood, though her hair was aready wet. Tying the hood on, she thought
about her old .350 magazinerifle, her lion gun; aout taking it from storage, putting it in working order,
tucking it well back into the broom closet at the Club. In case Weyland didn’t die, in case he couldn’t
deep with two bulletsin him and came limping back to hunt on familiar ground—to look for her. He
would come next week, when the students returned, or never. She didn’t think he would come, but she
would beready just in case.

And then, as she had planned, she would go hometo Africa. Her mind flashed: anew life, whatever life
she could make for hersdlf there these days. If Weyland could fit himsalf to new futures, so could she.
She was adaptable and determined—Iike him.

But if he did deep, and woke again fifty years from now? Each generation must look out for itsaf. She
had done her part, dthough perhaps not well enough to boast about. Still, what atae it would make
some evening over the smoke of acampfire on the veldt, beginning with thetal form of Dr. Weyland
seen griding across the parking lot past the kneding student in the heavy mist of morning . . .

Katje waked toward Danid’ s car to tell the story that Buildings and Grounds would understand.

Part | 1:
The Land of Lost Content

“These guysfound thisbig old Mercedes-Benz sedan jammed into a clump of bushesin the county park,
with the driver collapsed al bloody at thewhed,” Wedey said. “They said they’ d get the cops or take
him to the hospita, but the guy said no. Wdll, they know Weinberg, and they called him. Figured the
Mercedes man had his reasons and Weinberg might be able to make something out of it and tip them for
it.

“Weinberg came and got this guy and tucked him up quiet at his U-Store-It near Hartford. He had the
car hauled out and cleaned up, and he sold it for anice price. Whoever this guy is, he took good care of
hiscar.”

Wedey paused to unwrap and bresk in afresh stick of gum.

“But who isthe guy?’ he continued. “Nobody knows. | brought down everything they found on him, over
in that paper bag. There'sno wallet, no 1D, and he wouldn't give any name. Weinberg called this doctor
he knows. The doctor took two dugs out of the Mercedes man, one here and one here.” He touched his
own chest and belly. “ And he brought some whole blood to transfuse so the guy wouldn’t drop dead
while Weinberg was till trying to find out who might have aworthwhileinterest in him.

“Now here stheweird part. They hung up the blood bottle and put the needle in, and the next thing you
know the Mercedes man pullsthe needle out again and budtsit off, and he starts sucking the fuckin’ tube.
Sucking up the blood, you see what | mean? Drinking it. That's when Weinberg decided this one wasfor
you, Roger. He said he didn’t know anybody else who' d know what to do with agoddamn vampire.”



Roger laughed ddlightedly, hugging his knees, and looked a Mark to see how hewastaking al this.

The whole thing sounded to Mark like aloony hangover from the days when his Uncle Roger had been,
in many of his successive crazes, agood market for outlandish items from Weinberg' s unadvertised
stock. Weinberg the fence was the only crook Mark knew and hisfirst evidence that there were Jewish
gangstersaswell asdl the other kinds.

Trust Roger to know people like that. Whenever things heated up too much between Mark’s
parents—thistime it was over plansfor his summer—he came to stay with Roger. He reveled in more
freedom here than afourteen-year-old school kid would be allowed anywhere el se.

But what the heck wasthis? Y ou walk into Roger’ s place, unannounced as usud, and everything looks
like dways: diding door opento let in spring air from the yard, dl the living-room plantslooking wilted
with neglect, Wed ey sprawled on the couch chewing gum, and Roger perched in the big leather chair
bright asajunglebird in his scarlet silk shirt and tie-dyed jeans. Roger owned a string of fashion outlets
and liked to dress off the men’ sracks.

Then before you even have achance to put away your pack and your school briefcase they tell you,
sraight-faced, that Roger has bought avampire, and Wedey hasjust delivered him here, to Roger’s
garden gpartment on the West Side of Manhattan. A vampire.

Mark kept hisexpresson carefully noncommittal.
Roger said to Wed ey, “Do you believe the guy redly drank blood?’

Wedey shrugged. He was an ex-Marine, working these days as ahospital attendant. In his sparetime he
did odd jobsfor Roger. He said, “I seen guysdo rea weird things when they’ re shot.”

Roger said, “Did this vampire say anything to them while they kept him at the U-Store-1t?’

“Said he couldn’'t deegp. Who could, with two holesin him and no dope to put him out? Weinberg
wanted some for him in case he started ydling, but the doctor said he wouldn’t use anything without
doing abunch of testsfirst because the guy seemed to be built kind of odd, and he didn’t know what the
drugswould do. Redl interested, this doctor was; | bet Weinberg told you that, Roger, to hurry you
up—making out like he was worried the doctor would get hold of thisvampirefirgt to study him. Uh-huh,
thought so. How much did you pay for this character, anyway?’

“Areyou gtill gameto help find out if he'sworth the money?’ Roger countered. Wed ey shrugged again.
They both got up. “Come on, Mark, you don’t want to missthis.”

It wasn't ajoke. They were serious. All of asudden the dim hallway to the guest rooms looked scary.

The living room was the center of the apartment. The kitchen and Roger’ s bedroom and bath were to the
right, up front. On the short hallway leading left were closets, aguest bathroom, and two smdll spare
rooms. One of the spare rooms was Mark’ swhen he was staying here. Acrossthe hall from it wasa
much smaller room, white and bare, with atiny haf-bath adjoining.

Mark opened the door to his own room and glanced in. Bed, dresser, drawing table, bookcase, old map
prints hanging on the cool bluewalls, window curtains with wild birds on them, Scandinavian siriped fur
rug on the floor—all reassured him. If use was made of the room in Mark’ s absence, Roger cleaned up
any sgnsof it afterward. Mark never asked about that. He liked to think of the room as his own.

On the other side of the hallway the wooden door to the smaller bedroom stood open. No wonder the
gpartment smelled of plaster dust. Wedey had been a work here, ingalling square pipes flush against the



sdes of the doorway. Between the pipes hung atdl gate of metal bars. In the back wall there was one
barred window glazed with frosted, wire-mesh glass, the kind used to keep out burglars. The bleak little
chamber, transformed by the gate into a cage, contained a prisoner.

A man lay on hisback on acot againgt thewall. He wastoo tall for the cot; hisfeet hung over the end,
and the blue blanket that covered them came up only to his chest. Hisface was turned away. He had
gray har. One arm hung down, the hand resting knuckles-up on the linoleum.

Mark, inwardly braced to see a dangerous mongter, felt relieved and disappointed. But maybe the man’s
face was awful with fangs and amillion wrinkles, like the face on theDracula book that Mark had
browsed through on a Marboro bargain table last week.

Roger, unlocking the gate, must have sensed Mark’ sreaction. “ Does't look like much, doeshe?” he
said uneadily. “1 wonder if Weinberg' strying to put one over on me.”

They went insgde and walked over to the cot. The man turned hishead. He had along, lined face with
hollow cheeks and sunken eyes that he seemed hardly able to hold open. His mouth looked dark and
crusted, and Mark thought,blood , and felt atwinge of nausea. Then heredlized that it must be like when
you have abad fever, and your mouth gets so dry your lips blacken and crack.

Wedey rolled up the deeve of hisbluework shirt. Sitting down carefully at the head end of the cot, he
dipped an arm under the man, raising his head and shoulders againgt his own side. The man'slips curled
back in pain, showing plain teeth, no fangs. Wedey said in a soothing, coaxing voice, “ Okay now, you
want to try alittle, ah, drink?’

The man ared at nothing, ignoring the bared arm that Wed ey held extended in front of him.
Mark said inasmall voice, “Aren’t you scared, Wedey?’

“Nope. | got lots of blood. Bled afuckin’ flood when | got hitin Nam, and I'm till here.”

“I mean, if he bitesyou won't you turn into avampire too?’

Roger said, “Don’'t be sllly, Markie. If that weretrue, even if there was only onereal vampireto Start
with, pretty soon we' d be dl vampires and no people. It can’t work like that; it doesn’t make any sense.
Wedey'ssafe”

Wedey grunted. “Only no biting on the neck, that’ stoo persond. He can take it from my arm, like at the
doctor’'s.”

But the supposed vampire seemed disinclined to take it a al. Roger said furioudy, “He safake! He
must be some pal of Weinberg’' swho got shot up, so he' slooking for aplaceto hide. | am not running a
rest home for incompetent stick-up men or whatever thisis—I’d rather ding him out in the street for the
copstofind.”

The man on the cot made no protest, no plea, but he gathered himself for an effort. Hislong, thin fingers
closed on Wedey’ sforearm. The sound of hislabored breathing filled the little room. He bent hisface
over the paeinner surface of Wedey’selbow.

Wedey jumped dightly and said, “ Son-of-a-bitch!”

Roger stood rapt, lips parted, watching. Wed ey sat there holding the man propped against him, watching
too, cool again.God , Mark thought, Wesley was something: he never let anything really get to him .



At length the vampire drew back, licked hislips once, and subsided loosely onto the cot with a
whispered sigh. Wed ey got up, flexing hisfingers. “Will you look at that,” he said. There was a puncture
inthevenin hisarm, surrounded by abruisdlike discoloration.

Roger, gaping, said dazedly, “Uh, you want a Band-Aid?’

“No, it'sonly bleeding alittle bit. Damndest thing | ever saw. | better lie down a couple of minutes,
though. | fed kind of dopey.” Wedey ambled away toward the living room, till looking down at hisarm.

They followed him out. “ The gate locks automatically when you shut it,” Roger said. He looked back at
the man on the cot. “ Jesus,” he breathed, “it’ strue.”

Wedey waslying on the couch. Roger crouched down next to him. “How did it fed ?’
“Likegiving fuckin’ blood, what else?’

“Y ou sureyou' re okay, Wedey?’

“Sure”

“I want you to get me suppliesfor him.”

Wedey frowned. “1 could lose my job, monkeying around with the hospital blood bank.”

“I know you' Il do what you can, Wedey,” Roger said airily; which meant he had something on Wedey
and wasn't interested in hearing about his problems. “I can store the stuff in the fridge, right? And if
sometimes you can't get blood from the hospita, bring it on the hoof.”

“Shit,” Wedey sad, clenching hisfist and crooking hisarm up. “I can’t do thisfountain-of-youth trick too
often, you know.”

“Then find somebody tofill in for you.”

Wed ey departed to return the rented van in which he had brought the vampire. Roger hung the key to the
barred gate on anail in akitchen cabinet. “I’ll leave this one here, Mark, but you won't need to use it
unlessthere’ san emergency.”

Roger, an dfin thirty, had a heart-shaped face, fine-featured and lively. He wore his blue-black hair cut
full, and he tossed it off hisforehead with a dramatic gesture whenever possible. If angels had dark hair
they would look like Roger, Mark thought, though an angel probably wouldn't get himself thrown out of
four different schools as Roger had.

Mark knew himself to be plain and gangly and sallow, his appearance not helped at dl by owlishly
meagnifying eyeglasses. He had redlized fairly recently that Roger liked to have him around as afoil for
Roger’ s own good looks, but Mark didn’t mind much. He knew that he was going to make his own way
with hisbrains. He knew, too, that Roger was a dabbler, never getting the benefit of hisown intelligence,
too eadly bored, too greedy for the taste of the experiences he gobbled up.

Roger left Mark to unpack and in alittle while came back down the hall carrying one of the kitchen
chairs. This he set down outside the gate, and, sitting astraddle with his arms on the top of the chair back,
he faced his new acquisition.

He had a portable tape recorder with him, and he switched it on and began asking questions. What's
your name? How did you get to be avampire? Are you in communication with other vampires? How



much blood do you drink at atime?Who shot you?

Every time Mark looked up from arranging his bookshelves, he saw that the vampire wasignoring Roger
and following with asickly gaze what Mark was doing in the bedroom acrossthe hall.

Once Roger had gone off to bed and there would be no interruptions, Mark got the plansfor Skytown
out of hisbriefcase and laid them out on the drawing table. This persona project ran currently to forty
drawings depicting the systems of his one-man space station. Scientific accuracy was not hismain
concern, although he kept atight rein on any impulse to outright fantasy. Mysterious vistas of space and
carefully scaled perspectives and details of a space-going home were what fascinated him. Working with
his Rapidograph under the fluorescent lamp, he forgot Roger, his parents, and even the vampire.

When he got up to brush histeeth in the bathroom down the hall, he was startled to find the vampire
garing at him again. Returning, he shut his door and opened it only when he had turned out hislight.
Better to leave it open than lie in the dark wondering what was going on out there. Wedey had indalled a
night light in the cell, enclosed in alittle wire cage and connected to aswitch in the hallway. Thevampire
wasilluminated, stretched motionless on the cot.

Mark turned on hisside and lay listening to the muted sounds of traffic. In his head hetried to picture the
details of the energy-gathering vanes of Skytown, sweeping shapes againgt a background of stars.
Maybe there would be a specid robot team to tend the vanes; or maybe he would reserve to himsdlf the
adventure of working outside in his space suit with stars for company.

Gradudly, rductantly, he became aware of afaint shuffling sound across the hal: movement, effort.
Shivering dightly in his underwear, he got up and ghosted barefoot to the doorway .

The vampire stood leaning againgt the wall, facing in the direction of the little bathroom that adjoined his
cdl.

Mark sneezed.
The vampirelooked a him.
Mark whispered, “I'll go get Roger.”

But hedidn’t. Something in the vampire' s posture, afaint shrinking in the already cramped shoulders,
madeit clear that he sensed what Mark knew—that Roger would make a humiliating joke out of this a
vampire who had to go to the bathroom just like everybody €l se and couldn’t manage it on his own, poor
thing. In acute discomfort Mark remembered how that last summer a camp had been. For no reason

he' d found himself wetting the bed every night. Every morning he' d had to go rinse out his sheetsand
hang them outside to dry behind the cabin where everybody could see them.Very funny, ha ha.

He crossed the hdlway and whispered through the bars, “I’ Il help, but if you try anything I'll yell my heed
off and Roger will come and—and beat you up. He keeps ahunk of lead pipe by hisbed for burglars.”

He padded toward the kitchen, aready regretting the impulse. Cautioudy, he groped in the dark for the
key. Not to wake Roger, not to invite Roger’ s mean side to come out, was important. He really hated
Roger’smean side.

He unlocked the gate and entered the cell warily. He didn’t want the vampire to get the idea that he could
obtain favorsjust by looking weak and pathetic. He said, “Roger’ d kill meif heknew | camein here.
He' d send me home. What do | get for taking that chance?’

The vampire peered a him. Then came hisrasping whisper, “Y ou may, if you wish, put yoursef on the



leve of attendant in apublic lavatory. | was carrying change in my pockets.”

The change would now be in the paper bag that Weinberg had given Wedey. That would do, though the
vampire had tried to make it seem grungy to take payment. The main thing was not to let anybody reach
you.

Mark moved nearer. The vampire draped asinewy arm over his shoulders, and for amoment Mark
thought in terror that he was being attacked. Then he realized that the man was so weak that he had to
lean dmogt dl of hisweight on his helper. Maybe walking even these few stepswould make him ked
over. Maybe he' d die. It would have been better to have wakened Roger. Then if anything went wrong it
wouldn't be Mark’ sfaullt.

“All right,” gasped the vampire, transferring his grip to the corner of the sink.

Mark backed out of the tiny bathroom and stood against the wall. He heard the watery noises, the faint
groan of relief, the fumbling for the flush handle. Hethought, This is crazy: he peeslike me or Roger,
but he drinks people' s blood .

Helping him back to his cot, Mark noticed that the vampire needed a bath and a change from his stained
white shirt and rumpled pants. They had taken away his belt and his shoes.

“Wait,” the vampire breathed.
Mark backed toward the gate. “Why?’

“Stay and talk. | must not deep. If | do, | could easily drop into the deep of years that takes me from one
erato another. Then my life would sink to so low an ebb that my body would be unableto hedl itsdlf. |
would die. Y our Uncle Roger would be annoyed. So talk to me. Tell methings.”

God, this was weird.“What things?’
“What do you do al day?’
“I’'minschooal, ninth grade.”

A small slence, and then the vampire murmured, “ That seems gppropriate. | too am something of a
student. Tell me about school.”

Mark sat down on the floor across the room from the cot and talked about school. After awhile hegot a
blanket from his closet and folded it under himsalf, and he brought a glass of water from the kitchen to
moisten histhroat.

Thevampirelay gill and listened. If Mark let alittletime go by in sllence, the vampire said, “Tak tome.”

When Mark got back from school the next day Wedey wasthere. “ Y our dad called, said he' d liketo
hear from you.”

“Oh, yeah, thanks, Wedey.” Both Mark’ s parents accepted Roger’ s apartment as Mark’ s neutra refuge
from their endless hasding. Nevertheless, they tried to keep tabs on him by phone.

“Okay,” Wedey continued, “our friend is bathed and shaved, got clean pgjamas on and fresh bandages.
He'sdl set for acouple of days, except for the feeding. Now, you have to go insde hisroom for that.
Even if you shove aglass of blood across the floor at him, he can’t lean down and pick it up. He can Sit
up on his own, though—enough, anyhow, so you won't have to touch him. Carry the glassin and hand it



to him, but keep clear of him.”

Mark looked into the icebox for something to eat. There were plastic pouches of blood heaped up on the
top shdlf in back. He blinked fast and looked away. He said, “1 thought you weren't scared of him.”

“I wasn't scared to give him some of my blood yesterday, but he’ sheding awful fast. HE' s scary, dl
right. HE' sin alot better shape than he should be, an old guy with two fuckin’ bullet holesin him. Be
careful.” Wed ey, washing hishands at the kitchen sink, laughed suddenly and turned off the water.
“Look a me, washing up like after handling a patient at the hospital! | guess|’mjust anatura for
nursemaiding Roger’ svampire, right? Roger sure thinks so.”

He shook his head and tucked away the dishtowel on which he had dried hishands. “Mysdif, | liked it
better when | was just fixing this place up for Roger.” With Wedey’shelp and a great expense, Roger
had reconverted the entire ground floor of the brownstone from two tiny apartments to one comfortable
one.

Shutting theicebox door on the Sght of the blood, Mark said, “Y ou giveit to him cold, right out of the
fridge? lsn't that sort of a shock?’

“Wall, it' s probably not a bad ideato hesat the stuff up alittle firs—but not too hot.”

“I' know how. | used to heat up the bottle for Aunt Pat’ s baby that time | stayed with her.” At the sink
counter Mark spread peanut butter on adice of bologna.

Wed ey unwrapped fresh gum. “Y ou’ d make agood hospitd attendant, thinking of athing like that. If you
could keep your distance, that is.”

Mark felt ashamed that Wed ey thought he wasn’t cool enough. He considered telling Wed ey about
hel ping the vampire at night, how he kept his distance then dl right, but decided not to say anything.
Wedey might tell Roger.

He politely asked Wed ey what was owing for the fresh blood supply, and Wedey went into the living
room to wait while Mark got the money box out of the oven. Roger kept it there on the theory that no
burglar would ook inside akitchen fixture. He avoided banks because they made reports of interest
income for taxes, and he said he preferred to forgo the interest and the taxes both. The money was safe;
the apartment was fortified New Y ork City style with barred windows, grilles on the back doors, even
strands of wire strung aong the top of the wooden fence that enclosed the sour scrap of yard. It waslike
something out of a prison-camp story. Stalag Manhattan.

With only one prisoner.

AsWedey counted hisbillsin the halway by the front door Mark said, “Y ou know, | dmost wish Mr.
Weinberg' sfriend the doctor had taken thisvampire away for the scientists to study. It fees funny, having
somebody locked up herelikethis.”

Wed ey, chewing, looked a him. “Y ou figure even aguy who drinks blood has aright not to be grabbed
and shut up in Roger’ s apartment like he was astray dog, isthat it? That's Roger’ slookout. You'rea
minor, you got no say, so don't go feding al responsible. Stay laid back, al right? Right.”

When Mark had the apartment to himself he got the paper bag and spread the vampire’ s belongings on
the coffee table in the golden light of afternoon: aballpoint pen, blue; afdt-tipped pen, red; two pencils
with broken points; four small index cards covered with unreadable handwriting; arubber band, three
paper clips, ahorn-handled pocketknife; two keys,; one case containing apair of glasses with dark,



heavy rims, the |eft lens cracked; and two quarters.

Mark passed up the knife after amoment’ s hesitation and pocketed one of the quarters as payment for
lagt night’ sfavor.

Then his mother phoned. She promised she wouldn't bring up the touchy subject of plansfor his summer
vacation, and he relaxed a bit. She sounded tired and anxious. How was he, she wanted to know, how
was Roger? Did Mark need anything from home? Had his father called? Did Mark have enough pocket
money? He was not to become any kind of adrain on Roger. How was school ? Was he seeing that nice
Maddox boy he' d brought home last week? Was he eating right? When was he planning to come home?

Never, hethought. He said, “1 don’t know, Mom. | just need to be able to settle down without a bunch
of fighting going on dl thetime. I’ve got alot of schoolwork to do before the term ends”

“I wish your father wouldn’t phone me when he knows you’ re probably home. He only doesit to—"
“I haveto go, Mom. I’ ve got some thingsto do for Roger.”

“Just remember, when your father callsyou, you remind him that thislittle interlude that hisfoul temper
provoked isn't coming off my time with you. When you leave Roger’ s, you come back hereto finish our
gx monthstogether, darling. | loveyou, Markie”

Love you too, Mom; but you could never say that kind of thing out loud to either of them, because

they’ d put an edge on it and turn it around and cut you with it. She’' d say later, ‘ He loves me, not you, he
said 0'; and if Dad believed that even alittle he' d think you were on her Side. Then he'd take it out on
you somehow, and you' d spend your time crying like Mom; crying and complaining.

Hesad, “Bye, Mom,” and hung up. Then he sat there chewing his nails and wondering when he' d get
used to his parents hating each other. Other kids got used to it with their folks. Maybe being an only child
made it worse. On the other hand, Dad and Roger didn’t seem to derive any specid benefitsfrom being
brothers.

Onetime, onetime only, he’ d gone weeping to hisfather, begging him to patch it up, put the family back
the way it was supposed to be. Hisfather had said, “Isthat what you do when you can't get what you
want, cry like agirl? Who taught you that, your mother?’

Theworst of it wasthat Mark had spoken as much out of fegling for hisfather as out of hisown misery,
knowing that his dad was wretched, too.

Thinking about them didn’t help. He got up energeticaly and went into hisroom, where he pulled out the
drawingsfor the botanical gardens of Skytown. He was working on plants picked up from different
planets, right now one adapted from abook caledA Voyage to Arcturus , which was mostly boring but
had thisterrific tree that grabbed up small mammalsin its branches and ate them. But what kind of an
anima would it eat? A rat? A weasdl ? Weasdswere vicious, you wouldn’t mind if it ate aweasd. Insde
the cage of branches he drew aweasdl, working from the picture in his encyclopedia

At last, reluctantly, he put the Skytown plans aside; there was work more pressing. He had to do a paper
for Carol Kdly for her English classon apoem by A. E. Housman. If hedidn’t get to it soon, there
wouldn’t be enough time to work on it. Completing the job was important. Carol Kelly was getting
awfully chummy lately. There was nothing like a cash transaction to push arelationship back into shape.

He settled down to the poem, trying to make sense of it.



The evening after that, instead of packaged blood Wed ey brought Bobbie, one of Roger’ sformer
girlfriends. Going down the hall between Wedey and Roger, she kept laughing and saying, “It’ sjust one
of your thegter friends fooling around, right, Roger? Come on, | know you—it' sajoke, right?’

Then she was sitting there on the cot in the little white room and not laughing at al. Shelooked down with

wide eyes at the vampire s head bent over her arm. Mark could only bear to watch out of the corner of
hiseye.

“Oh,” she said softly. And then, il staring, “Oh, wow. Oh, Wedey, he'sdrinking my blood.”
Wedey said, “| told you. No joke.”

“Don’t worry, Bobbie,” Roger said, patting her shoulder. “Y ou won't grow fangs afterward—Wed ey
hasn't, anyway.”

She put out her hand asif to push the vampire' s head away, but instead she began to stroke his hair. She
murmured, “1 read my tarot thismorning and | could see there would be fantastic new things, and |
should get right behind them and be red positive, you know? But | never thought—oh, thisis so far out,
thisisarea supernova, you know?” Until hefinished she sat enthraled, whispering, “ Oh, wow,” &
dreamy intervas.

When the vampire lifted his drowned, peaceful face, she said earnestly to him, “I’'m a Scorpio; what's
your Sgn?’

Roger came home, having at last fired a store manager he didiked. He took Mark out for Chinese dinner
and talked angyrily about the mess the manager was |eaving behind—unrecorded orders, evidence of
pilfering and jacking around with recaipts. . .

Mark handed him anote from school. “They want asignature on this.” Roger was good at signing his
brother’ s name.

“Sent home early for degping in class? What gives?’
Mark braced himsdlf and explained.

Roger looked at him in openmouthed astonishment and the beginnings of outrage. “Y ou mean you've
been having midnight chats with our friend for the three nights he’ s been with us? What' s he told you?’

“Nothing. Hejust ligens. Last night | told himChildhood’ s End, The Mysterious Island, and some Ray
Bradbury stories.”

“And he doesn't say anything?’
“Nothing much.”

Roger’s mouth got thin and pressed together. “ Tonight you take the tape recorder in with you, and you
ask some questions and get some answers before you tell him agoddamn limerick.” Roger had been
trying his questions on the vampire for shorter and shorter periods, perhaps because his efforts were
awaysfailures. Mark did no better. When he asked his memorized questions that night, they were
ignored.

The vampire merdly remarked, “ Scheherezade has joined the Inquisition, | see. Fortunately, | can
manage now without these diversons.”



Roger was going away for the weekend, leaving Mark to ook after the vampire. Y ou had to keep Roger
from taking advantage. He did it without thinking, redly; he just sort of forgot about your interestsin the
pursuit of hisown.

“Look, Roger,” Mark said, “I’ll take care of the place for you—water the plants and do some cleaning
up and dl that, like before, to pay you back for |etting me stay here. But you' re away alot partying or
checking out the shops, and that means|’m stuck with . . . him, inthere. That’ sabig respongbility.”

Roger was packing arainbow sweater in nubbleknit acrylic he had borrowed from the uptown store for
the weekend. “Y ou can dways go home,” he said. Mark waited. Roger sighed. “ Okay, okay. Five
dollarsaweek.”

“TG']_"

“Bloodsucker!” Roger said. “All right, ten.” So smple, no tearing your guts up over everything like at
home. “ Listen, there€’ sa special reason why |I’m going up to Boston. | want to consult with afew friends
about thisvampire. There must be waysto get incredibly rich on thisthing.”

With Roger gone, Mark settled down to the paper for Carol Kelly. Looking for abook of poetry
criticism in theliving room, he was digtracted by aremnant from Roger’ s fling with superexotica, The
Two-Duck Pleasure Book: Balkan Folk Wisdom, by R. Unpronounceable. Beguiled into browsing for
enlightening dirty bits (. . . method of contraception isfor the woman to get up after intercourse, squat
on thefloor, and inserting her index finger . . .” Yuucchh ), he spent afascinating half hour.

Then he pulled out abook on Lapland and found the vampire sface looking at him from the back cover
of thevolumenext toit.

No mistake; it was the same man, only in athree-piece suit with abeat-up raincoat dung around his
shoulders. He was looking straight into the camerawith an assertive Sare, asif daring the photographer
to soften hisimperious features. Mark studied the strong planes of forehead and cheek, the jutting nose,
the long, shapely mouth with lips muscular-looking asif dightly compressed on someinner tension. He
could look at the photo aslong and hard as he liked, while looking at the living man for any length of time
made Mark nervous.

The book was calledNotes on a Vanished People, the diaries of some hitherto unknown German
traveler in South America. The trandator and editor pictured on the book jacket was Dr. Edward Lewis
Weyland, Ph.D., professor of anthropology and director of the Caydin Center for the Study of Man at
Caydin Coallege upstate. “New light on pre-Columbian history,” proclaimed the blurbs. “A stupendous
find for anthropology, with erudite, provocative commentary by Dr. Weyland.”

Mark recalled now having seen that forbidding face somewhere el se recently—in the news, it had to be.
He dug through the piled-up papers and magazines on the end tables until he found what he was looking
for in acopy of Time. Then dowly, thoughtfully, heart pounding, he went down the hdl, the book in his
hand.

Thevampire dozed, lying on his side with his knees sticking forward off the cot. Wearing pajamas and
showing bandages at the opening of the collar, he looked alot lessimpressive than in the photograph.

Mark sad, “Dr. Weyland?’

The vampire opened hiseyes. Mark let him see that he was holdingNotes on a Vanished People. There
was no observable reaction.

“| just thought you might be hungry,” Mark said lamely.



“lam.”

Mark had bought a stoneware mug so that he wouldn't have to see the blood being drained out of the
glass. He stood carefully out of reach while Dr. Weyland drank.

“How’ d you get shot?’ he asked.
“Y ou know my name. Do aminimum of research: look in the newspapers.”

“I did. All anybody saysisthat you disappeared.” Mark added aggressively, “I bet you did something
dumb and somebody guessed about you and tried to kill you.”

The vampire studied him amoment. “Y ou would win your bet,” he said, and he set the mug on the floor
and lay back down.

Mark browsed throughNotes on a Vanished People over aTV dinner that night. A lot of the book was
boring, but there were someintriguing sectionsin the long introduction. Here Dr. Weyland described his
suspicions that the German’ s notebooks existed, the search for them, and the struggle—against doubters
whom Dr. Weyland demolished with a keen wit—to establish the authenticity of the documents once they
were found. There were also some chilly passages about missionaries of the traveler’ sday and modern
anthropologists. Pretty interesting background reading if you might be the first person to contact the
inhabitants of the distant planets on scouting expeditions from Skytown. . .

Late on Sunday a stranger came to the door. “Bobbie tells me there’ savampire here,” he said. “ Show
him to me.” He stood not exactly with hisfoot in the door, but turned so that his thick shoulder seemed
about to snap the chain.

“I'msorry,” Mark said quickly, “but my uncleisn’'t back yet from Boston, and I’ m not allowed to let in
anybody | don’t know.”

“My nameis Alan Reese. Roger knows me. I’ m sure he must have mentioned meto you.”

“I have to keep the house rules,” Mark said, putting awhineinto histone. He was thinking back to when
Roger had been into sorcery. This must be the Reese he’ d gotten mixed up with about then. Reese
looked ready to bulldoze the door down, and capable of it, too, with a powerful torso and awrestler’s
neck as broad as the head it supported.

But he only smiled, shrugged, and retired to sit on the steps into the areaway, reading a paperback book
from his pocket. Plainly, he was going to wait for Roger.

Mark did the dishes and watched him from the window over the sink. Reese wore whipcord pants and

an embroidered Mexican shirt, and he had brought alarge black briefcase. His face was puffy and pae,
the skin freckled and smooth like aboy’s. There was more to beread in histhick handsthan in hisface.
Hetore out the pages of the book as he finished them, and before flipping them into the garbage can by
the steps he absently crumpled themin hisfig.

Leaving him unwatched didn’t seem safe somehow. Mark stayed by the sink and sharpened the knives.
Then herearranged al the silver in the drawer.

Finally Roger came, arguing briefly with the cabby over thetip. Mark saw him turn to face Alan Reese
with surprise. One of those big pawsfell heavily on Roger’ s shoulder. The two men stood talking. Roger
nodded alot, hestantly at first, then with vigor.



When he camein, Reese entered behind him, smiling.

“Mark, | want you to meet Alan Reese, an occultist I’ ve known for along time,” Roger said. “He has
some suggestions for managing our guest.”

“I am, drictly speaking, a Satanist,” Alan Reese introduced himself in ameasured, theetricad voice. A light
of triumph sparkled in his blue eyes, asif Mark had held a castle against him which he had blown down
with abreath. “ Does that make you nervous, Mark? It shouldn’t. Having avampire in an unprotected
house with you iswhat should make you nervous. I'm going to help you keep control of him, usng my
knowledge of hisMaster.”

Oh boy, Mark thought. He got the key from the cupboard door and went into the hall ahead of them to
unlock the gate, determined to stick close. He wanted to see the man who had written the introduction to
Notes on a Vanished People take this guy Reese gpart with asharp remark.

Dr. Weyland turned his head to watch them comein.

Ignoring him, Reese dipped on ablack gown over his street clothes and took some objects from his
briefcase. He murmured over them, kissed them, held them up to the four directions. One, ameta charm
on achain, he put around Roger’ s neck, itstwin around Mark’s. The ret—aknife, aring, asilver bowl,
awithered brown thing that Mark couldn’t identify—he placed carefully in the corners of the stark white
cdl.

Then he brought out anest of trays and lit incensein them, and these Roger set down where Reese
directed. Reese talked or chanted the whole time, projecting so that he seemed to fill the room. From a
little pouch hung round his neck on athong he rubbed something onto the window frame, the door frame,
the drains of the bathroom appliances, and even the e ectric outlets. He made markings on the floor with
alump of red chak.

Mark was given acenser and acandleto hold. He felt afool and wished now he'd let them do dll this
weird suff without him.

To hissurprise and disappointment, Dr. Weyland made no comment. Mark had hisfirst chanceto
observe the vampire without those chilly eyes staring back at him, and he felt an unpleasant shock. He
thought he saw fear.

“All right, he' swell bound. That'sadart,” Reese said findly, sanding in the middle of thelittle room with
hisfeet braced apart asif againgt atyphoon. Helooked about him with a pleased expression.

“Thefunny thing is,” Roger said, “he doesn’t seem to have fangs, but he does—well, bite.”

“So Bobbiesaid.” Reese pulled back the deeves of hisgown from muscular forearms. “Hold him
quiet—he can’t hurt you, don’t worry—and let me see.”

Roger made anervous grab for the vampire' swrists. Dr. Weyland did not resst, not even when Reese
hooked him under the armpits and dragged at him so that his head hung off the end of the cot. Therewas
nothing silly in the scene anymore. Dr. Weyland' sfear touched Mark like acold breath.

Reese bent and clamped the vampire' s head hard againgt histhick thigh with one arm. Seizing him by the
jaw, he wrenched his mouth open.

A sound of protest escaped Mark.
Reeselooked up. “ Thisbeing isinhabited by adevil’ s strength. He only pretends weakness and pain to



fool us. | may seem rough with him, but | know what I’'m doing. | put al the force | have into encounters
like this because that’ s the only way to keep control. He s all right; it would take atank to hurt one of
these”

Roger said, “ Y ou' ve come across vampires before?’

“I come across al kinds of abstruse things,” Reesereplied. “It’ strue there are no fangs, but here—see
that? A sort of sting on the underside of the tongue. It probably erectsitsdlf at the prospect of dinner,
makes the puncture through which he sucks blood, and then folds back out of sight again.”

“Sexy,” Roger said with new interest. “Maybe that’ swhy he does't talk?’

“It shouldn’t interfere,” Reesesaid. “Let’ shave alook at hiseyes.” He shut the mouth and moved his
hand to thumb back one of the vampire s eydids.

Mark told himsdlf they weren't redly hurting Dr. Weyland. They were like zoologigts or veterinarians
immobilizing adangerous animal so they could examineit. But Reese gripped and twisted the passive
body of the vampire brutdly, like aguy wrestling an aligator in amovie about the Everglades. Mark tried
not to breathe the sharp odor from the censer and waited miserably for the examination to be over.

At lagt they finished, leaving the disheveled vampire—who had still spoken no word—stretched out on
the cot, one arm over hiseyes. Roger looked high, asif exhilarated by the defeat of someone who had
scared him. Reese, smiling, packed up his gear and shed his gown. He came and sat in the verdant living
room like any casud guest.

“Haveyou any plansfor him?" he asked intently.

Roger scowled. “He snot very cooperative. I’ ve been trying to get him to tell me things. Can you
imagine what abestsdler it would be, ared vampire s story from his own lips? But hewon't answer
questions”

Reese stood up. “1 was thinking of something more ambitious—some effort to cut through appearances
to hisessentid sdlf, the black and powerful heart of an existence beyond the laws of the life we know.
Someway of taking over and harnessing this arcane and formidable nature to our own uses.”

The atmosphere of the room seemed changed—darkened. Reese’ s bombast should have reduced him to
an absurdity, but it didn’'t. He came across as not silly but scary. His mel odramatic style was backed up
by his beefy, aggressive muscularity and by the watchful stare of hissmal, cold eyes as he stood over the
two of them.

“Y ou have amarvelousfind here” Reese said, “rich in possibilities. My High Priestessis killed in
hypnotism. With that and whatever rites and pressures seem appropriate, we' |l have this creature begging
to give up his secrets. Bdieve me, Roger, we' ll wring him like awet rag; he'll be our bridge to relmsyou
can't even guess a yet. On May Eve, the night of April thirtieth, | and my group customarily hold a Great
Sabbat, as you may remember. | want to hold it here and include your guest in the proceedings. Good,
that' s settled, then.

“Meanwhile, try to emphasi ze fresh supplies, like Bobbie. | know somewho'll volunteer for the
experience, if | givetheword. | agree there’ sno danger of the occasiona donor becoming avampire,
especidly now that I’ ve mobilized my protective forces. Some trustworthy students of my artswould
even pay to watch avampire feed. The proceeds. . .”

The whole thing was building a crazy momentum. When Reese paused for breath, Mark cleared his



throat and said, “1 found out something about him today. His nameis Edward Lewis Weyland and he'sa
famous anthropologist.” Well, he certainly had their attention. He explained about the vampire sidentity.
“It'sakind of kidnapping aready, don’t you see? We could all get into alot of trouble. HE' snot just
some crazy tramp; he' s an important professor.”

Roger began to say something resentful, but Reese cut him off. “Be patient, Roger. Mark’ s young; he
needs careful ingtruction.” Reese’s moon face looked placid, but he cracked the knuckles of his hands
with amuffled crunching noise. “He thinks what we have here is merely an ordinary man, abeit one of
prominence, with afreakish taste for human blood—but basicaly a human being like oursel ves to whom
the laws of human societies apply.

“However; | am hereto tell both of you—and qudified to tell both of you—that what you have behind
barsin thereisnot smply a perverted human being. | felt the auraaround it, and | arced my spellsto
subdueitsred, its supernatura, nature and render it docile.”

“Hedidn’t fight you because he' s hurt,” Mark blurted.

“Oh, | don’t deny that the vampire has afleshly carapace and that that shell has been damaged. Buit if
you could see beyond the disguise, Mark, as| can, you’ d know right away that thisisn't aperson at al.
I’ sabloodsucking devil, and it’ s subject to no laws but those of the Great One whoserites| study.”

Argument was hopeless. Mark retreated to his own room, busying himsdlf at his desk until the two men,
gl talking, left. Then he stepped into the hall, intending to go fix himsdlf some dinner. He hadn’t meant to
look acrossinto the cell, but he couldn’t help himself.

The vampire sat elbows on knees, hands clasped at his mouth asif he’ d been gnawing at his knuckles.
Hiswide gaze seemed to leap to meet Mark.

Inalow, tensevoice Dr. Weyland said, “Let meout.”
Face doggedly turned away, Mark shook his head, no.
“Why not?’

“Look,” Mark said. “You don’t understand. I'm just akind of aguest here. Roger never messes around
with my stuff and | don’t mess around with his”

“ Alan Reesewill kill me”

“Roger wouldn't let anyone get hurt!” Mark was shocked. Did Dr. Weyland redlly misunderstand Roger
so badly?

“Reesewill bring adozen or so of hisfollowers here on May Eve. | think Roger, facing them, will be
something lessthan brave.”

“But thisishishome. Hewouldn't let them.”
“He |l have no choice. Don't you recognize the kind of man Reeseis?’
“He sjust aweird friend of Roger’s,” Mark said uncomfortably. “Nothing terrible will happen.”

“Nothing terrible?” Dr. Weyland seemed to look into space and to speak more to himsdlf than to Mark.
“I felt hishands on me; | saw hiseyes. HE snot thefirst man to lust after powers heimagines meto
have”



Mark’ sscalp prickled. He said rapidly, “Look, you' re forgetting—thisis al Roger’ sidea; he' srunning
things. HE staken care of you so far, hasn't he? | mean, Roger can be sort of inconsiderate and wild and
Reeseis definitely creepy, but they’ re not—they’ re not in a class with the person who shot you, for
indance”

Dr. Weyland frowned. “Of course not. That was amatter of poor judgment on my part and self-defense
on hers—an incident of the hunt, no more.”
“It wasawoman?’ Mark was fascinated despite himsdlf.

“Y es, awoman of more discernment and competence than | had thought. She acted as any intelligent
prey acts. She wanted to escape me, and she succeeded.

“But this man Reese wants. . . to use me, to tear out my life and devour it, as men once ate the hearts of
dain enemiesin order to acquire thair strength and skill in baitle.”

Overriding the vampire sfind words, Mark said loudly, “ That doesn’t make sense. I’m not going to
stand here and listen to alot of crap that doesn’t make sense.” Hisfacefelt hot. He hurried up the hall to
the kitchen.

His appetite was gone. He took off Reese’ samulet and threw it into the garbage.

Later when he looked forNotes on a Vanished People, which he had used to prove Dr. Weyland's
identity, he couldn’t find it. Reese must have taken the book.

All the next morning Mark dreaded aresumption of that upsetting conversation with Dr. Weyland. He
came home by aroundabout route from school and watched TV awhilein theliving room, but he
couldn’t put off the vampire sfeeding indefinitely.

He ddivered the mugful of blood with atool that Wed ey had contrived for the purpose the last time he
was here by twisting a coat hanger around the end of a detachable mop handle. Reaching between the
barswith this, Mark carefully pushed the mug across the floor toward the cot.

“Lunch,” he announced in atone he hoped would discourage conversation.

Moving very dowly, Dr. Weyland leaned down and took up the mug, emptied it, and carefully st it
down on the floor again. He said, “Might you bring me something to read?’

Caught off balance, Mark blinked foolishly a him. “To read?’

“Yes. To read. Books, magazines, newspapers. Printed matter. Though of course| can’t pay you for the
sarvice, Snceyou' ve dready ‘earned’ everything that | owned.”

Those three nights of storytelling had transferred the second quarter and the pocketknifeinto Mark’s
possession. How else could he have made it unmistakably clear to Dr. Weyland that he operated on a
grictly businessbasis?

“Now Roger pays meto look after you,” he mumbled. He went to the living room and collected
whatever was on the coffee table. The horn-rimmed glasses he placed on top of the pile before pushing it
dlintothecdl.

Dr. Weyland picked up the glasses and put them on.

God, Mark thought suddenly,he’ s just an old guy with glasses, like Mr. Merman at school . “Thelens



was cracked when they came,” he said.

He watched while the vampire, itting with the blue blanket pulled around his shoulders, sorted through
the untidy heap.” Harper’s. The Village Voice. Women's Wear Daily. The New Yorker. Prevention.
Does your uncle subscribe to everything published, regardless of the contents?’

“He doesn't have timeto read most of it anyway,” Mark said. “1 have to do some homework now.” It
waslong past timeto doiit, in fact.

He couldn’t find hisdictionary. Hesitantly he cdlled, “How do you spell kinesthetic 7’
“Look it up,” replied the vampire.

“Can't find my dictionary.”

Dr. Weyland spelled out theword. Then he said, “ *Kinesthetic' ? What are you writing?”
“An assigned paper on some mushy poem,” Mark said.

“May | see?’ Dr. Weyland put aside the magazines.

With the mop handle Mark pushed in the book of poems. Dr. Weyland opened to the place marked with
the flattened drinking straw. * ‘ The Land of Lost Content,’ ” he murmured. “ ‘Into my heart an air that
killsfrom yon far country blows. .. ” Mark’ s outline for the paper was tucked inside the front cover.
Dr. Weyland read this swiftly and looked up with a keen glance that made Mark uncomfortable.

“Interesting,” the vampire said. “ The second paragraph, under the heading ‘ Kinesthetic Sense” where
you note, ‘ Poet writes about highways he went on, remembers moving muscleswhile going on
highways. .." That must bein response to a question from the teacher?’

“Y es, about what senses the poet usesin the poem.”

“But when Housman writes of *an ar that kills,” | doubt he meanshe' ssmdling theair,” Dr. Weyland
said. “The deadly breeze seemsto meto blow directly into Housman's heart, bypassing his senses
dtogether.”

Mark fidgeted unhappily at the bars. He should have known better; there was nothing worse for
schoolwork than agrownup helping you with it. He said, “Wadll, without smell there' sjust Sght and the
kinesthetic sense. That’ s only two senses. | need more than that. The teacher wants at least two whole
pages, double-spaced.”

“I see” sad Dr. Weyland dryly. “Nevertheless, while the point about muscular memory does have some
minor value, you would do better without a paragraph on the senses dtogether. Then the outline would
flow much more easily from thefirgt paragraph about the fairy-tae atmosphere of the poem, through the
second onits childlike smplicity, to your conclusion concerning its meaning.”

Mark remained mutinoudy Slent.

Dr. Weyland flicked the edge of the page with hisforefinger. “1 see that you mean to conclude, ‘I like the
poemalot.” But you called it a‘mushy poem’ when you first mentioned it to me.”

“I hate thisassgnment!” Mark burst out. “The poem doesn’'t even make sense. What's ‘an air that kills,’
anyway, poison gas? It’ sjust dumb, alot of babyish moaning around for no reason.”

“Good, you do redlize that you' ve avoided the main question,” said Dr. Weyland; “what, precisdly, ‘an



air that kills might be and what it destroysin the poet. Asfor ‘moaning around,” have you never had to
leave behind an existence that suited you better than the one you moved on to?’

For no reason Mark felt apressure of tearsin his eyes. He turned away, angry and embarrassed.
“I have,” Dr. Weyland added meditatively. “Often.”

“That doesn't mean a person should go around whining dl thetime,” Mark muttered. “Can | have that
stuff back now? | have to go and type the paper up.”

“You'renot ready to,” Dr. Weyland said. “Not until you at least consider the central question.”
“I'm only in the ninth grade, you know. I’m not supposed to know everything.”
“What isthe air that kills?’ asked Dr. Weyland inexorably. “Why does helet it into hisheart?’

“I guessit’'smemory,” Mark said sullenly, “and heletsit into his heart because he' sajerk. HE sdoing it
to himsalf—making himsdlf miserable by thinking about his happy childhood. Only astupid jerk walks
around thinking about his childhood. Most peopl€ s childhoods are actualy pretty lousy anyhow.”

“Itisn’t necessarily childhood that he means,” Dr. Weyland said, “athough you make a good case for
that in your outline. | think the reference is more genera—to the perils of looking backward on other
times and the seductiveness of memory. Well . ..” Hefdl for moment into an abstracted silence. Then he
added briskly, “I think, by the way, that if you redlly didike the poem you should say so—and why—in

your paper.”
“I can't,” Mark said. “Thisisfor Carol Kdly, and she likes the crummy poem. She would.”
“WhoisCarol Kdly?’

Suddenly recdling that Dr. Weyland was ateacher himsdlf, Mark tried to brazen it out. “Thisis her
assgnment. I'mdoing it for her.”

“How kind of you,” murmured Dr. Weyland, returning the book.

“She' spaying meten dollars. It sabusiness.”

“My God,” Dr. Weyland said, “athessmill! How old are you—fifteen?’
“Hfteenin June”

“Fifteen and rich, no doubt. Certainly enterprising.”

“I’'mnot greedy,” Mark said stoutly. “It’ simportant to have an income of your own, that’ sal. Then you
don't have to depend on other people. Y ou should know—I bet you' rerich yourself, | bet you' ve sated
away al kinds of treasure from other times.”

