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Unicorn Tapestry

“Hold on,” Floriasaid. “I know what you' re going to say: | agreed not to take any new dlientsfor a
while. But wait till | tell you—you' re not going to believe this—first phone cal, setting up aninitia
appointment, he comes out with what hisproblemis: ‘| seem to havefdlen victim to adduson of being a
vampire.” ”

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



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

They were ditting on the tiny terrace outside the staff room of the clinic, a converted town house on the
upper West Side. FHoria spent three days aweek here and the remaining two in her office on Central
Park South where she saw private clientslike thisnew one. Lucille, dways gratifyingly responsive, was
Floria' smost vaued professond friend. Clearly enchanted with FHoria s news, she sat eagerly forward in
her chair, eyeswide 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 walked, some, not nearly
revivified enough, sood in plain view in New Y ork.

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

“He was working in an upstate college, teaching and doing research, and dl of a sudden 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 intellectual blows stack and runs off with spacey chick, something like
that.”

“Y ou know metoo wdl,” Floriasaid with arueful smile.

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

Here comes the lecture, Horiatold hersdf.

Lucille got up. She was short, heavy, prone to wearing loose garments that swung about her like
ceremoniad robes. As she paced, her hem brushed &t 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 yoursdlf just a
minute ago—it looked like asmple favor. So what do | get? Count Dracula, for God' s sake! Would you
givethat up?’

Fishing around in one capacious pocket, Lucille brought out a dented package of cigarettesand lit up,
scowling. “Y ou know, when you give me advicel try to takeit serioudy. Joking aside, Foria, 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 are inssting on anew case. Y ou
know what | think: you' re hiding in other peopl€ s problemsfrom alot of your own stuff that you should
be working on.

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



time
Horiashook 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 still dropping weight. Judging by the very unbecoming circles
under your eyes, deeping isn't going too well, either. Still no dreams you can remember?”

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

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

“Y ou're not going to be able to whisk him off to an M.D. and out of my hands,” Horiasaid 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
sdewak 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 consder 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 aong the
street ticketing the parked cars. He didn’t even look at the man lying at the corner of the building. They
waiched 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 massiveness of hisface with itslong jaw, high cheekbones, and granite
cheeks grooved asif by winters of hard weather. His name, typed in caps on theinitia information sheet
that FHoria proceeded to fill out with him, was Edward Lewis Weyland.

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

At length hisenergy fatered. Hisangular body sank into adump, his voice becameflat and tired as he
haltingly worked up to the crucia event: night work at the deep lab, fantasies of blood-drinking as he
watched the youthful subjects of his dream research dumbering, finaly 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 he was.

Throughout thisrecital 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 repested the question.



He looked down &t his hands. “ Struggling,” he said.
“Withwhat?’

“Theworst,” 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 bachelor, seeking this woman’ 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 | tdll you there was arapist active on the campus at thistime?’ he said bitterly. “I borrowed alesf
from hisbook: | tried to take from this woman, 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, the impulse, she
guessed, of afadtidious nature. “Her energy,” he murmured, “stolen to warm the aging scholar, the
walking corpse, the vampire—mysdf.”

Hisslence, his downcast eyes, his bent 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
dient intdligent and sengtive enough, given the companionship of aprofessond listener, to swiftly unravel
his own mental tangles. Exhilarated by his promising start, Floriarestrained 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 personne file from Caydin without your knowledge and consent. | do, however,
write notes after each sesson 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 Central Park South office. Hilda always sized up new clients
inthewaiting room.

Of thisone shesad, “ Areyou sure there' s anything wrong with that guy? | 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 menta illness, no previous experience of therapy.
Persond history so ordinary you dmost don't notice how bareit is. only child of German immigrants,
schooling normd, field work in anthropol ogy, academic posts leading to Caydlin College professorship.