“Unfortunately, great wedlth, like renown or exdted rank, attracts too much attention, most of it hostile,”
Dr. Weyland said. | learned along time ago to travel unencumbered and to depend on my wits. Now
I’m not so sure. What a pity | have no diamonds about me, no purses of pirate gold. If | had, you and |
could make atransaction of the kind you like, dl busness. my freedom for your enrichment.”

“Money wouldn’'t change anything,” Mark said. “1 told you, | can’t let you go.”

Dr. Weyland drew back. He said harshly, “Of course. It was amistake to ask you for help in the first



place. | won't ask again.”

For sometime Mark sat at his drawing table, biting his pencil and working over the paper again and
again. He couldn’t read the poem now without thinking wretchedly of his parents.

God, Dr. Weyland would drive you crazy if you had him for a class.He was one of those
never-satisfied types who beat out your brains under the mistaken impression that they’ re teaching you to
think.

A kid from math class wanted to go to amovie after school. Mark begged off, saying he had choresto
do. Actudly, Wed ey was coming today and would handle the feeding of Dr. Weyland. Mark used the
timeto go to afilm and lecture about coyotes at the Museum of Naturd History. He preferred seeing
animals stuffed in the museum exhibits or on film to seeing them in azoo. The zoo depressed him horribly.

The documentary film drove him out before the program was over. It first lovingly detailed the cleverness
of the coyote, his beauty and his place as part of nature, and then settled into a barrage of hideous
images: poisoned coyotes, trapped coyotes, burned coyotes, and coyotes mangled by ranchers dogs.
Mark didn’t think he would ever be cool enough to stand that kind of stuff.

Wedey was till a Roger’ swhen Mark got in. “1 cleaned up our friend specid for tonight,” he said.
“Roger cdled and said don't feed him. There' scompany coming.”

Ugh, maybe that meant Alan Reese. Walking Wedey out, Mark told him about Reese' svigit.

Wedley kicked at the base of the brownstone steps. “ Shit,” he said. “1 thought Bobbie had quit running
around with al those devil nuts. Didn’t Roger and her do atrip with them once before?’

“He sgeting into it again,” Mark said.

Wedey shook hishead. “Tel you onething: Alan Reeseiswaeird. He likes stagy stuff with dl kinds of
blood and crazy stunts. Him and hisfriends did something one time that |eft awhole apartment in Queens
splashed with rooster blood. The chick who played dtar for him and hisfriendsthat night said if he ever
talked to her again she'd sue.”

“Wedey, I’'m sort of worried.”

“Yeah, wdll, it'll be okay. Roger won't go asfar as Reese will want to. It' [l be okay.” Wedey stuck a
wad of gum under the curve of the stoop and went awvay whistling.

Dr. Weyland sat reading, dressed in dark trousers, socks, and dippers. The cuffs of hiswhite shirt were
folded back theway Mark did his own cuffs when hisarms got too long for the deeves.

“Roger said not to give you anything to eat.”
“Temporarily, | trust,” Dr. Weyland said. “I need food badly when I’'m healing. My hunger hurts.”
Mark met his stare for aslong as he could. “I can bring somewater,” he said. “But Roger said no food.”

Just as he was about to settle into his work, Bobbie turned up at the front door with a short, stocky
woman in a caftan who carried an embroidered knapsack by one broad strap. Bobbie smiled.

“Hi, Mark. Thisismy friend Julie. We caled Roger and he said we could come see the vampire.”

Mark hesitated. Julie had dark, haughty eyebrows and a determined-looking mouth. Bobbie wouldn't



dare bring someone over without redly getting Roger’ s permission, and anyway, Roger was due back
early. Mark let them in but asked them to wait to go back and see the vampire until Roger came.

Julie sat down in the big armchair by the avocado plant and surveyed the living room. “Roger must have
good vibrations to be able to keep so many growing beings happy in hishome.”

Bobbie, curled on ahassock, smiled at Mark. “Mark takes care of it, mostly. When he' s not around, it
al goestohdl.”

Turning to Mark, Julie said, “Y ou wouldn’t happen to have anything of the vampire' s handy for meto
look at while we re waiting—a hairbrush, used clothing? | can tell alot about a person from those kind of

things”
Another nut.Mark went to the cell. “ Could you pass me your hairbrush, please?’

Dr. Weyland put down hisbook and brought the hairbrush from the tiny bathroom. The bare cell seemed
more cramped than ever when histall, stoop-shouldered form moved about init.

Julie took the brush and drew agray hair from among the bristles. “ A man,” shesaid firmly, “not a
demon.” She held the brush againgt her chest. “ Tell me about the man, Bobbie.”

Mark watered plants, listening as they talked. When he could no longer stand Bobbi€' s shapel esstorrent
of “wows’ and “terrifics’ and other generd terms of awe that kept her from ever concluding athought or
asentence, he relented and took them both down the hdl for aquick glimpse of Dr. Weyland. The
vampire looked up briefly from hisreading but said nothing. The two women exchanged what Mark
supposed was asgnificant glance and returned without comment to the living room. There they sat sllent
for so long that Mark got bored and went to his own room.

He was winding up amath assignment when he surfaced to an awareness of music—no, chanting. And a
funny smell—

At the gate Dr. Weyland said wearily, “Y ou might go and make certain they aren’t burning the building
down.”

Theliving-room rugs were rolled up and the furniture had been moved back against the walls. Gray
smoke curled from incense sticks thrust into the soft earth of the plant pots. All of the taller plants had
been grouped in the center of the floor. The two women were prancing, stark naked, in acircle around
thishuddle of vegetation.

Under the plantslay alittle hegp of objects. Julie put down a peacock feather and took up aknife.
Bearing it doft in both hands she marched, with Bobbie behind her, first toward one corner of the room,
then another.

Mark stood staring at their bodies. Bobbie was dim and tan al over, and Julie was white and chunky.
Shejiggled. Hefdt hisface get dl hot, and he was torn between intense embarrassment and panic. If
Roger saw this. . .

“Cadting out!” Julie cried. “Banishing the evil, blood-eating spirit by the power of Her dark phase.” She
held the stubby knife, asort of mustard spreader with the handle wrapped in black electrician’ stape,
with the haft pointed at each corner of the room in succession. “By Her lifemaking loins.” Shedug a
fistful of earth from under the avocado tree and sprinkled it on thefloor. “By the power of Her shining
face” A white ribbon fluttered through the smoky air.

Bobbie put down the platter she was holding and, hurrying over, whispered to Mark, “We'll be done



pretty soon. | mean, | redizethisisan impostion, sort of, but | felt so bad about telling Alan about—him.
Alan might not do anything, but you never can tell once he getsredly involved and sarts hearing spirits
telling himto do thingsand dl that. Alan isvery powerful under certain planetary configurations.

“Jdulie hasthis different approach, you know, awarmer sort of attitude and these redlly glowing, positive
vibrations”

Julie swayed aonein the middle of the room with her eyes shut, stroking the leaves of the plants.
“Make her stop,” Mark pleaded, “and let’s start cleaning up before Roger—”

Roger waked in.

Julieraised her arms. “By the power of my aiding spirits, | declare the caged man free, | cast the curse
fromhim, | drive forth—"

“ Jee-sus!” Roger burdt into the living room, kicking at the magica objects and dapping down the incense
gicks.

Julie spun around once in the middle of the floor. “So close our songsto the Mother!”

“Get your goddamn clothes on,” Roger commanded, redder from his exertions than she was from hers.
“There sakid here, you dut!”

“Weare skyclad,” Julie retorted fiercely. She pulled on her caftan and started for the door, gathering her
belongings and stuffing them into her knapsack. Bobbie, dressed and carrying her sanddls, came after.

“Wait aminute,” Roger said, grabbing at Bobbie’sarm. “ Damn it, Bobbie, what about al thismessyou
two have made here? |’ ve got people coming over in alittle while, serious Satanists.”

Julie stood in the hdlway holding her kngpsack in both armsand glaring a him. “I’'m sorry,” shesad icily,
“but we' relousy at mundane tasks when our rites have been interrupted. All | can say is, if our work
didn’'t help that poor man, it’ s your fault. Any fool but Alan could seein aminute that that personisn't a
devil, not with aface like that, such astern, beautiful mouth, so much gravity and wisdom in the
eyes—and if it' sAlan’ sfriends you' re expecting, they’ rejust abunch of—"

“Stuff it.” Roger yanked open the front door and shoved her outside.
Bobbie gave aweak verson of her sunny grin, murmured, “ Sorry, Roger,” and followed.

Roger dammed the door and snapped the locks. “Come on,” he said angrily to Mark, “help me
sraighten up in here. I'm trying to work thisinto ared experience for Alan’'s people, and those two
come and turn everything into acheap, goofy sdeshow! | thought Bobbie was bringing over some kind
of exotic medium who' d give us some class, and thisiswhat | get.”

Thevigtors, achic and chatty group, came soon afterward. To Mark’ srelief, Alan Reese was not among
them. Roger, his good humor regained, told with relish the tale of how the vampire had been found and
brought here. When he had them dl fidgeting with anticipation, he led them down the hal to the cell.

Mark went, too. His mouth was dry. He didn’t like the atmosphere these people brought with them.
Roger didn’t even seem to know them, he thought; they were like strangers you happen to be standing in
linewith for amovie.

A plump, nervous-looking woman went into the cell with Roger. When Dr. Weyland looked at her, she



began to hang back.
“Comeon, Anne,” said the people at the gate. “Y ou said you would.” “Youtold Alanyou'd do it.”

She smiled a scared smile and let Roger position her by the cot. He pressed her shoulder. She perched
diffly beside Dr. Weyland. Roger said softly to him, “Drink, vampire. The people are waiting to see you.”

Dr. Weyland' s glance moved from face to face. He looked very white. Swest gleamed on hisforehead.
Mark felt sick, but he couldn’t turn away.

“Come on inside where you can see,” Roger told the spectators.

One of the women said, “It’s good from here; we don’'t want to be piled up in each other’ sway. God,
what atiny room.” Shelit acigarette.

Start drinking,” Roger said. “Thisisal you' regoing to get.”

Dr. Weyland sat very dill, looking at the floor now. Mark thought,Don’t do it, don’t do it in front of
them .

“Hishar sgray,” aman sad. “I thought they lived forever and never got old.”

The man next to him answered, “Maybe when he drinks he gets younger right in front of us, likeinthe
vampiremovies.”

“Or maybe something € se happensto him that they’ re not alowed to show you in the movies.” They al
snickered.

Dr. Weyland reached over and took hold of Anne' sarm.

“Ugh,” she gasped as he began. “ Jesus!” She sat straining as far from him on the cot as she could get, her
face twisted with loathing and fright. The spectators pressed closer to the bars and whispered excitedly.

Mark couldn’t see past them anymore. Hewas glad.

Afterward, Anne came out crying and was led into the guest bathroom. The others crowded down the
hall to theliving room, talking and exclaiming. Passng the bathroom, one woman tipped her head in the
direction of the sobbing soundsfrominsde. “If she'd just relaxed and rolled withit, | bet she could have
gotten off on that.”

The one with the cigarette glanced back at Mark and shushed her, and they giggled together.

Dr. Weyland sat quietly on the cot, his big hands loose and heavy-looking in hislap, his craggy face till.
His glance touched Mark remotely like the stare of aresting cat that watches any movement, out of habit:
without intention, without desire, without recognition.

Mark went into his bedroom and closed the door.

A letter camefor Mark in Roger’ smail. It was from Mark’ sfather, and there was money init. He put the
money into adrawer until he could take it down to the bank and add it to the savings account he kept
especidly for parental bribes. He had vowed never to make awithdrawa from that account. Someday
he was going to give the money back to them and let them figure out what to do withit.

He went back to the cell.



“I got your glassesfixed,” he said. This had been his own idea; he knew how abad lens could give you
headaches.

Dr. Weyland cameto the gate. “That was very fast. | can’t repay your expense.”

“I told you, Roger’ staking care of stuff likethat.” In fact, Roger would die before he would spend
money on something like fixing the vampire' sglasses. Mark had paid out of hisown earnings. Later he
would figure out how to get the money back from Roger. The amount was smal. The glasses had turned
out to be not prescription but smple magnifiers, the kind you could buy through a catalog to make
reading easier on your eyes.

Mark settled down at his drawing table.
Dr. Weyland, dill at the gate, said, “What isit that you do at that table for so many hours at atime?’

After that hatchet job on the paper for Carol Kdly, Mark was wary. But by the same token he knew he
would get astraightforward response from Dr. Weyland. Nervoudy, he handed over a Skytown
drawing. Dr. Weyland spread the paper flat againgt the wall with a ddlicate touch of hislong, clean hands.
Now that he was stronger, he kept himsdlf immaculate. Mark was uncomfortably aware of his own bitten
nails and perpetudly grubby knuckles.

“ ‘Gravity plates,” ” read Dr. Weyland. “Isthis part of a spaceship?’

“ Space gation, with two auxiliary vehicles and a squad of maintenance robots. It' s set up for asingle
human operator.”

“And thisisadesign for the library—how pleasantly old-fashioned, considering that so much information
isaready kept on microfilm and in computer memoriesrather thanin print.”

“Wadll, alibrary would be akind of extra,” Mark said.

“But well worth having,” replied the vampire. “ Electronic storage and retrieva systems are efficient, but
efficiency isonly one value among many. Books make fine tools and good friends—informative, discreet,
controllable. Arethere more of these plans?’

Helooked at the Skytown drawingsfor along time, and in the end he handed them back saying, with no
trace of condescension, “1 can seethat your best thinking has goneinto these. They’ re well worked out
and handsomely drawn. Y ou have a gift for visualization and an admirably steedy hand.”

Mark blushed with pleasure. Suddenly it was worth it to have endured the Great Housman Paper
Massacre.

“This has been amuch-needed rdlief from my current reading,” Dr. Weyland added, indicating a stack of
Roger’ s new books on the floor by the gate. They were al about magic and witchcraft and worshiping
the Devil. On the top volume of this batch was stamped the wordk ABALLAH in gold. Dr. Weyland
nudged the pile disdainfully with the toe of his dipper, exposing abook caledThe Grimoire of Gudrun
and another, Athames and Athanors. The gaudy colors of the jackets made the white-walled cell seem
bleaker than ever.

Mark said, “What'sagrimoire 7’

Dr. Weyland corrected his pronunciation. “A grimoireisawitch’s personal book of spellsand
procedures.Athame , oralthame , is supposed to be the ancient name for the short-bladed,
black-handled ceremonid knife awitch usesin her rituas, according to these texts. However, | seemto



recal| that thisword was actudly invented by an imaginative writer rather late in the nineteenth century.”
“Andathanor 7’

“I hope you' ve found your dictionary, because for the moment the meaning escapes me. At any rate, I'm
done with these—I’ve read as much as | can bear to, and | can’t quite bring myself to descend to the
level of Gudrun’s recipe book. Y ou understand, | am obliged to you for providing these, but frankly
they’ re scarcdly readable—sdf-importantly conspiratorid, mind-numbing in their repetitions, abominably
inaccurate, and foully edited.”

“Roger mostly skimswhat he reads.”
“Wise of him,” Dr. Weyland said. “With books like these the choiceis clearly sink or skim.”

Mark clutched at his stomach and moaned appreciatively. He lifted the books out between the bars. “It's
al made up, then? Magic and devilsand dl that stuff?’

“Primarily. | do think that there are gifted individuas who can accomplish supernormd feats, usudly on
an erratic and unpredictable basis and therefore to no great effect on theworld at large.”

“Can you? | mean, can you work magic?’

“I can behavein wayswhich, while natura in me, would be highly unnatura inyou,” said Dr. Weyland.
“But magic—no.”

Mark said impulsively, “You' revery old, aren’t you?’
“YS.”

Dr. Weyland would be dl right, Mark decided, now that he had his strength back. Even up against Alan
Reese.

That night when Dr. Weyland reached for the young man Reese had sent, Roger commanded, “Not the
arm. The neck. The people paid to seethered thing. Go for the neck.”

For amoment the vampire looked out at them with an unfathomable gaze. Then he took the young man
by the shoulders and leaned in and up under his jawline. The watchers gasped. The victim caught
ineffectudly at Dr. Weyland' swrists and whimpered.

Mark looked away. At the end the people applauded, and he hated them. They gathered in theliving
room and chattered: the vampire redly was an attractive brute, even handsome in aharsh and distant
way—that cold reserve, that eagle-stare. Didn’'t you get shiverswatching him press againgt a person the
way he did and suck on their neck like that? That was worth the money. Wasit like sex for the vampire?
Shh, whereis Mark? Washing dishes; he can't hear us over the running water.

Somebody remembered reading that vampire bats sometimes drink so greedily from their prey that they
get too heavy to fly and have to walk home. Ho, ha, that was a good one—waddling home at night along
the roadside, burping dl the way.

Mark finished up in the kitchen and went to bed. He put his pillow over his head to muffle the sound of
their laughter.

May Eve was aweek and ahalf away.



Dad cdlled the next day. “Did you get what | sent you?’ He often spoke as though he thought the phone
line was tapped.
“Yes, Dad. It'sin the bank.”

“Mark, I’ vetold you a hundred times, when | give you money it'sfor you to use. | could keep it in the
bank mysdlf. Look, | know your mother’ s given you some spiel about saving up in case | stop sending
child support, but that’ s crap. Y ou know you can depend on me.”

“I know, Dad. When are we going to have dinner together?”

Hisfather began to talk about amedical convention he was attending this week. Eminent heart surgeons
one, two, and three; Dad was dropping names like crazy again. Mark held the phone between his cheek
and shoulder, saying “Uh-huh” in the pauses. He was Sitting on the sofawith histoes tucked cozily
between the cushions, working on the game-room section of the Skytown plans.

Hearing hisfather’ svoice was nice, areminder that the whole world didn’t revolve around the cell down
thehdl. Maybeif Dad stayed on the phone long enough the time would go by, and then Mark would
feed the vampire, and Roger would call too late to announce alive feeding. Then therewould be aquiet
evening, no sightseersleering into Dr. Weyland' s cell.

“. .. basketbal game on Wednesday, all right? 1t means |’ |l have to pass up going to atalk on blah blah
blah. .. Dr. Candleman, thetransplant man . . . blah . . . We can have abitefirs at that placeright in the
Garden, the steak house. Y ou liked that last time.” While they made arrangements Mark thought about
what Dad would say if he remarked suddenly, “Hey, guesswhat, Dad; we' ve got this wounded vampire
living here. Roger brings home victims so the vampire can drink their blood, and he charges admission for
people to watch.” A new spectator sport, hot dog. Dad would say along silence, and then he'd say, Go
see Dr. Stimme, | knew it was amistake for you to stop talking to him, but your mother never liked him
because he wastoo impartia.

Dad sad, “How’s Roger?”’
“He' sokay. Busy.”
“Mark, don't let so much time go by again without a phone call, okay?’

Mark said goodbye and hung up. Then he put the Skytown plans aside and wandered down the halway
in his stocking feet to Dr. Weyland.

“Areyou hungry?” hesad.
“Shouldn’t you wait with my food until you hear from Uncle Roger?’
Mark lingered. “I'm sorry,” he said findly. “ About Roger bringing people here.”

Dr. Weyland regarded him, chin on hand. “ As aperformance, it hasits unpleasant side; they stand at the
gate staring like lions observing their gppointed Christian. But fresh nourishment iswelcome, and egting in
public is common enough.”

Mark should have been rdlieved to see him in this cam mood instead of panicky and full of wild or bitter
talk. Y et he found himsaf resenting the detached tone. Nobody could be that cool about those degrading
exhibitions.

“Itisn’t just eating to the oneswho come here. They makeit dirty.”



“That, as people say nowadays, istheir problem.”

“| saw you thefirst time,” Mark accused. “Y ou didn’t want to. Y ou knew it was rotten—those people
daring...”

“Have you ever seen amob at work?” asked Dr. Weyland. “Y ou would be amazed to learn how many
bits of aliving body can be detached with the help of aknife, or even teeth and nails, so that people can
carry away souvenirs of amemorable event. In these close quarters, five or Six people comprise amaob,
and| . .. wasand remain outside the boundaries of mordity. At first | was afraid of what they might do,
seeing me at my food. But having you here helps. There are things they would like to do and seein
addition to the centrd attraction, but they refrain from suggesting the worst of them before achild.”

The vampire' sthoughtful, heavy-lidded gaze a that moment made him seem impossibly ancien.

“Atleast,” he added pensively, “we seem to be past the danger that Roger might smply turn me over to
the Centra Park Zoo.”

“Would that be so bad?” Mark asked cautioudy. “If there were somebody—maybe a scientist from the
museum—instead of, well, Roger. And Alan Reese”

After amoment Dr. Weyland said softly, “ Being forced to grow from achild’ sfaith to an adult’ srealism
so quickly must be painful for you. | gppreciate your having given some thought to an dternative to May
Eve. However, | must assure you that scientists would be no improvement, though they would be more
systematic at first than Reese, who is steered by hislust for power. Men of science would soon learn the
easy answers—that my name comes from atombstone in aNew England churchyard, the original bearer
having died aged seven; that the accomplishments of my career under that name can be sorted into those
| achieved and those | fabricated in spite of the very great obstacles placed in my path by computerized
record-keeping systems; also perhapsthat | have in the past killed for food or to keep my nature secret,
snce those are recurrent necessities of my existence. All very thrilling, no doubt—unprecedented,
marvelous, the makings of the bestsdler Roger would like to write.

“But theinner secret, the secret of staying aive long after such curious men are dead dugt, | canyield in
only oneway because| don’t know that secret mysdlf. Eventudly they would lose patience and cut me
gpart to see whether they might find the answer in my body—in the brain, the heart, the gut, the bones.
Science would be as crud asthe mob. The only kindnessisfreedom.”

“Okay, no scientists,” Mark said fiercdly. “Forget | said anything. Just leave me aone. Y ou said you
wouldn’'t ask mefor help again!”

“I ask,” said Dr. Weyland in that same low voice, “because | am desperate.”
Mark’ s heart ssamped in hisribs. Helooked at hiswatch. “It’ sfour o’ clock, time for your meal.”

Hewas at the refrigerator when the phone rang. It was Roger: “Don’t feed him.”

Alan Reese came that night. He arrived late, when Roger’ s preiminary remarks“for our newcomers’
were over and everyone had moved into the hallway outsde Dr. Weyland's cdll. Mark was watching
uneasily from his doorway. Hetried to shrink back out of sight so that Reese wouldn't notice him.

He hated, really hated, that round, self-satisfied face, those quick, caculating, greedy blue eyes. Without
his briefcase of magica parapherndiaand dressed in awindbresker, the man didn't look dangerous. The
crowd parted deferentialy to let him through to the front, and then people pressed closer behind himin
anticipation of something specid now that he had come. Roger, unlocking the gate, broke off in the midst



of acomment that Mark couldn’t hear.

Reese took command without raising hisvoice. He said in agtern, leve tone, “ Those of you who seein
thiscell only afreak do not belong here. Y ou are al confronting alesson in the depthsthat lie behind the
surface of every ‘redlity’ of your daily lives. Think about this: you look into thisroom and you see a
creature of human appearance. He looks back—and sees you with the immense contempt and cruel
appetite of animmorta who feeds hisendlesslife on your tiny lives.

“Fortunately, there are those of us who are experienced and strong enough to render him tractable . . .”

Mark dipped out. He walked up and down Broadway, guilty at having abandoned the vampire to
whatever games Reese had in mind for tonight, furious that Dr. Weyland had saddled him somehow with
afedling of respongbility. Wedey said the vampire was Roger’ s project, and he wasright. Roger was
responsible.

Anyway, Dr. Weyland wasn't even human, redlly, so how could he be sure what people were like, what
they would or would not do to him?

When Mark returned afew people were hanging around outside talking, doubtless waiting for Reese,
who wasin the living room with Roger: “. . . from the Coadt, influential contactsin the occult world. The
arrangementsfor filming the specid Sabbat on May Eve. . .”

Ducking down the hall and into his own bedroom, Mark listened for Reese’ s departure. When at last the
front door shut and the locks turned, he let out a bresth he seemed to have been holding for hours.

Roger looked in. “Hey, where' d you go? Y ou should have stayed. Alan put on agreat show. He' s pretty
pushy, likesto take over, but he does have this fantastic sense of drama. He' s been building up the
vampire, whetting peopl€ s gppetitesfor the main event.”

“I think Reeseisa power freak,” Mark mumbled. He sat on his bed hugging his knees, not meeting
Roger’ seyes. “He' slike kidswho liketo cut up livelittle animals, you know? Only he cdlsit a‘rite” He
could do whatever he wanted and nobody could stop him. His hands could rip you up aive while he was
explaining to you in dl kinds of big words how your ghost needsits freedom so he sredlly doing you a
favor.”

“Y ou read too much crappy fiction,” Roger said sharply. “Nothing bad happened to the vampire tonight
while you were gone; nothing awful isgoing to happen, ether.”

Acrossthe hdlway, Dr. Weyland avoided Mark’ s gaze. The vampire seemed indifferent, remote, but
there were stains of fatigue under his eyes, and his shoulders were dumped asif after great tension.

“| think he' sscared,” Mark said.

“Nobody’ s scared but you,” snapped Roger. “ Everybody el se knows—even the vampire himself, you
can bet on it—everybody else knowsit'sal just great theater we re doing here, that’ sal.” Hisvoice
softened. “ Come on Markie, relax. Good night, now.”

Mark lay huddled under his blankets thinking about Dr. Weyland. He knew how it felt to pretend
composure and confidence in aSituation where you were a the mercy of other people. It felt horrible.

Roger brought home a ponytailed young man in ragged cut-offs and a Pakistani cotton shirt. Mark wasin
bed when they appeared in his doorway. Roger, behind the blond stranger, flicked on the light.



The blond started to turn to Roger, saying, “The kid keeps your stash for you?’

Roger grabbed him around the neck. The blond |ooked surprised and reached up, but then his eyes
rolled back and he collapsed. Roger caught him and redled against the doorjamb, swearing breathlessly.
“Shit, ow, come on, Mark, give me ahand!”

Dazed and squinting, Mark got out of bed and went to hel p lower the unconscious stranger to the floor.
Roger, squatting, began rolling up one deeve of the Pakistani shirt.

“What did you do? What' sthe matter with him?’ Mark said.

“I knocked him out alittle, that’ s al. HE sdinner for our guest. No audience tonight. Thisisasort of a
present.” Roger lowered hisvoice. “Alan says no more feeding until May Eve.”

“But, Roger, that’ saweek away!”

“Animals can live amonth on just water. All you have to do is make sure he has plenty of water to drink.
It' sno big dedl, you know, just asort of fasting, purifying for the ceremony. Shit.” Roger gave up and
ripped the cotton to expose the blond’ s dack arm up to the shoulder. He began dragging him acrossthe
halway, caling, “Feeding time! Come and get him before he gets cold.”

He tucked the blond’ s flopping arm between the bars. Dr. Weyland got up and came over to the gate.
Hetook hold of the barswith both hands and lowered himsdlf over the offering. After amoment, Roger
reached between the bars and pushed at the vampire s head so that the light fell on hislips, sedled to the
tan skin of the stranger’ sinner e bow.

Mark whispered, “Don’t, Roger.”

“Why not?| can’t see well enough. When you put on ashow you never get agood look at it yoursdlf,
and tonight’ s—" Roger stopped short of saying “thelast time.” Helaughed alittle, shivering. “I’'m amost
tempted to give him adrink mysdlf, it looks so— God, look at that. His eyes are open.”

Therewas apale glimmer under Dr. Weyland' s lowered lids.
The blond man gave a sudden start and a breathy moan, and a sort of shudder ran dong hislimbs.

“Chrigt, he'swaking up!” said Roger frantically, and he pressed beside the man’ swindpipe with his
fingertips. The blond subsided once more into gape-mouthed dackness, hislong hair spread likeahdo
around his head on thefloor.

“What did you do to him?" Mark croaked.

“If you pressright there, you can cut off the blood supply to the brain and put a person out. There's
another place in the armpit. It' sfor handling drowning people so they don’t drag you down with them; |
learned it that summer in lifesaving class. They don't teach it anymore. It' stoo dangerous—you could
turn aguy into avegetableif you kept up the pressure too long.” Roger tugged at the vampire s hair.
“Greedy tonight, isn't he. Come on, that’ s enough—Ileave the kid somerosesin his cheeks.”

While Roger was out depositing the young man in the park, Mark heard gagging sounds from the
vampire' scell. Dr. Weyland wasin his bathroom being sick. Mark stood at the gate, scared to go in.
Suppose it was atrick?

“What isit?’ hecdled. “What' sthe matter?’



Dr. Weyland panted, “ Something intheblood . . . bad blood . . .”

When Roger came back Mark hurried to tell him. Dr. Weyland was il in the bathroom. They could
hear hishard, strained breathing.

“That guy must have been a pill-popper or something,” Roger muttered. “He told me he was just looking
for some good grass. Maybe he wasredly sick.”

“What about Dr. Weyland?’ Mark said. “ That' sall he' s had to eat today, and he' sthrowing everything
up.”

“There snothing | can do about it—I took the last package of blood from the fridge with me and
dumped it; it was spoiled anyway. Listen, it won't kill him to start fasting aday early.”

Next afternoon Roger called from one of the shops. “Mark? Listen. Alan just called. Theré sanitemin
the paper about a college student found dead this morning in Riversde Park—guess who. That greedy
mongter you' re so worried about took too much. Y ou might give that some thought. Alan wants meto

come over—more complicated arrangementsfor May Eve. I'll seeyou later.”

Mark took hiswork and acamp chair out into the yard. He couldn’t concentrate. Inevitably, he went
downthe hal.

The vampire sat on the cot with hisback againgt the wall, doing nothing.
“That guy died,” Mark said.

He got no reply. Dr. Weyland' s shirt looked rumpled. It was buttoned wrong so that the collar stuck up
on one sde. Hisgaze wasflat and unfocused. A vein stood in histemple like asmear of ink.

“You'relikeawild animal,” Mark continued. “Y ou hear like afox, don’'t you—everything we say around
here. Y ou heard Roger say Alan doesn't want him to bring any more people for you, so you tanked up
while you had the chance.”

“Yes,” Dr. Weyland said, “against hunger. | drank what | could while| could, even though | tasted some
impurity. | had to eat; | had to try. | protect myself asbest | can, as might also be said of you.”

His sudden glance seemed to pierce right through Mark. “But | had no profit of it, and | am hungry now;
truly hungry, bitterly hungry, with ahunger you know nothing about and never can. Reese, who hashis
own gppetite, guesses. He means to use my hunger to break me to my rolein his performance.

“Y our uncle was right, you should have stayed the other night to see Reese display the antagonist he
meansto subdue. Inredity | can give Reese nothing—but he can take from me. He *buildsme up,” as
Roger put it, in order to stand higher himsalf when he has cast me down. He presents me as some
mystical and powerful being which he aone, the leader, the master, can conquer and destroy.” His
knuckles whitened where he gripped the side of the cot. “Do you hear, do you understand? Let me out
or Reese and his people will kill me.”

“Stop saying that! Roger—"

“Stop dodging, face the truth! Roger can’'t help now even if he wantsto. He consoles himself for hisloss
of control with thoughts of how rich he’ Il become from Reese’ s enterprise. Againg that the daughter of a
mere animal, an investment made on awhim, weighs very little. Have you noticed, Roger never refersto
or addresses me by name? Heis preparing himsdlf to be indifferent to my death.”



Mark struck the bars with hisfist. “ Shut up, Roger’ s not a coward, he' d never let anybody get killed!
You'rethekiller, and you' readirty liar, you' d say anything to turn me against Roger so I'd et you go!
Y ou’ d do anything, you freak, you murderer!”

“And you,” replied the vampire with weary bitterness, “are clearly Roger’ skin. He makes his
preparations and you make yours. At thelevel of name-calling there' s nothing to be said or done. Go
tend to your schoolwork.” He closed his eyes.

Mark turned away. “Old liar,” he whispered furioudy to himsdlf. “Murdering old lying fresk!”

The wegther turned warmer. Mark spent as much time away from Roger’ s as he could, sitting through
foolish movies, wandering blankly down quiet museum hdls. Neither his school assignments nor Skytown
could hold his attention even when he took &l his papersto the library and tried to work there. Once he
fell adeep on the carpeting in the muted glow of the gem exhibit at the museum. A noisy classof children
camein and woke him. Heleft and found himself walking uptown toward his mother’s: running away.

He could no longer remember the college student’ sface. The young man’ s death seemed to him now
like. .. likeakid getting hisarm pulled off by abear at the zoo, except of course he hadn’t stuck his
own arm through the bars to the bear. Roger had done that for the man, literdly. Alan Reese had sort of
doneit, too, through Roger. Sometimes Mark scarcely believed it had really happened. He hadn’t seen
the student die; maybe it was a mistake, maybe the newspapers had gotten the facts wrong or
exaggerated for some reason, or maybe Reese had lied to Roger.

All that was taking Mark’ smind off what mattered now: the possbilities of Reese’ s Great Sabbat on
May Eve.

Histhoughts veered away in apanic. What was he supposed to do, go to the police station and bring the
cops back to Roger’ s? That might stop Reese, but it would get Roger into alot of trouble, and Dr.
Weyland too, once people knew what he was. Or should he stay around in case Dr. Weyland was right
about akid' s presence being arestraint? Suppose being there didn’t hel p? How was Mark supposed to
stand it, watching Reese do . . . whatever he was going to do? Or should he let the vampire loose on the
city to save him from Alan Reese?

Mark was only akid, how could he take it on himsdlf to do those things? He told himsdlf that none of this
craziness was his own fault. Remember what the school psychologist had said about the divorce: “Not
everything is about you; grown-up people are respongble for their own lives.” And Dr. Stimme had said,
“Y ou are not in charge of thingsthat you have no power to change. Though sometimesyou can bea
good influence. . .”

Mark turned and trudged back toward Roger’s.

Roger was away al day and for severa evenings, saying that he had to consult with some people about
maybe opening anew store on the East Side, or complaining that with May Eve coming up he had to be
at Reese’ sbeck and call dl the time over the details. Mark thought Roger was just not comfortable
around the gpartment these days.

So it was Mark, not Roger, who watched the vampire starve. Dr. Weyland spent his days huddled over,
hugging his hunger, each breeth a shaking, exhausted hiss of pain. It was Mark, not Roger, who came
home Tuesday to find the water pitcher knocked over. He couldn't tell whether Dr. Weyland had drunk
first and dropped the pitcher afterward, or dropped it first and had to lap up the spilled water like adog.
After Tuesday, Mark laid out arow of filled plastic cups each morning o that the weakened vampire
wouldn’'t haveto lift and pour from the heavy pitcher.



It's an act, hetold himsdlf.He fakes being so hungry just to get to me.

But he didn’t believeit. The vampire seemed curled around his suffering, holding it private to himsdf—as
private as anything could be, when anyone might come and look through the barsinto histiny cell.

On Wednesday evening Mark went to the ball game with hisfather. He longed for a shared pleasure that
would bring him close enough to his dad to—maybe—share the nightmare that waited back at Roger’s.

The sharing didn’t happen. He wasn’t allowed to like the game itsdlf for the speed and grace of the
players, the wonderful way they leaped up with everything they had. What hisfather savored wasthe
violence.

He shouted and swesated, and he pounded Mark’ s shoulder to drive home to him every ecstatic moment
of impact. Mark felt those heavy handstrying to pummel him into some kind of fellowship of force. It was
Dad'sideaof closeness to ateenage son.

Dad couldn’'t help it; he had hitter’ s hands, handslike Alan Reese's.

On the way back to Roger’ s hisfather said, “Isthere anything you need, Mark? Anything | can do for
you? Just say theword.”

Sure. “Everything' scool, Dad.”

Roger was out, as usua now. When Mark let himsdlf in, he found that the vampire had worked free one
of thelegs of the cot. The length of pale wood lay by the gate, battered and splintered from his effortsto
beat open the gate lock withit.

Dr. Weyland himself sat cramped against thewall, gasping. One of his dippers had been kicked off
acrosstheroom.

Mark said, “Drink some water, maybe you'll fedl better.” He got no response.
An hour later Dr. Weyland had not moved, and Roger was till not back.
Mark dided Wedey’ s number. Since the blood ddliveries had ended, Wed ey hadn’t come around.

“Wedey, please come over. You ve got to help.” To hishorror he heard a catch in his voice and stopped
to gulp down abig breeth and steady himsdlf. “It’ s hurting him redlly badly, Wedey. Please bring some
blood. I'll pay for it myself. Roger won't ever know.”

Therewas a pause. Then Wedey sad, “He' d find out. And | don’'t want to get mixed up with Alan
Reese. The vampire sjust putting you on, anyhow, trying to soften you up so you'll spring him. You
watch out for him.”

“I think he sdying, Wedey.”

“Look, he's Roger’ s baby, | told you. Go home, walk out of it. Don't let thisthing get to you, Markie.
Go on back to your mother’s.”

“Can you give me Bobhi€' s phone number?” Carol Kelly had paid for the Housman paper. Mark
thought maybe he could bribe Bobbie to help.

Bobbie was home. In adeepy voice she said Alan Reese was mad about her getting Julieinto the
vampire dedl. He' d put aheavy curse on her so that she was sick. Julie? Julie was smart, she' d taken off



for Cdifornia, out of range of Alan’sbad magic. It was too bad about the vampire—if shewas't so
sick, Bobbie said kindly, shewould come over and let him do it, you know; you could redly groove on
that, it was like some dreamy kind of kiss. . . Had Mark tried talking to Wedey?

He sat by the phone and gnawed at his nails. Tomorrow night was May Eve. He mixed a batch of sweet
lemonade and put it in the cupsfor the vampire. It was al he could think of to do.

On the morning of the last day Mark was too nervous to eat his ceredl. He stared at Roger acrossthe
kitchen table, hoping he would see some kind of good sign in Roger’ sface, some promise that tonight
thingswould go dl right. Maybe Dr. Weyland was wrong about Roger.

“You'll belatefor school,” Roger said, poking at the runny yellow of his breakfast egg with hisfork.
“I don’t want to go today.”

Roger smiled brilliantly. “Big night tonight, right? Okay, don’t worry, I'll seethat you' real squared away
with the schoal for today.”

“I think he' sdying, Roger,” Mark said. “I’'m scared he'll dieif we don't feed him something.”

“What, feed him and ruin dl his conditioning?’ Roger got up, dabbing at his chin with his napkin. “ Forget
it, Markie. Reese said absolutdly do not feed the animal, and we' re going along with his arrangements.
He has the whole thing under control. The man may be an egomaniac, but he does see that things get
doneright, and thisis a show that hasto be doneright.

“Did | tdl you? Alan’ sinvited some hotshots from out of town for tonight. He' s so pleased with himsdlf
over it that he' s picking them up himself at the airport. Then he wants to make the preparations with
everybody at hisplace. I'll be coming back ahead of the others to set up some things he hasn't even told
me yet. The performance isn't really due to begin here before nine o' clock. So find yoursalf something to
keep you busy till after dinner, and leave the vampire show to Reese.”

Roger himself spent the morning padding about the gpartment in his bathrobe neatening up, in agtate of
jittery cheerfulnessthat Mark couldn’t bear. Near noon there were phone calls from two of the shops
and Roger had to go out.

The gpartment was no more tolerable with Roger gone than it had been before. It seemed to be empty of
al but Dr. Weyland' s merciless appetite and the dmost palpable agony of Dr. Weyland' sfear.
Overhearing the breskfast conversation as he overheard everything, Dr. Weyland would know the
schedule now, which must make the waiting moreterrible, the hunger more keen.

Mark couldn’'t go down the hal. He fdt like an intruder in the apartment. He walked dowly to the public
library and sat staring into space along time, abook uselessy open on the table in front of him. He
wandered in the park. Around midafternoon he returned to Roger’s.

Dr. Weyland did not seem to have moved at all since morning. Helay silent as death on the collapsed
cot, hislong body bent in sharp angles like a snapped stick, knees and forehead pressed to the wall.

Mark sat down wearily in his own bedroom, trying not to think ahead to the night.

A sound woke himin his chair, ahorn blaring outsde. Even without looking at hiswatch he could tell that
hours had passed. Thelight had changed, dusk was coming on.

Dr. Weyland had moved at last. He sat huddled in a corner of his room, knees raised, head down and



buried in hisfolded arms. Mark could see atremor in his shoulders and in the taut line of hisneck. Hisleft
deeve wastorn, pulled back to hang from the thin bicep, above the crook of the elbow where he had his
face pressed, where his mouth was tight against the tender ingde of the arm with the raised blue
veins—from which he was sucking—drinking—

“Don’t, don't do that!” the boy shrilled. Into his mind flashed the image of atrgpped coyote in the
museum film, chewing off its own foot to escape the stedl jaws and degth by thirst. He saw the mangled
limb, clotted blood and bone—

Heflew down the halway for the key, rushed back, fumbled it into the lock with sweaty, shaking fingers.
Helunged a Weyland, weeping, and with frantic strength beat hisarms down.

Therewas adew of blood on Weyland' s lips, ared smear on one seamed cheek. His eyes were blank
ditsin dark sockets. Mark swallowed nausea and, kneeling, pressed his own arm against the bloody
mouth. Warm bregth flared onto his shrinking skin.

All in one mation, like being hurled down by an ocean tide, he was seized and pinned breathlessto the
floor. There came afaint sing and a surging sensation in hisarm, and then agrowing lightnessin dl his
limbs

Eyestight shut, he cried, “Don’t kill me, please don’t kill me, oh please don’t, please!” He was borne
under, his head full of the wet sound of the vampire swallowing. On arush of terror he screamed, “Oh,
Mom, help!” and beat wildly a Weyland with hisfree hand. Dark spots spattered hisvision.

Silence. With great effort he opened his eyes. He lay alone on the floor of the cdll. The gate was open.

After along, blank time he noticed sounds of locks clicking. Roger cdled him. He could find no strength
to answer. Roger started down the hdl, till calling. Then hisvoice ceased uncertainly, hisfootsteps
paused, retreated, returned more softly. Turning his head, Mark could see Roger hovering outside the
gate, carrying the length of lead pipein hishand.

“Look out,” Mark said. Only no sound came out of him.
“Mark?’ Roger whispered. “ Oh, my God—"

A shadow glided from the doorway of Mark’ s bedroom and a hand reached out and closed on Roger’s
throat. The lead pipe thumped to the floor. As Roger folded the vampire caught him, swayed, did down
againg thewdl, holding him.

Mark struggled to sit up.

In the hallway Weyland sat cross-legged. He had pulled Roger’ s upper body into hislap and wrapped
hislean arms around Roger so that Roger’ s arms were caught to his sdes. The striped blue shirt that
Roger wore was torn open down the front. Roger’ s head hung back nearly to the floor.

Weyland |leaned deeply over him, chest to chest, mouth pressed up under Roger’ s jaw, lips fastened to
Roger’ sthroat. He was drinking not in some blissful dream but fiercdly, ravenoudy, breathing in long,
grateful gasps between swalows.

Roger’ seydidsfluttered. Roger emitted onefaint cry and turned hishead painfully, flinching from the
vampire sgrip. The heds of Roger’ s shoes scratched feebly at the floor.

Weyland pressed closer, working hisjaw to shift and improve hishold, and he drank and drank. Now



Roger’ slegs sagged limp as ropes. Paralyzed with weskness and horror, Mark kept thinking, Thisis
Roger thisis happening to, my Uncle Roger, thisis Roger .

At last the vampireraised his head and met Mark’ s gaze. In Weyland' s haggard face the eyes glittered
keen as stars. He got up abruptly, dumping Roger out of hislap like a brightly wrapped parcel from
which the gift has been removed.

“Youkilled him,” Mark moaned.

“Not yet.” Weyland had the lead pipe in hishands. AsMark lurched to dl fours, trying to rise, he saw
Weyland cock the pipe like agolfer prepared to swing.

“No!” hecried.
“Why not?” The vampire paused, looking a Mark.

Seconds seemed to spin out endlessy. Weyland had not moved. Now he straightened and said, “Very
wdll. Y ou've bought the right. It was as good as paying money.” He put aside the pipe and stepped over
Roger and into the tiny room. Hislong hands descended and gripped Mark’ s shoulders. Mark tried to
twist free, panic risng. He had no strength, and the vampire was astonishingly, appallingly strong.

“Please,” Mark wailed.

“Get up.” Thelean fingers dragged him to hisfeet. “Where does that bedding go? The cot? Put the
pillows and the blanket awvay.” Mark moved duggishly to obey, feding dazed and drowned. Weyland set
about gathering up the cot and brought it out to be stowed at the back of the hall closet. “ Broom and
dustpan,” he said. “ Shopping bag. Paper towels.”

They cleaned up. In the cramped bathroom every surface was wiped down. Toilet articles, used paper
towels and Weyland' s dirty laundry went into the shopping bag. Weyland swept. He carried out the
dustpan, stepping over Roger’ sinert form asif over alog of wood.

Stumbling in hiswake, Mark stopped there, staring at Roger, who lay sprawled face-down on the floor.

Weyland said, “No need to worry about your excitable uncle. HE Il live.” He pulled the gate shut behind
him, and the lock clicked on the empty room.

Mark trailed after Weyland up the hal and through the dark living room. In the brightness of Roger’'s
bedroom, the vampire flung open the wall-length closets. Mark sat dumped on the bed while Weyland
chose a short-deeved shirt of cream white polyester. The rest were clearly impossible: Roger’ s clothes
were sized to asmdler frame.

Weyland glanced at the bedside clock and said, “Wait.”
Blearily Mark saw that the hands showed eight o' clock. Weyland had time to freshen up.

After awhile he emerged from the bathroom looking very much the man of hisbook jacket photograph.
Shaven, washed, brushed, the rumpled dacks neatened by one of Roger’ s belts, he was imposing enough
so that the bedroom dippers on hisfeet were scarcely noticeable.

“My things” hesad. “ Fetch them.”

Mark got the paper bag and gave back the knife. Cards, pencils, even paper clips, Dr. Weyland dipped
it al into histrouser pockets. “ That seemsto be everything | camewith, minusafew coins.” Then he



sad, “Roger keeps money in the house.”

Mark was only distantly sorry for Roger now. He was absorbed in getting his exhausted body to move.
He went into the kitchen, opened the oven door, and pulled out the money box.

Dr. Weyland took dl the bills and change without counting. “ Put the box back. If there' sanything that
you want from your room, go and get it.”

Mark thought of the plansfor Skytown, the shelves of books, the comfortable messiness, dl empty of
comfort now. He thought of Roger lying in the hdl, and he had an impulse to go and help, to do
something—hut what he could do for Roger was aready done. Anything more would be up to

somebody ese.
He shook his head.

“Come, then. Quickly.”

It was cool outsde. Dr. Weyland was dightly unsteady in mounting the steps of the areaway. On the
sdewalk he stopped. “God damn it. My eyeglasses.”

Mark sat on the steps with the shopping bag and waited for him. Trying to run away would be stupid: he
could barely walk.

Thelong shadow fell acrosshim. “Ah,” Dr. Weyland bresthed, head up, tasting the breeze from the west.
“Theriver.”

They walked toward Riverside Drive. Dr. Weyland' s hand rested firmly on Mark’ s shoulder.
“You wereonly pretending,” Mark said.

“Not a al,” sngpped Dr. Weyland. “| pretended nothing: no stoicism, no defiance, nothing.” Broodingly
he added, “I &ft the truth of my condition open to you, in hopes of saving my life—but | was sure| had
lost, because of that one who died. | was sure. Y ou would budge only so far, and | needed to push you
S0 much further.”

They started over the damp grass toward the promenade beside the water. River-smell enveloped them.
“I thought you were dying,” Mark whispered.

“I was” camethe low reply.

“That was red, when you drank—your own—" Mark shuddered.

“Oh yes, that was real. The great temptation has always been just that. It tasted good; you can’t know
how good it was.” The hand on Mark’ s shoulder tightened for an instant. “If you hadn’t stopped me... . . |
wasso hungry .. .”

They crossed the pavement and stopped at therail. There was arustle of rats on the wet rocks below.
Dr. Weyland turned to watch atrio of evening joggers patter past.

Hesad, “Your young blood restored me. Even so, | could only manage Roger because of his excellent
lesson in producing unconsciousness with the pressure of afinger. There' saways something new to
learn. Needlessto say, | never studied lifesaving.”

Mark looked across at Jersey, spangles of light above the black, oily water. Tearswelled in his eyes, and



his breath broke into sobs.

“Stop snuffling,” Dr. Weyland said irritably. “ Y ou’ I attract attention. There' s nothing the matter with you.
As Roger correctly deduced, | am not contagious. | did you no serious damage and Roger will recover,
thanksto you. Y ou saved hislife even before you spoke up for him, just by dulling the edge of my need.”

All Mark’s control was gone. Hiswhole body shook with the force of hiscrying.

The vampire added sharply, “1 told you to stop that. Y ou have work to do. Y ou must use your fertile
imagination to design astory for your mother, something to explain your sudden return from Roger’ sand
whatever ese may come out of al this. Y ou did Skytown; you can do this.”

“You'relying,” Mark blubbered. “Y ou're just going to throw mein theriver anyway, so | can't tell.”

There was abrief, considering pause. “No,” said Dr. Weyland at last. “ Corpses lead to questions.
Besdes, killing you would make no difference. Many people know about me now, athough without my
physica presence the authorities are unlikely to believe any gossip they may hear.

“Y ou must smply go back to your parents, play the innocent, Iet them think Roger tried to turn you on or
whatever other fiction will serve. You livein aculture that treats childhood as a disadvantage; make a
strength of that weakness. Sulk, whine, run away afew timesif they pressyou. Y ou won't be so foolish
asto speak of meat al, unless you wish to spend the remainder of your adolescencein andyss.”

Two women came by, walking their dogs. One of the women gave Dr. Weyland atiny smilein passing.
Mark looked up a him, saw the predatory profile in the lamplight, the intent eyes thoughtfully following
the women. Hefélt tired, chilly, abandoned. Furtively, he wiped hisnose on the front of his shirt.

His arm ached faintly where the vampire had drunk. To have someone spring on you like atiger and suck
your blood with savage and single-minded intensty—how could anybody imagine that was sexy? He
would never forget that moment’ sblinding fear. If sex waslike that, they could keepit.

Thetwo of them were donefor the moment. Dr. Weyland turned and dung the shopping bag into the
river. It bobbed, swirled round dowly twice, and sank.

Mark said, “ Areyou going to go after Alan Reese?’
“No. When heisdeed, | will fill bedive. That suffices”
“What are you going to do?’

“Beginagain,” Dr. Weyland said grimly. “Unless| can invent sometae to keep my present identity aive
and useful. | have my own imagining to do, and then work, agreat deal of work. How do you get back
to your mother’ sfrom here?’

There came no inner recoil. Theterrors of home were gone, burned away by the touch of something
ancient and wild beyond the concerns of thiscity. “I take the subway,” Mark said.

“Have you money?’
Hefdt in hisjeans pocket. He had Carol Kelly’'s payment. “Yes.”

“Of course—the school scribe has his earnings, and agood thing; | need dl that | have. My God, even
thisrank, filthy river smellswonderful after that foul cupboard of aroom!”

Hewas looking past Mark up theriver, turning to sweep his gaze along the bridge to the north and down



the lamplit mouths of the Streets along the Drive. There was an eagernessto thelift of his head that made
Mark think he might smply stride off without another word, so clear was Dr. Weyland' simpatienceto
be away, once more free and secret among men.

Mark shivered, flooded with relief and desolation. Dr. Weyland looked down at him, frowning dightly as
if histhoughts had aready left Mark behind. “Comeon,” he said.

They started back across the narrow park.
“Where are we going?’

“I am waking you to the subway,” the vampire said.

Part I11:
Unicorn Tapestry

“Hold on,” Floriasaid. “1 know what you' re going to say: | agreed not to take any new clientsfor a
while. But wait till | tell you—you' re not going to believe this—firg phone cadl, setting up aniinitia
appointment, he comes out with what hisproblemis: ‘| seem to havefalen victim to adeluson of being a
vampire” ”

“Chrigt H. God!” cried Lucille ddightedly. “ Just like that, over the telephone?’

“When | recovered my gplomb, so to spesk, | told him that | prefer to wait with the details until our first
meseting, which istomorrow.”

They were gitting on the tiny terrace outside the staff room of the clinic, a converted town house on the
upper West Side. FHloria spent three days aweek here and the remaining two in her office on Central
Park South where she saw private clientslike this new one. Lucille, dways gratifyingly responsive, was
Floria' smost vaued professiond friend. Clearly enchanted with Horia s news, she sat eagerly forward in
her chair, eyes wide behind Coke-bottle lenses.

She said, “ Do you suppose he thinks he' sarevivified corpse?’

Below, down at the end of the street, Floria could see two kids skidding their skateboards near aman
who wore awoolen cap and aheavy coat despite the May warmth. He was leaning against awall. He
had been there when Floriahad arrived at the clinic thismorning. If corpses waked, some, not nearly
revivified enough, sood in plain view in New Y ork.

“I'll haveto think of adelicate way to ask,” she said.
“How did he cometo you, this‘vampire’ 7’

“He wasworking in an upstate college, teaching and doing research, and dl of asudden hejust
disappeared—vanished, literaly, without atrace. A month later he turned up herein the city. The faculty
dean at the school knows me and sent him to see me”

Lucille gave her ady look. “ So you thought, aha, do alittle favor for afriend, thislooks classic and easy
to transfer if need be: repressed intellectud blows stack and runs of f with spacey chick, something like
thet.”

“Y ou know metoowdl,” Floriasaid with arueful smile.



“Huh,” grunted Lucille. She spped ginger aefrom achipped white mug. “1 don’t take panicky
middle-aged men anymore; they’ re too depressing. And you shouldn’t be taking this one, intriguing ashe
sounds”

Here comesthe lecture, Floriatold hersdlf.

Lucille got up. Shewas short, heavy, prone to wearing loose garments that swung about her like
ceremonid robes. As she paced, her hem brushed at the flowers starting up in the planting boxes that
rimmed thelittle terrace. “Y ou know damn well thisisjust more overwork you're loading on. Don't take
thisguy; refer him.”

Floriasighed. “1 know, | know. | promised everybody I’d dow down. But you said it yoursdf just a
minute ago—it looked like asimple favor. So what do | get? Count Dracula, for God' s sake! Would you
givethat up?’

Fishing around in one capacious pocket, L ucille brought out a dented package of cigarettesand lit up,
scowling. “Y ou know, when you give me advice | try to take it serioudy. Joking aside, Floria, what am |
supposed to say? I’ ve listened to you moaning for months now, and | thought we' d figured out that what
you need isto shed some pressure, to start saying no—and here you areinsgsting on anew case. You
know what | think: you' re hiding in other peopl€e s problemsfrom alot of your own stuff that you should
be working on.

“Okay, okay, don't glare at me. Be pigheaded. Have you gotten rid of Chubs, at least?” Thiswas
Horid s code name for atroublesome client named Kenny whom she’ d been trying to unload for some
time

Floria shook her head.

“What gives with you? It' sweeks since you swore you' d dump him! Trying to do everything for
everybody iswearing you out. | bet you' re dtill dropping weight. Judging by the very unbecoming circles
under your eyes, deeping isn't going too well, ether. Still no dreams you can remember?”

“Lucille, don’t nag. | don’t want to talk about my hedlth.”

“Wdl, what about his health—Draculd s? Did you suggest that he have a physica before seeing you?
There might be something physiologica—"

“You' re not going to be able to whisk him off to an M.D. and out of my hands,” Floriasaid wryly. “He
told me on the phone that he wouldn't consider either medication or hospitalization.”

Involuntarily, she glanced down at the end of the street. The woolen-capped man had curled up on the
sdewadk at the foot of the building, deeping or passed out or dead. The city was tottering with Sickness.
Compared with that wreck down there and others like him, how sick could this*vampire’ be, with his
cultured baritone voice, his salf-possessed approach?

“And you won't consider handing him off to somebody else,” Lucille said.

“Wel, not until 1 know alittle more. Come on, Luce—wouldn’'t you want at least to know what he looks
like?’

Lucille stubbed out her cigarette againgt the low parapet. Down below a policeman strolled along the
street ticketing the parked cars. He didn’t even look at the man lying at the corner of the building. They
watched his progress without comment. Findly Lucille said, “Well, if you won't drop Dracula, keep me
posted on him, will you?’



He entered the office on the dot of the hour, agaunt but graceful figure. He wasimpressive. Wiry gray
hair, worn short, emphasized the massveness of hisface with itslong jaw, high cheekbones, and granite
cheeks grooved asif by winters of hard weather. His name, typed in caps on theinitial information sheet
that Floria proceeded to fill out with him, was Edward Lewis Weyland.

Crigply, hetold her about the background of the vampire incident, describing in caugtic terms hislife at
Caydin College: the pressures of collegia competition, interdepartmental squabbles, student indifference,
adminigrative bungling. Higtory haslimited use, she knew, since memory digorts; till, if hefelt most
comfortable establishing the setting for hisillness, that was as good away to sart off asany.

At length hisenergy faltered. Hisangular body sank into adump, hisvoice becameflat and tired as he
haltingly worked up to the crucia event: night work at the deep lab, fantasies of blood-drinking ashe
watched the youthful subjects of his dream research dumbering, finally an attempt to act out the fantasy
with a staff member at the college. He had been repul sed; then panic had assailed him. Word would get
out, he'd befired, blacklisted forever. He d bolted. A nightmare period had followed—he offered no
details. When he had come to his senses he' d seen that just what he feared, the ruin of his career, would
come from his running away. So he' d phoned the dean, and now here hewas.

Throughout this recita she watched him diminish from the dignified academic who had entered her office
to ashamed and frightened man hunched in hischair, his hands pulling fitfully at each other.

“What are your hands doing?’ she said gently. He looked blank. She repeated the question.
He looked down &t his hands. “ Struggling,” he said.
“With what?’

“Thewordt,” he muttered. “1 haven't told you the worst.” She had never grown hardened to this sort of
transformation. Hislong fingers busied themsalves fiddling with a button on hisjacket while he explained
painfully that the object of his“attack” at Caydin had been awoman. Not young but handsome and vitd,
she had first caught his attention earlier in the year during afestschrift —an honorary seminar—for a
retiring professor.

A picture emerged of an awkward Weyland, lifelong bache or, seeking thiswoman’ swarmth and
suffering her refusdl. Floriaknew she should bring him out of his past and into his here-and-now, but he
was doing so beautifully on his own that she was|oath to interrupt.

“Did | tdl you there was arapist active on the campus at thistime?’ he said bitterly. “I borrowed a leaf
from hisbook: | tried to take from thiswoman, since shewouldn't give. | tried to take some of her
blood.” He stared at the floor. “What does that mean—to take someone’ s blood?”

“What do you think it means?’

The button, pulled and twisted by hisfretful fingers, came off. He put it into his pocket, theimpulse, she
guessed, of afagtidious nature. “Her energy,” he murmured, “ stolen to warm the aging scholar, the
walking corpse, the vampire—mysdf.”

Hisslence, hisdowncast eyes, hisbent shoulders, al sgnaed aman brought to bay by alifecriss.
Perhaps he was going to be the kind of client therapists dream of and she needed so badly these days: a
client intdligent and sengtive enough, given the companionship of aprofessond listener, to swiftly unravel
hisown menta tangles. Exhilarated by his promisng sart, FHoriarestrained hersdf from trying to build on
it too soon. She made herself tolerate the sillence, which lasted until he said suddenly, “1 notice that you
make no notes as we speak. Do you record these sessions on tape?’



A hint of paranoia, she thought; not unusual . “Not without your knowledge and consent, just as|
won't send for your personnel file from Caydin without your knowledge and consent. | do, however,
write notes after each session asaguide to mysdf and in order to have arecord in case of any confusion
about anything we do or say here. | can promise you that | won’t show my notes or speak of you by
name to anyone—except Dean Sharpe at Caydin, of course, and even then only as much asis gtrictly
necessary—without your written permission. Doesthat satisfy you?’

“I gpologize for my question,” hesaid. “The. . . incident hasleft me. . . very nervous; acondition that |
hope to get over with your help.”

The time was up. When he had gone, she stepped outside to check with Hilda, the receptionist she
shared with four other therapists here at the Centra Park South office. Hilda aways sized up new clients
inthewaiting room.

Of thisone she said, “ Are you sure there' s anything wrong with that guy?1 think I’'minlove.”

Waiting at the office for agroup of clientsto assemble Wednesday evening, Floria dashed off some notes
onthe“vampire.”

Client described incident, background. No history of mental illness, no previous experience of therapy.
Persond history so ordinary you almost don't notice how bareit is; only child of German immigrants,
schooling normd, field work in anthropology, academic posts leading to Caydin College professorship.
Hedlth good, finances adequate, occupation satisfactory, housing pleasant (though presently instdledina
N.Y. hotel); never married, no kids, no family, no religion, socid life gtrictly job-related; leisure—says he
likesto drive. Reaction to question about drinking, but no sgns of acohol problems. Physicaly very
smooth-moving for his age (over fifty) and height; catlike, dert. Some apparent siffnessin the
midsection—dight protective stoop—tightening up of middle age? Paranoiac defensiveness?Voice
pleasant, faint accent (German-speaking childhood at home). Entering therapy condition of consideration
for return to job.

What ardlief: his stuation looked workable with aminimum of strain on hersaf. Now she could defend
to Lucille her decison to do therapy with the“vampire.”

After dl, Lucillewasright. Foriadid have problems of her own that needed attention, primarily her
anxiety and exhaustion since her mother’ s desth more than ayear before. The breakup of Floria's
marriage had caused misery, but not this sort of endless depression. Intellectualy the problem was clear:
with both her parents dead she was left exposed. No one stood any longer between herself and the
inevitability of her own desth. Knowing the source of her fedings didn’t hep: she couldn’t seem to
mobilize the nerve to work on them.

The Wednesday group went badly again. Lisalived once more her experiencesin the European death
camps and everyone cried. Floriawanted to stop Lisa, turn her, extinguish the droning horror of her
voicein illumination and release, but she couldn’t see how to do it. Shefound nothing in hersdf to offer
except some clever ploy out of the professional bag of tricks—dance your anger, have adiaog with
yoursdlf of those days—useful techniques when they flowed organically as part of aliving processin
which the thergpist participated. But thinking out responses that should have been intuitive wouldn't
work. The group and its collective pain paralyzed her. She was a dancer without a choreographer,
knowing al the moves but unable to match them to the music these people made.

Rather than act with mechanical clumsiness she held back, did nothing, and suffered guilt. Oh God, the
smart, experienced people in the group must know how useless she was here.

Going home on the bus she thought about calling up one of the therapists who shared the downtown



office. He had expressed an interest in doing co-therapy with her under student observation. The
Wednesday group might respond well to that. Suggest it to them next time? Having a partner might take
pressure off Floriaand revitalize the group, and if she felt she must withdraw he would be available to
take over. Of course, he might take over anyway and walk off with some of her clients.

Oh boy, terrific, who's paranoid now? Wonderful way to think about a good colleague. God, she
hadn’t even known she was considering chucking the group.

Had the new client, running from his*vampirism,” exposed her own impulseto retreat? Thiswouldn't be
thefirst time that Floriahad obtained help from aclient while attempting to give help. Her old supervisor,
Rigby, said that such mutua aid wasthe only true therapy—the rest was fraud. What a perfectionis, old
Rigby, and what a bunch of young idedlists he'd turned out, all eager to save the world.

Eager, but not necessarily able. Jane Fennerman had once lived in the world, and Floria had been
incompetent to save her. Jane, an absent member of tonight’ s group, was back in the safety of alocked
ward, hazily gliding on whatever tranquilizersthey used there.

Why still mull over Jane?she asked hersdf severely, bracing againgt the bus s lurching hat. Any client
was entitled to drop out of thergpy and commit herself. Nor was thisthe first time that sort of thing had
happened in the course of Horid s career. Only thistime she couldn’t seem to shake free of the resulting
depresson and guilt.

But how could she have hel ped Jane more? How could you offer reassurance thet life was not as
dreadful as Janefdt it to be, that her fears were insubstantia, that each day was not a pit of pain and
danger?

She was taking time during aclient’ s canceled hour to work on notes for the new book. The writing, an
analysis of the vicisstudes of salaried versus private practice, balked her a every turn. Shelonged for an
interruption to distract her circling mind.

Hilda put through acal from Caydin College. It was Doug Sharpe, who had sent Dr. Weyland to her.

“Now that he'sin your capable hands, | can tell people plainly that he' son what we cal * compassonate
leave’ and makethem swalow it.” Doug's voice seemed thinned by the long-distance connection. “Can
you givemeaprdiminary opinion?’

“I need timeto get afed for the Stuation.”

Hesaid, “Try not to take too long. At the moment I’'m holding off pressure to appoint someonein his
place. His enemies up here—and a sharp-tongued bastard like him acquires plenty of those—are trying
to get a search committee authorized to find someone e se for the directorship of the Caydin Center for
the Study of Man.”

“Of People,” she corrected automatically, as she dwaysdid. “What do you mean, ‘bastard’ ? | thought
you liked him, Doug. ‘ Do you want me to have to throw a smart, courtly, old-school gent to Finney or
MaGill? Thosewereyour very words.” Finney was a Freudian with amouth like a pursed-up little
asshole and amind to match, and MaGill was aprima yowler in apadded gym of an office.

She heard Doug tapping at his teeth with apen or pencil. “Well,” hesaid, “I have alot of respect for him,
and sometimes | could cheer him for mowing down some pompous moron up here. | can't deny, though,
that he' s earned a reputation for being an accomplished son-of-a-bitch and tough to work with. Too
damn cold and sdf-sufficient, you know?’



“Mmm,” shesaid. “| haven't seen that yet.”
Hesaid, “You will. How about yourself? How’ sthe rest of your life?’
“Wadll, offhand, what would you say if | told you | was thinking of going back to art school 7’

“What would | say?1’d say bullshit, that’ swhat I’ d say. Y ou’ ve had fifteen years of doing something
you' re good at, and now you want to throw al that out and start over in an areayou haven’t touched
since Studio 101 in college? If God had meant you to be a painter, She' d have sent you to art school in
thefirg place”

“1 did think about art school at thetime.”

“The point isthat you re good at what you do. I’ ve been at the receiving end of your work and | know
what I’'m talking about. By theway, did you seethat piece in the paper about Annie Barnes, from the
group | wasin? That’ s an important appointment. | dways knew she'd wind up in Washington. What I'm
trying to make clear to you isthat your ‘graduates do too well for you to be talking about quitting.

What’ s Morton say about that idea, by the way?’

Mort, a pathologist, was Florid s lover. She hadn't discussed thiswith him, and she told Doug so.
“Y ou’ re not on the outs with Morton, are you?’

“Comeon, Douglas, cut it out. There' s nothing wrong with my sex life, believe me. It' severyplacedse
that’ sgiving metrouble.”

“Jugt gticking my noseinto your business,” hereplied. “What are friendsfor?’

They turned to lighter matters, but when she hung up Horiafelt glum. If her friends were moved to this
sort of probing and kindly advice-giving, she must be inviting help more openly and more urgently than
she'd redlized.

The work on the book went no better. It was asif, afraid to expose her thoughts, she must disarm
criticism by mesting al possible objections beforehand. The book waswel and truly stalled—like
everything € se. She sat sweating over it, wondering what the devil was wrong with her that she was
writing mush. She had two good booksto her name aready. What was this bottleneck with the third?

“But what do you think?” Kenny indsted anxioudy. “ Doesit sound like my kind of job?’
“How do you fed about it?’

“I'mal confused, | told you.”
“Try spesking for me. Give methe advice | would giveyou.”

Heglowered. “ That’ sared cop-out, you know? One part of metalkslike you, and then | have adiaog
with mysdf likeaTV show about asplit persondity. It'sdl methat way; you just St therewhilel do dll
the work. | want something from you.”

Shelooked for the twentieth time at the clock on thefile cabinet. Thistimeit freed her. “Kenny, the
hour’sover.”

Kenny heaved his plump, sulky body up out of hischair. “Y ou don’t care. Oh, you pretend to, but you
don't relly—"



“Next time, Kenny.”

He stumped out of the office. Sheimagined him towing in hiswake the raft of decisons hewastrying to
inveigle her into making for him. Sighing, she went to the window and looked out over the park, filling her
eyes and her mind with the full, fresh green of late spring. Shefdt dismd. In two years of trestment the
Stuation with Kenny had remained astalemate. He wouldn't go to someone else who might be ableto
help him, and she couldn’t bring herself to kick him out, though she knew she must eventualy. His puny
tyranny couldn’t conced how soft and vulnerable heweas. . .

Dr. Weyland had the next gppointment. Floriafound herself pleased to see him. She could hardly have
asked for agreater contrast to Kenny: tal, lean, that august head that made her want to draw him, good
clothes, nice big hands—altogether, a distinguished-looking man. Though he wasinformally dressed in
dacks, light jacket, and tieless shirt, the impression he conveyed was one of impeccable leisure and
reserve. He took not the padded chair preferred by most clients but the wooden one with the cane sest.

“Good afternoon, Dr. Landauer,” he said gravely. “May | ask your judgment of my case?’

“I don’'t regard mysdlf asajudge,” she said. She decided to try to shift their discussion onto afirst-name
bassif possble. Cdling this old-fashioned man by hisfirst name so soon might seem artificid, but how
could they get familiar enough to do theragpy while addressing each other as“Dr. Landauer” and “Dr.
Weyland” liketwo characters out of avaudeville sketch?

“Thisiswhat | think, Edward,” she continued. “We need to find out about this vampire incident—how it
tied into your fedings about yoursdlf, good and bad, at the time; what it did for you that led you to try to
‘be’ avampire even though that was bound to complicate your life terrifically. The more we know, the
closer we can cometo figuring out how to insure that this vampire construct won't be necessary to you

agan.”
“Does this mean that you accept me formaly asaclient?’ he said.
Comes right out and says what’ s on his mind, she noted; no problemthere . “Yes”

“Good. | too have atreatment god in mind. | will need at some point atestimonia from you that my
menta hedlth is sound enough for meto resumework at Caydin.”

Horiashook her head. “I can't guarantee that. | can commit myself to work toward it, of course, Snce
your improved menta hedlth isthe aim of what we do here together.”

“I suppose that answers the purpose for thetime being,” he said. “We can discussit again later on.
Frankly, | find myself eager to continue our work today. I’ ve been feding very much better since | spoke
with you, and | thought last night about what | might tell you today.”

She had the digtinct fedling of being steered by him; how important was it to him , she wondered,to feel
in control? She said, “Edward, my own feding isthat we started out with agood dedl of very useful
verba work, and that now isatimeto try something alittle different.”

He said nothing. He watched her. When she asked whether he remembered his dreams he shook his
head, no.

Shesaid, “I’d likeyou to try to do a dream for me now, awaking dream. Can you close your eyes and
daydream, and tell me about it?’

He closed hiseyes. Strangely, he now struck her asless vulnerable rather than more, asif strengthened
by increased vigilance.



“How do you fed now?’ shesaid.

“Uneasy.” Hiseydidsfluttered. “I didike closng my eyes. What | don't see can hurt me.”
“Who wantsto hurt you?’

“A vampire senemies, of course—mobs of screaming peasants with torches.”

Tranglating into what, she wondered—young Ph.D.s pouring out of the graduate schools panting
for the jobs of older men like Weyland?* Peasants, these days?’

“Whatever their daily work, thereis gtill amgority of the stupid, the violent, and the credul ous, putting
their featherbrained faith in astrology, in this cult or that, in various branches of psychology.”

His sneer a her was unmistakable. Considering her refusd to let him fill the hour his own way, thisdesire
to take aswipe at her was hedlthy. But it required immediate and straightforward handling.

“Edward, open your eyes and tell me what you see.”

He obeyed. “| seeawoman in her early forties,” he said, “clever-looking face, dark hair showing gray;
flesh too thin for her bones, indicating ether vanity or illness;, wearing dacks and arather creased batik
blouse—describable, | think, by the term * peasant style—with afood stain on the left sde.”

Damn! Don't blush.“Does anything besides my blouse suggest a pessant to you?’

“Nothing concrete, but with regard to me, my vampire sdlf, a peasant with atorch iswhat you could
eadly become.”

“I hear you saying that my task isto help you get rid of your delusion, though this process may be painful
and frightening for you.”

Something flashed in his express on—surprise, perhaps darm, something she wanted to get in touch with
before it could sink away out of reach again. Quickly she said, “How do you experience your face a this
moment?’

He frowned. “ As being on the front of my head. Why?’

With arush of anger a herself she saw that she had chosen the wrong technique for reaching that hidden
feding: she had provoked hodtility instead. She said, “Y our face looked to me just now like amask for
conceding what you fed rather than an instrument of expresson.”

He moved restlesdy in the chair, hiswhole physicd attitude tense and guarded. “I don’t know what you

“Will you let metouch you?’ shesad, riang.

His handstightened on the arms of his chair, which protested in a sharp creak. He snapped, “1 thought
thiswasataking cure”

Srong resistance to body work—ease up.*“If you won't let me massage some of the tension out of your
facid muscles, will you try to do it yoursdf?’

“I don’'t enjoy being maderidiculous,” he said, standing and heading for the door, which clapped smartly
to behind him.



She sagged back in her segt; she had mishandled him. Clearly her initid estimation of thisasardétively
easy job had been wrong and had led her to move far too quickly with him. Certainly it was much too
early to try body work. She should have developed afirmer leve of trust first by letting him do more of
what he did s0 easily and so well—talk.

The door opened. Weyland came back in and shut it quietly. He did not sit again but paced about the
room, coming to rest at the window.

“Please excuse my rather childish behavior just now,” he said. “Playing these games of yours brought it
on.”

“It’ sfrudtrating, playing gamesthat are unfamiliar and that you can’t control,” she said. Ashe made no
reply, shewent on in aconciliatory tone, “1’m not trying to bdittle you, Edward. | just need to get us off
whatever track you were taking us down so briskly. My fedling isthat you' re trying hard to regain your
old stability.

“But that’ sthe god, not the sarting point. The only way to reach your god isthrough the process, and
you don't drive the therapy process like atrain. Y ou can only help the process happen, as though you
were helping atree grow.”

“These games are part of the process?’

“yes”

“And neither you nor | control the games?’

“Thet'sright.”

He considered. “ Suppose | agreeto try this process of yours, what would you want of me?’

Observing him carefully, she no longer saw the anxious scholar bravely struggling back from madness.
Here was adifferent sort of man—armored, cdculating. She didn’t know just what the change signaled,
but she felt her own excitement stirring, and that meant she was on the track of—something.

“I haveahunch,” she said dowly, “that this vampirism extends further back into your past than you've
told me and possibly right up into the present aswell. | think it’ s ill with you. My style of therapy
stresses dedling with the now at least as much asthe then; if the vampirism is part of the present, dedling
with it on that basisiscrucia.”

Silence.

“Can you talk about being avampire: being one now?’
“Youwon't likeknowing,” he said.

“Edward, try.”

Hesad, “I hunt.”

“Where? How? What sort of victims?’

Hefolded hisarms and leaned his back against the window frame. “Very wel, snceyouindst. There are
anumber of possbilities herein the city in summer. Those too poor to own air-conditioners deep out on

rooftops and fire escapes. But often, I’ ve found, their blood is sour with drugs or liquor. The sameistrue
of progtitutes. Bars are full of accessible people but aso full of smoke and noise, and there too the blood



isfouled. | must choose my hunting grounds carefully. Often | go to openings of gdleries or evening
museum shows or department stores on their late nights—places where women may be approached.”

And take pleasurein it, shethought,if they' re out hunting also—for acceptable male
companionship. Yet he said he's never married. Explore where thisis going. “Only women?’

He gave her asardonic glance, asif shewere adightly brighter student than he had at first assumed.

“Hunting women isliable to be time-consuming and expensive. The best hunting isin the part of Centra
Park they cdl the Ramble, where homaosexua men seek encounterswith others of their kind. | walk there
too, at night.”

Floria caught afaint sound of conversation and laughter from the waiting room; her next client had
probably arrived, sheredized, looking reluctantly at the clock. “I’m sorry, Edward, but our time seems
to be—"

“Only amoment more,” he said coldly. Y ou asked; permit meto finish my answer. Inthe Ramble find
someone who does’t reek of alcohal or drugs, who seems hedlthy, and who is not ingstent on * hooking
up’ right there among the bushes. | invite such aman to my hotel. He judges me sife, at least: older,
weaker than heis, unlikely to turn out to be a dangerous maniac. So he comesto my room. | feed on his
blood.

“Now, | think, our timeisup.”
He walked out.

She sat torn between rgjoicing at his admisson of the delusion’ s persistence and dismay that his condition
was S0 much worse than she had first thought. Her hope of having an easy time with him vanished. His
initia presentation had been just that—a performance, an act. Forced to abandon it, he had dumped on
her thislump of material, too much—and too strange—to takein dl at once.

Her next client liked the padded chair, not the wooden one that Weyland had sat in during the first part of
the hour. Floria gtarted to move the wooden one back. The armrests came away in her hands.

She remembered him gtarting up in protest againgt her proposal of touching him. The grip of hisfingers
had fractured thejoints, and the shafts now lay in splinters on thefloor.

Floriawandered into Lucille€ sroom &t the clinic after the staff meeting. Lucille waslying on the couch
with awet cloth over her eyes.

“I thought you |ooked green around the gillstoday,” Horiasaid. “What' swrong?’

“Big bash last night,” said Lucillein sepulchra tones. “| think | fed about the way you do after asesson
with Chubs. Y ou haven't gotten rid of him yet, have you?’

“No. | had him lined up to see Marty instead of me last week, but damned if he didn’t show up a my
door at hisusud time. It'salost cause. What | wanted to talk to you about was Dracula.”

“What about him?’

“He s smarter, tougher, and sicker than | thought, and maybe I’ m even less competent than | thought,
too. He saready walked out on me once—I amost lost him. | never took a coursein treating monsters.”

Lucille groaned. “ Some daysthey' real mongers.” Thisfrom Lucille, who worked longer hoursthan



anyone ese at the clinic, to the despair of her husband. Shelifted the cloth, refolded it, and placed it
carefully across her forehead. “ And if | had ten dollarsfor every client who' swaked out onme. . . Tell
you what: I'll trade you Madame X for him, how’ sthat? Remember Madame X, with the jangling
bracelets and the parakeet eye makeup and the phobia about dogs? Now she's phobic about things
dropping on her out of the sky. Just wait—it’ll turn out that one day when she was three adog trotted by
and pissed on her leg just as an over-passing pigeon shat on her head. What are we doing in this
busness?’

“God knows.” FHorialaughed. “But am | in this business these days—I mean, in the sense of practicing
my so-called skills? Blocked with my group work, beating my brains out on abook that won't go, and
doing something—I"m not sureit’ s therapy—with avampire. . . Y ou know, once | had this sort of
natura choreographer inside mysdf that hardly let me put afoot wrong and aways knew how to correct
amisgtakeif | did. Now that’ sgone. | fed asif I'm just going through alot of mechanica motions.
Whatever | had once that made me useful asatherapigt, I'velost it.”

Ugh, she thought, hearing the descent of her voice into atone of gloomy self-pity.

“WEéll, don't complain about Dracula,” Lucillesaid. *'Y ou were the one who indgsted on taking him on. At
least he/ sgot you concentrating on his problem instead of just wringing your hands. Aslong asyou' ve
darted, stay with it—illumination may come. And now I’ d better change the ribbon in my typewriter and
get back to reviewing Silverman’ slatest bestsdller on saf-shrinking while I’ m fegling mean enough to do
itjugtice.” Shegot up gingerly. “ Stick around in case | faint and fdl into the wastebasket.”

“Luce, thiscaseiswhat I’d liketo try to write about.”

“Dracula?’ Lucille pawed through a desk drawer full of paper clips, pens, rubber bands, and old
lipsticks.

“Dracula. A monograph . . ."

“Oh, | know that game: you scribble down everything you can and then read what you wrote to find out
what’ s going on with the client, and with luck you end up publishing. Great! But if you are going to
publish, don’t piddle this away on adinky paper. Do abook. Here' syour subject, instead of those
depressing satistics you' ve been killing yoursdf over. Thisoneisredly exciting—a case study to put on
the shelf next to Freud’ s own wolf-man, have you thought of that?’

Horialiked it. “What abook that could be—fameif not fortune. Notoriety, most likely. How in theworld
could I convince our colleaguesthat it slegit? There salot of vampire stuff around right now—yplayson
Broadway and TV, books al over the place, movies. They’ll say I'm just trying to ride the coattails of a
fad”

“No, no, what you do is show how thisguy’ sdelusonisrelated to the fad. Fascinating.” Lucille, having
found aribbon, prodded doubtfully at the exposed innards of her typewriter.

“Suppose | fictionalizeit,” Floriasaid, “under a pseudonym. Why not ride the popular wave and be free
inwhat | can say?’

“Listen, you' ve never written aword of fictioninyour life, have you?’ Lucillefixed her with abloodshot
gaze. “ There sno evidence that you could turn out abestselling nove. On the other hand, by thistime
you have atrained memory for accurately reporting theragpeutic transactions. That’ sa strength you' d be
foolish to waste. A solid professiona book would be terrific—and afesther in the cap of every womanin
the field. Just make sure you get good lega advice on disguising your Dracula sidentity well enough to
avoid libd.”



The cane-seated chair wasn't worth repairing, so she got itstwin out of the bedroom to put in the office
inits place. Puzzling: by his history Weyland was fifty-two, and by his gppearance no muscle man. She
should have asked Doug—but how, exactly?“By the way, Doug, was Weyland ever acircus strong man
or ablacksmith? Does he secretly pump iron?” Ask the client himself—but not yet.

Sheinvited some of the younger staff from the clinic over for asmal party with afew of her outside
friends. It was agood evening; they were not a heavy-drinking crowd, which meant the conversation
stayed intelligent. The guests drifted about the long living room or stood in twos and threes at the
windows looking down on West End Avenue asthey taked.

Mort came, warming the room. Fresh from a session with some amateur chamber-music friends, he il
glowed with the pleasure of making his cdlo sing. His own voice was unexpectedly light for so large a
man. Sometimes Floria thought that the deep throb of the cello was histrue voice.

He stood beside her talking with some others. There was no need to lean againgt his comfortable bulk or
to have him put hisarm around her waist. Their intimacy was long-standing, an effortless pleasurein each
other that required neither demonstration nor conceal ment.

Hewas easly diverted from music to his next favorite topic, the strengths and skills of athletes.

“Here saquestion for apaper I'm thinking of writing,” Foriasaid. “Could atal, lean man be
exceptiondly strong?’

Mort rambled on in histhoughtful way. His answer seemed to be no.

“But what about chimpanzees?” put in ayoung clinician. “I went with aguy once who wasan anima
handler for TV, and he said athree-month-old chimp could demolish astrong man.”

“It'sdl physical conditioning,” somebody ese said. “Modern people are soft.”

Mort nodded. “Human beingsin general are weakly made compared to other animals. It' saquestion of
muscle insertions—the angles of how the muscles are attached to the bones. Some angles give better
leverage than others. That’s how aleopard can bring down amuch bigger animal than itself. It hasa
muscular structure that givesit tremendous strength for its streamlined build.”

Floriasaid, “1f aman were built with muscle insertions like aleopard's, he' d look pretty odd, wouldn’t
I,.E?!

“Not to an untrained eye,” Mort said, sounding bemused by an inner vision. “And my God, what an
athlete he/ d make—can you imagine aguy in the decathlon who' s as strong as aleopard?’

When everyone else had gone Mort stayed, as he often did. Jokes about insertions, muscular and
otherwise, soon led to sounds more expressive and more animd, but afterward Foriadidn’t fed like
resting snuggled together with Mort and talking. When her body stopped racing, her mind turned to her
new client. She didn’t want to discuss him with Mort, so she ushered Mort out as gently as she could and
sat down by herself at the kitchen table with aglass of orangejuice.

How to approach the reintegration of Weyland the eminent, gray-haired academic with the rebellious
vampire-self that had smashed hislife out of shape?

She thought of the broken chair, of Weyland' s big hands crushing the wood. Old wood and dried-out
glue, of course, or he never could have done that. He was aman, after all, not aleopard.



The day before the third session Weyland phoned and |eft amessage with Hilda: he would not be coming
to the office tomorrow for his gppointment, but if Dr. Landauer were agreeable she would find him at
their usual hour at the Central Park Zoo.

Am | going to let him move me around from here to there?shethought.| shouldn’t—but why fight
it? Give him some leeway, see what opens up in a different setting. Besides, it was abeautiful day,
probably the last of the sweet May westher before the summer stickiness descended. She gladly cut
Kenny short so that she would have timeto walk over to the zoo.

There was afair crowd there for aweekday. Well-groomed young matrons pushed clean, floppy babies
in strollers. Weyland she spotted at once.

Hewasleaning againgt the railing that enclosed the seds shelter and their murky green pool. Hisjacket,
dung over his shoulder, draped degantly down hislong back. Floria thought him rather dashing and
faintly foreign-looking. WWomen who passed him, she noticed, tended to glance back.

He looked at everyone. She had the impression that he knew quite well that she was walking up behind
him.

“Qutdoors makes a nice change from the office, Edward,” she said, coming to therail beside him. “But
there must be more to thisthan alonging for fresh air.” A fat sed lay in sculptura grace on the concrete,
eyeshblissfully shut, fur drying in the sun to atrand ucent water-color umber.

Weyland straightened from therail. They walked. He did not look at the animals; his eyes moved
continually over the crowd. He said, * Someone has been watching for me a your office building.”

“Who?’

“There are severd possbilities. Pah, what a slench—though humans caged in similar circumstances smell
asbad.” He sidestepped a couple of shrieking children who were fighting over aballoon and headed out
of the zoo under themusica clock.

They waked the uphill path northward through the park. By extending her own stride alittle Floriafound
that she could comfortably keep pace with him.

“Isit peasantswith torches?” she said. * Following you?’
He said, “What achildish idea.”

All right, try another tack, then: “Y ou were teling melast time about hunting in the Ramble. Can we
return to that?’

“If you wish.” He sounded bored—a defense? Surely—she was certain this must be the right
reading—surely his problem was atransmutation into “vampire” fantasy of an unacceptable aspect of
himsdlf. For men of his generation the confrontation with homosexud drives could be devastating.

“When you pick up someonein the Ramble, isit apaid encounter?’
“Usudly.”
“How do you fed about having to pay?’ She expected resentment.

He gave afaint shrug. “Why not? Otherswork to earn their bread. | work, too, very hard, in fact. Why
shouldn’t | use my earningsto pay for my sustenance?’



Why did he never play the expected card? Baffled, she paused to drink from afountain. They walked on.
“Onceyou' ve got your quarry, how do you . . .” Shefumbled for aword.

“Attack?’ he supplied, unperturbed. “ There' s a place on the neck, here, where pressure can interrupt the
blood flow to the brain and cause unconsciousness. Getting close enough to apply that pressureisn’t
difficult.”

“Y ou do thisbefore, or after any sexud activity?’

“Before, if possble” hesaid aridly, “and instead of.” He turned aside to stalk up adopeto agranite
outcrop that overlooked the path they had been following. There he settled on his haunches, looking
back the way they had come. Floria, glad she' d worn dackstoday, sat down near him.

He didn’t seem devastated—anything but. Press him, don’t let him get by on cool. “Do you often prey
on men in preference to women?’

“Certainly. | takewhat is easiest. Men have dways been more access ble because women have been
walled away like prizes or so physically impoverished by repeated childbearing asto be unhedthy prey
for me. All this has begun to change recently, but gay men are till the sSmplest quarry.” While shewas
recovering from her surprise at his unforeseen and weirdly skewed awareness of femae history, he
added suavely, “How carefully you control your expression, Dr. Landauer—no trace of disapprova.”

She did disapprove, she redlized. Shewould prefer him not to be committed sexually to men.Oh, hell.

Hewent on, “Y et no doubt you see me as one who victimizes the aready victimized. Thisistheworld's
way. A wolf brings down the stragglers at the edges of the herd. Gay men are denied thefull protection
of the human herd and are at the same time embol dened to make themsalves known and available.

“On the other hand, unlike the wolf | can feed without killing, and these particular victims pose no threat
to me that would cause meto kill. Outcasts themselves, even if they comprehend my true purpose among
them they cannot effectively accuse me.”

God, how neatly, completely, and ruthlessly he distanced the homosexual community from
himself!“ And how do you fed, Edward, about their purposes—their sexua expectations of you?’

“Thesameway | fed about the sexua expectations of women whom | choose to pursue: they don't
interest me. Besides, once my hunger isactive, sexua arousd isimpossible. My physica

unresponsi veness seems to surprise no one. Apparently impotence is expected in agray-haired man,
which suitsmy intention.”

Some kids carrying radios swung past below, trailing ajumble of amplified thump, wall, and jabber.
Floriagazed after them unseeingly, thinking, astonished again, that she had never heard a man speak of
his own impotence with such coal indifference. She had induced him to talk about his problem dl right.
He was spesking asfredy ashe had in thefirst sesson, only thistime it was no act. He was drowning her
in more than she had ever expected or for that matter wanted to know about vampirism. What the hell:
she was listening, she thought she understood—what was it al good for?Time for some cold reality
she thought; see how far he can carry all thisincredible detail. Give the whole structure a shove.

Shesad, “Youredize, I'm sure, that people of either sex who make themsalves so easily available are
asoliableto be carriers of disease. When was your last medical checkup?’

“My dear Dr. Landauer, my first medical checkup will be my last. Fortunately, | have no great need of
one. Most seriousillnesses—hepatitis, for example—reveal themsalvesto me by aquality in the odor of



thevictim’'sskin. Warned, | abstain. When | do fal ill, as occasiondly happens, | withdraw to some
place where | can heal undisturbed. A doctor’ s attentions would be more dangerous to me than any
disease”

Eyes on the path bel ow, he continued camly, *Y ou can see by looking a me that there are no obvious
cluesto my unique nature. But believe me, an examination of any depth by even ahaf-deeping medica
practitioner would reveal some darming deviations from the norm. | take painsto stay hedthy, and |
seem to be gifted with an exceptionally hardy condtitution.”

Fantasies of being unique and physically superior; take himto the other pole.“I’d likeyou to try
something now. Will you put yoursef into the mind of aman you contact in the Ramble and describe your
encounter with him from his point of view?”

He turned toward her and for some moments regarded her without expression. Then he resumed his
aurveillance of the path. “1 will not. Though | do have enough empathy with my quarry to enable meto
hunt efficiently, | must draw the line a erasing the necessary distance that keeps prey and predator
diginct.

“And now | think our ways part for today.” He stood up, descended the hillside, and walked beneath
some low-canopied trees, histall back stooped, toward the Seventy-Second Street entrance of the park.

Floriaarose more dowly, aware suddenly of her shallow breathing and the swesat on her face. Back to
reality or what remained of it. She looked a her watch. She was late for her next client.

Floriacouldn’t deep that night. Barefoot in her bathrobe she paced the living room by lamplight. They
had sat together on that hill asisolated asin her office—more S0, because there was no Hildaand no
phone. He was, she knew, very strong, and he had sat close enough to her to reach out for that
paralyzing touch to the neck—

Just suppose for aminute that Weyland had been brazenly telling the truth al along, counting on her to
treat it asadelusion because on the face of it the truth wasinconceivable.

Jesus, shethought,if I’ m thinking that way about him, this therapy is more out of control than |
thought. What kind of therapist becomes an accomplice to the client’ s fantasy? A crazy therapist,
that’ s what kind.

Frustrated and confused by the turmoail in her mind, she wandered into the workroom. By morning the
floor was covered with sheets of newsprint, each broadly marked by her felt-tipped pen. Floriasat in the
midst of them, gritty-eyed and hungry.

She often approached problems thisway, harking back to art training: turn off the thinking, put hand to
paper and see what the deeper, less verbally sophigticated parts of the mind have to offer. Now that her
dreams had deserted her, thiswas her only accessto those levels.

The newsprint sheets were covered with rough representations of Weyland' sface and form. Across
severd of them were scrawled words: “ Dear Doug, your vampireisfine, it’syour ex-thergpist who's off
therails. Warning: therapy can be dangerousto your hedlth. Especialy if you are the therapist. Beautiful
vampire, awaken to me. Am | redly ready to take on alegendary monster? Give up—refer this one out.
Do your job—work isagood doctor.”

That last one sounded pretty good, except that doing her job was precisaly what she wasfedling so
shaky about these days.



Here was another message: “How come this attraction to someone so scary?’ Oh ho , she thought,is that
areal feding or an aimless reaction out of the body’ s early-morning hormone peak? You don’t
want to confuse honest libido with mere biological clockwork.

Deborah caled. Babies cried in the background over the Scotch Symphony. Nick, Deb’ s husbhand, was
amusicologist with fervent opinions on music and nothing else.

“WEe Il beintown alittle later in the summer,” Deborah said, “just for afew days at the end of July.
Nicky has this seminar-convention thing. Of course, it won't be easy with the babies. . . | wondered if
you might sort of coordinate your vacation so you could spend alittle time with them?”

Baby-sit, that meant. Damn. Cute as they were and all that, damn! Floriagritted her teeth. Vidits
from Deb were difficult. FHoriahad been so proud of her bright, hard-driving daughter, and then suddenly
Deborah had dropped her studies and rushed to embrace all the dangers that Floria had warned her
againgt: aromantic, too-young marriage, instant breeding, no preparation for self-support, the works.
Wéll, to each her own, but it was so wearing to have Deb around playing the empty-headedhausfrau .

“Let methink, Deb. I'd loveto seedl of you, but I’ ve been considering spending a couple of weeksin
Mainewith your Aunt Nonnie.” God knows | need a real vacation , she thought,though the peace and
quiet up thereis hard for a city kid like me to take for long . Still, Nonnie, FHoria syounger Ster,
was good company. “Maybe you could bring the kids up there for acouple of days. There€ sroom in that
great barn of aplace, and of course Nonni€' d be happy to have you.”

“Oh, no, Mom, it' s so dead up there, it drives Nick crazy—don't tell Nonnie | said that. Maybe Nonnie
could come down to the city instead. Y ou could cancel adate or two and we could dl go to Coney
Idand together, thingslike that.”

Kid things, which would drive Nonnie crazy and Floriatoo, beforelong. “1 doubt she could manage,”
Floriasaid, “but I'll ask. Look, hon, if | do go up there, you and Nick and the kids could stay here at the
gpartment and save some money.”

“We haveto be a the hotel for the seminar,” Deb said shortly. No doubt she wasfeding just asimpatient
as Horiawas by now. “And the kids haven't seen you for along time—it would beredly niceif you
could stay in the city just for afew days.”

“Well try to work something out.” Alwaysworking something out. Concord never comes
naturally—first we have to butt heads and get pissed off. Each time you call | hopeit’ll be
different , Floriathought.