Hedlth good, finances adequate, occupation satisfactory, housing pleasant (though presently instdled ina
N.Y. hotd); never married, no kids, no family, no religion, socid life gtrictly job-reated; le sure—sayshe
likesto drive. Reaction to question about drinking, but no sgns of acohol problems. Physicaly very
smooth-moving for hisage (over fifty) and height; catlike, aert. Some gpparent stiffnessin the
midsection—dight protective stoop—tightening up of middle age? Paranoiac defensveness?Voice
pleasant, faint accent (German-speaking childhood at home). Entering therapy condition of congderation
for return to job.

What ardi€f: his Stuation looked workable with aminimum of strain on hersdlf. Now she could defend
to Lucille her decison to do therapy with the “vampire.”

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

The Wednesday group went badly again. Lisalived once more her experiencesin the European desath
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 professiona bag of tricks—dance your anger, have adialog with
yoursdlf of those days—useful techniques when they flowed organically as part of aliving processin
which the therapist 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 revitdize the group, and if shefelt she must withdraw he would be availableto
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 hel p. Her old supervisor,
Rigby, said that such mutua aid was the only true thergpy—the rest was fraud. What a perfectionit, old
Rigby, and what abunch of young idedlists he' d turned out, al 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 herself severdly, bracing againgt the bus s lurching hdt. 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 Foria 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 Janefelt it to be, that her fears were insubstantial, that each day was not a pit of pain and
danger?

Shewas taking time during aclient’s canceled hour to work on notes for the new book. The writing, an
anaysis of the vicissitudes of salaried versus private practice, balked her at 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’' s on what we cal * compassionate
leave’ and makethem swallow 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 el se for the directorship of the Caydin Center for
the Study of Man.”

“Of People,” she corrected automaticaly, as she dways did. “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 wasaprima yowler in apadded gym of an office.

She heard Doug tapping at histeeth with apen or pencil. “Wedl,” hesad, “| 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 areputation 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.”
Hesad, “You will. How about yourself? How’ sthe rest of your life?”
“Wadll, offhand, what would you say if | told you | wasthinking of going back to art school 7’

“What would | say? I’ 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
thefirs place.”

“1 did think about art school at thetime.”

“The point isthat you' re good a what you do. I’ ve been at the receiving end of your work and | know
what I'm talking about. By the way, did you see that 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 slover. She hadn't discussed thiswith him, and she told Doug so.

“Y ou’re not on the outs with Morton, are you?’



“Come on, Douglas, cut it out. There s nothing wrong with my sex life, believe me. It severyplace dse
that’ sgiving metrouble.”

“Jugt sticking 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 beinviting help more openly and more urgently than
she' d redlized.

Thework on the book went no better. It was asif, afraid to expose her thoughts, she must disarm
criticism by meeting al possible objections beforehand. The book waswell and truly stalled—like
everything else. She sat sweating over it, wondering what the devil waswrong with her that she was
writing mush. She had two good books to her name already. What was this bottleneck with the third?

“But what do you think?" Kenny insgsted anxioudy. “ Doesit sound like my kind of job?’
“How do you fed about it?’

“I'mal confused, | told you.”
“Try speaking for me. Give methe advice | would give you.”

He glowered. “That’ sared cop-out, you know? One part of metakslike you, and then | have adialog
with mysdlf likea TV show about asplit persondity. It'sdl methat way; you just Sit therewhilel do dl
the work. | want something from you.”

She looked 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 redly—"

“Next time, Kenny.”

He stumped out of the office. Sheimagined him towing in hiswake the raft of decisonshewastryingto
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 a stdemate. He wouldn’t go to someone el'se 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 concedl how soft and vulnerable hewas. . .

Dr. Weyland had the next appointment. Floriafound hersaf 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 wasinformaly dressedin
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?’

“| 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 therapy 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 yourself, 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 meformaly asacdlient?’ hesaid.
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.”

Floriashook her head. “I can’t guarantee that. | can commit myself to work toward it, of course, since
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 snce | spoke
with you, and | thought last night about what | might tell you today.”

She had the digtinct feding 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.

Shesad, “I’d likeyou to try to do adream for me now, awaking dream. Can you close your eyes and
daydream, and tell me about it?’