Somebody shrieked for “aly,” jdly that would be, in the background—Floriafelt asudden rush of
warmth for them, her grandkidsfor God' s sake. Having been ayoung mother hersdlf, she was till young
enough to redly enjoy them (and to fight with Deb about how to bring them up).

Deb was starting an awkward goodbye. Floriareplied, put the phone down, and sat with her head back
againg the flowered kitchen wal paper, thinking, Why do | feel so rotten now? Deb and | aren’t close,
no comfort, seldom friends, though we were once. Have | said everything wrong, made her think |
don’t want to see her and don’t care about her family? What does she want from me that | can’t
seem to give her? Approval? Maybe she thinks | still hold her marriage against her. Well, 1 do,
sort of. What right have | to be critical, me with my divorce? What terrible things would she say
to me, would | say to her, that we take such care not to say anything important at all?

“I think today we might go into sex,” she said.



Weyland responded dryly, “Might we indeed. Doesit titillate you to wring confessions of solitary vice
from men of mature years?’

Oh no you don'’t, she thought. You can’'t sidestep so easily. “Under what circumstances do you find
yoursdf sexudly aroused?’

“Most usudly upon waking from deep,” he said indifferently.

“What do you do about it?’

“The sameas othersdo. | am not acripple, | have hands.”

“Do you have fantasies at these times?’

“No. Women, and men for that matter, gpped to mevery little, elther in fantasy or redity.”
“Ah—what about female vampires?’ she said, trying not to sound arch.

“I know of none.”

Of course: the neatest out in the book.“ They’ re not needed for reproduction, | suppose, because
people who die of vampire bites become vampires themselves.”

He said tedtily, “Nonsense. | am not acommunicable disease.”

S0 he had left an enormous hole in his construct. She headed straight for it: “Then how does your kind
reproduce?’

“I havenokind, sofar as| am aware,” he said, “and | do not reproduce. Why should I, when | may live
for centuries dtill, perhgpsindefinitely? My sexud equipment is clearly only detailed biologica mimicry, a
form of protective coloration.” How beautiful, how simple a solution , she thought, full of admirationin
spite of hersdf. “Do | occasondly detect anote of prurient interest in your questions, Dr. Landauer?
Something akin to stopping at the cage to watch the tigers mate at the zoo?’

“Probably,” she said, fedling her face heat. He had a great backhand return shot there. “How do you fedl
about that?’

He shrugged.

“Toreturnto the point,” she said. “Do | hear you saying that you have no urge whatever to engagein
sexud intercourse with anyone?’

“Would you mate with your livestock?’
His matter-of-fact arrogance took her breath away. She said weakly, “Men have reportedly done s0.”

“Driven men. | am not driven in that way. My sex urgeisof low frequency and iseasly dedt with
unaided—although | occasionally engage in copulation out of the necessity to keep up appearances. | am
capable, but not—like humans—obsessed.”

Was he sinking into lunacy before her eyes?“| think | hear you saying,” she said, striving to keep her
voice neutrd, “that you' re not just aman with aunique way of life. | think | hear you saying that you're
not humana al.”

“I thought that thiswas dready clear.”



“And that there are no otherslike you.”

“Nonethat | know of.”

“Then—you see yoursdlf aswhat? Some sort of mutation?’

“Perhaps. Or perhaps your kind are the mutation.”

She saw disdain in the curl of hislip. “How does your mouth fed now?’
“The corners are drawn down. Thefedling is contempt.”

“Can you let the contempt spesk?’

He got up and went to stand at the window, positioning himsdlf dightly to one side asif to stay hidden
from the Street below.

“Edward,” she said.

Helooked back at her. “Humans are my food. | draw thelife out of their veins. Sometimes| kill them. |
am greater than they are. Y et | must spend my time thinking about their habits and their drives, scheming
to avoid the dangers they pose—I hate them.”

Shefdt the hatred like adry hest radiating from him.God, he really lived all this! She had tapped into a
furnace of fedling. And now? The sensation of triumph wavered, and she grabbed at anext move hit him
with reality now, while he's burning.

“What about blood banks?’ she said. “Y our food is commercidly available, so why al the complication
and danger of the hunt?’

“Y ou mean | might turn my effortsto piling up afortune and buying blood by the case? That would
certainly makefor an eader, lessrisky lifein the short run. | could fit quite comfortably into modern
society if | became just another consumer.

“However, | prefer to keep the mechanics of my survivd firmly in my own hands. After al, | can’t afford
to lose my hunting skills. In two hundred years there may be no blood banks, but | will still need my
food.”

Jesus, you set him a hurdle and he just flies over it. Are there no weaknesses in all this, has he no
blind spots? Look at his tension—go back to that.Floriasaid, “What do you fed now in your body?’

“Tightness.” He pressed his spread fingersto his abdomen.
“What are you doing with your hands?’

“I put my handsto my stomach.”

“Can you speek for your ssomach?’

“‘Feed meor die’ " he snarled.

Elated again, she closed in: “And for yoursdf, in answer?’

“ “Will you never be satisfied? ” Heglared at her. *'Y ou shouldn’t seduce meinto quarreling with the
terms of my own existence!”



“Y our ssomach isyour existence,” she paraphrased.

“The gut determines,” he said harshly. “ That fird, everything else after.”
“Say,‘lresent...’”

He held to atense silence.

“*I resent the power of my gut over my life, ” shesaid for him.

He stood with an abrupt motion and glanced at hiswatch, an elegant flash of dim silver on hiswrigt.
“Enough,” hesaid.

That night at home she began a set of notes that would never enter hisfile at the office, notes toward the
proposed book.

Couldn’'t doiit, couldn’t get properly into the sex thing with him. Everything shoots off in dl directions. His
vampire concept so thoroughly worked out, find mysdlf haf believing sometimes—my own childish
fantasy-response to his powerful desth-avoidance, contact-avoidance fantasy. L ose professiond distance
every time—isthat what scares me about him? Don't redlly want to shatter hisdelusion (my lifeamess,
what right to tear down others' patterns?)—so seeit asred? Wonder how much of “vampirism” he acts
out, how far, how often. Something attractive in his purely sdlfish, predatory slance—the lure of the grest
outlaw.

Told metoday quite coolly about aman he killed recently—inadvertently—»by drinking too much from
him.Isit fantasy? Of course—the victim, he thinks, was a college student. Breathes there a professor who
hasn't dreamed of murdering some representative youth, retdiation for years of classroom frustration?
Spesks of teaching with acerbic humor—amuses him to work at cultivating the minds of those he regards
grictly asbodies, containers of his sustenance. He shows the alienness of full-blown psychopathology,
poor bastard, plus clean-cut logic. Suggested he find another job (assuming hisdelusion at least in part
related to pressures at Caydlin); hisfantasy-persona, the vampire, more redlistic than | about
job-switching:

“For aman of my apparent ageit’ s not so easy to make such achangein thesetight times. | might have
to take aposition lower on the ladder of *success' asyou people assessit.” Statusisimportant to him?
“Certainly. An eccentric professor is one thing; an eccentric pipe-fitter, another. And | like good cars,
which are expengve to own and run.” Then, thoughtful addition, “ Although there are advantagesto a
ampler, lessvishlelife” Herefusesto discuss other “jobs’ from former “lives.” We are degp into the
fantasy—where the hell going? Damn right | don’t control the “ games’—jpreplanned therapeutic
strategies get whirled away as soon as we begin. Nerve-wracking.

Tried again to have him take the part of his enemy-victim, peasant with torch. Asked if hefelt himsdif
regjecting that point of view? Frosty reply: “Naturdly. The peasant’ s point of view isin no way my own.
I"ve been reading in your field, Dr. Landauer. Y ou work from the Gestdt orientation—" Origindly yes, |
corrected; eclectic now. “But you do proceed from the theory that | am projecting some aspect of my
own fedlings outward onto others, whom | then treat as my victims. Y our purpose then must beto
maneuver meinto accepting as my own the projected ‘victim' aspect of mysdf. Thisintegration is
supposed to effect the freeing of energy previoudy locked into maintaining the projection. All thisisan
interesting ingght into the nature of ordinary human confusion, but I am not an ordinary human, and | am
not confused. | cannot afford confusion.” Felt sympathy for him—telling me he' safraid of having own
internal confusions exposed in therapy, too threatening. Keep chipping away at delusion, though with
what prospect? It's so complex, deep-seated.



Returned to his phrase“my apparent age.” He asserts he has lived many human lifetimes, dl details
forgotten, however, during periods of suspended animation between lives. Perhaps sensing my skepticism
at such handy amnesia, grew cool and distant, claimed to knowv little about the hibernation processitself:
“The essence of thisstateisthat | deep through it—hardly anided condition for making scientific
observations.”

Edward thinks hisbody synthesizes vitamins, minerals (asdl our bodies synthesize vitamin D), even
proteins. Describes unique design he deducesin himsdlf: specid intestina microfauna plus superefficient
body chemistry extracts enough energy to live on from blood. Damn good mileage per calorie, too.
(Recall observabletension, first interview, at question about drinking—my note on possible a cohol
problem!)

Speak for blood: “ *Lacking me, you have no life. | flow to the heart’ s soft drumbest through lightless
prisonsof flesh. | amrich, | am nourishing, | am difficult to attain.” ” Stunned to find him positively lyrica
on subject of his“food.” Drew attention to whispering voice of blood. “ *Yes. | am secret, hidden
benesath the surface, patient, Slent, steady. | work unnoticed, an unseen thread of vitdity running from age
to age—beautiful, efficient, sdf-renewing, self-cleansing, warm, filling—' ” Couldsee him getting worked
up. Findly he stood: “My appetiteis pressing. | must leaveyou.” And hedid.

Sat and trembled for five minutes after.

New development (or new perception?): he sometimes comes across very unsophisticated about own
fedings—| ets me pursue subjects of extremeintensity and ddlicacy to him.

Asked him to daydream—a hunt. (Hands—mine—shaking now as | write. God. What asession.) He
told of picking up awoman at poetry reading, 92nd Street Y—hasN.Y.C. al worked out, circulatesto
avoid too much notice any one spot. Spoke easily, eyes shut without observable strain: chooses from
audience aredhead in glasses, dress with drooping neckline (ease of access), no perfume (strong smells
bother him). Approaches during intermission, encouraged to see her fanning away smoke of others
cigarettes—meaning she doesn't smoke, hedlth sign. Agreed in not enjoying the reading, they adjourn
together to coffee shop.

“She askswhether I'm ateacher,” he says, eyes shut, mouth amused. “My clothes, glasses, manner dl
suggest this, and | emphasize the impression—it reassures. She' sacopy editor for a publishing house.
We tak about books. The waiter brings her agummy-looking pastry. Asanon-eater, | pay little
attention to the quality of restaurants, so | must gpologize to her. She waves this away—is engrossed, or
pretending to be engrossed, intalk.” A longish diaog between interested woman and Edward doing
shy-lonesome-scholar act—dead wife, competitive young colleagues who don’t understand him, quarrels
in professond journaswith big shotsin hisfiedd—averson of what hefirgt told me. She' s attracted (of
course—lanky, rough-cut eegance plus hints of vulnerability dl very adluring, asintended). He offersto
take her home.

Tensionin hisbody at this point in narrative—spine clear of chair back, hands braced on thighs. “She
settles beside mein the back of the cab, talking about problems of her own career—illegible manuscripts
of Biblica length, mulish editors, suicidd authors—and | make comforting comments; | lean nearer and
put my arm aong the back of the seet, behind her shoulders. Traffic isheavy, we move dowly. Thereis
time to make my med herein thetaxi and avoid atedious extension of the Situation into her apartment—if
| move soon.”

How do you fed?



“Eager,” he says, voice husky. “My hunger is so roused | can scarcely restrain mysdlf. A powerful
hunger, not like yours—mine compels. | embrace her shoulderslightly, make kindly-uncle remarks,
treading that fine line between the game of seduction she percelves and the game of friendly interest |
pretend to affect. My real purpose underliesal: what | say, how | look, every gestureis part of the stalk.
Thereisan added excitement, and fear, because I’ m doing my hunting in the presence of athird
person—~behind the cabby’ s head.”

Could scarcely bresthe. Studied him—intent face, masklike with closed eyes, nogtrils dightly flared; legs
tensed, hands clenched on knees. Whispering: “1 press the place on her neck. She sarts, sighsfaintly,
dlently drops against me. In the stale stench of the cab’ sinterior, with the ticking of the meter in my ears
and the mutter of the radio—I take hold here, at the tenderest part of her throat. Sound subsides into the
background—I fed the sweet blood beating under her skin, | taste sdlt at the moment before |—strike.
My sdivathins her blood so that it flows out, | draw the blood into my mouth swiftly, swiftly, before she
can wake, beforewe can arrive. . .”

Trailed off, sat back loosely in chair—saw him swdlow. “Ah. | feed.” Heard him sigh. Managed to ask
about physica sensation. Hislow murmur, “Warm. Heavy, here—" touches his belly “—in a pleasant
way. The good taste of blood, tart and rich, in my mouth. . .”

And then? A flicker of movement beneath his closed eydids. “Intime | am aware that the cabby has
glanced back once and has taken our—' embrace’ for just that. | can fed the cab dowing, hear him move
to turn off the meter. | withdraw, | quickly wipe my mouth on my handkerchief. | take her by the
shoulders and shake her gently; does she often have these attacks, | inquire, the soul of concern. She
comes around, bewildered, weak, thinks she hasfainted. | give the driver extramoney and ask himto
wait. He looksintrigued— What was that al about,’ | can seethe question in hisface—but asatrue
New Y orker he won't expose his own ignorance by asking.

“| escort the woman to her front door, supporting her as she staggers. Any suspicion of methat she may
entertain, however formless and hazy, isalayed by my stern charging of the doorman to seethat she
reaches her apartment safely. She grows embarrassed, thinks perhapsthat if not put off by her ‘illness’ |
would spend the night with her, which moves her to press upon me, unasked, her telephone number. |
bid her a solicitous good night and take the cab back to my hotel, where | deep.”

No sex? No sex.
How did hefed about the victim as a person?* She was food.”

Thiswashis“hunting” of last night, he admits afterward, not amade-up dream. No boasting in it, just
telling. Tellingme! Think: | can go talk to Lucille, Mort, Doug, others about most of what mattersto me.
Edward has only meto talk to and that for afee—what isolation! No wonder the stone, monumental
face—only those long, strong lips (his point of contact, verba and physica-in-fantasy, with world and
with “food”) are truly expressve. An exciting narration; uncomfortableto find | felt not only empathy but
enjoyment. Suppose he picked up and victimized—even in fantasy—Deb or Hilda, how would | fed
then?

Later: Truth—I aso found thisrecital sexudly stirring. Keep visuaizing how he looked finishing this
“dream”—he sat very ill, head up, ook of thoughtful pleasure on hisface. Like handsomeintellectua
ligening to music.

Kenny showed up unexpectedly at Florid s office on Monday, bursting with malevolent energy. She
happened to be free, so she took him—something was definitely up. He sat on the edge of hischair.



“I know why you' retrying to unload me,” he accused. “It’ sthat new one, thetall guy with the snooty
look—whet is he, an old actor or something? Anybody could see he'sgot you itching for him.”

“Kenny, when wasit that | first sooke to you about terminating our work together?” she said patiently.

“Don’'t changethe subject. Let metell you, in case you don't know it: that guy isn't redlly interested,
Doctor, because he' safruit. A faggot. Y ou want to know how | know?’

Oh Lord, shethought weerily,he’ s regressed to age ten . She could see that she was going to hear the
rest whether she wanted to or not. What in God' s name was the world like for Kenny, if he clung so
fanaticdly to her despite her failureto help him?

“Ligten, | knew right away there was something flaky about him, so | followed him from hereto that hotel
where helives. | followed him the other afternoon too. He walked around like he does alot, and then he
went into one of those ritzy movie houses on Third that opens early and shows risqué foreign

movies—you know, Japs cutting each other’ sthings off and glop like that. This one was French, though.

“Waéll, therewas aguy camein, aMadison Avenue type carrying his attaché case, taking awork break
or something. Y our man moved over and sat down behind him and reached out and sort of stroked the
guy’ s neck, and the guy leaned back, and your man leaned forward and started nuzzling at him, you
know—kissng him.

“I saw it. They had their heads together and they stayed like that awhile. It was disgusting: complete
strangers, without even ‘hello.” The Madison Avenue guy just sat there with his head back looking
zonked, you know, just swept away, and what he was doing with his hands under hisraincoat in hislap |
couldn’t see, but | bet you can guess.

“And then your fruity friend got up and walked out. | did, too, and | hung around alittle outside. After a
while the Madison Avenue guy came out looking dl deepy and loosg, like after you-know-what, and he
wandered off on his own someplace.

“What do you think now?’ he ended, on ahigh, triumphant note.

Her impulse wasto dap hisface the way she would have dapped Deb-as-a-child for tattling. But this
was aclient, not akid.God give me strength , she thought.

“Kenny, you'refired.”
“You can't!” hesqueded. “Y ou can't! What will I—who can 1—"

She stood up, feding weak but hardening her voice. “I’m sorry. | absolutely cannot have aclient who
makesit his businessto spy on other clients. Y ou aready have alist of replacement therapists from me.”

He gaped at her in dack-jawed dismay, his eyes swimmy with tears.

“I’'m sorry, Kenny. Call thisadose of redity thergpy and try to learn fromit. There are some thingsyou
samply will not be dlowed to do.” Shefdt better: it wasdone a las.

“I hate you!” He surged out of hischair, knocking it back against thewall. Threateningly, he glared at the
fish tank, but, contenting himsalf with a couple of kicks at the nearest table leg, he slamped ouit.

Floriabuzzed Hilda: “No more appointments for Kenny, Hilda. Y ou can close hisfile”

“Whoopee,” Hildasaid.



Poor, horrid Kenny. Impossible to tell what would happen to him, better not to speculate or she might
relent, call him back. She had encouraged him, redlly, by listening instead of shutting him up and throwing
him out before any damage was done.

Was it damaging, to know the truth? In her mind’ s eye she saw a cream-faced young man out of a Black
Thumb V odka ad wander from amovie theater into daylight, yawning and rubbing absently at anirritation
onhisneck . ..

Shedidn’'t even look at the tel ephone on the table or think about whom to call, now that she believed.
No; she was going to keep quiet about Dr. Edward Lewis Weyland, her vampire.

Hardly dive at staff meeting, clinic, yesterday—ypeople asking what' s the matter, fobbed them off. Settled
down today. Had to, to face him.

Asked him what he felt were his strengths. He said speed, cunning, ruthlessness. Anima strengths, | said.
What about imagination, or isthat grictly human? He defended at once: not human only. Lion, waiting a
water hole where no zebrayet drinks, thinks* Zebra—eet,” therefore performs feat of imagining event
yet-to-come. Sdf experienced as animal? Y es—reminded me that humans are dso animals. Pushed for
his early memories; he objected: “ Gestdt is here-and-now, not history-taking.” | ind<t, citing anomaous
nature of his situation, my own refusal to be bound by any onetheoretica framework. He defends
tensdy: “ Suppose | became lost there in memory, distracted from dangers of the present, left unguarded
from those dangers.”

Spesk for memory. Heresists, but at length attemptsit: * ‘1 am heavy with the multitudes of the past.” ”
Fingertipsto forehead, propping up dl that weight of lives. “ * So heavy, filling worlds of timelaid down
eon by eon, | accumulate, | persist, | demand recognition. | am asred asthelife around you—morered,
weightier, richer.” " Hisvoice sinking, shoulders bowed, head in hands—I begin to fed pressure é the
back of my own skull. “ ‘Let mein.” ” Only arough whisper now. “ ‘I offer beauty aswell asterror. Let
mein.” ” Whispering aso, | suggest hereply to hismemory.

“Memory, you want to crush me,” he groans. “Y ou would overwhelm me with the cries of animals, the
odor and jostle of bodies, old betraya's, dead joys, filth and anger from other times—I must concentrate
on the danger now. Let mebe.” All | can take of this crazy conflict, | gabble us off onto something el se.
Helooks up—relief —follows my lead—where? Rest of sesson ablank.

No wonder sometimes no empathy at al—a species boundary! He hasto be utterly self-centered just to
keep ba ance—sdlf-centeredness of an anima. Thought just now of our beginning, metrying to push him
to produce materid, trying to control him, manipulate—no way, no way; so here we are, someplace
else—I fed dazed, in shock, but stick with it—it' sredl.

Therapy with adinosaur, aMartian.

“You cal me‘Weyland' now, not ‘Edward.” ” | said first name couldn’t mean much to one with no
memory of being called by that name asachild, slly to pretend it Signifiesintimacy whereit can’t. | think
he knows now that | believe him. Without prompting, told me truth of disagppearance from Caydin. No
romance; hetried to drink from awoman who worked there, she shot him, ssomach and chest. Luckily
for him, small-cdliber pistol, and he waswearing alined coat over three-piece suit. Even so, badly hurt.
(Midsection stiffness | noted when hefirst came—hewas gill in some pain at thet time)) He didn’t
“vanish”—fled, hid, was found by questionable typeswho caught on to what hewas, sold him “likea
chattel” to someone herein the city. He wasimprisoned, fed, put on exhibition—very privately—for gain.
Got away. “Do you believe any of this?” Never asked anything like that before, seems of concernto him



now. | said my belief or lack of same wasimmateria; remarked on hearing alot of bitterness.

He steepled hisfingers, looked brooding a me over tips. “| nearly died there. No doubt my purchaser
and hisdiabolist friend still search for me. Mind you, | had some reason &t first to be glad of the
attentions of the people who kept me prisoner. | wasin no condition to fend for mysdlf. They brought me
food and kept me hidden and sheltered, whatever their motives. There are lways advantages. . .”

Silencetoday started ashort session. Hunting poor last night, Weyland still hungry. Much restless
movement, watching goldfish darting in tank, scanning bookshelves. Asked him to be books. “ ‘1 am old
and full of knowledge, well madeto last long. Y ou see only thetitle, the substance is hidden. | am abook
that stays closed.” ” Mdicioustwist of the mouth, not quite asmile: “Thisisagood game.” Ishefeding
threatened, too—already “opened” too much to me? Too strung out with him to dig when he's skimming
surfaces that should be probed. Don’t know how to do therapy with Weyland just haveto let things
happen, hopeit’' s good. But what' s “good” ? Aristotle? Rousseau? Ask Weyland what' s good, he' |l say
“Blood.”

Everything in a spin—these notes too confused, too fragmentary—worthless for abook, just amess, like
me, my life. Tried to call Deb last night, cancel visit. Nobody home, thank God. Can't tell her to stay
away—but damn it—do not need complications now!

Floriawent down to Broadway with Lucille to get morejuice, cheese, and crackersfor the clinic fridge.
Thisweek it wastheir turn to do the provisions, a chore that rotated among the staff. Their talk about
grant proposals for the support of the clinic trailed off.

“Let'sgtaminute,” Floriasaid. They crossed to atraffic idand in the middle of the avenue. It wasa
sunny afternoon, close enough to lunchtime so that the brigade of old people who normally occupied the
benches had thinned out. Floria sat down and kicked a crumpled beer can and some greasy fast-food
wrappings back under the bench.

“You look like hdl, but wide awake at least,” Lucille commented.

“Thingsare dtill rough,” Horiasaid. “1 keep hoping to get my life under control so I’ll have some energy
left for Deb and Nick and the kids when they arrive, but | can’'t seem to do it. Group was awful last
night—amember accused me afterward of having abandoned them dll. | think | have, too. The
professiona messes and the persona are al related somehow, they run into each other. | should be
keeping them gpart so | can ded with them separately, but | can't. | can’t concentrate; my mindisall
over the place. Except with Dracula, who kegps me riveted with astonishment when he' sin the office and
bemused the rest of thetime.”

A busroared by, shaking the pavement and the benches. Lucille waited until the noise faded. “ Relax
about the group. The others would have defended you if you' d been attacked during the sesson. They dl
understand, even if you don’t seemto: it’s the summer doldrums, people don’t want to work, they expect
youtodoit dl for them. But don’t push so hard. Y ou’ re not a shaman who can magic your clients back
into hedth.”

Floriatore two cans of juice out of asix-pack and handed one to her. On astreet corner opposite, a
violent argument broke out in typewriter-fast Spanish between two women. Floriasipped tinny juice and
watched. She' d seen aguy last winter straddle another on that same corner and try to smash hisbrains
out on theicy sdewak. The old question again: what' s crazy, what' s health?

“It' sagood thing you dumped Chubs, anyhow,” Lucille said. “1 don’t know what finally brought that on,
but it’ sdefinitdly amove in the right direction. What about Count Dracula? Y ou don't talk about him



much anymore. | thought | diagnosed ayen for his venerable body.”

Floria shifted uncomfortably on the bench and didn’'t answer. If only she could deflect Lucille's
sharp-eyed curiosity.

“Oh,” Lucillesad. “I see. You redly are hot—or at least warm. Has he noticed?”’

“I don’t think so. He' s not on the lookout for that kind of response from me. He says sex with other
people doesn't interest him, and | think he' stelling the truth.”

“Waeird,” Lucille said. “What about Vampire on My Couch? Shaping up al right?’

“It'sshaky, like everything ese. I'm worried that | don’t know how things are going to come out. | mean,
Freud' s wolf-man case was a success, as therapy goes. Will my vampire case turn out successfully?”

Sheglanced at Lucill€ s puzzled face, made up her mind, and plunged ahead. “ Luce, think of it thisway:
Suppose, just suppose, that my Draculaisfor red, an honest-to-God vampire—"

“Ohshit! ” Lucille erupted in anguished exagperation. “Damn it, Horia, enough is enough—will you stop
futzing around and get some help? Coming to pieces yoursdlf and trying to treat this poor nut with a
vampire fixation—how can you do him any good? No wonder you' re worried about his thergpy!”

“Please, just listen, help methink this out. My purpose can't be to cure him of what heis. Suppose
vampirism isn’'t adefense he hasto learn to drop? Suppose it’ sthe core of hisidentity? Thenwhat do |
do?

Lucille rose abruptly and marched away from her through a gap between the rolling waves of cabs and
trucks. Floriacaught up with her on the next block.

“Listen, will you? Luce, you see the problem? | don’'t need to help him see who and what heis, he
knows that perfectly well, and he' snot crazy, far from it—"

“Maybenot,” Lucillesaid grimly, “but you are. Don't dump thisjunk on me outside of office hours,
Horia | don't spend my time listening to nut-talk unless I’ m getting paid.”

“Judt tell meif this makes psychologica senseto you: he' s hedthier than most of us because he' sdways
trueto hisidentity, even when he' sengaged in deceiving others. A fairly narrow, rigorous set of
requirements necessary to his surviva—thatis hisidentity, and it commands him completely. Anything
extraneous could destroy him. To go on living, he hasto act solely out of his own undistorted necessity,
and if that is't authenticity, what 1S? So he’ shedthy, isn't he?” She paused, feding a sudden lightnessin
hersdf. “And that’ sthe best sense I’ ve been able to make of thiswhole business so far.”

They werein the middle of the block. Lucille, who could not on her short legs outwalk Floria, turned on
her suddenly. “What the hell do you think you' re doing, calling yoursdlf atherapist? For God' s sake,
Floria, don't try to rope meinto thiskind of professona irresponsbility. You' rejust dipping into your
client’sfantasesingtead of helping him to handle them. That’ s not therapy; it's colluson. Have some
sense! Admit you' re over your head in troubles of your own, retreat to firmer ground—go get treatment
for yoursdf!”

Floriaangrily shook her head. When Lucille turned away and hurried on up the block toward the clinic,
Florialet her go without trying to detain her.

Thought about Lucille sadvice. After my divorce going back into therapy for awhile did help, but now?



Retreat again to being aclient, like old daysin training—so young, inadequate, defense ess then. Awful
prospect. And I’ d have to hand over W. to somebody else—who? I’m not up to handling him, can’t
cope, too anxious, yet with al that we do good therapy together somehow. | can't control, can only
offer; he' sfreeto take, refuse, use as auits, asfar ashe swilling to go. | serve as resource while he does
own therapy—isn't that therapeutic ided, free of “shoulds,” “shouldn’'ts’?

Saw ballet with Mort, lovely evening—time out from W.—talking, Snging, pirouetting al the way home,
feding safe as anything in the shadow of Mort-mountain; rolled later with that humming (off-key),
sun-warm body. Today W. says he saw me at Lincoln Center last night, avoided me because of Mort.
W. ishallet fan! Started attending to pick up victims, now aso because dance puzzles and pleases.

“When agroup dances well, the meaning is easy—the dancers make avisua complement to the music,
al their moves necessary, coherent, flowing. When a gifted soloist performs, the pleasure of making the
movesis echoed in my own body. The soloist’ s absorption istota, much like my own in the actions of
the hunt. But when a man and awoman dance together, something el se happens. Sometimesoneis
hunter, oneis prey, or they shift these roles between them. Y et some other level of significance exists—I
suppose to do with sex—and | fed it—atugging sensation, here—" touched his solar plexus“—but | do
not understand it.”

Worked with hisreactionsto ballet. The response he fedstopas de deux isakind of pull, “like hunger
but not hunger.” Of course he' s baffled—Ba anchine writes that thepas de deux isaways alove story
between man and woman. W. isn’t man, isn’t woman, yet the drama connects. His hands hovering as he
spoke, fingers spread toward each other. Pointed this out. Body work comes easier to him now: joined
his hands, interlaced fingers, spoke for hands without prompting: “ “*We are smilar; we want the comfort
of likeclosngtolike’ ” How would that befor him, to find—likeness, another of hiskind?“Femae?’
Startsimpatiently explaining how unlikely thisis— No, forget sex andpas de deux for now; just to find
your like, another vampire.

He springs up, agitated now. There are none, heingsts; adds at once, “But what would it be like? What
would happen?| fear it!” Stsagain, hands clenched. “I long for it.”

Silence. He watches goldfish; | watch him. | withhold fatuous attempt to pin down thisingght, if that's
what it is—what can | know about hisingght? Suddenly he turns, studies meintently till | lose my nerve,
react, cravenly suggest that if | make him uncomfortable he might wish to switch to another therapist—

“Certanly not.” Morefollows, dl gold: “Thereisvaueto mein what we do here, Dr. Landauer, much
againg my earlier expectations. Although peopletalk appreciatively of honest speech they generdly avoid
it, and | mysdlf have found scarcdly any usefor it at al. Y our straightforwardness with me—and the
graightforwardness you requirein return—thisis healthy in alife so dependent on deception as mine.”

Sat there, wordless, much moved, thinking of what | don't show him—my upset life, seat-of-pants
course with him and attendant strain, attraction to him—I’m holding out on him while he appreciates my

honesty.

Hestation, then lower-voiced, “Also, there are limits on my methods of self-discovery, short of turning
myself over to alaboratory for vivisection. | have no otherslike myself to look at and learn from. Any
tools that may help are worth much to me, and these games of yours are—potent.” Other stuff besides,
not important. Important: he moves me and he draws me and he keeps on coming back. Hang in if he
does.

Bad night—Kenny’ saunt caled: no bill from me this month, so if he snot seeing mewho' skeeping an
eye on him, where' s he hanging out? Much implied blame for whatmight happen. Absurd, but shook me



up: | did fail Kenny. Cdled off group thisweek aso; too much.

No, it was agood night—first dream in months | can recall, contact again with own depths—but
disturbing. Dreamed mysdlf in cab with W. in place of the woman from the Y. He put his hand not on my
neck but breast—I felt intense sensua response in the dream, aso anger and fear so strong they woke
me.

Thinking about this: anyone leanstoward him sexudly, to him asign his hunting technique has maneuvered
prospective victim into range, maybe arouses his gppetite for blood.| don’t want that. “She wasfood.” |
am not food, | am aperson. No thrill at languishing away in hisarmsin ataxi while he drinks my
blood—that’ s disfigured sex, masochism. My sex response in dream signaled to me | would be his
victim—I rejected that, woke up.

Mention of Dracula (novel). W. didikes: meandering, inaccurate, those absurd fangs. Says he himsdf has
asort of needle under histongue, used to pierce skin. No offer to demonstrate, and no request from me.
| brightly brought up historica Vlad Dracul—cel ebrated instance of Turkish envoyswho, upon refusing
to uncover to Vlad to show respect, werekilled by spiking their hatsto their skulls. “Nonsense,” snorts
W. “A clever ruler would use very smal thumbtacks and dismiss the envoys to moan about the Streets of
Varnaholding their tacked heads.” First spontaneous play he's shown—took head in hands and uttered
plaintive groans, “Ow, oh, ooh.” | cracked up. W. reverted at once to usud dignified manner: “Y ou can
seethat thiswould serve the ruler much more effectively as an object lesson againgt rash pride.”

Later, samelight vein: “1 know why I’'m avampire; why are you athergpist?’ Off baance asusud, sad
things about helping, menta hedlth, etc. He shook his head: “ And people think of avampire as arrogant!
Y ou want to perform curesin aworld which exhibits very little hedth of any kind—and it' sthe same
arrogance with al of you. This one wantsto be President or Class Monitor or Department Chairman or
Union Boss, another must be first to fly to the stars or to trangplant the human brain, and on and on. As
for me, I wish only to satisfy my gppetitein peace.”

And those of uswhose appetite isfor competence, for effectiveness? Thought of Green, treated eight
years ago, went on to beindicted for running ahdlish “home’ for aged. | had helped him stay functiona
50 he could destroy the helplessfor profit.

W. not my first predator, only most honest and direct. Scared; not of attack by W., but of processwe're
going through. I’m beginning to be up to it (?), but till—utterly unpredictable, impossible to handle or
manage. Occasiond stirrings of inward choreographer that used to shape my work so surely. Have |
been afraid of that, holding it down in mysdf, choosing mechanica manipulation instead? Not achoice
with W.—thinking no good, strategy no good, nothing left but ingtinct, clear and uncluttered responsesif |
can find them. Have to be my own authority with him, as heis aways his own authority with aworldin
which he’ sunique. So work with W. not just exhausting—exhilarating too, dong with strain, fear.

Am | growing braver? Not much choice.

Park again today (air-conditioning out at office). Avoiding Lucill€ s phone calsfrom dlinic (very
reassuring that she calls despite quarrel, but don’t want to take dl this up with her again). Also, meeting
W. in open fed's saner somehow—uwild creatures belong outdoors? Sailboat pond N. of 72nd, lots of
kids, garbage, one beautiful tall boat drifting. We walked.

W. maintains he remembers no childhood, no parents. | told him my astonishment, confronted by
someone who never had alife of the previous generation (even adopted parent) shielding him from
desth—how naked we stand when the last shield fals. Got caught in remembering a desth dream of
mine, dream it now and then—couldn’t concentrate, got scared, spoke of it—adog tumbled under a



passing truck, gected to side of the road where it lay unable to move except to lift head and shriek;
couldn’'t help. Shaking nearly to tears—remembered Mother got into dream somehow—had blocked
that at first. Didn’t say it now. Tried to rescue Stuation, show W. how to work with adream (sitting in
vine arbor near band shell, some privacy).

Hefocused on my obvious shakiness: “ The air vibrates constantly with the death cries of countless
animaslarge and small. What isthe death of one dog?’ Leaned close, speaking quietly, ingtructing.
“Many creatures are dying in waystoo dreadful to imagine. | am part of theworld; | listen to the pain.

Y ou people claim to be above dl that. Y ou deafen yourselves with your own noise and pretend there's
nothing el se to hear. Then these screams enter your dreams, and you have to seek therapy because you
have logt the nerveto listen.”

Remembered mysdlf, said, Be adying anima. He refused: “Y ou are the one who dreamsthis.” | had a
horrible flash, fdtl was the dog—helpless, doomed, hurting—burst into tears. The great therapi <,
bringing her own hangupsinto sesson with client! Enraged with self, which did not help stop bawling.

W. disconcerted, | think; didn’t speak. People walked past, glanced over, ignored us. W. said findly,
“What isthis?’ Nothing, just the fear of degth. “Oh, the fear of death. That’ swith medl thetime. One
must smply get used toit.” Tearsinto laughter. Goddamn wisdom of the ages. He got up to go, paused:
“And tdll that stupid little man who used to precede me at your office to stop following me around. He
puts himsdlf in danger that way.”

Kenny, damn it! Aunt doesn’'t know where heis, no answer on his phone. Idiot!

Sketching al night—usdless. W. beautiful beyond the scope of line—the beauty of singularity, cohesion,
rooted in absol ute devotion to demands of his specidized body. Infeeding (woman in taxi), utter
absorption one wants from aman in sex—no score-keeping, no fantasies, just hot urgency of appetite, of
senses, the moment by itself.

His deevesworn rolled back today to the el bows—strong, sculptural forearms, the long bones curved in
dightly, suggest torque, leverage. How old?

Endurance: huge, rich cloak of time flows back from his shoulderslikewings of adark angel. All springs
from, elaborates, the single, stark, primary condition: heis a predator who subsists on human blood.
Harmony, strength, clarity, magnificence—all from that basic animd integrity. Of course| long for dl thet,
herein the higgledy-piggledy hodgepodge of my life! Of course he draws me!

Wore no perfume today, deference to hiskeen, easily insulted sense of smell. He noticed a once, said
curt thanks. Saw something bothering him, opened my mouth seeking desperately for right thing to
say—up rose my inward choreographer, wide awake, and spoke plain from my heart: Thinking on my
floundering in some of our sessons—I am aware that you see this confusion of mine. | know you see by
your occasiona impatient look, sudden disengagement—yet you continue to reved yourself to me (even
shift our course yourself if it needs shifting and | don’'t doiit). I think I know why. Because there sno
place for you in world asyou truly are. Because beneath your various facades your true sef suffers; like
all true selves, it wants, needs to be honored as red and valuable through acceptance by another. | try to
be that other, but often you are beyond me.

Herose, paced to window, looked back, burning a me. “If | seem sometimes restless or impatient, Dr.
Landauer, it' s not because of any professional shortcomings of yours. On the contrary—you are al too
effective. The seductiveness, the distraction of our—human contact worriesme. | fear for the ruthlessness
that keepsmedive”



Speak for ruthlessness. He shook his head. Saw tightnessin shoulders, feet braced hard against floor.
Fdt reflected tension in my own muscles.

Prompted him: “ ‘I resent. .. ”

“I resent your pretension to teach me about mysalf! What will thiswork that you do here make of me? A
predator parayzed by an unwanted empathy with his prey? A creaturefit only for acage and keeper?’
Hewas breething hard, jaw set. | saw suddenly the truth of hisfear: hisintegrity is not human, but my
work is specificaly human, designed to make humans more human—wheat if it doesthat to him? Should
have seen it before, should have seen it. No placeleft to go: had to ask him, in small voice, Speak for my
pretenson.

“No!” Eyes shut, head turned away.
Had to do it: Speak for me.

W. whispered, “Asto the unicorn, out of your own legends—* Unicorn, comelay your head inmy lap
while the hunters closein. Y ou are awonder, and for love of wonder | will tame you. Y ou are pursued,
but forget your pursuers, rest under my hand till they come and destroy you.” ” Looked at melike sted!:
“Do you see? The more you involve yourself in what | am, the more you become the peasant with the
torch!”

Two days later Doug cameinto town and had lunch with Horia

He was aman of no outstanding beauty who was nevertheless attractive: he didn’t have much chin and
his ears were too big, but you didn’t notice because of hisair of confidence. His stability had been earned
the hard way—as agay man facing the straight world. Some of his strength had been attained with effort
and painin agroup that Floriahad run years earlier. A lasting affection had grown between hersdf and
Doug. Shewasintensdy glad to see him.

They ate near theclinic. “You look alittle frayed around the edges,” Doug said. “1 heard about Jane
Fennerman’ srelgpse—too bad.”

“I've only been able to bring mysdlf to visit her once since.”

“Feding guilty?’

She hesitated, gnawing on a stale breadstick. The truth was, she hadn’t thought of Jane Fennermanin
weeks. Findly shesad, “1 guess| must be”

Sitting back with hishandsin his pockets, Doug chided her gently. “It’ s got to be Jane' sfourth or fifth
time into the nuthatch, and the others happened when she wasin the care of other therapists. Who are
you to imagine—to demand—that her curelay in your hands? God may be awoman, Florig, but Sheis
not you. | thought the whole point was some recognition of individua responsibility—you for yoursdf, the
client for himsdf or hersdf.”

“That' swhat we re dways saying,” Floriaagreed. She felt curioudy divorced from this conversation. It
had an old-fashioned flavor: Before Weyland. She smiled alittle.

The waiter ambled over. She ordered bluefish. The serving would be too big for her depressed appetite,
but Doug wouldn't be satisfied with his customary order of sdad (he never was) and could be persuaded
to help out.



He worked hisway around to Topic A. “When | called to set up thislunch, Hildatold me she'sgot a
crush on Weyland. How are you and he getting along?’

“My God, Doug, now you're going to tell me thiswhole thing wasto fix me up with an digible suitor!”
Shewinced at her own rather strained laughter. “How soon are you planning to ask Weyland to work at

Caydinagan?

“I don’'t know, but probably sooner than | thought a couple of months ago. We hear that he' s been
exploring an attachment to an anthropology department at a Western school, some niche where | guess
he feds he can have less respongbility, lessvighility, and achanceto collect himsdlf. Naturdly, this news
ismaking people a Caydin suddenly eager to nail him down for us. Have you arecommendation?’

“Yes” shesad. “Wait.”
He gave her aninquiring look. “What for?’

“Until he works more fully through certain stressesin the Situation at Caydin. Then I'll beready to
commit myself about him.” The bluefish came. She pretended distraction: “Good God, that’ stoo much
fish for me. Doug, come on and help me out here.”

Hildawas crouched over FHoria sfile drawer. She straightened up, looking grim. “ Somebody’sbeenin
the officel”

What was this, had someone attacked her? The world took on a cockeyed, dangeroustilt. “Are you
okay?’

“Yes, sure, | mean there are records that have been gone through. | can tell. I ve started checking and so
far it looks asif none of thefilesthemsaves are missing. But if any papers were taken out of them, that
would be pretty hard to spot without reading through every folder in the place. Your files, FHoria | don't
think anybody else' s were touched.”

Mere burglary; weak with relief, Floria sat down on one of the waiting-room chairs. But only her files?
“Just my stuff, you' re sure?’

Hildanodded. “The clinic got hit, too. | caled. They see some new-looking scratches on the lock of your
file drawer over there. Listen, you want meto cal the cops?’

“First check as much asyou can, seeif anything obviousismissing.”

There was no sign of upset in her office. She found a phone message on her table: Weyland had canceled
his next gppointment. She knew who had broken into her files.

She buzzed Hilda s desk. “Hilda, |et’ s leave the police out of it for the moment. Keep checking.” She
stood in the middle of the office, looking at the chair replacing the one he had broken, looking &t the
window where he had so often watched.

Relax, shetold hersdlf. There was nothing for him to find here or &t theclinic.

She sgnded that she was ready for thefirst client of the afternoon.

That evening she came back to the office after having dinner with friends. She was supposed to be
hel ping set up aworkshop for next month, and she' d been putting off even thinking about it, let done
doing any rea work. She set hersalf to compiling asuggested bibliography for her section.



The phonelight blinked.

It was Kenny, sounding muffled and teary. “I’m sorry,” he moaned. “ The medicine just Started to wear
off. I’ve been trying to cdl you everyplace. God, I'm so scared—hewaswaiting inthe dley.”

“Who was?’ she said, dry-mouthed. She knew.

“Him. Thetall one, the faggot—only he goes with women too, I’ ve seen him. He grabbed me. He hurt
me. | waslying therealong time. | couldn’t do anything. | felt so funny—Ilike floating away. Somekids
found me. Their mother called the cops. | was so cold, so scared—"

“Kenny, where are you?’

Hetold her which hospitdl. “Listen, | think he' sredlly crazy, you know? And I'm scared hemight . . .
you livedone. . . | don’'t know—I didn’t mean to make trouble for you. I’'m so scared.”

God damn you, you meant exactly to make trouble for me, and now you’ ve bloody well made it.
She got himto ring for anurse. By calling Kenny her patient and using “Dr.” in front of her own name
without quaifying thetitle she got some information: two broken ribs, multiple contusions, abadly
wrenched shoulder, and a deep cut on the scalp which Dr. Wells thought accounted for the blood loss
the patient had sustained. Picked up early today, the patient wouldn’t say who had attacked him. You
can check with Dr. Wellstomorrow, Dr.—?

Can Weyland think I’ ve somehow sicced Kenny on him? No, he surely knows me better than that.
Kenny must have brought this on himself.

Shetried Weyland' s number and then the desk at his hotel. He had closed his account and gone,
providing no forwarding information other than the address of auniversity in New Mexico.

Then she remembered: thiswas the night Deb and Nick and the kids were arriving.Oh, God. Next phone
cal. The Americana was the hotel Deb had mentioned. Y es, Mr. and Mrs. Nicholas Redpath were
registered in room whatnot. Ring, please.

Deb’ svoice came shakily ontheline. “I’ ve been trying to call you.” Like Kenny.

“Y ou sound upset,” Floriasaid, steadying hersdf for whatever calamity had descended: illness, accident,
assault in the streets of the dark, degenerate city.

Silence, then araggedy sob. “Nick’snot here. | didn’'t phone you earlier because | thought he still might
come, but | don't think he’scoming, Mom.” Bitter weeping.

“Oh, Debbie. Debbie, listen, you just sit tight, I’ [l be right down there.”
The cab ride took only afew minutes. Debbie was il crying when Floria stepped into the room.

“I don’t know, | don’'t know,” Deb wailed, shaking her head. “What did | do wrong? He went away a
week ago, to do some research, he said, and | didn’'t hear from him, and half the bank money is
gone—just half, heleft me half. | kept hoping . . . they say most runaways come back in afew daysor
cal up, they get lonely . . . | haven't told anybody—I thought since we were supposed to be here at this
convention thing together, 1" d better come, maybe he’ d show up. But nobody’ s seen him, and there are
no messages, not aword, nothing.”

“All right, dl right, poor Deb,” Horiasaid, hugging her.



“Oh God, I'm going to wake the kidswith al thishowling.” Deb pulled away, making afrantic gesture
toward the door of the adjoining room. “It was so hard to get them to deep—they were expecting
Daddy to be here, | kept telling them he' d be here.” She rushed out into the hotel hallway. Floria
followed, propping the door open with one of her shoes since she didn’t know whether Deb had akey
with her or not. They stood out there together, ignoring passersby, huddling over Deb’ sweeping.

“What’ s been going on between you and Nick?” FHoriasaid. “Have you two been deeping together
latdy?

Deb let out asquawk of agonized embarrassment, “Mo-ther!” and pulled away from her.Oh, hell,
wrong approach.

“Comeon, I'll help you pack. We'll leave word you're at my place. Let Nick come looking for you.”
Floriafirmly squashed down the miserableinner cry,How am | going to stand this?

“Oh, no, | can’t movetill morning now that I’ ve got the kids settled down. Besides, there sonenight’s
deposit on the rooms. Oh, Mom, what did | do?’

“You didn’t do anything, hon,” Floriasaid, patting her shoulder and thinking in some part of her mind,Oh
boy, that’s great, isthat the best you can come up with in a crisiswith all your training and
experience? Your touted professional skills are not so hot lately, but this bad? Another part
answered, Shut up, stupid, only an idiot does therapy on her own family. Deb’s come to her mother,
not to a shrink, so go ahead and be Mommy. If only Mommy had less pressure on her right now
—but that was dwaysthe way: everything at once or nothing at al.

“Look, Deb, suppose | stay the night here with you.”

Deb shook the pale, damp-streaked hair out of her eyes with adetermined, grown-up gesture. “No,
thanks, Mom. I’'m so tired I’ m just going to fal out now. Y ou'll be getting abellyful of al thiswhenwe
move in on you tomorrow anyway. | can manage tonight, and besdes—"

And besides, just in case Nick showed up, Deb didn’t want Floriaaround complicating things; of course.
Or in case the tooth fairy dropped by.

Floriarestrained an impulseto ingst on staying; an impulse, she recognized, that came from her own need
not to be adone tonight. That was not something to load on Deb’' s dready burdened shoulders.

“Okay,” Horiasaid. “But look, Deb, I’ [l expect you to call me up first thing in the morning, whatever
happens.” And if I'm still alive, 1’1l answer the phone.

All theway home in the cab she knew with growing certainty that Weyland would be waiting for her
there.He can’t just walk away , she thought; he has to finish things with me. So let’s get it over.

Inthetiled halway she hesitated, keysin hand. What about caling the copsto go insde with her?
Absurd. Y ou don't set the cops on aunicorn.

She unlocked and opened the door to the gpartment and called inside, “Weyland! Where are you?’

Nothing. Of course not—the door was still open, and he would want to be sure she was by herself. She
stepped inside, shut the door, and snapped on alamp as she walked into the living room.

Hewas sitting quietly on aradiator cover by the street window, his hands on histhighs. His appearance
herein anew setting, her setting, thisfaintly lit room in her home place, was startlingly intimate. She was



sharply aware of the whisper of movement—his clothing, his shoe soles against the carpet underfoot—as
he shifted his posture.

“What would you have doneif I’ d brought somebody with me?’ she said unsteadily. “ Changed yoursdlf
into abat and flown away?’

“Two things| must have fromyou,” he said. “Oneisthebill of hedlth that we spoke of when we began,
though not, after all, for Caydin College. I’ ve made other plans. The story of my disappearance has of
coursefiltered out dong the academic grapevine so that even two thousand milesfrom here people will
want evidence of my menta soundness. Y our evidence. | would type it mysdf and forge your sgnature,
but I want your authentic tone and language. Please prepare aletter to the desired effect, addressed to
these people.”

He drew something white from an inside pocket and held it out. She advanced and took the envelope
from his extended hand. It was from the Western anthropology department that Doug had mentioned a
lunch.

“Why not Caydin?’ shesad. “ They want you there.”

“Have you forgotten your own suggestion that | find another job? That was agood idea after al. Y our
reference will serve me best out there—with acopy for my personnd file at Caydin, naturaly.”

She put her purse down on the seat of achair and crossed her arms. She felt reckless—the effect of
dress and weariness, she thought, but it was an exciting fedling.

“The receptionist at the office does this sort of thing for me,” she said.

He pointed. “I’ ve been in your study. Y ou have atypewriter there, you have stationery with your
|etterhead, you have carbon paper.”

“What was the second thing you wanted?’
“Y our noteson my case.”
“Also at the—"

“Y ou know that I’ ve already searched both your work places, and the very circumspect jottingsin your
fileon me are not what | mean. Others must exist: more detailed.”

“What makesyou think that?’

“How could you resst?’ He mocked her. “Y ou have encountered nothing like mein your entire
professond life, and never shal again. Perhaps you hope to produce an article someday, even a
book—a memoir of something impossible that happened to you one summer. Y ou’ re an ambitious
woman, Dr. Landauer.”

Floria squeezed her crossed armstighter againgt hersalf to quell her shivering. “Thisisdl just
supposition,” shesaid.

Hetook folded papers from his pocket: some of her thrown-aside notes on him, salvaged from the
wastebasket. “I found these. | think there must be more. Whatever thereis, giveit to me, please.”

“Andif | refuse, what will you do? Beat me up the way you begt up Kenny?”

Weyland said camly, “1 told you he should stop following me. Thisis serious now. There are pursuers



who intend me ill—my former captors, of whom | told you. Who do you think | keep watch for? No
records concerning me must fall into their hands. Don’t bother protesting to me your devotion to
confidentidity. Thereisaman named Alan Reese who would take what he wants and be damned to your
professiond ethics. So | must destroy al evidence you have about me before | leave the city.”

Floriaturned away and sat down by the coffee table, trying to think beyond her fear. She breathed
deeply againgt thefright trembling in her chest.

“I see” he said dryly, “that you won't give me the notes; you don’t trust me to take them and go. You
see some danger.”

“All right, abargain,” shesaid. “I'll give you whatever | have on your caseif in return you promiseto go
straight out to your new job and keep away from Kenny and my offices and anybody connected with
me—"’

Hewas smiling dightly as he rose from the seat and stepped soft-footed toward her over the rug.
“Bargains, promises, negotiations—all foolish, Dr. Landauer. | want what | camefor.”

She looked up at him. “But then how can | trust you at al? Assoon as| give you what you want—"

“What isit that makes you afraid—that you can't render me harmlessto you? What a curious concern
you show suddenly for your own life and the lives of those around you! Y ou are the one who led meto
take chancesin our work together—to explore the frightful risks of sdf-revelation. Didn’t you seeinthe
ar between usthe brilliant shimmer of those hazards? | thought your business was not smoothing the
world over but adventuring into it, discovering itstrue nature, and closing vdiantly with everything jagged,
cruel, and deadly.”

Inthe midst of her terror the inner choreographer awoke and stretched. Floriarose to face the vampire.

“All right, Weyland, no bargains. I’ ll give you fredly what you want.” Of course she couldn’t make herself
safe from him—or make Kenny or Lucille or Deb or Doug safe—any more than she could protect Jane
Fennerman from the common dangers of life. Like Weyland, some dangers were too strong to bind or
banish. “My notes are in the workroom—come on, I’ [l show you. Asfor the letter you need, I'll typeit
right now and you can take it away with you.”

She sat at the typewriter arranging paper, carbon sheets, and white-out, and fedling the force of his
presence. Only afew feet away, just a the margin of the light from the gooseneck lamp by which she
worked, he leaned againgt the edge of the long table that wastwin to the tablein her office. Openin his
large hands was the notebook she had given him from the table drawer. When he moved his head over
the notebook’ s pages, his glasses glinted.

She typed the heading and the date. How surprising, she thought, to find that she had regained her nerve
here, and now. When you dance astheinner choreographer directs, you act without thinking, not in
command of events but in harmony with them. Y ou yield control, accepting the chance that amistake
might be part of the design. Theinner choreographer isaways right but often dangerous: giving up
control means accepting the possibility of desth.What | feared | have pursued right here to this
moment in this room.

A sheet of paper fell out of the notebook. Weyland stooped and caught it up, glanced at it. “ Y ou had
traning in at?’ Must be a sketch.

“I thought once | might bean artist,” she sad.



“What you choseto do instead is better,” he said. “ Thismaking of pictures, plays, al art, is pathetic. The
world teemswith creation, most of it unnoticed by your kind just as most of the deaths are unnoticed.
What can be the point of adding yet another tiny gesture? Even you, these notes—for what, amoment’s
celebrity?’

“Youtried it yoursdf,” Floriasaid. “The book you edited,Notes on a Vanished People .” Shetyped:
“. .. temporary didocation resulting from a severe persona shock . . .”

“That was professiona necessity, not cregtion,” he said in the tone of alecturer irritated by aquestion
from the audience. With disdain he tossed the drawing on the table. “ Remember, | don’t share your
impulse toward artistic gesture—your aosurd frills—"

Shelooked up sharply. “The balet, Weyland. Don't lie.” Shetyped: “. . . exhibitsapowerful drive
toward inner balance and wholenessin adifficult life Stuation. The steadying influence of an extraordinary
bascintegrity . . .”

He set the notebook aside. “My fedling for ballet is clearly some sort of aberration. Do you sigh to hear a
cow cdling in apasture?’

“There are those who have wept to hear whales singing in the ocean.”
Hewas slent, his eyes averted.
“Thisisfinished,” shesaid. “ Do you want to read it?’

Hetook theletter. “Good,” he said at length. “ Signit, please. And type an envelopefor it.” He stood
closer, but out of arm’ sreach, while she complied. “Y ou seem lessfrightened.”

“I’'mterrified but not pardyzed,” she said and laughed, but the laugh came out a gasp.
“Fear isuseful. It has kept you at your best throughout our association. Have you astamp?’

Then there was nothing to do but take a deep breath, turn off the gooseneck lamp, and follow him back
into the living room. “What now, Weyland?’ she said softly. “ A carefully arranged suicide so that | have
no chanceto retract what' sin that |etter or to reconstruct my notes?’

At thewindow again, aways on watch at the window, he said, “'Y our doorman was deeping in the
lobby. He didn’'t see me enter the building. Onceinside, | used the stairs, of course. The suicide rate
among therapistsis notorioudy high. | looked it up.”

“Y ou have everything dl planned?’

The window was open. He reached out and touched the metal grille that guarded it. One end of the grille
swung cresking outward into the night air, like agate opening. She visuaized him sitting there waiting for
her to come home, his powerful fingers patiently working the bolts at that sde of the grilleloose from the
brick-and-mortar window frame. The hair lifted on the back of her neck.

He turned toward her again. She could see the end of the | etter she had given him sticking palely out of
his jacket pocket.

“Horig” he said meditatively. “An unusua name—isit after the heroine of Sardou’ sTosca . At the end,
doesn't she throw hersdlf to her death from a high castle wall? People are carel ess about the namesthey
givetheir children. I will not drink from you—I hunted today, and | fed. Still, to leaveyou living . . . istoo
dangerous”



A fireenginetore past below, siren screaming. When it had gone Floriasaid, “Listen, Weyland, you said
it yoursdlf: | can’t make mysdf safe from you—I’m not strong enough to shove you out the window
instead of being shoved out mysdlf. Must you make yoursdf safe from me? Let me say thisto you,
without promises, demands, or pleadings: | will not go back onwhat | wrotein that |etter. | will not try to
recreate my notes. | mean it. Be content with that.”

“You tempt metoit,” he murmured after amoment, “to go from here with you il dive behind mefor the
remainder of your little life—to leave woven into Dr. Landauer’ s quick mind those threads of my own life
that | pulled for her . . . | want to be able sometimes to think of you thinking of me. But therisk isvery
great.”

“Sometimesit’ sright to let the dangerslive, to give them their place,” she urged. “ Didn’t you tell me
yoursdf alittle while ago how risk makes us more heroic?’

Helooked amused. “ Are you ingructing mein the virtues of danger? Y ou are brave enough to know
something, perhaps, about that, but | have sudied danger dl my life”

“A long, long life with more to come,” she said, desperate to make him understand and believe her. “Not
mineto jeopardize. There s no torch-brandishing peasant here; we left that behind long ago. Remember
when you spoke for me? Y ou said, ‘ For love of wonder.” That wastrue.”

Heleaned to turn off the lamp near the window. She thought that he had made up his mind, and that
when he straightened it would be to spring.

But instead of terror locking her limbs, from the inward choreographer came arush of warmth and
energy into her muscles and an impulse to turn toward him. Out of aharmony of desires she said swiftly,
“Weyland, cometo bed with me.”

She saw his shoulders stiffen againgt the dim square of the window, his head lift in scorn. *'Y ou know |
can't be bribed that way,” he said contemptuoudy. “What are you up to? Are you one of those who
comeinto hest at the sght of an upraised fig?’

“My life hasn't twisted methat badly, thank God,” sheretorted. “ And if you've known al along how
scared I’ ve been, you must have sensed my attraction to you too, so you know it goes back to—very
early in our work. But we' re not a work now, and I’ ve given up being ‘up to’ anything. My fedingis
real—not abribe, or aploy, or akink. No ‘love me now, kill me later,” nothing like that. Understand me,
Weyland: if death isyour answer, then let’ s get right to it—come ahead and try.”

Her mouth was dry as paper. He said nothing and made no move; she pressed on. “But if you can let me
go, if we can smply part company here, then thisis how | would like to mark the ending of our time
together. Thisisthe completion | want. Surely you fed something, too—curiosity at least?’

“Granted, your emphasis on the expressiveness of the body hasingtructed me,” he admitted, and then he
added lightly, “1sn't it extremely unprofessiond to proposition aclient?’

“Extremely, and | never do; but this, now, fedsright. For you to indulge in courtship that doeswtend ina
meal would be unprofessiona, too, but how would it fed to indulge anyway—this once? Since we
darted, you ve pushed me light-years beyond my profession. Now | want to travel al the way with you,
Weyland. Let’ s be unprofessiond together.”

She turned and went into the bedroom, leaving the lights off. There was areflected light, cool and diffuse,
from the glowing night air of the grest city. She sat down on the bed and kicked off her shoes. When she
looked up, he wasin the doorway .



Hesitantly, he halted afew feet from her in the dimness, then came and sat beside her. He would have
lain down in his clothes, but she said quietly, “Y ou can undress. The front door’ slocked and thereisn't
anyone here but us. Y ou won't have to leap up and fleefor your life.”

He stood again and began to take off his clothes, which he draped nesatly over achair. He said,
“Suppose | am fertile with you; could you conceive?’

By her own choice any such possibility had been closed off after Deb. She said, “No,” and that seemed
to satisfy him.

Shetossed her own clothes onto the dresser.

He sat down next to her again, hisbody sivery in the reflected light and smooth, lean as awhippet and as
roped with muscle. His cool thigh pressed against her own fuller, warmer one as he leaned across her
and carefully deposited his glasses on the bed table. Then he turned toward her, and she could just make
out two puckerings of tissue on hisskin:bullet scars, shethought, shivering.

Hesaid, “But why do | wish to do this?’
“Doyou?’ Shehad to hold hersdf back from touching him.

“Yes” He stared at her. “How did you grow so rea? The more | spoke to you of myself, the morered
you became.”

“No more speaking, Weyland,” she said gently. “Thisisbody work.”
Helay back on the bed.

She wasn't afraid to take the lead. At the very least she could do for him aswell as he did for himsdlf,
and at the most, much better. Her own skin was darker than his, a shadowy contrast where she browsed
over hisbody with her hands. Along the contours of hisribs she felt knotted places, hollows—old
hedlings, the tracks of time. The tension of his muscles under her touch and the sharp sound of his
breathing stirred her. Shelived the fantasy of sex with an utter stranger; there was no onein the world so
much astranger as he. Y et there was no one who knew him aswell as she did, ether. If he was unique,
S0 was she, and so was their confluence here.

The vividness of the moment inflamed her. His body responded. His penis stirred, warmed, and
thickened in her hand. He turned on his hip so that they lay facing each other, he on hisright Sde, sheon
her |eft. When she moved to kiss him he swiftly averted hisface: of course—to him, the mouth was for
feeding. She touched her fingersto hislips, Sgnifying her comprehension.

He offered no caresses but closed hisarms around her, his hands cradling the back of her head and
neck. His shadowed face, deegp-hollowed under brow and cheekbone, was very closeto hers. From
between the parted lips that she must not kiss his quick bresth came, roughened by groans of pleasure.
At length he pressed his head against hers, inhaing deeply; taking her scent, she thought, from her hair
and skin.

He entered her, hesitant at first, probing dowly and tentatively. She found this searching motion intensely
sensuous, and dlinging to him al dong his snewy length she rocked with him through two long, svelling
waves of sweetness. Still half submerged, shefdt him strain tight against her, she heard him gasp through
his clenched teeth.

Panting, they subsided and lay loosdly interlocked. His head wastilted back; his eyes were closed. She
had no desire to stroke him or to speak with him, only to rest spent againgt his body and absorb the



sounds of his breathing, her bresthing.

Hedid not lie long to hold or be held. Without aword he disengaged his body from hers and got up. He
moved quietly about the bedroom, gathering his clothing, his shoes, the drawings, the notes from the
workroom. He dressed without lights. She listened in silence from the center of a deep repose.

There was no leave-taking. Histall figure passed and repassed the dark rectangle of the doorway, and
then he was gone. The latch on the front door clicked shuit.

Horiathought of getting up to secure the deadbolt. Instead she turned on her somach and dept.

She woke as she remembered coming out of deep as ayoungster—peppy and clearheaded.

“Hilda, let’ sgivethe police acal about that bresk-in. If anything ever does come of it, | want to be on
record as having reported it. Y ou can tell them we don’t have any ideawho did it or why. And please
make a photocopy of thisletter carbon to send to Doug Sharpe up a Caydin. Then you can put the
carbon into Weyland' sfileand closeit.”

Hildasighed. “Wdl, hewastoo old anyway.”
He wasn’t, my dear, but never mind.

In her office Floriapicked up the morning’ s mail from her table. Her glance strayed to the window where
Weyland had so often stood. God, she was going to miss him; and God, how good it was to be restored
to plain working days.

Only not yet.Don't let the phone ring, don’t let the world push in here now. She needed to sit dlone
for alittle and let her mind sort through theimages|eft from . . . from thepas de deux with Weyland.It's
the notorious morning after, old dear , shetold hersdf;just where have | been dancing, anyway?

In a clearing in the enchanted forest with the unicorn, of course, but not the way the old legends
have it. According to them, hunters set a virgin to attract the unicorn by her chastity so they can
catch and kill him. My unicorn was the chaste one, come to think of it, and this lady meant no
treachery. No, Weyland and | met hidden from the hunt, to celebrate a private mystery of our
own.. ..

Your mind grappled with my mind, my dark leg over your silver one, unlike closing with unlike
across whatever likeness may be found: your memory pressing on my thoughts, my words drawing
out your words in which you may recognize your life, my smooth palm gliding down your smooth
flank. . .

Why, thiswill make me cry, shethought, blinking.And for what? Does an afternoon with the unicorn
have any meaning for the ordinary days that come later? What has this passage with Weyland | eft
me? Have | anything in my hands now besides the morning’s mail?

What | have in my handsis my own strength, because | had to reach deep to find the strength to
match him.

She put down the letters, noticing how on the backs of her hands the veins stood, blue shadows, under
the thin skin.How can these hands be strong? Time was beginning to wear them thin and bring up the
fragileinner sructurein clear rdlief. That was the meaning of the last parent’ s degth: that the child's
remaning time hasalimit of itsown.



But not for Weyland. No graveyards of family dead lay behind him, no obvious and implacable ending of
his own span threatened him. Time hasto be different for a creature of an enchanted forest, as mordity
has to be different. He was a predator and akiller formed for alife of centuries, not decades; of secret
sngularity, not the busy hum of the herd. Y et his strength, suited to that nonhuman life, had revived her
own strength. Her hands were dim, no longer youthful, but she saw now that they were strong enough.

For what?She flexed her fingers, watching the tendons dide under the skin.Strong hands don’t have to
clutch. They can simply open and let go.

Shedided Lucille€ sextenson at thedlinic.

“Luce? Sorry to have missed your calslately. Listen, | want to start making arrangements to transfer my
practicefor awhile. Y ou wereright, | do need abreak, just asdl my friends have been telling me. Will
you pass the word for me to the staff over there today? Good, thanks. Also, there' s the workshop
coming up next month. . . . Yes. Areyou kidding? They’ d love to have you in my place. Y ou're not the
only onewho' s noticed that I" ve been faling apart, you know. It's awfully soorn—can you manage, do
you think? Luce, you are abrick and alifesaver and dl that stuff that means |’ m very, very grateful.”

Not so terrible, she thought,but only a start. Everything €lse remained to be dedt with. The glow of
euphoria couldn’t carry her for long. Already, looking down, she noticed jelly on her blouse, just like old
times, and she didn’t even remember having breskfast.1f you want to keep the strength you’ ve found
in all this, you're going to have to get plenty of practice being strong. Try a tough one now.

She phoned Deb. “Of course you dept late, so what? 1 did, too, so I’'m glad you didn’t call and wake me
up. Whenever you' re ready—if you need help moving uptown from the hotel, | can cancel here and
comedown. . .. Well, cdl if you change your mind. I’ ve left ahouse key for you with my doorman.

“And listen, hon, I" ve been thinking—how about dl of us going up together to Nonni€ s over the
weekend? Then when you fed likeit, maybe you' d liketo talk about what you' Il do next. Yes, I've
aready darted setting up some freetime for myself. Think about it, love. Talk to you later.”

Kenny' s turn.“Kenny, I'll come by during visiting hoursthis afternoon.”
“Areyou okay?’" he squeaked.

“I’'mokay. But I’'m not your mommy, Ken, and I’m not going to start trying to hold the big bad world off
you again. I’ ll expect you to be ready to settle down serioudy and choose anew therapist for yoursdlf.
WE re going to get that done today once and for dl. Have you got that?’

After ashort slence he answered in adesolate voice, “All right.”

“Kenny, nobody grown up hasamommy around to take care of things for them and keep them
safe—not even me. Y ou just have to be tough enough and brave enough yourself. Seeyou this
afternoon.”

How about Jane Fennerman? No, leave it for now, we are not Wonder Woman, we can’t handle
that stress today as well.

Too restless to settle down to paperwork before the day’ s round of appointments began, she got up and
fed the goldfish, then drifted to the window and looked out over the city. Same jammed-up traffic down
there, same dusty summer park stretching away uptown—yet not the same city, because Weyland no
longer hunted there. Nothing like him moved now in those deep, grumbling streets. She would never
come upon anyone there as alien as he—and just aswell. Let last night stand as the end, unique and



inimitable, of their affair. She was glutted with strangeness and looked forward frankly to sharing againin
Mort’ s ordinary human appetite.

And Weyland—how would he do in that new and distant hunting ground he had found for himself? Her
own balance had been changed. Suppose his once perfect, solitary equilibrium had been altered too?
Perhaps he had spoiled it by involving himsdf too intimately with another being—herself. And then he had
|eft her dive—aterriblerisk. Wasthisasign of his corruption at her hands?

“Oh, no,” shewhispered fiercdly, focusing her vison on her reflection in the smudged window glass.Oh,
no, I am not the temptress. | am not the deadly female out of legends whose touch defiles the
hitherto unblemished being, her victim. If Weyland found some human likenessin himsdlf, that had to
be in him to begin with. Who said he was defiled anyway? Newly discovered capacities can be either
strengths or weaknesses, depending on how you use them.

Very pretty and reassuring, shethought grimly;but it’s pure cant. Am| going to retreat now into
mechanical analysis to make myself feel better?

She heaved open the window and admitted the sticky summer bregth of the city into the office. There's
your enchanted forest, my dear, all nitty-gritty and not one flake of fairy dust. You’ ve survived
here, which means you can see straight when you have to. Well, you have to now.

Has he been damaged? No telling yet, and you can’t stop living while you wait for the answers to
comein. | don't know all that was done between us, but | do know who did it: | did it, and he did
it, and neither of us withdrew until it was done. We were joined in a rich complicity—he in the
wakening of some flicker of humanity in himself, | in keeping and, yes, enjoying the secret of his
implacable blood hunger. What that complicity means for each of us can only be discovered by
getting on with living and watching for clues from moment to moment. His businessis to continue
from here, and mineisto do the same, without guilt and without resentment. Doug was right: the
aimisindividual responsibility. From that effort, not even the lady and the unicorn are exempt.

Shaken by afresh upwelling of tears, she thought bitterly,Moving on is easy enough for Weyland; he's
used to it, he's had more practice. What about me? Yes, be selfish, woman—if you haven't learned
that, you’ ve learned damn little.

The Japanese say that in middle age you should leave the claims of family, friends, and work, and go
ponder the meaning of the universe while you gtill have the chance.Maybe I'll try just existing for a
while, and letting grow in its own time my under standing of a universe that includes
Weyland—and myself—among its possibilities.

Isthat looking out for myself? Or am | simply no longer fit for living with family, friends, and
work? Havelbeen damaged byhim—by my marvelous, murderous monster?

Damn, shethought,| wish he were here; | wish we could talk about it. Thelight on her phone caught
her eye; it was blinking the quick flashes that meant Hildawas signding the imminent arriva of—not
Weyland—the day’ sfirgt client.

WEe're each on our own now, she thought, shutting the window and turning on the air-conditioner.

But think of me sometimes, Weyland, thinking of you.

Part | V:



A Musical Interlude

Inacard of the university library tower astudent dept. Over him stood Dr. Weyland, respected new
member of the faculty, pressed by hunger to feed.

The air was warm despite the [aboring of the cooling system. Quiet reigned; summer courses brought few
sudentsinto the stacks. On his preliminary tour of thistower level, sllent in crépe-soled shoes, Weyland
had noted the presence of only two: this deegping youth and a young woman sitting on the floor reading in
the geology section.

In nervous haste Weyland moved: he rendered the degper unconscious by briefly pressing shut an artery
to the brain. Then, delicately tipping thelolling head to fully expose the throat, he leaned close and drank
without a sound. When he was done, he patted hislipswith his handkerchief and Ieft as slently ashe had
come.

The youth whose blood he had drunk bresthed a gusty, complaining sigh across the page on which his
pale cheek rested. He dreamed of being unprepared for a history exam.

In the men’ s room on the ground floor Weyland washed the scent of hisvictim from his hands.
Damp-pamed, he smoothed back hisvigorousiron-gray hair, which in thisclimate tended to stick up in
wiry tufts. He frowned at hisreflection, at the tenson lines around his mouth and eyes.

In his second week in New Mexico, hewas gtill fedling upset from his recent experiencesinthe East. Yet
now he must behave with calm and self-confidence. He could not afford mistakes. No odd rumors or
needless animosity must attach themselvesto him here. All modern cities seemed so large to him that he
had miscal culated about this one: Albuquerque was smaller than he had expected. He missed the
anonymity of New Y ork. No wonder he couldn’t shake this nervousness. Walking back through the
somnolent afternoon for anap in histemporary quarters, the home of an assistant professor, would relax
him. Then he could deep, ashisdigestion obliged him to, on the med he had just taken in thelibrary.

As part of the department head' s efforts to settle him comfortably in his new surroundings, socid
arrangements had been made in advance for him. Tonight he wasto attend the operain Santa Fe with
some friends of the department head’ swife, people who ran an art galery herein Albuquerque. Weyland
hoped the evening would contribute to hisimage as an austere but approachable scholar. The strain of
sociahility would be supportable, given the al-important nap.

Hewaked out into the brilliant summer sunlight.

The tourists ambled through the opera house. From the ridge on which the building lay they could look
south toward Santa Fe, east and west toward mountains. Even on hot days breezes cooled the opera hill.
The deep, concrete-enclosed spaces of the house were wells of shadow. The house manager, who was
guiding the tour, led the visitors through the wings and down an open stair. They emerged onto asunny
concrete deck that backed the entire building—stage area in the middle and flanking work arees—in a
north-south sweep.

Raising hisvoice above hammering sounds and awhine of power tools, the guide said, “Mogt of the
technical work gets done here on the deck level.” He pointed out the paint and electrical shopsand, just
behind and bel ow the stage, the big scenery lift between the two open Staircases.

The group drifted onto the shaded southern end of the deck, which became aroofed veranda adjoining
the wig and costume shop. They stood like passengers at therail of a cruise ship, looking westward.



Someone asked about the chain-link fence that ran behind the opera house near the base of the hill.

The house manager said, “ The fence marks off the property of the operaitsalf from the land that the
founder, John Crosby, had the foresight to buy as a buffer against growth from Santa Fe. Nobody will
ever be able to build close enough to give us problems with noise or light, or wreck our acoustical
backdrop—that hillside facing us across the arroyo at the bottom of our hill.”

The tourisgts chatted, lingering on the shady veranda; even with a breeze, it was hot out on the exposed
deck. Cameras clicked.

Looking down, aman in asafari suit asked disgpprovingly, “What'sal that trash down there?’

The others moved to look. On the deck they stood perhaps thirty feet above a paved road that ran

bel ow the back of the opera house aong the west face of the hill. Beneath them the road gave accessto
adoorway and agarage entry, on either sde of which huge piles of lumber and canvas were heaped high
againg the stuccowall.

“That' sdiscarded sets,” the guide said. “We have only so much storage space. Old productions get
dumped there until we elther cannibalize them for new setsor haul them away.”

A woman, looking back the way they had come, said, “ Thisbuilding isredly afantastic labyrinth. How
does everyone keep track of where they’ re supposed to be and what they should be doing during a
performance?’

The guide said, “By themusic. Y ou remember the stage manager’ s console in the right wings with the
phones and the mic and the TV monitors? The whole show is run from right there by the numbersina
marked copy of the score. Our stage manager, Renée Spiegel, watches the conductor’ s beat on the

monitor, and according to that she gives everybody their cues. So the music structures everything that

happens.

“Now, when we want to shut out the view of the mountains, for an indoor scene, say, we use movable
back walls. ..

“Dr. Weyland? I’ m Jean Gray, from the Walking River Galery. Albert McGrath, my partner, had to go
to Santa Fe earlier today, so we' |l meet him at the opera. Y ou just Sit back and enjoy the scenery while |
drive us up there.”

Hefolded his height into the front passenger seat without spesking or offering hishand.What' s this , Jean
wondered,doesn’t the great man believe in hobnobbing with the common folk? Her friend the
department head' s wife had impressed upon her in no uncertain termsthat thiswasindeed a great man.
Hefitted the part: adark, well-tailored jacket and fawn dacks, gray hair, strong face—large, intense eyes
brooding down amajestic prow of anose, amorose set to the mouth and the long, stubborn jaw.

They dso said he'd beenill back East;give a guy a break . Jean nosed the car out past striped
sawhorses and piled rubble, exclaiming cheerfully, “Look &t thismess!”

In precise and bitter tones Dr. Weyland replied, “ Better to look at it than to listen to it being made. All
afternoon | had to endure the bone-shattering thunder of heavy machinery.” He added in grudging
gpology, “Excuse me. | customarily deep after eating. Today anap wasimpossible. | am not entirely
mysdf.”

“Would you likeaRolaid? | have somein my purse”



“No, thank you.” He turned and put his coat on the back sest.

“I hope you have ascarf or sweater aswell as your raincoat. Santa F€' s only sixty miles north of
Albuquerque, but it' s two thousand feet higher. The operais open-air, so because of the lighting nothing
dartstill after sunset, about nine o' clock. Performances run late, and the nights can get chilly.”

“I'll manage”

“I keep ablanket in the trunk just in case. At least the sky’ s nice and clear; we' re not likely to be rained
out. It' sagood night forTosca . Y ou know that marvelous ariain the third act where Cavaradoss sSngs
about how the stars shone above the cottage where he and Tosca used to meet—"

“The operatonightisTosca 7’
“That’ sright. Do you know it well?’

After amoment he said distantly, “1 knew someone in the East who was named after Floria Tosca, the
heroine of the story. But I” ve never seen this opera”

After last night’ s performance of Gonzago , a dissonant modern opera on a bloody Renaissance theme,
theTosca lighting sequence had to be set up for tonight. Having worked backward through Acts Three
and Two, the crew broke for dinner, then began to complete the reversed sequence so that when they
finished at eight o' clock the lights and the stage would be set for the start of Act One.

Everyone was pleased to abandon the dreadful Gonzago , this season’ s expression of the Santa Fe
Operd s commitment to modern works, in favor of a dependable old warhorse like Puccini’ sTosca .
Headsets at the stage manager’ s console, in the lighting booth, in the patch room and at the other stations
around the house, hummed with brisk instructions, numbers, comments.

Renée Spiegdl, the stage manager, pored over her carefully marked score. She hoped people hadn't
forgotten too many cues snceTosca last week, what with doing three other operas since. She hoped
everything would run nice and tight tonight, orderly and by the numbers.

Jeremy Tremain gargled, spat, and stared in the mirror at theinsde of histhroat. It looked a hedlthy pink.

Nevertheless he sat down discontentedly to hisritua pre-performance bowl of chicken broth. Tonight he
wasto sing Angelotti, a part which ended in thefirst act. By the opera s end the audience would
remember the character, but who would recall having heard Tremain sing? He preferred ahouse that did
cals after each act; you could do your part, take your bows, and go home.

The part he coveted was that of the baritone villain, Scarpia. Tremain was beginning to be bored with the
roles open to him as a young bass—ponderous priests and monarchs and the fathers of tenor heroes. He
had recently acquired anew singing teacher who he hoped could help him enlarge the top of hisrange,
transforming him into a bass baritone capable of partslike Scarpia. He was sure he possessed the dark,
libidinous depths the role demanded.

He got up and went in his bathrobe to the mirror again, turning for athree-quarter view. Y ou wanted a
blocky look for Scarpia If only he had more jaw.

Weyland stared balefully out the car window. Hislibrary mea weighed in his midsection like wet sand.
Being deprived of rest after eating upset his system. Now in addition he’ d been cooped up for an hour in
thisflashy new car with an abominably timid driver. At least she had stopped trying to make



conversation.

They overtook the cattle truck behind which they had been dawdling, then settled back to the same
maddeningly dow pace.

Hesad irritably, “Why do you dow down agan?’
“The police watch thisroad on Friday nights.”

He could hardly demand to take over the driving; he must be patient, he must be courteous. He thought
longingly of the swift gray Mercedes he had cherished in the East.

They took astop-light-ridden bypass around Santa Feitsdlf and continued north. At length Jean Gray
pointed out the opera house, tantdizingly visible beyond acrawling line of carsthat snaked ahead of them
past miles of congtruction barriers.

“lan’t there another road to the opera?’ Weyland said.

“Just this one; and somehow during opera season it does tend to get torn up.” She chattered on about
how Santa Feans had a standing joke that their streets were regularly destroyed in summer solely to
annoy thetourigts.

Weyland stopped listening.

In the parking lot young people in jeans and windbreakers waved their flashlights, shouting, “ Thisway,
please” to incoming drivers. People had formed aline a the standing-room window. The ushers stood,
armsfull of thick program books, talking in the sunken patio beyond the ticket gate.

Tremain checked in with the stage manager, who told him that the costume shop had finished mending the
shirt for the dummy of Angelotti used in Act Three. That meant that tonight Tremain wouldn't haveto
Srip after his part was over in Act One, give up his costume to the dummy, and then change back again
for curtain cals. Hetook thisfor agood sign and cheerfully went down to the musicians areato pick up
hismall.

Members of the orchestralounged down here, talking, playing cardsin the practice rooms, getting their
ingruments from the cage in back and tuning up. Tremain flirted with one of the cdlligts, teasing her into
coming to the party after the show tonight.

In the narrow conductor’ s office off the musicians area, Rolf Anders paced. He wished now for just one
more run-through with the backstage chorusin Act Two. The assistant conductor, working fromaTV
monitor, had to keep his backstage players and singers afraction ahead of Anders and afraction sharp
for their music to sound right out front.

Anderslooked forward to shedding his nervousnessin the heeat of performance. Some people said that
every opera conductor should doTosca each season to discharge his aggressions.

Three ticket-takers stationed themsel ves beside the dotted stub boxes, and the long iron gate swung
wide. The people who had pooled on the steps and round the box office began to stream down into the
sunken patio in front of the operahouse. First comers sat down on the raised central fountain or the low
walls containing foundation plantings of white petunias. From these vantage points they observed the
clear but fading light flooding the sky, or watched and discussed the passing pageant.

Here an opera cape from another era, the crushed black velvet setting off an elegant neck; there blue



jeans and adown-filled vest. Here asuit of Victorian cut complete with waistcoat, flowered buttonhole,
and watch chain, the wearer sporting between dim, ringed fingers an even dimmer cane; there arugby
shirt. Here asport jacket in big orange-and-green checks over green dacks—and there, unbdievably, its
doublejust passing in the opposite direction on alarger man who clearly shopped at the same men’'s
sore. Everywhere was the gleam of heavy slver, the sky hardness of turquoise, sparkle of diamond,
shimmer of plaited iridescent feathers, glitter of baroquely twisted gold.

A church group of white-haired women, come for the evening in a chartered bus, scood goggling, a
bouquet of pastel polyester flowers.

The house manager, in sober evening dress, moved nimbly through the crowd, szing up the house,
keeping track of mood and movement and the good manners of hisushers.

Jean, standing on her toes, spotted M cGrath—stumpy, freckled, thinning on top—at the fountain. He had
with him young Elmo Archuleta, apainter he waswooing for the gdlery.

“That’s Albert McGrath; would you mind going over and introducing yoursaf?’ she said to Dr. Weyland.
“I have to make adash for the ladies’ room.” Jean and McGrath were a odds over her plansto leave
the gdlery and return to the East. These days she spent asllittle time as she could around McGrath.

Dr. Weyland grunted disagreeably, tucked hisraincoat over hisarm, and went to join them.

God save us, thought Jean,from the grouchy great.

“Pleased to meet you, Professor,” McGrath said. So this was the hotshot anthropologist the university
people were crowing about; handsome, in asour, arrogant way, and he still had his hair. Some guys got
al theluck.

McGrath introduced Elmo, who was scarred with acne and very shy. He explained that Elmo was a hot
young loca artist. Jean was undoubtedly trying to steer the kid away from the gdlery, to retdiate for
McGrath’ srefusal to let her walk out on their partnership. McGrath let dip no chanceto praise EImo,
whosework heredly liked. He flourished his enthusiasm.

The professor looked with undisguised boredom a Elmo, who was visibly shrinking into himsdif.
“Niceride up?’ McGrath said.
“An exceedingly dow ride.”

Here comes Jean, thank God, McGrath thought. “Hiya, Jean-girl!” Shewaslittle and dwaysfighting
her weight, trying &t thirty-two to keep looking like akid. And sharp—you’ d never guess how sharp
from her round, candid face and breathless manner. Smart and devious, that was Easternersfor you.

The professor said, “1 think the atitude has affected me. I'd liketo go in and Sit down. No, please, dl of
you stay and enjoy the parade here. I'll seeyou later insde. May | have my ticket stub, please?’

Heleft them.
Jean smiled at EImo. “Hi, Elmo. Isthisyour first time at the opera?’

“Sureis,” McGrath answered. “1 got him aseat down front at the last minute. And speaking of
last-minute luck, I’ ve wangled an invitation to a party afterward. Lots of important people will bethere.”
He paused. Shewas going to let him down, he could seeit coming.



“Oh, | wish I’'d known earlier,” she said. “| haveto be back in Albugquerque early tomorrow morning to
meet someclientsat the gdlery.”

McGrath smiled past Jean at a couple he knew from someplace. 1’|l take Elmo and the professor with
me, then. He doesn’t seem exactly friendly, this Weyland. Anything wrong?’

“He bardly said aword on theway up. All | know iswhat | hear: thisis a high-powered academic with a
good book behind him; bache or, tough in class—aworkaholic, recently recovered from somekind of
breakdown.”

McGrath shook his head. “I don’t know why they hire these high-strung, snotty Easterners when there's
plenty of good local men looking for jobs.” Giving Jean no time to respond, he walked away to talk to
the couple he knew from someplace.

Jean said, “IsMcGrath tresting you okay, EImo?’

“He slikedl gdlery people. They treat you nice until you sign up with them, and then they bring out the
whip.” Elmo flushed and looked down at his shiny boot toes; he liked Jean. “I didn’t mean you. Areyou
gl trying to get clear of McGrath?’

She sighed. “Hewon't let me out of the contract. He keeps saying New Mexico needs me. That’ swhat
happens when you’ re dumb enough to make yourself indispensable.”

“How comeyou don't like it out here anymore?’
“I'm not as adaptable as| thought | was,” she said ruefully. “ The transplant just isn't working.”

Elmo studied her brown hair, its soft, dull sheen. She was ten years his senior, which somehow made it
easy for himto like her. He hoped she wouldn't go back East. That felt like abad wish toward her, so he
sad impulsvdy, “Why don’t you just up and go?Y ou got enough money to fly back to New York.”

She shook her head. “I need to go home with at least as much as| brought out here. You can't livein
New Y ork on the stub of aplaneticket.”

Weyland took his seat. The theater was quiet, the stage set—there was no curtain—was softly
illuminated. The house doors had just been opened, and most of the people were till out on the patio.

He definitdy did not fed right. The tedious trip had put an edge on hisfatigue. And they aways wanted
to talk; al the way up he had felt the pressure of Jean Gray’ s desire for conversation distracting him from
the restful sweep of the land and sky. Now, here, the fashionable crowd had reminded him
uncomfortably of something—Alan Reese’ sfollowers, the spectators at the cell door . . . All left behind
now. He thrust away the thought and leaned back to ook along time through the open roof at the
deepening evening. If he could only walk out now into the dark, quiet hills, hiskeen night vison would aid
him to find a hollow where he could lie down and settle his system with a nap—though at best deep was
difficult for him. By nature perpetualy on the dert, he was roused by the least disturbance. Still, he could
try—he wondered whether anyone would notice if he rose and dipped away.

Too late: another blink of the house lights, and the crowd came drifting down among the stepped rows of
seats. Jean Gray sat down next to him, McGrath next to her.

She said to Weyland, “Wdll, what do you think? I’ s not agreat big opera house likethe Met in New
York, but it has charm.”



He knew he should respond, should make some effort to ingratiate himself. But he could bring himself to
offer only acurt syllable of assent, followed by sullen silence.

With Anders standing ready beside her, Renée Spiegd said into the console mic, “ Places, everyone,
please”

The backstage speakers echoed, “Places, everyone, please.”

She sgnded thefina blinking warnings of the house lights and then dispatched Andersto the podium. His
image walked onto her TV monitor screen.

There was no foot-shuffling applause from the mus cians when Anders entered the pit; he had lost his
temper with them too often during rehearsals. The audience applauded him. He bowed. He turned and
opened his score.

Spiegd, watching him on the monitor, caled the lighting booth: “Warning, Light CueOne. . .”
Anders breathed deeply and gave the down best.
“CueOne—"

Out crashed the first of the chords announcing the power of the dreaded Minister of Police, Baron
Scarpia

“Gol” Spiegd sad.

Thelights came up on an interior portion of the Church of Sant’ AndreaddlaValein Rome, the year
1800. Scarpia s chords were transformed into the staggering music of flight. Tremain, as the escaped
politica prisoner Angelotti, rushed onstage into the church to hide.

In the lighting booth between the two sections of the bal cony seating, atechnician hit the switch that
started the tape player. A cannon shot boomed from the house speakers. The technician grinned to
hersdf, remembering the time her partner, stepping inddeto relay a cue invisble from within the booth,
had put afoot among the wires and yanked them out. The cannon shots of Act One had been drumsthat
night.

Things could go wrong, things did go wrong, but it was never what you expected.

Floria Tosca on this stage bore no resemblance to the thin, dark woman named Floriawhom Weyland
had known in New Y ork. This singer probably wasn't even a brunette—her eyes|ooked blueto him. His
uneasy curiogity dlayed, Weyland watched inattentively. He was turning over and over in hismind the
layout of the universty buildings, reviewing the hunting methods he could employ there until lessrisky
opportunities to secure his prey devel oped.

Something onstage caught his attention. Scarpiawas addressing Toscafor thefirst time, offering her on
his own fingertips holy water from the stoup. He lifted his hand dightly as she withdrew hers, so that their
contact was prolonged. After astartled glance of distaste at him, Tosca plunged again into jeal ous anxiety
over her lover Cavaradoss’ s unexpected absence from the church. Scarpia moved downstage behind
her, step for step, Snging apolite inquiry into the cause of her distress. Histone was caressingly sensua
and ingnuating over alively peding of bellsand courtly flourishesin the strings.

Intrigued by Scarpia s ca culated maneuvering, Weyland lost interest when Tosca flew into atantrum. He



went back to pondering his new hunting ground.

The Te Deum, the great close of thefirgt act, began. What a spectacle it was, Jean thought admiringly.
The small stage seemed enlarged by the pageant in white, black, and scarlet entering at agrave, swaying
pace behind Scarpia s back.

Scarpia mused on hisown plans, obliviousto dl else. He had deduced that Tosca slover Cavaradoss
was ading the fugitive Angelotti out of sympathy with the latter’ s support of Bonaparte. Now Scarpia
hoped that Toscawould go to Cavaradoss, and Scarpia s men would follow her without her knowledge
and tekethe quarry.

The Police Minister’ s soliloquy, the lighter bells sounding the theme of hisfirst suave gpproachesto
Tosca, the great B-flat bell tolling, the organ, the chord voi ces, the measured booming of the cannon, al
combined to thrilling effect; and therich public virtue of the religious procession was set off against
Scarpid sprivate villainy. As his snuous melody wove around the solid structure of the celebrants Te
Deum, the long crescendo built.

Scarpid s voice seemed to ring effortlesdy over the music, first an iron determination to recapture
Angdotti; then aglowing outpouring of lugt, luxuriant, powerful with assurance that soon Toscawould lie
in hisown arms—* lllanguidir,” the voice glided down then surged upward with erotic strength on the
find syllable* —d' amor . . .”

Waking abruptly to his surroundings, he joined the chorusin full voice, and suddenly the morality of the
State, as conveyed by the liturgy, and the persond evil of Scarpiawere also united: one the underside of
the other, both together the essence of officid hypocrisy.

Scarpiakndt. Three times brass and drums shouted the savage ascent of whole tones declaring his
implacable ferocity, the lights vanished, thefirst of the three actswas over.

Jean sat back, sighing deeply. Around her people began to clap, standing, shouting, or turning to talk
excitedly to one another.

Applauding, sheturned aso, but Dr. Weyland had gone.

Weyland waked in the parking lot. People moved among the cars under pools of light from thetdll
lampposts, talking and laughing, Singing snatches of melody. They took from their cars scarves, gloves,
blankets, hats. The breeze had an edge now.

Facing the wind, Weyland opened hisjacket, unknotted histie, and undid the top button of his shirt. He
felt unpleasantly warm, almost feverish, and very tired. Evenif he wereto plead ilinessand retire to the
back seat of the car, he knew he was too restless now to deep.

Heturned uneasily back toward the patio, a concourse of loud, volatile humanity. Crowds of people,
their fedings and bodiesin turbulent motion, aways seemed threatening to him—unpredictable, irrationd,
aseadly swept to savagery asto tears. And the music had been powerful; even he had felt his hackles
dir.

Why? Art should not matter. Y et he responded—first to the ballet, back in New Y ork, and now to this.
He was disturbed by a sense of something new in himself, asif recent events had exposed an unexpected
weakness.

Best to arrange the possibility of an unobtrusive exit during the next act, in case he should find himself too



uncomfortableto St it out.

Inthe musicians area people drifted and talked. Tremain, done performing for the evening but ill in
costume, stood reading over the shoulder of aflutist who was absorbed in a battered paperback titled
The Revenge of the Androids.

The conductor sat in hisroom massaging the back of hisneck, trying to regain his cam without going flat.
Now that everyone was warmed up, the evening was taking shape as one of those rare occas ons when
the operd slife, which islarger than life, fillsthe house, dectrifying audience and performers dike and
including them dl in one magnificent experience. He fdt the temptation to give in before the excitement
and rush the tempi, which would only throw everyone off and spail the performance.

Relax. Relax. Anderstook deep breaths and yawned at last.

People congregated around the Opera Guild booth, where posters, T-shirts, and other souvenirs were
being sold.

“I know Scarpia s an awful monster,” said awoman in atailored wool suit, “but he has such wonderful
music, So mean and gorgeous, it makesthe old heart gopitapat . I'm awaysalittle bit ashamed of loving
Puccini’ s operas—there’ sthat current of cruelty—but the melodies are so sensuous and so lyricd, your
better judgment just melts away.”

The younger woman to whom she spoke smiled vaguely &t her.

“The second act isared grabber,” continued the wool-suited woman. “First Scarpiatellshow helikes
caveman tactics better than courting with flowers and music. Then he has the poor tenor, Cavaradoss |
mean, tortured until Toscagivesin and tellswhere Angelotti’ s hiding, and they haul Cavaradoss off to
prison. Andthen Scarpiasaysif she wants to save Cavaradoss from execution for treason, she hasto
come to bed with him. He hasthis absolutdly papitating, ecstatic musc—"

The young man who was her escort drawled, “Rutting music.”

Theyoung woman smiled vagudly.High again , thought the wool-suited woman disgustedly; wher e does
she think sheis, some damn rock concert?

“Comeon,” the wool-suited woman said. “We haveto buy a T-shirt for Brother. A friend of mineis
sling for the Guild tonight: her—thét little lady with the short white hair and bright eyes. See the magenta
sari she' swearing? She got that in India; she' s been to Chinatoo; agreet traveler. Hi, Juliet, let me
introduce my sgter .. .”

Jean took her intermission coffee black, which was bad-tasting but not fattening. “What ashow we're
getting tonight—a perfect introduction to operafor you, ElImo.”

“I didn't likeit,” Elmo said unhappily. “I mean, it was like watching an animal in church pretending to bea

“You know,” Jean said, “I read somewhere that Puccini had astrong primitive streak. He loved hunting,
shooting birds and such. Maybe it wouldn’t be too far off to see his Scarpiaas a sort of throwback to a
more bestid, elementd type.” Elmo looked |ost. Jean shifted gears: “'Y ou know the costume Toscawore,
the plumed hat, the dress with rustling skirts, the long cane? It straditiona; the first snger to play therole
wore asmilar outfit a the opening in Rome, in 1900.”



Unexpectedly, Dr. Weyland spoke close beside her: * Sarah Bernhardt wore the same in Sardou’ s play
La Tosca more than ten years earlier. She carried d <o, | believe, abouquet of flowers.”

“Redly?’ Jean said brightly. “Nights when rain blows onto the stage here | bet the Toscas wish they were
carrying umbrellasinstead of canes or flowers. One night it redlly poured, and aman Stting in the
unroofed section in front of me put up avillainous-looking black umbrella, which isn’t alowed because
the people behind the umbrella-wielder can't see. He turned out to be John Ehrlichman, of Watergate

memoary.

“And to be both prepared and unprepared,” said Dr. Weyland urbandly. He turned to ElImo. “Y oung
man, | noticed that you have a seat on the aide down in front. May | change seats with you? No
reflection on Miss Gray—she does not snore, scratch, or fidget—but | have trouble sitting so il for so
long, no matter how fascinating the occasion.”

Jean smiled in spite of hersdlf. The man had charm, when he choseto exerciseit. Shewished hedidn’t
make her feel s0 Slly and so—sosquat.

Elmo said uncertainly, “I’'min the second row. It's pretty loud up there, and you can't see so well.”

“Nevertheless, | would consider the exchange agreat favor; | must get up and stretch my legs now and
then. An aide seat on the side would be amercy for me and those around me.”

The pit boys brought up a snare drum to set in the wings near the stage manager’ s console. Spiegel
hersdlf was momentarily absent, seeing to the adminisiration of oxygen to achorister from St. Louis. The
Santa Fe altitude could be hard on lowlanders.

The assstant technica director circulated, hushing the chattering choristers who milled outsde the
dressing rooms. Behind the flat that enclosed the smaller, more intimate second-act set depicting
Scarpid s office, aminuscule orchestra assembled on folding chairs. They would play music to be heard
asif from outside, through an open window of the office. A TV monitor was positioned for the ass stant
conductor to work from.

Inthe small prop room afind test was run with the two candlesticks which Toscamust gppear to light at
the end of Act Two. The candlesticks were battery-powered, their brightening and dimming handled by a
technician using aremote-control device adapted from amodel arplane kit.

The house manager called in to Spiegd, back at her console, advising her to delay the gart of Act Two:
thelines outsdethe ladies roomswere dtill long.

Elmo sat in hisnew sedt, relieved to be a a greater distance from the stage. Down front, he had felt like a
bystander trapped into eavesdropping on somebody’ s very private business.

Now as Scarpiamused aone on the anticipated success of his plans, EImo felt safely removed and free
to study the scene: the inlaid-wood effect on the stage floor, the carved shutters of the window behind
Scarpid s curly-legged dining table, afat-cushioned sofa placed across from abig writing table all
scattered with books and papers.

Suddenly Scarpid s Snging turned ferocious—bang, bangetybang-bang, up and down. Shocked, EImo
dared at the man. Though large of frame, Scarpiawas amost daintily resplendent in silk brocade: over
knee breeches and lace-trimmed shirt, avest and full-skirted coat of adelicate pale blue. From this
Dresden figure came a brutdly voluptuous voice. The words were close enough to Spanish for ElImo to
catch their drift. They were about women: What | want | take, use, throw away, and then | go after the



next thing | want.

Elmo squirmed in his seat, uncomfortably aware of Jean Sitting between himsdf and McGrath. It seemed
indecent for any woman to overhear from aman such afierce declaration of gppetite.

One of Scarpia s spies brought the news: they had not found the fugitive Angdlotti at Cavaradoss’svilla,
to which Tosca had led them. They had, however, found, arrested, and brought back for questioning
Tosca' slover, Cavaradoss. Scarpiabegan to interrogate Cavaradoss over the cantata performed by the
unseen small orchestraand chorus.

Into a pause glided afamiliar soprano voice, Tosca s voice, leading the chorus. Cavaradoss murmured
impulsvely that it washer voice. A glance passed between the two men: Cavaradoss’ s back stiffened
dightly; Scarpialowered his powdered head and pressed on with his questions, rgjecting any complicity
with the prisoner even in admiration for the woman who fascinated them both.

The stage director, watching from the back of the house with the standees, found herself ddlighted. Such
asmall bit of new business, and it looked great. Suddenly the triangle of Tosca and the two men flashed
dive

Jean thought back to the last part of Act One. If that had been atelling embodiment of the two-faced
nature of society, here was something quite different. The choral work heard now from offstage was not,
likethe Te Deum earlier, apretentious ceremonia of pomp and power. Instead, strings and voices wove
agrave, sweet counterpoint against which Scarpia sinterrogation, by turns unctuous and savage, gained
inferocity.

Hewaslike agreat beast circling his prey while outsde was—Art with acapita A in the person of Tosca,
Rome' s greatest singer, whose voice crested the swell of the music supposedly being performed
esawherein the building.

Scarpiaturned suddenly, irritated a finding that voice so distracting, and dapped the shuttersto, cutting
off the choral background.

Jean whispered into ElImo’sear, “ Y ou're right about him being like an animal.”

Behind the set a knedling apprentice fastened the shutters with tape. There must be no chance they might
drift open again or be blown in by agust of wind.

“Places, judge’ s party,” said the backstage speakers. The hooded torturers and scarlet-robed judge
assembled at their entry point in thewings.

Weyland saw Cavaradoss taken out, marched downstairs among the judge and his assstants for the
continuation of the interrogation in the torture chamber. Only two remained onstage: Scarpia, composed
and watchful, and Tosca, newly arrived in his office and trying to hide her darm. Scarpiabegan to
guestion her with elaborate courtesy: Let’ s speak together like friends; tell me, was Cavaradoss aone
when you found him a hisvilla?

Now the pattern of the hunt stood vividly forth in termsthat spoke to Weyland. How often had Weyland
himsdlf gpproached avictim in just such amanner, speaking soothingly, hisimpatience to feed disguised
insocia pleasantry . . . awoman staked in the quiet of abookstore or agdlery ... amanpicked upina
park . . . Hunting was the central experience of Weyland'slife. Here was that experience, from the
outsde.



Fascinated, he leaned forward to observe the studied ease of the hunter, the pretended calm of the
prey. ...

Tremain grolled on the smoking deck, fedling left out. Thefictional Angelotti was supposedly hiding
offstagein awdl at Cavaradoss’svilla. When next seen he would be asuicide, acorpse“played” by a
dummy. Tremain himsdf had nothing to do but cool his hedsin costumefor two acts until the curtain
cdls. Hewould have liked to chat with Franklin, who played the sacristan and was likewise finished after
Act One; but Franklin wasin one of the practice roomswriting aletter to hissick daughter back in
Bdtimore.

Tremain went down to the musicians areaand out the passageway to the south side of the building.
There were production people standing three deep on the stairsthat led up to the little terrace off the
south end of the theater. From the terrace you could seefairly well without being noticeable to the seated
audience.

He turned away and headed downhill toward the paved road sunk behind the opera house.

To lunging music, Scarpialuridly described for Tosca how in the torture chamber aspiked iron ring was
being tightened round her lover’ stemplesto force him to tell where Angdlotti was hiding—unless she
choseto save Cavaradoss by tdlling first.

In the trap under the stage where the torture chamber was supposed to be, Cavaradoss watched the
conductor on amonitor, crying out on cue and instructing Tosca not to reved Angelotti’s hiding place.
Dressers gtripped off the singer’ s shirt and substituted atorn one artfully streaked with stage blood (a
mixture of Karo syrup and food coloring whipped up by the assistant technical director). They dabbed
“blood” across hisforehead and rubbed glycerin onto exposed areas of his skin whereit would shinein
the stage lights like the sweet of pain.

“ Piu forte, piu forte!” roared Scarpiato the unseen torturers, demanding that they increase the
pressure. Toscacried that she couldn’t stand her lover being tortured any more. Her voice made agreat
octave leap down to dark, agonized chest tones.

Inthetrap Cavaradoss gave aloud, musical cry.

Weyland had made amistake, exchanging his seat for one so near to pit and stage. This close, the Singers
intheir costume finery weretoo large, too intense. Their violent music assaulted his senses.

Under locked doorsin his mind crept the remembered odors of heavy perfume, sweat, smoking tallow,
dusty draperies, the scent of fresh-mixed ink. He had been in rooms like Scarpia’ s, had heard the click of
hedls on beeswaxed floors, the thin metallic chime of clocks with elaborate ceramic faces, the shilance of
satin cuffs brushing past embroidered coat skirts. More than once in such an office he had stood turning
in his hands his tradesman’ s cap, or rubbing his pams nervoudy on the dick front of hisleather work
apron, while he answered officia questions. When questions were to be asked, Weyland, always and
everywhere astranger, was asked them. Often from another room would come wordless shrieks, the
stink of urine, the wet crack of snapping joints. He had grown adept, even brilliant, at giving good
answers.

Another artful scream from the hidden tenor jerked him back into the present. He tensed to riseand dip
away—»but the music, storming out of the pit, gripped him. Its paroxysms of anguish—deep shudders of
the cellos, cries of horns and woodwinds—pierced him and nailed himin his place.



Toscabroke down and revealed Angelotti’ s hiding place; the blood-smeared Cavaradoss was dragged
onstage, reviled her, blasted out a defiance of Scarpiaand an alegiance to the Bonapartists that doomed
him to execution for treason, was hauled away.

In the fifth row center aman turned off his hearing aid and went to deep. He didn’t like the story, and

he’ d eaten too muchcarne adovada at the Spanish restaurant. Later, hearing rapturous talk about what a
great performance this had been, what a privilege to have witnessed it, he would first say nothing, then
agree, and finally cometo believe that he too had experienced the magica evening.

Scarpid s voice flowed smoothly again as the orchestrareturned to the elegance of the lighter strings. He
bade Tosca sit down with him to discuss how to save her lover’slife. Hetook her cloak, hisfingers
crushing the russet velvet greedily, and draped it over the back of the sofa. Then he poured out wine at
histable, offering her aglassin dulcet tones:* E vin di Spagna.. . .”

Thrugting asde thewine, she stared a him with loathing and flung him her question: how much of abribe
did he demand?* Quanto?”

And the mongter began to tell her, leaning closer, smiling suggestively: hewouldn’t sall out his sworn duty
to the State for mere money, not to a beautiful woman . . . while the orchestral savid, glowing chords
prefigured thefull revelation of hislechery.

Elmo swallowed, stared, listened with adazzled mind. He had forgotten Jean Sitting next to him, as she
had forgotten him.

Thisisthe hour | have been awaiting! cried Scarpia. The spare, dmost conversationd structure of the
music grew suddenly rich with the throbbing of darker strings and brass as he disclosed the price of
Cavaradoss’slife. In tones sumptuous with passion he declared hisdesre:How it inflamed me to see
you, agile as a leopard, clinging to your lover! he sangin avoiceitself as supple asaleopard’ s spring.
At last he claimed the brazen, eager chords of lust in his own fierce voice.

Resonances from the mongter’ s unleashed appetite swept Weyland, overriding thought, distance,
judgment.

The lady in the snakeskin-patterned dress glanced at the professoria type ditting next to her intheaide
Segt. Heavens, what was wrong with the man? Swesat gleamed on hisforehead, hisjaw bunched with
muscle, his eyes glittered above feverishly flushed cheeks. What was that expression her son used—yes.
this man looked asif he werefreaking out.

Jean sat groaning silently at the back of her throat for the tormented woman on the stage, who now
rushed to the window—but what use was suicide, when the brute would kill her lover anyway?

With the devotion of aromantic spirit, Jean gave hersdf up to the beautiful agony of the second act.

Tremain gtrolled in the dark down behind the opera house, cigarette in hand, head cocked to the music
above him. He drew ahot curl of smoke down histhroat: bad for asinger, but you can't be disciplined all
thetime. Anyway, except for wearing this absurd scraggle of glued-on beard and long gray hair and
staying in hisragged costume until the curtain call, he could do as he pleased. Caruso had smoked three
packsaday, and it hadn’'t hurt him. Great appetite was asign of gresat talent, Tremain hoped.

From the opera house came adistant, explosive crash. He identified it at once and smiled to himsdif:
Scarpiaand Tosca had finally overdone the pursuit scene and toppled the water pitcher from the dinner



table. Must be having awild time up there tonight.

One more smoke and he would go listen close up with the others. He looked out at the sparkling lights of
Los Alamosto the west and mouthed Scarpia swords sllently to himsdlf.

With ghoulish delight Scarpia gloated, How you hate me! He strode toward Tosca, crying in savage
triumph, It isthus that | want you! . . . Throes of hatred, throes of love. . .

The breath strained shallowly in Weyland' sthroat. His hands ached from clenching. Tosca s criesdrew
from him afaint whining sound: he too had been pursued by merciless enemies, he too had been drivento
the extremity of desperation. Toscafled Scarpia, darting behind the desk from which pens and papers
scattered to the floor. The dance of hunting rushed toward a climax. Weyland trembled.

He could seethe voracious curl of Scarpia slips, the predatory stoop of the shoulders under the
brocaded coat ashe closed inon her . . . as sheflew to the sofawith Scarpiaastep behind her . . . as
Scarpialunged for her. To the urgings of the horns, Weyland’ s mouth twisted in a gape of aggression, his
eyesditted crudly, small muscles started convulsively benesth his skin, asthe prey was flushed into flight
again—as Weyland sprang in pursuit, as Weyland roared, Mine!

Startled movement at his sde distracted him: the woman sitting there jerked away and stared at him. He
stared wildly back, then surged to hisfeet and fled past an usher who was blind to dl but the drama
onstage.

Hurdling alow gate between the patio and the dark dope beyond, he plunged down the hillsde. The dry
rattle of amilitary drum followed from the opera house. Impressions blurred in his molten mind: rows of
paletents, restless lines of tethered horses, smells of smoke and sewage and meta polish, wet rope, wet
leather; and dways, somewhere, the tapping of drums and the bark of voices. He heard them now.

Y et he caught no sentry’ sfootfal, no gleam of white crossbelts marking the presence of solitary prey.
Where was the camp whose tumult he heard—those lights to the west? Too far, and too bright. Perhaps
anight battle? He sought the scent of blood and black powder; he listened for the muffled criesand
weeping of amoonlit field in the battle’ swake, where avampire might feed unnoticed and unresisted
among the tumbled casudties.

In that year of revolution and royalist repression 1800, Weyland had followed Bonaparte' s Grand Army.

Tonight there was no need for the assistant technica director to trot about backstage hushing people as
Toscabegan her great arig, Viss d’ Arte . Tonight people were dready quiet, listening.

A percussionist who would ring bellsfor the beginning of the next act came out of the musicians passage
and headed for the already jammed side terrace. Her attention was trained on the music. Anything that
could be heard from outside the opera house she did not notice.

Impelled by unbearable tension, Weyland rounded the corner of the building and padded swiftly aong
the sunken road that ran behind it.

There was aman up ahead there; aspark in the darkness, an emanation on the night wind of body
warmth, swest, and smoke. Long hair, breeches, loose and ragged deeves, agleam of starlight on shoe
buckles as the figure turned its back to the breeze—detail sharpened as Weyland closed the distance
with Slent strides.

A little flame jumped in the man’s cupped hands.



Body strung tight on therich, wild throbbing of his own heart, mind seething, compelled to strike,
Weyland dowed for thefind rush.

Tremain’s concentration on the poignant strains of theViss d’ Arte wasinterrupted. Turning, he glimpsed
atdl form looming, huge pupils of the eyes shrinking rapidly like acat’ s before the wavering match flame,
Tremain’s mouth moved to frame some startled pleasantry, and hismind said, It’ s only the night that
makes this scary.

Hands of iron seized him and dammed him away forever beyond the Singing.

Thehigh notesof theViss d’ Arte burned clear and steady, the low notes smoldered with emation.
Andersfollowed like alover, breathing with the snger’ s breathing. Only once shefdtered, and Anders's
lifted left hand restored her while hisright, held low and armed with the baton, trandated for the players
inthepit.

At the close of her beautiful, vain plaint, the audience exploded. They screamed, they cracked their pams
wildly together—briefly. The pace of the dramahad caught them up and would brook small delay.

Weyland' s mouth wasfull of blood. He swallowed, pressing the limp form tighter in hisarms, burrowing
with greedy lips past the disordered neckcloth.

His stomach, irritated by hisearlier, incompletely digested medl, rebelled. Retching, he let the body drop
and tried to rise, could only stagger to one knee, heaving. He must not leave vomit for dogsto find, for
hunters to examine by torchlight. He swallowed regurgitated blood, gagged, histhroat seared; knelt
panting and shivering in the darkness.

A droning sound passed high above him—his sense of present time and place flooded back. Looking up,
he saw the sinking lights of the airplane pass out of sight behind the faintly lit mass of the opera-house
wadl risng above him.

And before him on the ground lay a man not dead but dying; quick exploration revealed a crepitation of
bone shards under the skin of the temple where Weyland' sfist had crushed the skull. Apart from one
smudge on the throat, there was no blood. He crouched in panic above the dying man. He had struck
without need, without hunger. From this man dressed asin an earlier time—costumed, rather, a
performer in the opera surely—he had been in no danger.

Hewasin danger now. Thiskill must be disguised.

Herose and crossed the road. The hillside dropped steeply toward the brush-choked arroyo below. A
man might fall—but not far enough or hard enough to smash hishead in. Also, he could see afence
partway down which would bresk such afdll.

Helooked back up at the operahouse itsdlf, which crested the hill like avessdl breaking forward from a
deep wave. The south side reared up three stories over the roadway into aknife-sharp corner likea
ship’s prow againgt the night sky. From its deck aman might drop and crack his skull here below. And
where the hillside doped up to meet the north end of the opera-house deck, one might mount that deck
asif stepping aboard from the surface of the sea.

Weyland shouldered hisvictim, ran aong the road, and scrambled up the stony hillside onto the deck.
Then he turned and, bending aslow as he might with his burden, sprinted down the deck toward the high
southern prow.



A woman in the bal cony focused her glasses on Scarpia. Now that he had wrung from Tosca assent to
her own rape, he was deceitfully arranging Cavaradoss’ s supposedly mock execution in exchange. This
wasworth coming al the way from Buffalo. Scarpiawas such anasty brute, but so virile—better than
Tdly Savdas.

The assstant technical director, crossing behind the stage with some cables to be returned to the patch
room in the north wings, was too close to the music to hear the faint susurration of movement out on the
deck below. He was absorbed in checking for production people who might be lounging on the back
gtairs, making noise—but tonight there was no one.

Outside the patch room, for an instant he thought he saw someone sitting in the corner with drooping
head. It was only the dummy, supposedly the corpse of Angdotti who had killed himself rather than be
recaptured. The soldiers would hang up the “body” at the start of the last act, abit of business special to
this production. People needed something to watch during that long, delicate opening.

Every night of Tosca the assistant technica director saw the dummy dumped there, and each timefor a
second he thought it wasredl.

Weyland flung himsalf down with hisvictim on the veranda outs de the costume shop. The windows of
the shop were ydlow with light but largely blocked by set materias stacked outside. He could hear no
sound of footsteps or voices on the terrace above the veranda.

He rested his forehead against the low concrete rampart, pressing his deeve againgt his mouth to muffle
the rasp of hisown breathing. His back and arms burned with strain, and a cramp gripped at hisgut.

How long before the second act ended? Once again the music was quiet and conversationa. Weyland
could hear Scarpia gdlantly agreeing to write the safe-conduct that Tosca demanded for hersalf and her
lover before she would actudly yield her body. A dirge-like melody began. It was not loud; Weyland
hoped it would cover whatever noise he made back here.

The dying man was heavy with the quicksIver weight of unconscious people, asif any shift could send dl
his substance running instantly into one part of his body. Weyland hefted him by the arms against the low
parapet. The man groaned, his head rolled on Weyland' s shoulder, and one of his hands plucked
amlesdy a Weyland sknee.

Looking down past him, Weyland decided: there, between those hegped-up masses of rubbish, where
the paving cameright to the foot of the wall—afall, he judged, of somethirty feet. Not alot, but enough
to be plausible.

Now, under the sobbing lamentation of the music, herolled the man’s upper body out along the rampart,
bent and heaved the legs up—the man dropped. There came only adull sound of impact from below.

No shout was raised, but during a performance, uncertain of what had been glimpsed in the dark, no one
backstage would cal out. They would smply arrive—and if Weyland had not been seen yet, he might be
at any moment, for he had been aware of someone moving on the stage level above during hisdash dong
the deck. He had to get off the deck at once. For fear of being seen, he didn’t dare run the length of the
deck again to reach thelow end. And he couldn’t risk trying to find hisway out through the backstage
areain the midgt of the performance.

He looked over the rampart once more. Out of the piled-up theater trash below and to his|eft there
thrust, end on, a huge structure made of two thick sheets of plywood joined by two-by-four braces, like



the steps of a crooked ladder. Farther down was some sort of platform, warped and buckled,
and—stage trees? He could make out sausagelike branches with bristling ends.

If he hung from the rampart at the full stretch of hisarms, his rubber shoe soles would reach within
perhapsfive feet of the braced structure. And if the whole twisted hegp didn’t collapse under him when
he landed on it, he might climb down.

Taking no moretimefor thought or fear, he lowered himsdf over the rampart and let go hishold,
crouching as he dropped to grab at the pale wooden ribs below. His landing was unexpectedly solid and
jarring; whether there was noise or not he couldn’t tell, because suddenly the music burst into a
thundering crescendo. He began to clamber down the crossed wooden struts.

Thewhole pileleaned and creaked and shifted obscurdly beneath him. He smelled dust. Under the
blaring music he was keenly aware of his heart pounding, his gasping breath, and somewhere below the
cracking of wood. He caught hold of one of the spiny trees, which dipped drunkenly under hisweight,
and helet go and dithered down in arush, fetching up bresthless on al fours on the asphalt.

Hurriedly, he examined hisvictim. The skull was pulped, the man was dead. Weyland |ooked up: the
circumstances would certainly suggest thet the unlucky fellow had falen from the veranda or the ba cony
above.

Stll no sounds of darm or investigation. The stormy music was dying away into faling tremolo chords
under the soprano’ s furious shouts—Die Diel Weyland listened to the deep sighs of the stringswhile his
heartbeat dowed and the sweat of fear and effort dried on him. He was as safe as he could make himself.
Even if murder were suspected, who would connect this dead performer and an Eastern professor, total
strangersto each other?

He turned away without looking at the body again—it no longer concerned him—and walked back up
toward the parking area. Just beyond the reach of the parking-lot lights he stooped to brush the dust
from his clothing, in the course of which he struck his own knee a painful blow; his handswould not obey
him with their customary precison.

The numbers on hiswatch face jiggled dightly with the tremor in hiswrist: 10:40. Surdly the second act
would end soon and he could return to mingle with the crowd before the fina act.

At last he alowed himsdf the question: what had happened to him? That blow was his oldest way: it
paralyzed, yet |eft the prey living, blood still sweet, while he fed. What had made him use that ancient
method, when from these refined modern times he had learned appropriately refined ways?

But what dation in that ingtant of savage release! Thinking of it now hefdt hismusclestingle, and his
breath camein asharp hiss of pleasure.

Onstage, Scarpialay dead. Tosca had stabbed him with aknife from his dinner table when he turned,
safe-conduct in hand, to embrace her at last. To hislust-motif, inverted and muted to asinister whisper in
the strings and flutes, Tosca set alighted candle down at each of his outflung hands. On a sudden loud
chord she dropped a carved crucifix onto his breast, and then as the snare drum rattled ominoudly again
she snatched up her cloak and gloves and ran for her life. The dead man was | eft done on the stage for
thelast stedthy, menacing bars of Act Two.

The lights blinked out, applause crashed like surf. Two stagehandsin black ran from the wingsto stand in
front of Scarpia—Marwitz, the baritone—whilein his pae costume he rose and dipped down through
the trapdoor.



Marwitz hurried away to find Rosemary Ridgeway, hisyoung Tosca. His chest wasfull of the champagne
feding that meant success. He had been in this business for along time, and he knew what “ perfect”
meant: that somehow the inevitable errors had been knit into a progression of actions so rich and right
that everything fused into avivid, indivisible experience never to be forgotten—or duplicated.

He hugged Rosemary hard outside the dressing rooms. “I knew, | knew,” he chortled into her disordered
hair, “because | was so nervous. | could sSing Scarpiain my deep by now, so nervous is good—it means
even after so many times something isdill dive, waiting to create.”

“Were we asgood as | thought we were?’ she asked breathlesdy.

He shook her by the shoulders. “We wereterrible, terrible, what are you saying? Pray to stay so bad!”
With the jealous gods of theater thus propitiated, he made to embrace her again, but she stood back,
looking into hisface with sudden anxiety.

“Oh, Kurt, areyou dl right? Y ou redly fell tonight when | stabbed you—I felt the stage shake.”

“I am not o heavy,” Marwitz said with offended dignity. Then he grinned. “My foot dipped, yes, but
don’'t worry—you killed me very nicdly, very wel. They will award you two earsand atall for it, wait
and see”

“I liked how the water pitcher was busted and she couldn’t wash the blood off her handslike she's
supposed to,” said awoman in gold lamé, “so she just wiped it off on Scarpia s dinner napkin.”

Her friend frowned. “ They should call itScarpia , notTosca . It'snot alove story, it’s a hate story about
two strong people who wipe each other out—along with a couple of poor jerks who wander into the
crossfire”

A manin araccoon coat shook his head vehemently. “Y ou fed that way because thisfellow played
Scarpiatoo civilized, like an executive. He' s supposed to be just ajumped-up hoodlum. Tosca sline
about him after thetorturewas origindly ‘ The dirty cop will pay for this’ ”

“What isit now?’ inquired the friend.
“ ‘A just God will punishhim.” ”
“Wadl, who changed the line?’
“Puccini did.”

“Then he must have thought the *dirty cop’ line made Scarpialook too much like ahoodlum: he's meant
to be smooth,” the friend declared. “Mysdlf, | never knew a hoodlum with legs as nice asthis Scarpia’s.
Is't it ashame that men quit wearing stockings and britches?’

Thewoman in gold lamé glanced around disparagingly. “Noiit isn’t, not with the boring hindquarters most
guys got. Maybe legs were cuter in days of yore.”

McGrath had run into aclient. He brought her adrink from the bar. She had taste: the plaster cast on her
left arm was painted with afrieze of red-brown Egyptian tomb figures.

“Persondly,” McGrath said, “1 think this operal sabunch of chegp thrills set to pretty music.”
The client, who had bought two bronzes from the gdlery this year, reacted criticaly. “ Other people do,



too; they honestly fed that Tosca 'sjust avulgar thriller,” she observed. “1 think what shocksthemiis
seeing awoman kill aman to keep him from raping her. If aman kills somebody over paliticsor love,
that’ s high drama, but if awoman offsarapigt, that’ s sordid.”

McGrath hated smart-talking women, but he wanted her to buy another bronze; they were abstract
pieces, not easy to sell. So he smiled.

Hewished he' d stayed with fine silver, turquoise, and Pueblo pottery.

Jean and Elmo strolled around and around the fountain in the opera-house patio.
“Operacan redly shake you up,” Elmo ventured, troubled.

Jean nodded fervently. “Especidly on anight like this, when the performersare going al out. And a
respons ve audience throws the excitement right back at them so it keeps on building.”

“But why does the bad guy get such great music?’
“Listen, EImo, do you read sciencefiction? Tolkien? Fantasy stories?’
“Alittle”

“ Sometimes those stories tell about what they callwild magic —magic powers not subject to books or
spells, powersyou can't realy use because they’ re not good or bad or anything to do with morality at all;
they justare , uncontrollable and irresigtible. | think thismusic tonight is like that—deep and strong and
nothing to do with right or wrong.”

Elmo didn’t answer. That kind of talk reminded him of hiswife srelatives over near LasVegas, New
Mexico, who sometimes reported greeat legping whed s of witch-fire flying about in the mountains at night.

Soldiers assembled in the trap under the stage. When the third act opened, they would mount onto the
platform of the Castel Sant’” Angelo, where Cavaradoss was being held for execution. The dummy of the
suicide Angelotti was prepared for them to lug onstage and hang from the castlewall according to
Scarpia’ s Act Two orders.

Behind the set of the platform wall, the crew chief oversaw the placement of the landing pad on which the
dummy, heaved over the wall with anoose around its neck, would arrive. The pad was two stacks of
mattresses roped together side by side, twenty in dl to cushion thefal not of the dummy but of Tosca,
when she legped off the battlement in the end.

Weyland came out of the men’ sroom having cleaned up as thoroughly and unobtrusively as possible. At
his seat down in front he put on the raincoat he had | eft folded there. The coat would conced the plitin
the shoulder seam of hisjacket and any stains or rips he might have missed.

Both terror and exhilaration had left him. He was overcome by lethargy, but he no longer felt ill; his
hunting frenzy had burned al that away. A mood of grim plessurefilled him. It was good to know that
living among soft people in a soft time had not weakened him; that adapting enough to passfor one of
them had not damaged his essentid lionlike, night-hunter nature. Even aflagrant misstep need not be fatdl,
for hisancient cunning and ferocity had not deserted him. He felt restored.

These thoughts passed and sank, leaving him spent and peaceful.



Rosemary Ridgeway took off the brunette wig, rumpled from her scuffle with Scarpia, and set it on its
Styrofoam head to be combed out afresh. How absurd to try to become the libretto’ s dark beauty of
whom Cavaradoss had sung so mdtingly in thefirst act:* Tosca ha I’ occhio nero.” Rosemary’seyes
were blue, and she couldn’t tolerate contact lenses to change them. On the other hand, she didn’t quite
have the nerve—or the force and reputation—to emulate the great Jeritzawho, libretto be damned, had
played the role blonde.

Rosemary knew she was young to sing Tosca. Y et tonight her voice had acquired maturity and control,
asif dl of Marwitz' s encouragement and advice had suddenly begun to work at once. If only the miracle
would last until the end!

She sat gathering strength for thefind act and scratching at her scalp, which aready itched in anticipation
of the beastly brown wig.

Just before the house lights went down, the woman in snakeskin glanced nervoudy at the man beside her.
She had hoped that he wouldn’t return; he' d been so caught up in the second act that he’ d scared her.
Y ou were supposed to appreciate the opera, not joinin.

Now he seemed freed of hisearlier agitation, and she saw with surprise that he was redlly afine-looking
man, with the strong, springing profile of an explorer, or an emperor on an ancient coin. Though hedid
not appear what she would call old, maturity had scored his cheeks and forehead, and he sat asiif
pressed under aweight of long thought.

He seemed not to notice her covert scrutiny. The curve of his upturned coat collar was like asymbolic
shidd, sgnaing awish to beleft done.

She hesitated. Then it wastoo late for a conversationa gambit; the last act had begun.

A horn cdled. Sowly, to thelighting-board operator’ s countsin the booth, the lights grew infinitesmaly
stronger, smulating the approach of a Roman dawn over the Castel Sant’ Angelo.

Usualy, once the Angelotti dummy had been flung over thewall and disposed of, the assistant technical
director and his stagehand companion would stretch out on the mattresses and doze. The sound of
shots—the firing squad executing Cavaradoss—would rouse them for the flying arrival of Tosca, legping
to her death.

Tonight these two technicians stayed awake and listened.

Toscarecounted to her condemned lover Cavaradoss the events that had led to her stabbing of Scarpia
At the swift reprise of the murder music, the woman in snakeskin felt the man beside her stir in his sest.
But hedidn’t leap up and bolt thistime.A sensitive soul , she thought, observing that he listened with
closed eyes asif hewanted nothing to distract him from the music; perhaps amusician himsdlf, apianist
or aviolinigt? Shelooked at hisfine, long-fingered hands.

Holding Tosca s handsin his, Cavaradoss sang in acaressing tone, O sweet, pure hands that have
dealt a just, victorious death . . .

* *

Elmo, appalled, felt tears run down his cheeks. He didn’t dare blot them for fear of cdling attention to
them. The doomed lovers were so sure the execution would be make-believe and then they would
escape together. They sang with such tender fegling for each other, so much hope and joy.



How frightening histears, how sirange the pleasure of histears.

* *

The execution squad fired. Cavaradossi flung himself backward into the air, dapping alittle plastic bag of
stage blood againgt his chest. Red drops spattered on musiciansin the pit below.

* *

At the crack of the gunsthe tall man grunted, and the woman in snakeskin saw that his eyes had flicked
open. He stared about for amoment, then shut them again.

For God' s sake, the wretched philistine had been deeping!

* *

The operawas over, the singerstook their bows. Rosemary, high on triumph, wanted no one to miss out.
Fumbling for Marwitz sfingersinthefdl of lace a his cuff, she said, “Where' s Jerry Tremain?lsn't he
going to take hisbow?’

Amid abarrage of applause they al waked forward together on the stage, joined hands upraised. There
were many curtain cals. Tremain did not come. No one knew where he was.

* %

Theticket gate was jammed with dowly moving people till chattering excitedly or, like ElImo who made
hisway among them slently with Jean, trying to hang on to memories of the music.

Dr. Weyland was outside dready, waiting by the ticket office.

Helooked sort of rumpled. EImo spotted a clutch of burrs stuck to the professor’ strouser leg and along
scrape across the back of his hand. He heard Jean’ s quick intake of breath as she noticed, too.

“Areyou dl right?’ she asked anxioudy. “It looks asif you' ve hurt yourself.”

Dr. Weyland put hisinjured hand into his pocket. “1 walked alittle beyond the lights during intermission,”
he admitted. “| tripped in the dark.”

“Y ou should have come and told me,” Jean said. “I could have run you back into Santa Fe.”
“It'sonly ascrape.”

“Oh, I'm s0 sorry—I hope this hasn’t spoiled your enjoyment of the opera. It was such awonderful
performance tonight.” Her dismay made EImo want to hug her.

Dr. Weyland cleared histhroat. “1 assure you, | found the operavery impressive.”

Elmo caught an undertone of strain in the professor’ svoice. He was rdlieved, glad that he himsalf was not
the only man to have been moved by the experience.

Maybe being moved was good; maybe some paintings would come out of it.

Whilewaiting for the parking lot to clear they picnicked on fruit and cheeselaid out on the trunk of Jean’s
car.

“Thisiswhat operaold-timersdo,” McGrath said. He passed around cups of wine. “Here sadrink to
get us started; I’ ve lined up something specia for us—abig party in town. Lots of Santa Fe people and
some of the operasingerswill be there. Jean, you just follow that blue Porsche over there—that’ s our



ride, EImo and me—and drop the professor off at the party with us. We' ll find him someplace to bunk
for tonight and bring him back down to Albuquerque with ustomorrow.”

“No, thank you,” said Dr. Weyland, turning away the winein favor of water. “I’mtired. | understand
Miss Gray isreturning to Albuquerque immediately, and I’ d prefer to go with her.”

McGrath said heartily, “But people are waiting to meet you! | already told everybody | was bringing a
famous Eastern professor with me. We don’t want to disappoint folks.”

Dr. Weyland drank. “ Another time,” he said.

“Therewon'’t be another time,” McGrath ingsted. “Not like this party. Y ou don’t want to turn your back
on old-fashioned Western hospitality.”

Dr. Weyland deposited his empty cup in the garbage bag. He said, “Good night, Mr. McGrath,” and he
got into the passenger seat of the car and shut the door.

“Wadll, up yourstoo, fella,” said McGrath, throwing his own cup under the car. He whedled toward the
blue Porsche, snapping over his shoulder, “ Come on, EImo, folks are waiting!”

Driving down, Jean found her memory playing over and over the final thunderous chords after Tosca's
auicide. They were from Cavaradoss’sfarewdl ariain Act Three, the melody of“ O dolci baci, o
languide carezze.” Sweet kisses, languid caresses. Puccini’s closing musical comment, perhaps, on the
destructiveness of outsized passions.

Infact, Scarpiahimself had remarked in Act Two that greet love brings great misery. That wasjust
before his pagan to the superior joys of selfish gppetite. Y et he had been destroyed by hislust for Tosca,
surdly apassion initself? How to distinguish appetite from passion? Or did art raise gppetite to the leve
of passion, so that they became indistinguishable?

Had Dr. Weyland been more accessible, shewould have loved to discuss thiswith him on the way home.
She wondered whether he was lonely behind his facade.

Moon-flooded countryside flowed past. On ether hand the rolling plateau was adrift with blunt
congtructions that dawn would show as mountains. Weyland did not miss his old car now, hiswhispering
Mercedes. He wastired and glad not to be driving under that immense, glossy sky; better to befreeto
look out. The scenery was silver with reflected moonlight. The cool wind brought fresh night smells of
earth, water, brush, cattle drowsing at the fences.

The woman spoke, breaking his mood. She said hesitantly, “Dr. Weyland, | wonder if you redize you've
made an enemy tonight. McGrath wanted to show you off &t that party. He' |l take your refusal asaspitin
the eye of hisbeoved Western hospitdlity.”

Weyland shrugged.

“| suppose you can afford to be offhand about it,” she said, sounding resentful. “Not dl of uscan. EImo
will bear the brunt of McGrath's bruised fedingstonight. My turn will come tomorrow when they get
back. McGrath can't hurt you, so he'll hit out a anyone within hisreach. Y ou haven't made things any
easer for me”

Hisvoice crackled with irritation:  Perhapsit hasn’t occurred to you, Miss Gray, that I’ m not interested
inyour problems. My own are sufficient.”



Marwitz and Rosemary lay curled close, too tired for sex, too happy for deep. They dozed on and off
while shadows of moonlight inched across the flagstones outside the French doors.

She murmured, “When the water pitcher fell | was sure Act Two would end in disaster.”

“I would wish many more such disastersfor us both,” he said. Silencefell. Too soon the season would
end and they would go their separate ways.

At length he said, “I wonder what happened to young Tremain. How unlike him, to miss hisbow and a
party after.”

Rosemary yawned and wiggled closer againgt hiswarm middle. “Maybe he came later, after weleft.”
“Which we did indecently early.” He nuzzled her ear. “ Surely everyone noticed.”

Rosemary guffawed. “ Anybody who hasn't noticed by now has got to be as stupid asaclam!”
Marwitz sat up. “Come, we have wine left—let’ s go out and drink in the moonlight.”

They wrapped themselves in the bedspread and padded outside, arguing amiably about just how stupid a
clam might accurately be said to be.

Weyland got out of the car. He said, “ Thank you for bringing me back. | regret my ill temper.” Hedidn't,
but neither did he care to make another unnecessary enemy.

The woman amiled atired smile. “Don’'t giveit athought,” she said. The car withwALKINGRIVER
GALLERY stenciled on itsside pulled away.

When it was out of sight, Weyland waked. The pavement was it by the late-risen moon. No dogs were
left out at night on this street, so he could Stroll in peace. He needed the exercise; his muscles were stiff
from exertion followed by long immobility. A walk would help, and then perhaps ahot soak in hishost's
old-fashioned tub.

Walking eastward on a hill-climbing street, he watched amountain rise ahead of him like aharshly
eroded wall. Its ruggedness pleased him—an angular outline stark against the night and unmuted by
vegetation. He could fed the centurieslying thick over this country—yperhaps afactor contributing, aong
with his physical indisposition, to that headlong tumble tonight through his own persond timescape.

Thekill itslf had been good—a purging of anxiety and weakness. Catharsis, he supposed; wasn't that
theintended effect of art?

But the tension leading up to the kill—memory made him shudder. The operahad broken his mooringsto
the present and launched him into something akin to madness. Human music, human drama, vibrant
human voices passionately raised, had impelled him to fly from among his despised victims asthey sat
listening. He feared and resented that these kine on whom he fed could stir him so deeply, al unaware of
what they did; that their art could strike depthsin him untouched in them.

Wheredid it come from, this perilous new pattern of recognizing aspects of himsdf in the creations of his
human livestock? Such mirrorings were obvioudy unintentional. His basic likeness to humanity wasthe
explanation—a necessary likeness, snce without being smilar to them he could not hope to hunt them.
But was he growing more like them, that their works had begun to reach him and shake him? Had he
been somehow irrevocably opened to the power of their art?



He recoiled violently from such possibilities; he wanted nothing more from them than that which he
dready, relentlesdy, required: their blood.

The mountain ahead of him was, he saw, to be envied; it could be wounded by these human cattle, but
never perturbed.

The morning tour drifted out onto the concrete deck at the rear of the opera house. The guide pointed
west: “On clear nights when we leave the back of the stage open, the lights of Los Alamos. . .”

A heavyset man standing by the rampart glanced down at the road below. He leaned out, not believing
what he saw, his breeth gathering for acry.

Elmo made apainting of dreamlike figures from the opera dancing on asunny hilltop, towered over by a
tal shaft of shadow like awd Ifull of night. In memory of the young singer who had died the night of Tosca
, EImo cdled the paintingThe Angel of Death .

Part V.
TheLast of Dr. Weyland

“Fat timesin Academe are over.” Out of Irv' s open office doorway drifted Alison’s disconsolate voice.
Weyland paused in the hallway to listen.

“Every sensble graduate student sees the handwriting on thewall,” Alison continued. “Ph.D. and dl, I'll
wind up typing in an insurance office—which is probably no worse than spending my life diagramming
kinship systems or arguing about how many languages are spoken in Nigeria.”

Weyland recognized with amusement his own recent summetion of the state of anthropology.

“Whoa, wait aminute,” Irv said. “That’ s not the kind of work Ed Weyland has you doing.” Hischair
squeaked. When hetalked, Irv habitudly swiveled it for emphass. Weyland could hardly avoid noticing:
Inv’ s office was dmost directly acrossthe hdl from hisown.

“Dr. Weyland isan origind, Irv, everybody knowsthat,” Alison said. “He hasthis unique dant that
makes his courses redly exciting. But one mind like that does not awhole discipline make.” Indeed it
does not , thought Weyland, with a cold glance down the hall at the office doors. He did not think of
himsdf as having much in common with those intdlectua knitters. “ This semester of work with himis
ending, and I’'m not capable of creating that kind of excitement for mysdf. I’'m not an origind. Soit's
back to comparing bride pricesfor me, and frankly, I d rather sell matches.”

Irv said, “ Alison, we need people like you, good thinkers with good hearts, to save the discipline from
the gatigticians and the jargonmongers. Oh, | wish you' d been up in Tres Ritos with me yesterday
listening to Carlos Hererratalk about Indian raids on hisfather’ sfarm. | know taking down ora history
isn't large conceptua work, Weyland' s style, but it’ s not serile scholasticism either. We can rescue
human lives and cultures from oblivion. We can snatch history from the jaws of death.”

On the subject of his beloved ord-history project Irv waxed lyrical. He seemed fueled by animated
conversation: hisown, hisinformants’ in the project, the conversation of the sudents and faculty who
sought him out. Weyland had never known him to turn away anyone who wanted to discuss, debate, or
just listen. How did the man find timefor al that talk and his scholarly obligationstoo? By dighting the
work, no doubt. Irv was the sort of man in whom much would be excused by those who enjoyed his



warmth.

Alison Beader was Weyland' s teaching assistant. He stepped into Irv’ s office and said, “ Alison, when
you have aminute, we need to talk about making up the final examination.”

Shelooked up guiltily—because she had taken her complaintsto Irv instead of him? The exact mix and
weight of human reactions were often obscure. In fact, Weyland rejoiced that she had not chosen his
shoulder to wail upon. He waved aside her promise to come at onceto his office. “ Take your time.”

Irv was leaning back, his arms folded behind his head, his dark, welcoming eyes turned to Weyland.
Taped onthewall behind Irv was aposter of acartoon cat sitting on astool strumming aguitar and
singing. The poster was a gift from a student last Christmas. People wanted to be closeto Irv.

Weyland did not. He had learned early that, because of a chronic health condition, Irv wasdwayson
medication. His blood was unfit to drink. However, Weyland took care to maintain a good-tempered
relationship with him. To havetreated Irv in the cool and autocratic manner that he treated most members
of the department would have branded Weyland an obvious crank.

He said, “Have you persuaded Alison to spend the summer prospecting for the past in the sun-crazed
brains of the aged?Irv isvery seductive, Alison. Hetried to recruit me, but when he showed mea
parchment treasure map, | fled.”

Irv grinned. “Y ou ought to come with me once, Ed, just for relief from books, journds, and the amighty
printed word.”

“My summer plans, thank God, are made,” Weyland said. He meant to stay in Albuquerque, write, and
hunt among the hordes of tourists. “ Try again next year. For the moment, the printed word commands
me.” He tapped the handful of mail he had picked up at the main office.

Irv grimaced at the lesser hegp of |ettersin the wooden tray on his own desk. “I’ d trade mail with you,
but would you want to take on the informant family | worked with in Ceylon? They write that they pray
every day that I'll finance their third kid through college.”

“I would answer asagod of wrath,” Weyland replied.
Irv laughed. 1 was afraid of that. Okay, no trades.”
Weyland left them to finish their conversation.

Thislate on aFriday everyone else was gone. Without fear of being seen he dipped the latch of Arnold
“Map” Oblonsky’s door with acredit card and entered to search out a geologic map he wanted. Just as
missing library books were generaly found piled up in the sumptuous office of Eleanor Hellstrum, the
department’ s emeritus, maps were hoarded by Map Oblonsky—ostensibly to protect them from being
mishandled, stolen, or lost by other lessloving borrowers. Weyland enjoyed recaling the exated guest
lecturer who, not recognizing the nickname as heard in conversation, had cordialy greeted the map-miser
as " Professor Mapoblonsky.”

Taking the map he wanted, Weyland returned to his own office, where he too had begun an impressive
hoard. Monopolizing materialswas asign of power, and power in the hierarchies of human beingswas
ussful tohim.

Foul stinks from the basement lab pervaded the building—doubtless somebody ina
comparative-anatomy class cooking the flesh from an animal skeleton. Weyland opened hiswindows.
Then, spreading the map on the small drafting table he had set up in one corner, he studied aspot in the



Sandiafoothillsthat seemed promising for cave exploration tomorrow.

Hewould look for amed on the drive up. Spring had brought out the hitchhikers with their packs and
guitars. Random travelers, when not rank with dope or disease, made excellent prey. He had developed
severd drategiesto bring about physical contact with such passengers.

He heard Alison’ srueful laughter from Irv’ s office. The Situation with her required action. He did not
want hisrelationship with Alison to go so far that people remarked on how peaked she looked, as they
had remarked about his previous T.A. Now that spring provided the bounty of the roads, he need no
longer depend so heavily on regularslike Alison for food. Wintering herein Albuquerque, he had
congtructed a network to supply him when hunting was poor: colleagues, students, and socid
companions—those whom he could approach without causing suspicion—made good victims at short
notice. But there was dwaysrisk in repetition.

Alison wasthe most ble, the most regular of the regulars, because of the personal relationship he
had built on the working one. Now, happily, that connection could be ended. After several months, being
her lover had become a strain.

Heriffled through hismail: Please review this book that should never have been published; please reply to
thisfurious reply to your previous hostile review; would you be interested in contributing to our
forthcoming issue on red and synthetic languages, an invitation to a craft show opening (more pots)
inscribed in the curly hand of the Anthro Department head’ swife; arequest for areference from ayoung
woman whom he would consent to endorse, since she was brilliant and hard-driving and had gathered
severd illustrious namesto back her.

Weyland had made his own name estimable enough so that others were eager to borrow itsluster. Y et
he gave them no sympathy. They hustled dong trundling their little lives before them, panting and swesting
to get ahead of othersjust like themsaves with apull from those who trundled till further ahead . . .

Here was something welcome, apractica query from the printer about Weyland’ s monograph, due out
next month, on transformations of the salf in dreams; an invitation to aconference in Audtrdianext
year—five days of soporific meetings and an overnight jaunt by kangaroo into the outback; areminder of
that outside lecture he wasto give at the Indian School next week . . .

He must demand more secretaria hel p—another mark of status. The barrage of paper and the demands
on histimewereimpossible.

He packed up his briefcase.

Alison camein and shut the door. She stood there in the bright print jumper that seemed to bring out the
shadows in her face, and she said in aquavering voice, “Y ou may have noticed, Dr. Weyland, that I've
been avoiding you latdy.”

Warily, he nodded.

Shedared at him. “My God,” she said. “I’ ve spent agood number of nightsin your bed this past winter,
and | il cdl you by your title and surname. What have | been doing?’

A response seemed cdled for. He said, * Sharing your warmth and companionship with me.” So she had
begun to separate from him; how agreeable. He turned a chair toward her invitingly. Shelooked shaky
on her feet. He was thinking of atime when he had been harsh in just such a Situation and had been
forced, in consequence, to ded with hysteria. It paid, he had found, to go gently sometimes.
“Companionship waswhat | waslooking for. I’ ve never taken our liaison for more—how could I, aman



more than twice your age?—and | hope you never did, either.”

“What does age haveto do with anything?’ she said. She sat down. “Claire,” she said, naming hisformer
T.A., “wasyounger than | am.”

“Yes.” He seated himsdlf behind the desk.

She looked confused, red-eyed. “I mean—does't that make it awfully easy for you? Y ou get closeto a
girl and then whenever you fed likeit you just—you can turn her off by telling her you'retoo old for her.”

She seemed quite upset. He hoped Irv had gone home. “But it’syou, Alison, who have cometo do the
turning off. And asfor pursuing the young, | look for satisfaction where | have some chance of achieving
it. You know how difficult itisfor me, even with ayouthful, attractive woman like yoursdf.”

She sat back, frowning. “ Difficult? Y ou mean sex? Half thetime we just drift off to deep. | don't think
you give adamn for sex, you know that? | guess when an older man pursues young women, heredly
wants them to keep him feding young. And,” she added bitterly, “there sno mystery in why ayoung
womean falsfor an older man, either.”

He had understood his attraction for her and had used it. But he could not imagine what shefdlt like,
seeking alost parent, or how aman would fed in pursuit of hisown vanished youth. Theinward
sensations of such compulsions were closed to him. He kept silent, hoping she would move on to some
other subject.

“Thepointis, it'sdl over between us. | think it’s been over for awhile now. That’ sredly agood
thing—the timing, | mean, not too near the end of the semester, so it does't ook asif we had some kind
of lay-for-arterm arrangement. | don’t want to get that kind of reputation. | did not start deeping with
you just to earn aboost up the professiond ladder. I'm not like that.”

“Nevertheless, | will of course do whatever | can for you,” he said, “as discreetly as possible.”
“Don’'t grainyoursdf,” she said resentfully and blushed. “ Sorry.”

Ah; he saw that he should have shown some flinching of masculine pride. Too late. Suddenly the tears
spilled from her eyes. Weyland shook out a clean handkerchief and handed it to her.

“God damnit,” she gulped from behind the bunched and dampened cloth, “thiswould be alot easier if
you weren’ t—you have the face of everybody’ s dream-father, you know that? All rugged and worn and
wise, and then there' sthis distance—it’ sirresigtible, | can’t explain it. But next time somebody saysthey
climb mountains because they' re there, I'll have someideawhat they mean.”

Shetook adeep breath and settled hersdlf in the chair asif beginning over. “Anyway, it looks asif we' re
apair of complementary neuroses that met, grappled, and are about to passin the night. So | want to say
goodbye on that score. | hope you won't hold it against methat | did this before you decided to do it
yoursdlf.”

“Onthecontrary,” he said gravely. “I’m grateful for your sengitivity and realism.”

A “farewe| fuck,” to use Oblonsky’ sterminology, would be appropriate hereif they were within reach of
abedroom ingtead of at the office. Thank God for small mercies. Sex, which Weyland had dways
found complicated, was a positive chore with Alison because of her recurrent desire to kiss and mouth
him, practices which he detested. But he was willing to try now and again with her to keep up her hope
that shewould eventualy “cure” him of his“difficulty” completely. How else could he keep her coming
back? He had needed her for those other evenings, the ones that mattered—the evenings when,



caressing her warm skin, with a pressure at the throat he put her straight to deep and drank her clean,
swest blood. The thought gtirred his ever-present hunger.

Blinking, on the verge of renewed tears, shesaid, “| can’t believe I’ ve doneit.”

But you have, so let’s not go over everything again.He got up. “ Jennifer Chadwick isreading at
Couche Hall—a paper on devil figures asinstruments of socia control. Would you like to attend?’

Alison shook her head dowly. “Poor Jennifer. Y ou’ re planning some politely murderous questions for
her, aren’t you? All very courtly, but right for the jugular. What have you got againgt her?’

“Soppy thinking. Also, shedrinks. Y ou can seethe veinson her nose.”

She stared at him with asort of dazzled bewilderment. “ Sometimes you are positively inhuman, you know
thet?’

He held the door open for her. “ A useful reputation to have,” he said, “however undeserved.”

After the colloquium Irv was waiting outside. His white sport shirt set off his swarthy skin. Hewas
hairy—darkly furred arms and ablack curl at the collar’ s opening—though balding on top. Hisface,
folded onto afaintly smian bone structure, expressed aert middle-aged perplexity.

“Poor Jennifer,” hesaid. “I wasworried for awhile that you weren't going to back off and let her
recover.”

Weyland shrugged. “1 didn’t intend to make an enemy, only to uphold some standard of scholarship.”

“Y ou do that so deftly and so entertainingly,” Irv said with frank admiration, “that nobody could mistake
your intentions, or even resent it too much that you decided to use them as an example, even if you do
cut pretty deep in the process. Everybody knows that being too hard on other people means you' re too
hard on yoursdlf, too. A lighter hand in both cases would be ardlief to everyone.” His voice sounded
gentle asaways, dark-colored and faintly wooly in quality asif dense with thought.

Weyland did not reply, and, as he had expected, Irv chose not to pursue the subject. Having offered as
much of areproach as he was going to, he asked whether Weyland was going home. Irv lived in the
same neighborhood. Sometimes they walked to or from the university together.

Weyland said, “1’m going over to thelibrary.”

“Then I'll walk you that far, though what you have to do over there that couldn’t wait till next week |
can'timagine. It's Friday, haven't you noticed? Alison says she doesn’t know how you keep going,
working as hard asyou do.”

“A roundabout way of complaining that | overload her?’

“Oh, no,” Irv said. “1 get theimpression that though she’ s never found you exactly easy to work with, she
definitely feelsthat the benefits outweigh the pains. It'snot my business, of course,” he added, “but
peopletak to me, they tell me things. And God knows being T.A. to asenior professor can be hard
goingindl sortsof ways.”

Weyland had no intention of permitting the conversation to continue on that course. Irv could be
expected to spot any fase note in Weyland' s remarks about the affair with Alison. Asthey waked
through the campusin the fading light Weyland said, “ Alison would be a va uable addition to your
ord-history project this summer. The field work might do her good, too. She needs more



self-confidence, a greater sense of independence and of her own strengths.”

“Yes—I’ d hate to see her drop out of anthropology. She's so discouraged about the future, scared she'll
end up with no choice but to work for some state highway department on archaeologica sdvage.”

“That would bealiving,” Weyland said.
“Sure. But she wants to be ascholar. Y ou know the hunger.”
Weyland glanced a him. “One mugt adjust one' s hungersto the times.”

Irv laughed. “How true, and for al of us, not just these youngsters. Next time somebody refersto the
university asan ivory tower, I'll send them to you for agood, hard commonsense knock on the head.

“Weren't we lucky?’ Irv Sghed. “1 mean, anthropologists of the last few decades. We ve had the best of
it, | think: field work in wild places before the wild places got paved with soda cans, cushy jobs whilethe
universitieswere growing, an exciting young discipline busting with confidence and sudded with gars. . .
| fedl guilty these dayswhen | talk about my own professiona experience to students because they know
and | know that most of the good stuff is used up. What afuture they have to settle for.”

They crossed the artificia hills around the university’ s artificia duck pond. Weyland thought, The short
trajectories of human lives predispose them to these anxious judgments, that opportunities are
insufficient, openings are unsatisfactory, the times are tragically lacking in this or that. If only I’d
been born earlier, they say, or later. Alison can’'t wait a hundred years for some swing of eventsin
her favor . . .

He said, “People seem to manage.”
“Sure. But | worry about the ones | know. Don't you?’

They stood outside the library. Irv looked up mildly from under his heavy brows at Weyland. “Weal
concern each other, after al. Though maybe you wouldn’t agree?’

Weyland considered. “We dl keep watch on each other. | can agreeto that.”

Irv said nothing for amoment. He looked suddenly downcast and anxious, quite unlike himsdf. Weyland
observed him curioudy.

Irv said, “Never mind, I’'m hardly fit to talk to lately. Too much on my mind, amistake | made—severd
mistakes. Just now you reminded me of someone | knew—not your fault, it was the cautious way you
said that. Keegping watch isn't enough, you know. Y ou can watch things go wrong right next to you and
never know why.”

Weyland glanced about. In the dusk students were walking and biking over the mellow brick pavement.
Fedling isolated with Irv in an unwanted intimacy, he said, “I’ ve aways found my work to be agood
antidote to anxiety. How isyour research coming?’

Irv was saying softly, “ And when the crisis happens to someone you care about, you can redly get torn

up. | don’t know what I’ d do now without the oral-history project. Those marvelous transcripts—I get

caught up in the vividness of dl those voices, Ed, the actud stuff of history, our own connectedness with
our forebearsand their lives, aliving past .. .”

His hands scul pted the air as he spoke, his eyes shone. “1’d like to talk with you about that sometime,”
Weyland said quickly. “1 may ventureinto your territory from adifferent direction. My new book will be



about predator-prey relations among human populations, and how those rel ationships influence human
attitudes toward animal predators and prey. Y ou're dealing, | suppose, with afrontier situation shared by
groups as diverse as the Spanish, the Indians, the Anglos, and of course the once grest animal predators
of the West—qrrizzly bears, timber wolves, and the like. That should hold some interesting materia for
me”

A student on abike halted beside them, nodded shyly at Weyland and turned to Irv. “Can | talk to you
for afew minutes, Irv? 1’ m having alot of problemswith the reading for your class, and | thought—"

“Ed, excuse meaminute, will you?” Irv said to the student, “ Do you have some time right now? Go on
over to the Union, pick up acouple of cupsof coffee, and I'll join you, dl right?’

“Oh, great,” the boy said on asigh of rdlief. “Thanks.” He pedded away.

Irv said to Weyland, “ Tl you what, let methink alittle about the transcripts. I [l bet there’ s plenty of
good stuff you could use. Might take me afew daysto get to it, though—I’ m fedling the end-of-term
crunch asitis, and now I’ ve been invited to join the folk-sng here on the mal tomorrow night, which will
screw up my scheduleroyaly.

“It’'Il do me good, though, to get out, leave books and trouble home, go shake the wrinkles out of the
vocal chords, get the old blood moving, you know? When you live doneas| do, you have to make
yourself be socid. How about you coming, too?’

Weyland looked into Irv’' sfriendly, expectant face. Their need for approva, for each other’ s presence,
for endless conversation, seemed to drive them amost as hard as Weyland' s hunger drove him. Y et what
inthem was actudly fed?

He expressed regret that he was otherwise engaged tomorrow evening.

“Too bad,” Irv said. “But you' re going to the Indian dances at the pueblo on Sunday, aren’t you?’ That
was better. Weyland had been meaning to reconnoiter the nearby Indian villages as potential hunting
aress. He said he would certainly attend the dances at thisvillage on Sunday. “ Terrific.” Irv smiled. “I've
got to check some detailswith an informant first, so I'm leaving pretty early. I’ll see you up there later on.

“Oh, and here’ s something | wish you' d think about: I’ d like you to be an informant in anew project I'm
Setting up on academic origins—the backgrounds of people who wind up in anthropol ogy, people of the
older ranks compared with some of the younger crew. Are you interested?’

Hislook, hisvoice, hisstancedl said,| aminterested; | aminterested in you .

Weyland resisted the pressure. “No, I'm afraid that sort of thing isn’t for me. I'm a private kind of
person.”

“I know, and | don’'t meantointrude,” Irv said gently, “but give it some more thought, will you? Privacy
can be a burden that people set down with enormous relief—for alittle while, anyway. Besides,” and
suddenly he grinned his sef-mocking grin, “what’ll | do if the mgjor characterigtic of dl the academics|
want to talk to turns out to be their love of privacy? See you at the dances.”

Irv headed for the Student Union with his quick, athletic stride.

At the library desk Weyland paused to pick up abook they were holding for him, adescription of aNew
Guinean group who were supposed to be able to synthesize supplementary proteins from intestina flora.
Dietary wonders like thisfascinated him, hinting at an enlightening link with his own Stuation.



In the Southwest Room of the library he requested some of the oral-history transcriptsto seeif they
might redlly be useful to the new book. Only then, for the sake of finding shortcuts through the huge mass
of Inv’smateria, would he invite more of the man’sinsstent friendliness. Weyland' s new book promised
some popular success. Its subjects, spectacularly diverse, ranged from Vikings to multinational
corporations, and he knew that human beings loved to read about the worst in themselves. An gpped to
local readership through a chapter on the American frontier would do Weyland no harm here at the
university.

He read reminiscences of apublic hanging at which the victim wastoo tal to be suspended from the only
available tree limb, so the spectators had to climb onto his body and weigh him down to complete the
job; of afamily under sege watching its horses killed, one by one, by Indians; of abear hunt ended
abruptly, in the bear’ sfavor, by aflash flood. The concrete details of these accounts produced an effect
of remarkable immediacy. No wonder Irv was fascinated. People must mourn the loss of such history in
the same way that Weyland sometimes felt robbed of his own past lives.

Y et hewas not at ease with these narratives. He kept interrupting his reading to look about him at the
shelves of books, the catalog cabinets, the tree shadows on theilluminated lawn outside. After the
experience at the operalast summer, he felt threatened by these vivid accounts.

The madness that inflamed him that night of Tosca had not struck him since, nor did he expect anything
likeit again. He was settled in, accustomed to this new part of the world and his placein it, and he took
care not to subject himself again to such intense stimulation.

Neverthdess, he was uncomfortable now with these transcripts. Even without music and stageillusion
these distinctly persond voices, dowed and muted in print, disturbed him; they evoked the taste and fed
of the past S0 stronglly.

Here was an anecdote from a Spanish witch near Moratelling how he had transformed himsdlf into a
coyote to follow an enemy and trotted along awagon track in the wild dark, ears pricked to the creak of
wheelsand dap of reinsup ahead . . .

Weyland pushed aside the transcripts and got up. He had other work to do in the library tonight, dry
work, safely grounded in the modern world.

Asusud, hewaked home from the university circuitoudy, enjoying the crisp air and the quiet of the night.
The only troublesome dog in the neighborhood, a nervous Doberman, he had attended to early the
previous autumn. The animal had not been replaced.

Now whose car was this, parked around the corner from his own street? He did not recall having seen
the VW hatchback around here before at night, and he tried to keep track of this sort of thing. Dark blue,
ascrape along the rear fender, New Jersey plate—hadn’t this very car roared past his own last week on
Second Street? He paused to note down the license number on an index card. A black-and-white cat
trotted quickly acrossthe street ahead of him, head down, no catch.

Albuguerque had prettier streets, tree-lined and attended by gardeners. Weyland liked this block and its
relatively old and established area east of and somewhat higher than the university. He enjoyed the
unobstructed view of the mountains still farther east.

Hishouse, sublet in September for ayear, was aneat frame-stucco cube dressed up with a
Mediterranean-style roof of red tile, dark foundation plantings, and a back yard bounded by afence of
warped wooden palings. Hisimmediate neighbors were a pretentious adobe-style “ranch” enclosed ina
highwall, and abrick house that looked asif it had been lifted, grounds and al, out of some Connecticut



suburb.

Early and clearly he had impressed his preference for solitude upon his neighbors. Only Mrs. Sayers,
across the street, continued her determined pitch for him; afresh stack of used paperbacks from her,
nestly tied up with string, awaited him by hisfront door. He tucked them under hisarm and drew out his

keys.

No one had laid an unfamiliar hand on his door. No faint shine of oil from anervous pam'’s pressure
gleamed on the door panel, no hedl-ruck rumpled the loose rug on the living-room floor. He set down the
books, turned on the lamp beside the living-room couch, and moved unhurriedly through the house
savoring the quiet for what it divulged: soft hum of the eectric clock, occasond whish of acar passng
outsde, faintest whisper of music from the pianist’ s house one street over.

In the kitchen the refrigerator began to grind its motor as he opened the door to get ice. He kept abasic
food supply for guests and for appearances sake—peanut butter, relish, pickled artichoke hearts, an egg
carton, cheese, bottles of Bitter Lemon. One of hiswomen visitorsliked Bitter Lemon—the same one
who had brought him, last week, that casserole wrapped in duminum foil and these oranges going soft in
the vegetable bin. Once, in order to excuse the refrigerator’ s sparsely filled shelves, he had told her that
he ate out alot at McDonad's. She had begun bringing him bags full of food, with the emphasis on fruits
and vegetables.

Hetook aglass from the dish rack, polished off the water spots with a paper towel, and ran tap water in
over two ice cubes. That first interwhirl of tepid and cold currents delighted him aways, and he liked the
minera flavor of theloca water. The house had afunctiona well which he had reconnected to the
plumbing. Wasting good water on the grasswhile drinking chemicdly nasty stuff from the city mainswas
absurd. These days palatable water was often harder to find than clean blood.

In the living room, sipping water, heflipped on thetdevison s&t: blank, blank, ashrill, sllly movie, an ad
for hamburgers. Off. What he liked to watch was ballet and basketball. Also occasionally The Incredible
Hulk, which he had passed up this evening for Jennifer Chadwick’ s colloguium.

Hewas not yet hungry enough to hunt. Perhaps some work—he ran his palm over thefine-grained
leather of his briefcase but set the case aside and picked up instead one of the new batch of paperbacks.
Good, a Ruth Renddl mystery. Fictiona depictions of the crimina mind and its law-enforcement
counterpart always entertained him. He stretched out on the couch.

When he stopped to think about it, for al its pressures and demands thiswas a very comfortable life.
The phone rang; he had dozed off, book on his chest. He came sharply awake: “Y es?’

Silence. Then low, distressed breathing.

“Alison?’ hesad. “Isthat you?’

“Oh hell,” she choked. “I sworeto mysdf that | would not do this!” She hung up.

How odd, he thought, looking at the telephone,if one night it rang and when he answered he heard
Floria Landauer’ s voice. Now, what had put that into his mind?

He got his bathrobe out of the closet and went into the study, shrugging the robe on over his shirt and
pants. The nightswere dill chilly, and he hated the stuffy smell emitted by the old-fashioned floor hegter.

He had equipped the front bedroom with desk, filing cabinets, typing table, metal bookshelves whose
contents overflowed in neat stacks on the floor, and a couch on which he often dept. He turned on the



light. The neighbors were used by now to the sight of that light burning a al hours. Mrs. Sayers had
offered him adegp-inducing herb tea.

Thinking of Floria Landauer reminded him; seated at the desk, he took athin file from the lower drawer
and opened it. Back in September, upon first occupying the house and the job and the office at the
university, he had begun aletter to her. He had produced a series of typed paragraphs, written at
ever-increasng intervas and findly abandoned dtogether.

Rereading them now, he recognized that these writings were agroup of reflections, Smilar in form to her
notes about him which she had given him to destroy. He had done so—but he had read those notes of
hersfirst. The nove experience of catching glimpses through another’ s eyes of himsdf—and at atime
when he had been uniquely open to observation—had impressed him deeply.

Dear Dr. Landauer,
[Begin with conventiona pleasantry, cordidity? No; but some gesture of appreciation?]

| learned today that the department head here has amachine called a* pacemaker” in his heart. Complete
replacement of the body’ s systems by means of new technology in order to avoid desth seemsto bea
current human god. If my body systems do not, when damaged, repair themsalves or regenerate, |
cannot have them replaced. Someday, surdly, | must die.

Imagine waking from along deep to find peopletotaly mechanized, mysdf the only “human” (i.e,
morta) left. Speak for the mechanica men: Clank. Please don’t drink my oil. If any oil remains.

| found this poem in astory by Saki:

“Sredni Vashtar went forth,

Histhoughts were red thoughts and histeeth
were white.

Hisenemies called for peace, but he brought
them death.

Sredni Vashtar the Beautiful.

No stranger mysdlf to red thoughts, | understand this poem well; but | could never have produced it. |
can map ideasinwords. | cannot make art with words. Perhaps words are the wrong medium. Speech is
ahuman invention, used to trade endless scraps of gossip, complaint, desire. | have adopted speech, |
think. Itisnot atool that comes naturaly to me. Do | have amedium of my own?

| have always used words for deception and manipulation (as| believe | once remarked to you). With
you, words identified truths. To this| attribute some of the intensity and fascination of the experience.

Alison, dulled and dimmed by the dreamsin which shefloats, isafood source to be cultivated, nothing
more. She was easy to approach. She never saw meat dl, but rather the fatherly part | played. They are
not difficult to victimize, these blind people, though some make their way—if they are fortunate—to your
office, Dr. Landauer, where you attempt to focus their vision on the world outside. No wonder you were
disconcerted when | cameto you, asit turned out, for inward vision.

When | told you that | remember none of my dreams, | thought | sensed a degree of skepticism or at
least reserved judgment on your part. Y et it is true that the much-praised freshness and originaity of my



writing on dreams springs from my own persond naiveté with regard to the experience of dreaming.
Sometimeswhen | consider the remarkable activity and inventiveness of thehuman mindindeep |
Speculate: what might | learn of mysdlf that the silence of my own dreams keeps from me? Still, although
our work together led toward this very territory, | do not now attempt to explore further by the methods
you showed me; aclosure of inquiry that causes me both regret and relief.

Sometimes | think that in each waking life | learn the samelessons. How could | know, since on waking |
have only shadows from past lives, no details? That is, languages and skills accrue from lifeto life; but
what else do | discover and then forget? Do | progress over and over down the same path from
ignorance to knowledge? | fed that | amin the midst of such aprogress now.

Having avoice implies the existence of others. One does not need a voice to speak to onesdlf. Except for
the need to entice my prey, | could be mute.

Moreover, without the necessity of outwitting clever victims| could be—not mindless, but unthinking.
Sitting in the sun asacat gts, its mind an effortless murmur of sensory input flecked with apoint of
attention here, afragmentary memory there—but primarily alimpid stream merging with the palpable
environment around it.

A neighbor brings me books, thistime among them some stories by Ray Bradbury. | remember Mark
telling me these Stories one night soon after my imprisonment began, and how hisvoicelost itsflat,
guarded tone and grew supple, rich, and happy as he spun one fantasy after another. | think the vitality of
his mind saved me then asthe vitdity of hisblood saved me later. The stories, read tonight, provoked me
to reflect that in such atale | would be explained as—a device brought from some other planet in order
to take samples of human hitory. Extraterrestrid origin isindicated by my long life, based on apremise
of saf-repair and saf-replacement, in contrast to the multiple lives and rapid turnover typica of
indigenouslifeforms. I look like human beings—I can passfor one of them. | must drink their blood for
sustenance; thus | cannot go off by mysdlf and ignore ther history. Preying on them insures an outlaw
datusthat prevents me from reveding mysdlf to them.

And so on and so on, this sort of congtruction is not difficult, but why bother? What reason would
extraterrestrids have for an interest in the history of human beings? The obvious importance of humanity
intheuniverse? A far from proven point. Thiskind of thinking can lead to nothing of mine.

| heard Oblonsky, learning of the destruction of aloca Pueblo 11 site by bulldozers, mutter under his
breath, “ Thank God, that’s onelessto gft through.” Even with computersto help, humans shrink from
the entireweight of their past. | think my own long past would crush meto degth, if | could remember its
details. Asitis, intrusions from past lives endanger me—consider Tosca , an involuntary look backward,
and the consequences. . .

Irv asked me last week whether | could show his students how to make aknife from flint, as he invariably
falsinthe attempt. | said | could not do it, either—alie. | do not recall making aflint knife, but | know |
have done s0, and the skill remainsin my hands. My product would be too fine.

Such dangerous materials, and he had actudly forgotten about them! What was the matter with him?
These pages must be destroyed. The dight mystery of the blue hatchback reminded him: he must not let
the security of thislifelull himinto recklessness.

Firgt, however, he turned to the typewriter and made afinal entry on afresh page.
The sex occasiondly required with Alison has been little different from conversation and other forms of



socid falsehood that | customarily employ in the hunt for my food. All are part of the performance of my
present life. Of course the whole department knows about Alison and me. They are supposed to. Our
affairisa*“convincing detail.” | think sometimes of you and me, how different that was. Perhaps| desired,
there at theladt, to repossess apart of mysdf | had unwittingly given you. At other times| think | wanted
to touch a part of you that our speaking together had revealed to me.

Some experiences one seeks only once. | do not wish to do again what we did then. | never consider

flying back East and visiting, or diading your number on the telephone from here. What | like isthat we
were separate, and then together, and are now separate again, and can each separately think back on
that time. | like the feding of sharing asecret. Secrecy is natura to me, comfortable, reassuring.

He reread this severa times. It satisfied him. Hetook all the pagesinto the kitchen, burned them, and
flushed the ashes down the disposdl unit.

Back in the study, he began drafting an article he had promised The Journal of Human Wisdom about
vocabularies used to distinguish victims from aggressors in human relationships—an article destined to
become part of hisbook. His records of the uncompleted Caydin dream project, though till aplentiful
source of raw materia and ideas, would yield him only aseries of papers and not the mgjor work on
dreams he had planned. Hence the predation study, anew labor that absorbed and invigorated him.
Scholarship was the best game humankind had yet invented: intricate, demanding, rich with risk and
reward—akin in many waysto the hunt itself. In the present instance he took special pleasurein
elucidating aterritory with which hewas uniquely familiar.

Asheworked, his hunger grew. It would not wait for adrive out to caving country tomorrow, and he did
not wish to encourage Alison by caling her back and seeing her tonight. He left after midnight to hunt.

The mountains adozen miles from his house were dotted with overnight camping Sites. Nearing the
campground he had chosen, he turned off his headlights and drove off the road by starlight, easing his car
over the needle-carpeted, sandy earth into a concedling stand of brush and trees. Then he put on Indian
boots with one-piece, upcurving solesthat |eft scarcely amark, an old black sweater from the Army
surplus store, and a Navy watchcap over hisgray hair.

Heleft the car and walked down from the ridge and along a stony, willow-lined arroyo. The arroyo sand
was stippled with tracks—rabbit, snake sign, small rodents, marks of peopl€e’ s boots and sneakers, but
no dog prints.Good.

Beyond, on abroad, doping flat, the Forest Service had put in tables, latrines, lean-tos, and fireplaces of
rocks and cement. He could see several cars and motorcycles parked there. The darkness carried air
currents smoky from banked fires.

For alittle while he stood among the trees at the edge of the camping area, watching and listening.
Nothing stirred. He began to make owl sounds, loud enough to bring alight deeper awvake. Sure enough,
after atime someone emerged from a shelter, awoman wearing long johns and shuffling aong in unlaced
hiking boots. She clumped over to atwo-holer in the clearing, returned shortly. A bite, but the hook had
not s=t.

Weyland gave her time to settle back into deep. Then he picked up adry branch and snapped it with a
loud crack. Let that go for awhile (picturing the open eyes of someone awakened by that sound,
someone lying wondering—noises like that punctuated the forest night all the time—dlipping back into
deep despite the vague discomfort of afull bladder) and then another owl hoot. Thistime, in aperson
plucked out of thetop layer of deep, bladder pressure might prevail.

It did. A man in undershorts and thong dippers came out shivering anong the treesto urinate.



Weyland ghosted up behind him, caught him expertly by the neck, lowered him unconsciousto the
ground, and knelt beside him on the dry and dippery pine needlesto feed. Afterward he rose and went
light-footed away, leaving the man to waken later, groggy and chilled, wondering perhapswhat in the
world had led him out here to dream strange dreams among the tal pines. . .

The following afternoon Weyland found that a cave indeed existed where he had expected to find one.
He had agood instinct for caves. This one proved well suited to his purpose: too high above the ground
to be an atractive den to wild animals, and degp enough to reach a place where water did over stone.
He knew he needed moisture near him when he dept, athough whether he actudly arosein a stupor of
deep and drank or not he did not remember. He supposed that his lungs might take from the air sufficient
water for his body’ s reduced needs.

The generd location was excedllent—an inaccessible areathat even on this Saturday afternoon showed no
sggnsof human invasion. The entrance to the cave waswell hidden and difficult to reach. Though a
determined team attack using sophisticated mountaineering techniques would succeed, casud explorers
would not be able to reach the opening even if they perceived it. Climbing to the cave mouth Weyland
had used the prodigious sirength of hisarms and hands to traverse anearly vertica wall, exploiting tiny
bulges and cracksin the rock not as holds—they were too small—but as leverage points. A human
being, with strong lower but comparatively weak upper limbs, could not do the same.

Hewaswd| pleased with hisgood luck. A vampire could scarcely find aplaceto lay his head these
days, unless he settled for the treacherous tunnel s of abandoned minesinto which no sensible caver
would set foot. On the other hand, no sensible vampire would enter there either. During spring bresk he
had located several possible deep sitesdown at Carlsbad, in the vicinity of the famous caverns. In one of
the most extensive cave systemsin the world, any reasonably remote section had a good chance of not
being invaded by explorersfor along time to come. But Carlsbad was afive-hour drive. Having aussble
gte closer to home made him fed more secure.

Helooked out from the cave’ s mouth over the brushy foothills. The space, the quiet, the absence of
people, were restful; the country invited him. Pictures drifting sometimesin his mind suggested to him that
he had originated in some dark northern place of black forests and lush, gray-skied plains. How different
from this spare, dry country, wide as the sea under its keen blue sky, harshly marked by time ashewas
himself. He fdlt kinship with these scored hillsdes, he found some reflection of his own endurance and
sdf-sufficiency. To go to ground in this part of the world would not be uncongenid.

At hisback wasthe cool breath of the cave. It quelled his confidence and compelled his attention.
Crouched on the dusty limestone floor, he turned and looked, not out the bright opening, but into the

depths.
If | wished to Sleep . . . but | do not, he thought.

Long deep was hislast resort, his refuge from otherwise inevitable disaster. Such deep held itsown
dangers. No creature lies down at night assured of rising again in the morning to alivable day. For
himsdlf, he reflected, the odds increasingly favored calamity: cave-in, discovery, some change bringing
loss of the moisture he must have—or waking to aworld too complex for his powers of adaptation, or
too poisoned, or too bare of human life.

He drew the smooth coils of his climbing rope between his hands. Waking was the worst part.

He woke aliving corpse from some superdtitioustalein Irv’ stranscripts: skin colorless and shrunken
over bone, mind like a cavern with consciousnessrattling about in it looking for direction. Hewasa
ghogt, a phantom, without hunger but knowing that he must feed soon or die; knowing that he had lived



before though not just when or how, and that the knowledge of previousliveswould be available at
need—but not specific events, not discrete memories, knowing that he must not seek to stir up those
memories. Nothing must distract him from the immense task of learning hisway about the new world
facinghim.

Suddenly there blinked into hismind asign he had seen outs de a garage downtown: RE-TREADS CHEAP .
His mood lightened into grim amusement. He gathered his gear and descended to head back toward his
ca.

As he passed the ruins of an abandoned homestead, only the stone-and-mortar hearth standing, he saw a
smdl herd of deer. Thewind wasin hisface. He paused, hisbody ingtinctively adopting a hunting tension.
When the deer raised their heads, he was motionlessin agrove of cedars, his backpack stowed behind a
stump. They drifted nearer. He chose a young one with new horns, and when they passed he sprang out.

His momentum dammed the beast down asthe othersfled like quicksiiver. He straddled the deer,
wrenching the head back so that the twisting body could not gather under him and rise or the hard, sharp
hoofskick him.

Unthinkingly, he bent to the curve of the throat where the great artery beat—then drew back from that
stunned and terrified life. He had not drunk anima blood since long, long ago, before humans, growing so
numerous and strong, had become his sole prey. Drinking from the deer now would make him sick.

Helet go, pringing clear of the flying hooves. Panting, he lay on hisback, looking up into the blue pit of
the sky asthe earth beneath him drummed briefly with retreating hoofbeets. He had not landed on cactus
or an anthill, by good fortune, but what foolishness he had committed: wasted energy was wasted food.
Hedidn't care. Strength needs to be used, speed needs to be used. He felt better.

Ashegot into hiscar he saw adigtant glint asif of sun on glass—perhapsthe flash from a pair of
binoculars. Alarmed, he cruised the areafor amost an hour but found only the remains of someone's
picnic.

He returned home to find a note from Alison thrust under his door. She would be going up to the pueblo
with Irv on Sunday and hoped to see Weyland there, maybe to talk to him privately for just afew
minutes. Much to think about there, but now he needed deep. After ashower and adrink of water, he
napped on the sofain his bathrobe.

When he woke, he found he had jammed his forehead and knees against the backrest. His body was
covered with aclammy sweeat. He knew that he must have been dreaming, athough he never
remembered hisdreams. It was aswell. He had surely been dreaming of sarving inthe cell at Roger’s
gpartment in New Y ork and dreading the sadistic histrionics of Alan Reese.

Extraordinary, hethought:l provide their nightmares, and they provide mine .

After he had showered again and dressed, he went into the bedroom and opened awindow which gave
on the back yard, the tops of other houses, and beyond them the mountains. He sat and looked out,
dipping into amode of quiet attentiveness, senses dert, mind drifting. Smoke of burning leaves, car
backfire, child voices, somewhere arackety power mower, flowers, grass, dust, atrace more moisturein
theair thanlast night . . .

Helooked at hiswatch. An hour had passed. Nothing jarring, nothing out of place had registered with
him. Y et he felt uneasy—a holdover from the unremembered dream, or nervousness at having possibly
been observed in the canyon.



He went out to talk to Mrs. Sayers, whom he found crawling about her lawn attacking crabgrass with
vicious-looking pointed tools. Asked about the blue hatchback, she said she knew nothing about it but
would inquire. A neighborhood should keep on guard againgt prowling strangers.

Weyland thanked her for the mystery novels. He went back in and made himself settle down to read
about the socid lives of wolves.

That evening he hunted on the campus, avoiding the central mall with its ruckus of massed voices and
twanging instruments. Irv would be there. Weyland did not want to see or be seen by him.

Hewas not at hisbest, and the hunting went badly. He did not feed until the following morning, when,
driving to the pueblo, he picked up ayoung woman in along cotton dress and buckled boots heading for
Denver with her calico cat in her ams. AsWeyland fed, the cat arched its back and hissed at him.

In the brilliant afternoon light on the village plaza along double snake of people danced. The women
wore black dresses rimmed with borders and sashes of bright red and green, and a each step their flat
wooden headdresses bobbed, their necklaces of slver and turquoise sivung, the pine boughsin their
hands quivered. The men wore white kilts, body paint, and trimmings of fegthers, bells, and fur. They
held rattles that pat dry sounds as gestures were made signaing aturn. All turned, turned back again,
danced.

The singers, men in bright shirts with bandanas around their temples, moved dongside, following the
drummer and an old man whose eyes were tiny squint-holesin his withered face—were perhaps even
sightless. His knotted brown hands swooped toward the sky as he chanted.

At the ends of the lines children stumped aong, dressed as the adults were. One of the dance marshds
paused to knedl and retie a child’ sbelt.

Alison murmured something, addressing Irv, but her eyes glanced in Weyland' s direction and away again.
She had obvioudy been trying to nerve hersalf up for the private talk she had mentioned in her note.
Knowing that she would not speak intimately with him unless they were alone, Weyland had made sure
he stayed at Irv’ s elbow.

Unfortunately, Irv was standing in the sun. Weyland tugged down againgt the glare the brim of the old,
battered, but still silky Panama hat he had found while hunting in a Goodwill store. He wastall enough to
see over the crowd without effort. It didn’t matter. He was bored. One group of dancers|eft; another
arrived and danced what appeared to be the same dance to the same or avery smilar chant. The
dancing style was ing stent, unvarying, and unindividua. One did what on€' sline of dancersdid.

Weyland had aready dismissed the village as a possible hunting ground. Anglos were far too obtrusive
here, even on dance days. Today Indians, tourists, and a scattering of nuns stood around the walls of the
low adobe buildings edging the plaza. Everywhere dogs dept, sniffed, or squabbled.

Irv seemed immersed in contemplation of the dance. Nearby ayoung Indian told an Anglo couple about
having floated beneath polar ice whilein the submarine service. Alison cleared her throat but did not
speak. Weyland thought about leaving.

Alison said, “ Give me the car keys, Irv, would you? I’ ve got a headache. I'll go nap in the back seet for
awhile”

“You'renot feding wdl?’ Irv emerged from histhoughts. “We ve finished our business here; there sno
reason we have to stay longer.”



“No, you stay and watch. | just want to close my eyes.” Alison looked at Weyland. He did not offer to
accompany her to the parking lot. Sheleft.

Irv sad, “ Shewasterrific thismorning, so enthusiadtic. | didn't redize shewasn't feding well.”

Thistime Weyland sensed that Irv would not accept |ess than a confession from him. * She’ ssensitive,”
hesaid. “I'm afraid | haven't treated her as considerately as | might have, and right now we'reat a
difficult sageof our ... our . ..” Hetraled off, avoiding Irv’ s eyes.

Irv sghed. “Comeon, let’ s stretch our legs alittle. I'm awfully glad you said thet. | have to admit that for
awhilel thought you were using your position to, well, take advantage. Female graduate students are so
vulnerableto us. I'm glad your red fedingsareinvolved, even though right now they must give you both a
lot of pain.”

Weyland said, “ She' s been acomfort to mein anew place, and I’'ve meant . . . something to her, | trust.”
How Irv longs to hear honest love, or anguished compulsion , hethought; anything other than
simple exploitation .

“I meant to ask sooner,” Irv said, “but I’ ve had so much on my mind—if there’ sanything | can do to
hep...”

Weyland shook hishead. “Not for me, but if you can get Alisontotak toyou . . .” Which was, of
course, aready happening. Irv had only to be there, to be hisusua warm, welcoming sdlf, and Alison
would find it easier than sheimagined to abandon Dr. Edward Lewis Weyland permanently.

But Irv was not hisusual self. He kicked at stones as he walked, and now there was atense, dark 1ook
on hisface. He said, “1 need to do some talking mysdlf, Ed. Something happened that’ s eating me dive.”

What' s this?Weyland wondered. Am | about to receive some great, unwanted dump load of Irv's
personal pain? No—the outward focusing so characteristic of the man was turned off, the light seemed
gonefrom hisface. Helooked as blind asthe old Indian singer on the plaza. The silence stretched, filled
by the throbbing of the drum on the other side of the thick-walled church beside which they walked.
What' s the trouble? Weyland thought. But he wanted so firmly not to know the answer that he could
not bring himsdlf to ask the question.

They rounded the corner of the church, and two women, just out of the gate of thetiny graveyard,
stepped into their path. “Irv!” they said. “What asurprise.” “How niceto seeyou.”

Irv made subdued introductions. “Dorothea Wind ow, Letty Burns, meet my colleague Ed Weyland from
the university. Y ou two are along way from Taos today.”

Thetall woman with the solemn face nodded so that the shadow of her wide hat dipped. Sheworea
homemade-looking dress of mass-green cotton and a pink cardigan dung from her shoulders. Her
shorter companion, Window, looked with afaint frown from one man to the other.

Weyland had heard that name before. There was money connected with it. One of the talentsfor which
he had been hired was that of cultivating funding sourcesfor the department. Thisvisit to the pueblo, so
far uncomfortably fraught with others' emaotions, might be turned to good use after dl. He bowed dightly,
European style, over Dorothea Window' s hand.

“Good to meet you, Professor,” she said. “1 heard your lecture in January on space and landscapein
dreams.” They traded gossip about university people Dorothea knew. Letty Burnstaked to Irv about
Chicago, where he had gone to school. She had just spent sometimein that city.



Suddenly Dorothea, whose troubled ook had deepened, turned and said, “While you two hash over
Chicago, Dr. Weyland and | are going to have an intellectua discussion.” She touched Weyland' sdeeve
lightly and led him ahead of the others, saying in alow, tense voice. “What' sthe matter with Irv?’

“Irv?’ herepested, Sartled. “Why, nothing.”
“No. Something.” Shewalked alittle away from him, looking at him sharply. “ Something.”

He studied her. She was compact, sunburned, her fox-narrow face framed in flying wisps of white hair
that had escaped from her bun. She wore sandals, faded corduroy dacks, abuff shirt of doeskin, and a
strand of red coral across her weathered throat. He guessed that she was about Sixty.

“Irv has been worried lately,” he offered reuctantly. “Do you know of some particular problem ... 7’

She shook her head. “Nothing I’ d care to talk about,” she said. She moved nearer to him again asthey
reached the foot of the dope down from the churchyard and turned aong the dirt road leading behind the
plaza. The drum still sounded. For some moments they walked without spesking.

Then shesaid, “ Even thisfar from the plazayou can fed the drumbegt drive right up out of the ground
through your soles, can’'t you—the beat of acommuna heart. It doesn't beat for you, doesiit,
Professor?’

“No more than for any non-Indian,” he returned steadily. Nothing to worry about in her remark, surely

“Youarenot ‘any non-Indian,’ ” shesaid. “If | were il painting, I’d paint you.”

“Youwereapanter?’ hesad. Up ahead the blades of awindmill turned againgt the sky. He watched the
windmill, wishing they were Sitting and talking instead of walking so that he could look more easily into
her face. “Why did you giveit up?’

“To try something ese: drawing with my eye, following the contours and outlines of the subject millimeter
by millimeter, skipping nothing. When you' ve done that, the subject isfixed in your memory in away that
just doesn’t happen when you transfer amental image to paper or canvas.”

He did not know what to answer. Hismind cast back to the sketches Floria Landauer had made of him.
Dorotheasaid, “Why did you come out here, Professor?’

“I"d beenill in the East. | wanted achange.”

“| came twenty-two years ago to paint, if you please, the mystery of the desert.”

“And did you?’

“Hardly,” shelaughed. At thewindmill they turned onto atarmac road. “But painting led to looking, and
that’ sled to—paying attention. I’ ve paid attention to you, Dr. Weyland. In the lecture hdl in January |
tried to draw you with my eye, but | saw that you do not draw. Y ou have a stylized, streamlined quality,
asif you were dready adrawing rather than aman.”

Weyland looked back. Irv and Letty had stopped at the end of the unpaved road and were squatting by
the windmill, doodling with sticksin the dirt asthey talked.

Hefdt betrayed by chancein broad daylight. How did this woman walking the blacktop &t his sde see
him so well? Hismind raced. He said, “ Therange of variationsin the human form must be wider than you



thought.”

“Apparently.” Sheflashed him alook of ironica gpprovd. “ Therange of variationsin the human
form—that must be the explanation. But then, supposeitisn't?1 like aworld with wondersinit. Mind
you, just because you’ ve noticed something doesn’'t mean it’ s yours to meddle with.” She stopped and
looked back at Irv and Letty Burns. “1 wouldn’t say anything to you now, except it rocked me, amost
walking into Irv by the church, seeing dl that hurt in hisface—and there you were with him.

“But histrouble has nothing to do with you, doesit? Y ou' re not apart of that. Y ou're just made from a
different mold.”

“I beg your pardon,” he said stiffly. “I don't quiteunderstand . . .”

“Something’ swrong, dl right,” she said. “I’ll haveto get him to talk about it.” She waked back toward
the others. He followed afew paces behind her.

“...thelast | heard,” Irv was saying wesrily, settled on his haunches with lowered head. Letty stood up,
arms crossed, looking past Dorothea at Weyland.

“Y ou have family here, Professor?’ she said.
Dorotheasaid mildly, “Leave the professor his secrets, Letty. Everyone sentitled to their secrets.”

The drumming had stopped. Dancers, jingling and rattling in costume, could be seen trooping out of the
plaza. Irv said that the dancing would start again after abreak, but that he for one had seen enough
dancing for today. Weyland swiftly echoed this, and they al waked toward the broad dirt lot in which
vigtors carswere parked.

What more would Dorothea say to Weyland, or of Weyland to the others? Poss bly nothing. Possibly he
had misunderstood, misread her, thrown off by these peopl€' s strong feglings about each other. His best
course, he knew—rhis only course—was patience.

Art. They spoke of art and of the dancing as an art form. Repetitious, Letty said, from set to set, from
year to year even. No, Dorothea said; each season’ s dance was a unique part of expressing over and
over certain basc themesto insure continuity and regeneration. These themes could never be mined out,
she sad, they were so rich and full of power.

Then they werein the parking lot. Seeing Alison step out of Irv’'s car to meet them, Weyland thought,
that at least has worked out as | hoped. She and | have had no quiet moments alone—of which
somehow there have been more than enough today with other people.

I ntroductions were made; they lingered at the car, talking, talking. Irv described an ord-history tape
made that morning with an old woman of the pueblo. Suddenly Dorothea put her hand on hisarm and
sadinthemiddle of hissentence, “Irv, | have aterrificidea. Come home with ustonight. We haven't had
achanceto just St and gab away an evening in along time. Bring Alison. Y ou can show her the famous
Libyan explorers message on therock in the arroyo.” Her chuckling voice said thiswas ajoke. Her face
looked anxious.

“Thea, thanks, but the end of the term’ s coming. I" ve got everything to do that I’ ve managed to put off
until now.”

“Forget adl that,” Dorotheasaid. “Y ou need abreak, even just overnight. Come back with us.”

Letty said, “You do look best, Irv. Come on, cut loosefor alittle”



Alison looked at Weyland. She said, 1 ought to ride back to Albuquerque with you, Dr. Weyland. We
gtill need to discuss those exam questions.” Sngle-minded Alison , he thought darkly,closing in for a
private talk he had been avoiding all day. What overbearing arrogance they had about the importance
of their cursed fedingd

Irv put hishand over Dorothea' sand said, “Honestly, | can’t. I’ m expecting aphone call a home tonight
or maybe tomorrow night. It'simportant. Suppose | come up in afew weeks.”

Dorotheasaid, “WEe re not going to wait that long. I'll bein touch.” She held hishandsand gavehim a
peck on the cheek. For Alison she had a brief, abstracted goodbye; for Weyland, a searching look and
then anod, agesture of what he felt to be s multaneous acknowledgment and dismissal. She waked
away kicking quick spurts of dust from under her sandds, Letty stalking ongside.

Alison did not press the suggestion of riding back with Weyland. Having made her bid, she had
apparently lost her nerve again. She ducked into the passenger seat of Irv'scar.

Leaning againgt the fender, hisforehead furrowed above his dark, frank eyesin hisusua expresson of
hopeful concern, Irv said, “Would you rather Alison went back with you?’

“Shelivescloser to you.” Weyland was watching the two women' sfigures receding toward the far
corner of the parking lot.

The anthro building sill stank the next morning. There had been rain showers during the night. Weyland
knew hiswindowswould be swollen tight, assuming he could get inside to try to move them. For some
reason hiskey would not turn in the lock of his office door.

He had been up dl night listening to the rain and thinking: Had he been exposed? Had he somehow
escaped exposure? What exactly did Dorothea know or suspect? Near dawn he had hunted, without
finesse, inamotel he knew of that had particularly flimsy door latches. Hisfirgt victim'’s blood had been
gpoiled with barbiturates, so he had run the risk of approaching another.

Driving to the officein alight rain, he had nearly run out of fuel and had yet again been outraged by the
agtronomica price of gas. At timeslike these he speculated gloomily that on his next waking he might well
find the world reduced to muscle, wind, and water power, if not actualy to postnuclear devastation. He
was no longer surethat he had achieved the prime requirement of asuccessfully speciaized predator:
choice of an equally successful prey. He chafed at the thought of his own existence dependent on the
feeble and undisciplined will of humankind.

If hedidn’t hold on to histemper, he would snap the damned shank of the damned key off in his damned
officelock.Who had been tampering here, jamming the mechanism like this?

Alison came out of v’ sroom acrossthe hall. “Oh, Dr. Weyland, comein and join us. I’ ve been
cheering Irv up. | have those questionsfor you.”

He pocketed his keys and went to St in the overstuffed chair in the corner of Irv’soffice. Irv wasat his
desk, bowed forward on his elbows over a steaming Styrofoam cup. He seemed extraordinarily glum, for
Irv. Hesad, “Thisian't coffee; it swhat drains out of the lab snks downgairs”

Alison sad, “ Thetrouble with living in the sunny Southwest isthat alittle rainy weather throws everybody
into despair.”

Weyland scanned the page of questions she handed him. “ These are good, except that | don’t want two
questions on socid rolesin subsistence-economy cultures. | redize that thiswas the topic of the lectures



you gave the class, but too much emphasisoniit in the exam will bring the students marching on my
office—with judtification.”

Alison blushed. “Oh, sure, of course, I’ [l make up areplacement for one of those. We ve been talking
about my joining Irv’s summer project. | can't hold out any longer, not after watching him yesterday
morning with that lovely old woman at the pueblo. If | could get to be that easy and good with people
doingwork likehis. ..

Weyland said, “Thisisexcdlent news.” Had she spent the night with Irv? Weyland hoped so. Histemper
was restored. He felt ready now to ask about the two women from Taos, but not in Alison’s presence. “I
don't liketo interrupt, but | think you have office hours now, Alison?’

“Oh, yes—acouple of students are coming in for notes on lectures they missed. I’ d better go. Lunch,
Irv?

“WEll see,” Irv said. His eyes were sad and kind.
“You look tired,” Weyland said when Alison had gone.

“Sodoyou,” Irv replied with awan grin. “ Anybody’ d think we were dancing al day at the pueblo
yesterday, not watching.” He hesitated. “Alison .. .”

Weyland said, “ Alison looks happier than she hasin weeks. I’ d like to ask you about Dorothea
Window. | thought her very ... . intriguing.”

“Ah, Dorothea. I'm glad you had a chanceto talk with her. People will tell you that Dorothea Window is
birdsy,” Irv said fondly. “ And they’ |l give you evidence to proveit. For instance, she once badgered the
department into sending somebody out to her place up near Taosto look at arock inscription that she
thought might be in an ancient script—asign of pre-Columbian contact, that sort of thing. Those fringe
theories fascinate her. People don’t notice, though, that while she'll pepper you with wild questions out of
wide-open curiosity, she's damned rigorous about what she'll accept from you as a satisfactory answer.”

“And how do you cometo know her?’
Irv grinned. “| was the one the department sent.”
“Youdidn'tfind her... birdsy’?”

“I found mysdlf with two new friends,” Irv said. “Those women arearemarkable pair. They'velivedin
Taostogether for about fourteen yearsin an old museum of a place: fortresswalls, carved beams, hulking
Spanish furniture which Dorothea hates but keeps. She saysit came with the place, so what the hell.”

“Fourteen years,” Weyland mused. “1 can't imagine tolerating anyone s company for so long.”

“No?" Irv looked sad again. He seemed to rouse himself to continue. “ Dorothea was a painter—a good
one—and Letty isa published poet. They're part of the established art community up there.” He paused
to wash down some pillswith the remains of his coffee. “ And then, they’ rejust what you' re thinking, of
course; they wouldn't dream of pretending otherwise.”

Weyland redized that he meant the two women were lovers. Whether a person dept with partners of one
sex or the other was one of those digtinctions humans invented and then treated as atablet of thelaw. In
this case, his own purposes were served. These women lived too eccentric alife to threaten him, no
matter what they might know or guess about his own—eccentricities.



“Mindyou,” Irv added, “they don’'t cling. Letty getsitchy sometimes. She ups and goes, waking al over
the country, hitchhiking. She writes cookbooks when she' s home, good ones. | think when she needs
cash on the road she takes jobs in restaurants.”

Weyland was frantically searching hismemory for any trace of that angular figure stepping into hiscar.
Finding none, he bresthed again.

Widfully Irv said, “1 wouldn’t mind being ableto just get up and go when things start closingin.” He
leaned forward again, his blue-shadowed jaw propped in hispams. “But it snot my style. Thefew
people I’ ve known who could melt away and leave everything were like Letty—long, lean, dwaysalittle
detached somehow, your quintessentia drifters; rootless, in-turned, melancholy, aoof, often brilliant but
seldom happy, | think. Whatever ‘happy’ is—"

Suddenly he flushed a deep crimson right to the roots of his hair. “My God, Ed, I’ m sorry. Of course
I’ ve heard something about your . . . your trouble back East; we all have. | wouldn't for the world want
you to think that |—that—"

“That you fed sorry for me?” Weyland said, composed again. He was pleased with Inv’ sword picture of
the sort of person whom he indeed attempted to embody, more pleased till that Irv found him convincing
enough to be classed in Letty’ stribe of wanderers.

“Irv,” hesaid, “I’m not sensitive about that episode, or about my less than sociable nature. Don't
gpologize, you haven't hurt my fedings. Let mereply in theseterms: Letty seemed to me, admittedly on
the briefest of acquaintance, to be quite a ease, not melancholy, not aoof.”

Irv studied him for severd moments, the color receding from hisface. He got up and paced the office,
hands shoved deep into his pockets. “ That’ s because, for onething, Letty’san artist aswell asadrifter.
She makes art of what she sees out on the margins of society. If you can do that, you' re not so
horrendoudy isolated and cooped up in yoursdlf. Letty’s poetry islone and cold enough to freeze the
tearsin your eyes, but it's addressed outward, it connects.

“And Letty dways comes back home. She' slucky enough to have Dorothea, ahuman lifdine. Everyone
needsalifeine, driftersmost of dl.”

“Why?" said Weyland, hisinterest thoroughly engaged. “They may smply be chilly soulswho choose
solitude and distance out of a preference for their own company.”

“I don't think anyone choosesthat kind of life,” Irv said. “1 think they’ re driven to it. We' re socia
animals, Ed. It stoo cold and lonesome for us out beyond the edges of the human herd.”

Not for a lynx, Weyland thought;that is his place. He said, “What you began with was your own style.
Y ou speak as aman of the center, awarm man who thrives on close companionship. | think this distorts
and darkens your viewpoint of life out herewhere | st—or drift.” He held up hishand to forestdl Irv's
demur. “A drifter’slife doesn’'t seem nearly as blesk to me asit doesto you from deep in the, ah, heart
of theherd.”

Irv stood at his desk, head lowered, jingling the change in his pocket. Finaly he dung himsdf into his
chair, stretching his arms above his head. “Y ou’ re aremarkable man; and you' re probably right. There's
an element of sour grapesin my attitude, too, | think.

“Thething s, Ed, I've worked myself so deep into the herd that | wouldn’t know how to move out again,
even if some kind of wandering away aone wasthe hedthiest thing | could do. Other people arejust too
important to me—friends, colleagues, students, especidly students. They’ re some of my links with the



future, I'm one of their links with the past. Connections like that make me know I'm adive, make me
know how my lifefitsin with other lives.

“If you redlly don't need that kind of contact, | guess| envy you. The emotiond hesat in the herd can burn
you up, and when | fed myself getting blistered, | can't just cut and run. I'm afraid I'd lose my placein
the center—"

The door opened and a student looked in. Irv glanced at thewall clock and jumped up. “Can you come
back after lunch?’ he caled to the student, who said yes and withdrew. “ Damn! | have acommittee
mesting in two minutes. Listen, Ed, please come tak again. We still have those transcriptsto go over,
and | won't drop any more gloom on you, | promise. Dorothea phoned to say she's stopping by today
before heading hometo Taos. She' satonic for my self-pitying moods.”

Latethat afternoon walking back toward the office after aseminar sessonintheFine ArtsLibrary,
Weyland recognized Irv and Dorothea down by the duck pond. He paused by adark pine groveto
watch.

They waked dowly aong the edge of the water below, clearly deep in discussion. Irv had opened his
collar and rolled up his deeves. He kept reaching one hand up to smooth back histhinning hair.
Dorothes, in jeans and aknitted poncho, stayed close to him. Now and then she touched him, tapping
home her words. They walked past the gliding, honking ducks and the young people crossing the fresh,
long-shadowed grass. Irv sat down on abench near the water. Bent over, elbows on thighs, hands
dangling between his knees, he talked; Weyland could tell by the way Dorothea held her head cocked
dightly, gazing out across the water. She put her hand down on v’ s Sumped shoulder. They stayed that
way awhile, and once Irv lowered his head and rubbed at hisface with both hands. Perhaps he was

weeping.

Therewas no one dsein the park now. They got up. Irv, glancing in Weyland' s direction, said something
that made Dorothea look aso. Both their faces were turned toward Weyland. He thought they would
come over the grassto him, and he considered moving on first. But Dorotheatook Irv walking again,
away from the pond, talking till, out of sight.

Fedling oddly empty but not hungry enough to hunt, Weyland drove home to do some work.

Returning on foot at alate hour, he approached the anthro building over the grass, keeping to the
shadows. Judging by the undisturbed condition of his desk and the jammed lock on his office door this
morning, whoever had attempted entry there had failed. Perhaps they would try again tonight. He was not
averseto theideaof prey coming hereto him.

But why was Irv’' s old Pontiac till in the parking lot, the only car? Thelibrary was closed, so he couldn’t
be working over there. Hiswindow was not lit.

Weyland let himself into the building, intending to wait in his own office for whoever might come. Across
the hallway, the door was open to Irv’ sdark room. On impulse, Weyland entered.

His eyes adjusted at once to the darkness and the glow from the corridor. Irv was Sitting with his swive
chair turned away from the desk so that he leaned on the sill of the open window, his head down on his
folded arms. He made no sound of breathing. Weyland approached, leaned nearer, closer than hewould
ever have cometo themanin life unlessfor blood. Irv' s outreaching energy, which Weyland had fdlt as
intrusve pressure, no longer held him off.

Helooked into Irv' sface. The face was vacant, eyes shut mouth loose, cheeks dack and sunken.



In the wastebasket among the crumpled plastic cups was a small medicine bottle. Weyland did not touch
it. He could see that the label had been scraped off. Irv had made sure that no one, coming upon him too
soon, could telephone the Poison Control Center for an antidote, and he had sat dying in the dark to
avoid so late alight attracting the campus police.

Weyland stood over him, handsin pockets to keep from inadvertently touching anything. On the blotter
lay astack of evauation forms under atyped note that ran: “There will be no fina exam in Ethnography
206. These evauations are based on each student’ s entire output of classwork, tests, and assignments
so far during theterm.”

Besdethispilewasayelow legd pad. Weyland' s name was written across the top of thefirst pagein
Irv’ squick, strong script, followed by two sentences: “ Try starting with these—the asterisksindicate
materials on Indians and Spanish raiding each other for daves. Hope this pointsin the direction of what
you'relooking for.” Then came acolumn of some fifteen numbers, identifying transcriptsin the
ord-history series, and hissignature. Below this, Irv had added asingleline: “I am very tired of being
srong.”

Weyland sat down in the corner chair. Helooked acrosstheroom at Irv’ smotionlesstorso in the
rectangle of the window frame. Herewas Irv at hislast resort, despite his students' needs, despite
Alison’s cheer, despite Dorothea. Each little life had disastersin corresponding scale waiting to erupt
from its secret depths.

No deep wisdom was required for Weyland to guess that Irv was dead as a consequence of hisintensely
emotiond life at the center of the herd. He had died true to the logic of his nature, pressed past bearing
by the strength of his own fedlings—though what the feglings had been about might never be known. Was
it what they called a*broken heart”? In any case, thislife and death seemed proper for Irv and the very
archetype of the brief, incandescent human span.

My inept picklock may arrive, Weyland thought,and if he finds me here I’ll be mired in endless
complications and explanations.

Y et he sat looking at Irv’ s corpse, and he put ariddlein his mind to the dead man: Now that you do not
seek after me, why do | stay for you?

A fly buzzed in the room. Weyland lft.

In the anthro parking lot next day he recognized the tall woman sitting in the pickup truck as Letty, so he
was not entirely surprised to find Dorothea Window waiting for him at his office.

“MissWindow, may |—"

“| want to talk to you,” she said. She entered behind him and |eft the door wide open.
Hesad, “May | express my sympathy—I know Irv was aclose friend of yours.”
“But not of yours?’ She stood across the room from him.

“We were colleagues, little more.”

“People say you two sometimes walked to work together.”

“Yes, sometimes,” hesaid.

“Hetaked toyou.”



Weyland wastired. Classtoday had proven more strenuous than he had foreseen. Thison top of a
harrowing session of questions with the police in the morning had worn histemper thin. He said irritably,
“Hetaked to everyone.”

“He must have said something to you,” she persisted.

“Y ou mean about killing himsdf?1f he had, | would naturaly have taken some action, Miss
Window—I’d have telephoned you, for instance.” He wanted to sit, but the woman had so clearly
gathered hersdlf for confrontation that he felt more secure facing her on hisfeet. Why was she angry with
him?*“Irv and | had a professiond relationship, amiable but not close. He had, as you know, many good
friends, many demands on his persond time, and | am mysdf abusy man.”

She pointed out the open doorway. “His office isright there, right acrossthe hdl. Y ou saw him every
day, he saw you.”

He set down the books he was carrying and spread his hands on the surface of the desk, bracing himself
acrossfrom her. “Miss Window, what do you want?’

“I want to know why it happened, how he came to do such a desperate thing.”

He shook his head. “We had no intimate conversation. If he confided in anyone, it wasin peoplelike
yourself, people hewasfond of.”

She turned away from him dightly, her hot gaze fixed on empty space. “To people like me, he said that
he had some bad trouble but that it would pass, he would handle it, he had the problem under some kind
of control.” Again the flashing glare a him, thistime from reddened eyes. “ He was used to us coming to
him for comfort and encouragement, not the other way around. He turned to you.”

“No,” he said.She blames me , he thought,because she thinks Irv said something that should have
warned me of what he intended . He wished she would go away.

“Damnit,” she said with open rage and pain, “hewrote his suicide note to you! Nothing to anyone else,
not aword, not acall, except to you. That line about being strong—I saw it; the police showed methe
note when they talked to me.”

Hethought,She' s jealous . “Please, Miss Window—sit down, listento me. | can't help you. If you saw
the note, you know that it was actually about business, some source materials we' d been discussing. The
rest—I don’t know why he added that sentence.”

“He added it because he had warm fedlingsfor you,” she said. “He turned to you for the support one
man should be able to give another. But you' re not aman, and you gave nothing. Y ou were no goddamn

good to him.”
The halway was empty. He could stride over and dam the door shut, and then—

No, not her death on top of another death, and with her friend waiting for her outside! Ignore
what she said. Keegp calm. Give her something, divert her, placate her.He said, “Irv did make
overtures of friendship tome. I'm afraid | wasn't very responsive. He told me no secrets, | assure you.”

“You wouldn't know if he had,” sheretorted. “But | might, if | knew what he said to you. Tell me about
your last conversation with him. Tell mewhat hesaid.”

She would not be fobbed off with a two-sentence summary, repested in endless variations, as the police
had been. Irv standing with lowered head, furrowed brow, lower lip thrust out as he thought, came



clearly to mind, but hiswords were gone, hidden in ablank menta silence. Weyland fdlt threatened,
somehow, by hisown inability to remember.

“So many questions have aready been asked,” he said. “I’m worn out with questions, Miss Window; my
powers of recall are exhausted. The man is dead. What good—"

“Tdl me!”

He straightened up. “Thisis very painful and quite usaless. | must ask you to leave now. Perhgps another
time, when the shock has diminished—"

“Yegods,” shesad, “and heleft you hislast message!”

Shewas gone. He sank into his seat and leaned back, shutting his eyes. He could fed avein jumping
hecticaly in histemple. A feding of defeet overcame him. He had fumbled the chalenge, he had los.

Dorotheawas maddened by loss. Eventudly her sight would clear again, but in the meantime her hodtility
might draw other attention to him—that of the authorities, of Inv’ sfriends, relatives, colleagues, who
could tell, even enemies, agents of whatever calamity Irv himself had fled. Irv’ s note had ensnared
Weyland, and Dorothes, flailing about for aremedy for her own suffering, would undoubtedly embrail
him more deeply Hill.

He could not afford the lightest scrutiny or inquiry into hisown life. No spotlight, not even the outer edge
of one meant to illuminate Inv’ s death, must fall on him. Therefore, he must not be found where such light
wouldfal.

When heleft the building the pickup truck was till there. Dorotheawas Sitting on the lawn. Letty knelt
behind her, kneading her friend’ s neck and shoulders. They were facing away from Weyland. He dipped
around the corner of the building.

He never liked to drive up to his own garage, observable by any lurking watcher. He preferred alwaysto
park a acomfortable distance and walk home, dert to unusua signswhich hewould not notice from
behind the whed!.

Tonight he stopped the car in adeep pool of shadow under a sycamore three blocks from home. Turning
off lights and motor, he sat awhile with the windows open looking out on the night. The car was a decent
machine—aV olvo sedan he had bought secondhand—though nothing like the beautiful Mercedeslost to
him in the East. This one he could give up with much milder regrets, and give it up he must, dong with the
rest of theidentity of Edward Lewis Weyland—he had made up hismind to it.

He reflected on the sour humor in the Situation: at last that other woman, Katje de Groot, the huntress
whom he had so disastroudly hunted at Caydin College, wasto have her way. Weyland would die. What
apity, to discard the pleasures and perquisites of awell-paid and respected career, the rewards of
demanding work well done. The book on predation would never be finished now. That career was
ended.

Thefirgt stepswere taken. His errands this afternoon—I aundry, groceries, the shoemaker—had enabled
him to bresk the severd large bills he kept by him into traveling money of smdler denominations. Y et he
found himself oddly reluctant to go home and begin hisfina evening as Weyland.

Thetrouble wasthat an identity so well tailored as this one induced an inevitable reluctance to cast it
asde. Thefit wastoo perfect: theirascible, hard-working, brilliant scholar had expressed too many
aspects of hisred nature.



However, Dorotheahad |eft him no redl choice. She had seen through Dr. Weyland with her
art-beyond-art, and her knowledge coupled with her lacerated fedings over Irv' s death made her
dangerous.

Fortunately, he was not without resources. He was in hisown way an artist, a practitioner of the art of
sdf-invention. Dorothea had seen him asthe stylized performance of aman, and she had seen well. He
would now set about redrawing himself as someone el se, and he took wry pleasurein the thought that he
could borrow his new role from Dorothea s friend—from Letty.

He had thought it al out during this afternoon of errands. If Letty could hit the road, so could he. He
would befor awhilg, literdly aswel as metaphoricaly, one of v’ staciturn drifters, someone who
casually turns up cleaning out adairy barn, digging sewer lines, working aloading dock, or sweeping a
warehouse floor for his keep. He' s heading for Seattle to see the Space Needle, this quiet, undemanding
fellow with no attachments except to his battered old Panama hat. The sort who keepsto himself,
perhaps he hints at afamily deserted because of unnamable pressures. That would account for his
avoidance of dl forms of red tape and officid questions. Maybe he has abandoned some career too
commonplaceto provoke curiosity: bookkeeping, something likethat. A name—alfitting name would
occur to him.

Inaway helooked forward to this rougher life—too few baths, too much westher, too little
money—because he knew that in such hard country he could hold his own. He was far stronger than the
human beingswhom its rigors often destroyed. And meanwhile al the impossible complications accreted
around the person known as Weyland would be |eft behind.

From the vantage point of the center, Irv had spoken only haf the truth. Art can be used to separate as
well as connect.

A couple came out of a house down the Street and drove away. Watching their taillights vanish, hefdt his
hunger push into the foreground of his consciousness. He would have to attend to that before long. When
the street was silent again, he got out, locked his car, and walked homeward.

He saw the blue hatchback parked in the dirt dley that ran behind his house. The New Jersey plate was
familiar. He had seen asimilar vehicle somewhere in the parking lot at the pueblo on Sunday, he redlized,
but he had been too rattled by the encounter with Dorothea to attend to what his eyes had told him.

Now, flooded with the memory of lying caged and wounded in atiny cell a the mercy of probing, hurtful
hands and avicious heart, he knew that Alan Reese had come after him at last.

He had risked precisdy this danger by relocating West—and under the same name—instead of vanishing
in New Y ork into his chosen bolt hole there, adisused loop of subway tunnel. He had hoped Reese
would be put off pursuit by the near-death of Roger, perhaps impeded by related entanglements with the
authorities. The gamble waslog. Irv was not the only one with deadly secretsin hislife.

Theurgeto flight fluttered in the pit of his ssomach. He had money in his pocket; he could go now. He
stood where hewas, thinking,| will not flee inignorance, in panic, | will not be harried like a fox
before hounds.

He set down his briefcase under a privet hedge and, silently entering the dley, made hisway to hisown
back yard. Searching outside the house, listening, studying the shadows, he found no trace of watchers.
Someone wasingde: the living-room blinds had been let dl the way down. He stepped up onto the
looped meta handle of the sprinkler system and leaned his head againgt the cool window glass.

After alittle, someone moved in there, ashift of weight, asoft clearing of the throat.Only one , he



thought.

He stood across the street again, invisible against the black mass of Mrs. Sayers sbig sprucetree,
looking at his own house and thinking,So, here is disaster, a mistake grown from other mistakes.
What to do? Not talk, not think, none of their ways. Let go of reason, trust to buried memory. If
he could release his grip on his human surface and sink back into the deeper, darker being at his core, his
root-sdif . . . thiswas not so smpleasin smpler times. He suffered afrightful moment of imbaance and
disorientation. Then something hot and raw began coiling in his body.

| am strong, | am already bent on departure, and | am hungry; why should | not hunt the hunter in
my own house tonight?He walked up the flagstone path to his front door.

As soon asthe latch clicked behind him, alamp flashed on. He flung up one arm to shield his eyes,
pretending to be far more dazzled than he actualy was.

“Stand 4till, listen to me!” Reese hissed. He half sat, haf crouched in thewing chair in the corner, histhick
torso tensed over the weapon he held braced in the crook of his beefy arm—an automatic riflewith a
skeletal stock. The muzzle was trained on Weyland' s chest.

With ashock Weyland remembered the tearing pain of the two little bullets from Katje de Groot’ s pistol.

Reese talked. From Weyland' s entrance, he had not stopped talking. “. . . Of course| had amore
civilized beginning in mind. | wanted to leavein your office an invitation to amore forma meeting than
this, but | couldn’'t get in.” His voice took on breath, deepened, dowed to an amost hypnotic
smoothness. “. . . redlizing that my previous approach was inadequate .. . .”

An apology? More like a preamble to anew proposal, akind of partnership . . . voluntary support
network . . . steady blood supply . . . Church of Blood . . . carefully scripted and rehearsed

ceremonies. . . nationwide organization . . . He used the word “worship,” the word “devotee,” the word
“cult.” Anold tale, and to Weyland' s unspecific but educated memory atransparent one. First they
serve, then control, then destroy and replace you. Whether they labd it religion or domestication, the
processisthe same.

Reese' stone smacked of oily sdf-congratulation. “Now thisfellow you' ve been spending so much time
with haskilled himsdlf and forced my hand—because he’ sforced yours. | amright, aren't |, in assuming
that your flurry of activity today was set off by his death?

“Aninquiry will be held, no doubt. What are you afraid they’ Il find out? Do you redly think anybody will
notice alittle puncture wound on the dead man’ s neck?’

Weyland stared at him. This creature, fatuoudy ignoring the factor of departmental propinquity, had
legped to the conclusion that Irv had served as one of Weyland' s sources of nourishment.

“Oh yes, you may well stland dumbstruck, vampire. I’ ve been watching you. | was behind you most of
the way today. It occurred to me that you might decide to discreetly remove yoursdlf from the reach of
any awkward questions, maybe even withdraw for along deep. | don’t know how many other hiding
places you' ve checked out besides the cave you went to on Saturday. | thought I’ d better get in touch
right away, while| till knew whereto find you.”

Softly Reese added, “ Y ou’ d better believe that I'm both serious and formidable. I'd already made
extensve preparations for this conversation.” He tapped his jeans pocket.

“For example, | have here the letter that Katje de Groot | eft for the Caydin College administration when



she went back to Africalast winter. Asfor poor Roger, after he got home from the hospital the neighbors
tried to get him put away because he was acting strange, but his family fixed things up. He sliving with
friendsin Boston, more or less hisold life, trying to write abook. We both know what it's about, but
whether it ever gets published isup to you.

“Mark ran away after | talked to him outside school one day, and nobody has been able to find him. But
the therapist, Landauer, isback in the city. A lieutenant of mine is keeping an eye on her for me. Infact, |
have dl these people under surveillance except for Mark, and he'll turn up.

“Thepoaintis, if you cooperate | can find waysto insure that they’ re no threet to you.”

Ragetook Weyland dl in arush. Spasms of his jaw muscles shot pain into histemples, and the vision of
hisflaring pupils blurred. Reese saw or sensed this, for hisvoice turned harsh: “And if | haveto cut you
down right here, their testimony aong with an autopsy will make ahero out of me.”

“Icanfind ways” “Ifl haveto cut youdown...”; not “my men,” “my followers.” Weyland’smind
cleared.Here is Reese cracking the whip to drive the tiger into its cage, but whereis his audience?
The man is a sadist and an exhibitionist; why has he come to me unattended?

Reese sttled back dightly in hischair. “If you' d prefer the kind of partnership | mentioned, let me clarify
the nature of the relaionship | propose. Partnership impliestrust. But you could say yes a gunpoint and
then as soon as your partner’ s back was turned dip away and deep for fifty years. | could end up
spending my life looking for you.

“I don't think you redlize just how fortunate you are. I’ m sure you' ve lived through agesin which aman
who didn’t trust you would have no choice but to put out your eyes or cut your hamstrings to insure your
obedience. However, in these more squeamish and ingenioustimes. . .” Hetook from his pocket a
stoppered vid of fluid. “ Thorazine. They useit at the State Mental Hospitalsto keep the crazies docile.
Tonight you take the first of many merry doses.

Weyland watched him set the glittering glass tube on the lamp table, and he felt Reese watching him, in
turn, with those smal, cold eyeslike needles.

“Y ou're swesting, vampire. Don’t you like your good luck? At best this stuff will make you into awilling
zombie who doesn't care what happens, and | won't have to experiment with other, stronger drugs. At
worg, the Thorazine could react with your specia chemistry and burn your brains out.

“Either way, | win. It'safunny thing about cults—sometimes they flourish better after their god is dead.
Look at Chrigtianity! A lot can be done with testaments, spirit communications, physica relics—the death
of the deity givesthe High Priest afree hand. And there’ sno morerisk of setting up aceremony with
people coming from al over at great persona inconvenience and then finding that the Sar attraction has
run away.” Hetwisted hisfist around the gun barrdl asif the meta could bend. “I had afilm crew come
to Roger’ s place on May Eve. On my word, people flew in from New Orleans, from England. For
nothing. A fiasco.

“Everything you wrecked that night—influence, acceptance by important people, my followers belief in
me—you' re going to get back for me, al that and alot more.”

More. Greed.Weyland knew about greed. He studied Reese.

How old was the man—thirty-seven, thirty-eight? No longer young, and aging swiftly as human beings
aged. His cotton pullover clearly showed his heavy body running to fat. Take away the extra padding,
and lineswould show in hisround, dick cheeks—unchanged, that face, from the daysin New Y ork, the



freckled skin gleaming faintly with swest, the thin lips hungrily parted. His hair was freshly cropped, a
sun-bleached stubble: to hide new gray?

More. He wants more than hisfair share of everything.
Offer it to him.
Weyland stepped to the couch and sat down.

Reeselegped to hisfeet with aguttura shout, the gun flung up asif to fire—but there came no dam of
bullets, no deadly roar.

“Sit down.” Weyland spoke firmly, driving hisvoice past the fear-knot in histhroat. “ Cleanse your mind
of cheap thegtrics, you' ve cometo mefor morethan that. I'll explain. Listen carefully. I'm not a patient
teacher.”

Sinking back onto the edge of the wing chair’ s seet, gripping the gun with both hands, Reesesaidina
voicethick with hate, “Fine, go ahead—you may never be able to speak aclear sentence again. Tak
while you can, entertain me. When | get bored, Il see that you take your medicine. And meanwhile, if
you move again without my permission, I’ll blow you apart.”

A moment’s breathing space, Weyland thought. Skillfully exploited, perhgps much more. . .\What is
my way here, what tone must | take?

When people came to see Irv privately, what did they come for? His warmth, his supportive
aadvice, his healing sympathy. | amnot warm, | am cold. Can | win Reese with my coldness? Does
he want that for himself?

Try. | have nothing to lose.

Camly he said, “Whilel’m nearly resolved that you are the correct choice, tests must till be passed. The
firgt test isof your attentiveness, your sdf-control, your intelligence. Try hard. Success meansalifelike
ours.” Would Reese take the bait?“Long life, secret, and secure in the strength of the predator.”

“Not very inventive,” Reese said. “If I'm supposed to believe that there are more of you, you'll haveto
do better than that.”

“A smal number of usexist,” Weyland lied. “We practice. . . birth control, figuratively spesking, and a
very fine discrimination in our judgment of who isand is not fit to become one of us”

“Good,” said Reese, “that’samuch higher grade of bullshit.” He laughed, but hislittle eyes stayed wide
open, asthough he were unwillingly engaged by vidas of immense time; Weyland began to hope.

Hefdt he had known men like thisin other times—the ones who stood apart and manipulated othersin
fear and contempt. They pretended to be different, to be safe, to have achieved what they could only
yearn for: the true, most secret of secret societies, the philosopher’ s stone, Faust’ s bargain. Reese
professed to scorn what he was now hearing. Y et Weyland guessed that in his heart helonged to believe.

Weyland said with icy approva, “Y our suspicion does you credit; aso your desire to take from me, not
to be given. These are Sgns of the hunter in you. But you are not yet awolf. Oh, awolf among men,
perhaps, but by our standards that’ s not much. Y ou must drop your pose of authority and become a
student. Otherwise, you get nothing from me, nothing you truly desire. And that would be apity. On the
day you first cameto me at Roger’s, your worth was manifest. By the touch of your hands | knew that
you deserved more than alittle human life”



“Liar! You were hurt and humiliated that day. Revengeiswhat you' re after, not some phony blood
brotherhood.” The gun muzzle rose dightly asif Reese’ s hands had an eagerness of their own to repeat
the hurt and the humiliation.

How well and with what profound hatred Weyland remembered the burning, rapacious grip of those
hands. But facing such ashrewd and deadly adversary, hatred was a perilous indulgence. With immense
effort he checked himself, putting away the force of ragein favor of the force of hisown imposing
presence. He made himsdf st easily but not dackly, his hands relaxed on histhighs, only amild flicker of
scorn in hismanner as he replied in aschoolroom tone, “Yes, | was hurt, but like the devil you professto
worship | can see good in what most consider evil. Now as then, you show the quaities that a predator
must have: singleness of purpose, the sense of one’'s own advantage, the ability to be cruel. Y ou came
here to declare yourself my magter. | want you to become my kin.”

“How?’ jeered Reese, gesturing with the gun held rock-steady in histwo thick hands. “ By putting down
my wespon and coming over thereto kiss your ass?’

Why this childish diction?Weyland seized on what Alison had said: Y ou have the face of everybody’s
dream-father . ..

He sad gernly, “The gun is unimportant, asign of your human weakness, atoy. You may keep it if you
wish. All I require from you isyour consent to be made mature.”

Reese guffawed. “ Thorazine can't do your brain any harm; you're dready crazy. Or isit just senility
brought on early by panic?’

Swiftly Weyland shifted his attack. “ Of course, you're afraid. | understand.” Irv might have said
that—but Irv waswarm.

Weyland's understanding must be cold. “Y ou know how frail and unworthy, how merely human you are
behind your carefully hardened exterior. Y our weakness does not make you unfit in my eyes. | know that
evenin your childhood something crud lived in you, not smple childish brutality but acore of icefor the
sake of which you held yoursdlf doof . . "

Reeselicked hislips but did not speak. He must dways have been physicaly unlovely, socialy
overbearing, avid for power. What childhood tales had lifted his sullen heart?

The childislost in the woods, istaken in by wolves, becomesthe leader of amythic pack ranging the
forest forever.

A dranger emerges from agreat star vessdl to say, “ Come, you are not one of these wretched little
mammals, thishas dl been amistake. Y ou are one of us, mighty, wise, and immortal.”

Magic revealsthat the dirty peasants around one are not family; one' sredl father and mother are
immeaculate king and queen of an enchanted land.

Weyland remembered none of his own dreams, but he had studied those of humankind. To the dream of
Secret superiority, of the potboy’ s princely destiny, he spoke. Not that he used such terms. To this
deadly adult who proposed to create anew religion Weyland spoke of an ancient sodality; he touched on
secrecy ruthlessy maintained, hidden wedth skillfully administered acrossthe centuries, ahierarchy in
which Reese would be abareinitiate for decades, a planned transfer from the outworn human identity
that must be left behind, dow chemica changes, and increasing powers.

No melodrama—that was Reese’ s own territory, he would not be taken in. Weyland spoke with the



caution proper to one recruiting in such a cause. Where the desperate inventiveness of hismind failed, he
hinted at secrets not so soon to be reveaed.

All dong ran the subtext, the fairy tales hislies were shadows of, so that he spoke both to the man and to
the boy in the man.

Reesebrokein at last, husky-voiced. “1 don't believe you. | don't believe you.” Hishand moved siffly
on the mechanism of the gun, and Weyland heard asingle, ominous click.

Timefor onelast, audacious gesture: moving dowly and deliberatdly, Weyland unbuttoned his cuff and
began rolling back his shirtdeeve. He forced himsalf not to rush hiswords.

“Asyou observed in New York,” hesaid, “I don’t create another vampire by feeding even many times
ononevictim. But agrain of truth liesin the old tale of the vampire opening hisown veinsto aninitiate. |
must feed you not once but many times, until your change begins. Thisisrisky for me, and | don’t enjoy
it, but there is no other way.” He stood up. “Who was your father?’

“Don’'t move!” Reese commanded hoarsdly. “Sit down!”

“| said, who was your father?” Weyland' s voice sounded distant in hisown ears. He fdlt dizzy with fear,
with rage, with the tantaizing nearness of gratification.

Reese whispered, “My father was a motorman on the New Y ork subway.”

Weyland, startled, thought flegtingly of hisold plan to go to earth in aManhattan subway tunnel. The
convulsion of feding vanished. Now he must say theright words or losedl.

“That wasthe father of your human life,” he declared in aclear, reveatory voice. “I am the father of your
life forever—if you are bold enough to acknowledge me.”

He put hislipsto the thin skin of hisown inner wrist and thrust with the dart from under histongue. The
taste of blood came into his mouth, shocking, familiar, rich, and sdty. His hunger surged, threstening to
overwhem him in afeeding ecstasy such as once before had nearly destroyed him. He made himsdlf raise
his face and show that ecstasy to Reese:| invite you to abandon mere mummery and tricks for what
isyours to claim—this sweet reality that | offer. He extended hisarm, fedling the warm trickle of
blood curling down into his palm.

“Comeand drink.”

Slowly, dazed, Reese rose and approached. His eyes, in which Weyland saw the shine of tears, were
fixed on the bloodied wrist. The room seemed hardly to contain Reese' s hoarse breathing. The gun
dangled in hisdack grip. He leaned forward.

Weyland put his other hand on the back of Reese’ shead, guiding, reassuring, silently caressng with a
feather touch. Reese bent nearer. Weyland fdt the trembling lips againg his skin.

With aroar of passionate triumph he seized his quarry and flung him headlong, face down, onto the
couch, hurling himsdf atop him, entwining the frantically bucking body with iron limbs. The gun skittered
acrossthe floor. Weyland' s bloodied hand clamped Reese' sface, pam jamming the screaming mouth
shut, fingers crushing the nodtrils, stifling the breeth. He bound tightly to himself the thunder of the frenzied
heart, the surge and strain of the massive back, until all collgpsed in an ar-starved spasm.

Then he moved one finger, felt Reese sribs heave for more air—which Weyland gave, asip a atime,
enough to support life and consciousness as he rasped into Reese’ s ear, “Now | am going to drink your



life. Take good note, thisishow | doiit.”

Reese' s blood was pungent with adrenaline. Weyland made not just amea but a banquet, taking his
time, permitting entrance of enough air to keep the lungs pumping. The futile lashing of the head and the
lunges of thelegs and trunk continued, but in time blood loss quelled Al thiscommotion. He relaxed his
hold and fed more dowly, savoring aso the laboring of Reese’ s starved heart, his sobbing gasps at air
now fredly alowed but powerlessto save.

At last, hunger and hatred both fed to repletion, Weyland knelt by the couch and looked into Reese's
blue and liquid eyes that stared back from beneath drooping lids. The couch cushion was dark with
Reef’sdiva

“Can you see me till?” Weyland murmured, drowsy and satisfied. “ Asyou’ ve surely guessed by now,
you failed thefind test. Y ou're too human.”

Helay down on the living-room rug and dept.

When he woke, Reese was dead. Weyland made his preparations, and with the body lying in the back
he drove the blue hatchback toward the mountains.

Hands in pockets, the collar of the old windbreaker turned to the breeze' s edge, he walked northward
facing the sparse oncoming traffic. Now and then headlights would appear and draw on, and he would
step back onto the shoulder of the road until the lights had whipped past in a buffet of wind.

Jacket, faded work pants, chambray shirt, even the heavy old hunting boots he wore, dl had been lifted
in darkness from the Goodwill store downtown an hour before. His own bloodspotted clothes he had
deposited in various garbage bins around the city dong with apair of rubber kitchen gloves and the keys
to Reese’scar. Local jackals would soon dispose of the hatchback which he had abandoned, unlocked,
with the gun ingde on the floor, in aneighborhood of dumsand light industry.

Reese’ sbody lay tumbled in abrush-choked arroyo near amgjor hiking trail on the mountain. When
eventually found he would be assumed to have lost hisway and died of hypothermia. Little remained to
show who Reese had been or what had been the nature of his errand to Albugquerque. Reese's
identification and the |etter from Katje de Groot had been burned and the ashes thrown to the wind.

Thrown to thewind like the ashes of Weyland' s documents. Walking the verge of the highway, he dtered
his gait to the amble appropriate to the wanderer he meant to become. Wait, he had neglected the
perfecting touch—a sober man of mature years does not go bareheaded. He pulled from hisjacket
pocket the rolled-up, time-worn Panamahat and put it on.

Inwardly he was exultant. Though the taste of blood was the sweetest in the world, much wasto be
enjoyed in the savor of victory. Out of blood and victory together he had fashioned a perfect climax and
vindication of hisWeyland life.

Now he could walk away from that life without regret.

Shreds of newspaper fluttered paey on the wires of the fence on hisleft. Heimagined the headlines:
DOUBLE MY STERY ON CAMPUS—SUICIDE AND DISAPPEARANCE . Poor Alison, both her father substitutes
lost within afew days. That didn’t bother him, but something € se disturbed his elated mood.

Word would get back to Caydlin, thence to Floria Landauer.

| care about this, he thought, aarmed. He stopped and turned off the road and stood staring west,



watching the night depart.| care. What will happen to her?

He saw himsdlf standing at some gas-station phone adong the road, hunched away from the traffic noise
and shouting into the mouthpiece—shouting awarning.

What if Reese had been telling the truth about having her watched? What might the watcher do, bereft of
direction from Reese? Mark knew his danger and had flown, but Floriaknew nothing. The thought of her
innocent and unaware in the power of Reese' s creatures was intolerable. She must be told so she could
have the chance to save hersdlf. She must be told so Weyland' s mind would be freed of anxiety for her.
Without a doubt, if the one in danger were himsdlf and Floria knew, she would take her couragein her
hands and find away to warn him. Irv, smilarly placed, would postpone suicide to do so.

Why, then, was it so clear to Weyland that he might imagine the phone call but not make it? Because by
speaking to Foriahe might compromise his own disgppearance, and that he could not permit. Survival
for people was at most a matter of decades, while for him centuries perhaps were at stake. The scale of
timedivided him from humanity irrevocably. Irv' s passionate involvement, Florid svaor, were not for
him.

The rough, dry wood of the fencepost he leaned on creaked in the grip of his hand, reminding him of the
chair he had broken in amoment of darm in Floria s office. Thiswas not darm. Thiswas pain.

He spread hisfingers, studying his hands with keen night vison: not the hands of aman, but the talons of
araptor. A raptor does not care.l used not to care.

What was it someone had asked once at alecture he had given—a question about Satanic pride? He had
seen Mrs. de Groot in the audience that night and thought nothing of it except that his effortsto lure her to
him were succeeding. He ought not to have answered that question with sarcasm, for pride he had surely
harbored, as well as the blindness that pride brings.

He had grown proud in the process of hislong, successful struggleto forge theidentity of Weyland: the
years of working in al sorts of capacities at places where records were kept; the drudgery in libraries,
smal printing plants, aseries of officeswith computer linksto certain information systems, the careful
steps of an academic career begun in a mediocre Southern school and crowned at last with his prized
position at Caydin College. There, running the dream-mapping project, he had settled down to perfect
the regularity of hisfeeding and immerse himself in the absorbing routines of scholarship. Hisfeding of
security had mellowed over severa yearsinto something like contempt. He had begun to take his prey
for granted.

Until Katje de Groot with one utterly unlooked-for, devastating stroke had rent him open, body and
mind, and left him vulnerable to these others.

Memory served him the pain and dread of Reese’ s butcher-handsfirst wrenching at him, Mark’ s blood
offering, hisown effort to refrain from crushing the boy’ sthin framein the violence of hishunger. He
remembered Horid s dazzled, growing awareness as she worked at revelation with her client, first in
words, then in flesh. He remembered Irv' s dark, warm gaze, his voice low and concerned, and Dorothea
blazing with the anguish of having failed to save her friend.

Not cattle, these; they deserved more from him than disdain. And they had more. He had cared enough
to preserve when it was no longer secure his Weyland identity and al itsties and memories. Tonight, in
deadly jeopardy because of that recklessness, he had not owed hisfury only to past pain or the promise
of future suffering at Reese’ s hands. He had burned a so at the thought of Floria Landauer caught
unknowing in Reesg s net; of young Mark flying into afugitive s perilsfrom the net flung after him; of
Reese obscendy dive and Irv dead.



Heburned till.

His breeth came shdlow and strained and his thoughtsin dark, dizzying waves. He tipped back his head
and drew air degp into hislungs.Why do | stand here? he demanded furioudy of himsdf.l should be
moving, soliciting aride, jettisoning all futile reflection. He stared fiercely northward, the direction
he had chosen to take.

There was no point. He could not leave that which he carried with him—these people, bright as flames.
For how long would they dance in hismemory even after they died in the world? Time was said to fade
such visions. Suppose this was untrue for him—suppose other visions were added? Crippling damage
had been dedt him, and dl his planswere irrdevant. He could not hunt successfully among prey for
whom he might cometo care. Hislife had been broken into; anyone might enter.

Now he knew with bitter clarity why in each long deep he forgot the life preceding that deep. He forgot
because he could not survive the details of an enormous past heavy with those he cared for. No wonder
art, or dreams, or history brought too vividly to life in human speech, were dangerous. They could tap the
reservoirs of feding buried in him under intervening deeps. He was not fit to endure grief, let done grief
piled on grief through centuries of loss. Short-lived human beings could themsdlvestolerate only so much
pain— ook at Irv.

Theremedy lay where he had passed over it only amoment before in his own thoughts. Afflicted by
attachment, he had recourse to away out that had not been open to Irv. At somerisk and a cost he had
no way to messure, he could choose the oblivion of long deep.

| am not the monster who falls in love and is destroyed by his human feelings. | am the monster
who staystrue.

Thefirst wesk light of dawn touched hisface with aghost of warmth as he turned eastward. Slowly,
unwillingly, he raised his eyes toward the mountain; there was his retrest.

Perhaps hours had passed, perhaps days, since he had lain down in the cave. He had not even hunger to
guide him, for the chill black air had begun to dim hisbody’ s systems.

Thisplacein rock wasthe realm of hiselder self, the anima core. From that center had welled up the
clear, smple knowledge of how to proceed toward deep: within reach of water seeping over stone,
make a pallet, undress, lie thisway, be ill, and wait.

No further action was required of him, and dowly anguish faded, caculation stilled. The past was
immutable. For the future, it was enough to know that upon waking, if he did wake, he would rise
restored, eyes once more as bright and unreflective as ahawk’ s and heart as ruthless as aleopard’s.

The novelty of being free of al present necessity came to absorb him. He seemed to float some distance
from himsdlf in the darkness, athough now and then he noticed the softness of worn cotton under his
cheek where hisfolded clothing served as a pillow or the mixed fragrances of the brush, grasses, and
pine boughs of which he made his bed.

Then for atime came an unexpected gift. The voices of the people returned vividly to him, their faces,
gestures, laughter, the swirling brightness of the opera crowd, the jingle of coinsin Irv’s pocket, Mark’s
warm, bony shoulder under his hand asthey waked toward the river, the scent of Floria' s skin. Intense
pleasurefilled him as he yid ded himsdlf to the mingled ache and joy of memory, ashe gathered in his
Weyland life.

At length, when possession of that life was achieved, dl was effortlesdy let go like arelease of breath.



Inthe still vault of his mind darkness began to thicken and drift. Tranquilly he recognized the onset of
deep. Hedid not resist.
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