He closed his eyes. 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.”

Trandlating 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 credulous, putting
their featherbrained faith in astrology, in this cult or thet, in various branches of psychology.”

His sneer at her was unmistakable. Considering her refusal to let him fill the hour his own way, thisdesire
to take aswipe at her was healthy. 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 elther 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 sdf, 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 seat; she had mishandled him. Clearly her initid estimation of thisasareatively
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, she went on in aconciliatory tone, “I’m not trying to belittle 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 goal, not the starting point. The only way to reach your god is through the process, and
you don't drive the therapy process like atrain. Y ou can only help the process happen, asthough you
were helping atree grow.”

“These games are part of the process?’



“yYes”
“And neither you nor | control the games?’

“That’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, caculating. She didn’t know just what the change signaled,
but shefdt her own excitement gtirring, 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’ still 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
withit onthat bassiscrucid.”

Slence.

“Can you talk about being avampire: being one now?’
“Youwon't likeknowing,” hesaid.

“Edward, try.”

Hesad, “I hunt.”

“Where? How? What sort of victims?’

Hefolded hisarms and leaned his back against the window frame. “Very well, snceyou indgst. There are
anumber of possibilities 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. Barsare full of ble people but dso 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 al so—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 homosexua men seek encounters with 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, she redized, 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. In the 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 admission 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
initial presentation had been just that—a performance, an act. Forced to abandon it, he had dumped on
her thislump of materia, 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 started to move the wooden one back. The armrests came away in her hands.

She remembered him starting up in protest against her proposa of touching him. The grip of hisfingers
had fractured the joints, and the shafts now lay in splinters on thefloor.

Horiawandered into Lucille€ sroom at the clinic after the staff meeting. Lucille waslying on the couch
with awet cloth over her eyes.

“| thought you looked green around the gillstoday,” Horiasaid. “What' swrong?’

“Big bash last night,” said Lucillein sepulchral tones. “1 think | fed about the way you do after asesson
with Chubs. Y ou haven't gotten rid of him yet, have you?’

“No. I 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' sdready walked out on me once—I dmost lost him. | never took a course in treating monsters.”

Lucille groaned. “ Some daysthey' re dl monsters.” Thisfrom Lucille, who worked longer hoursthan
anyone dse 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' swalked out onme. . . Tdll
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' Il turn out that one day when she was three a dog trotted by
and pissed on her leg just as an over-passing pigeon shat on her head. What are we doing in this
business?’

“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 myself that hardly let me put afoot wrong and aways knew how to correct
amigtakeif | did. Now that’ sgone. | fed asif I'm just going through alot of mechanica motions.
Whatever | had once that made me useful asatherapis, I'velost it.”

Ugh, shethought, hearing the descent of her voiceinto atone of gloomy sdf-pity.

“Well, don't complain about Dracula,” Lucille said. “Y ou were the one who inssted 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 bestseller on salf-ghrinking while I’ m feding mean enough to do



itjugtice.” Shegot up gingerly. “ Stick around in case | faint and fal 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 | 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 novel. On the other hand, by thistime
you have atrained memory for accurately reporting theragpeutic transactions. That’ s a 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 talked.

Mort came, warming the room. Fresh from a session with some amateur chamber-music friends, he il
glowed with the pleasure of making his cdllo sing. His own voice was unexpectedly light for solargea
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 against his comfortable bulk or
to have him put hisarm around her waist. Ther 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.



“Her€ 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 a three-month-old chimp could demolish astrong man.”

“It'sdl physical conditioning,” somebody else 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 thanitself. It hasa
muscular structure that givesit tremendous strength for its streamlined build.”

Horiasad, “1f aman were built with muscle insertionslike aleopard's, he' d look pretty odd, wouldn't
I‘E’?’

“Not to an untrained eye,” Mort said, sounding bemused by an inner vison. “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 animal, but afterward Floriadidn’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 hersdlf at the kitchen table with aglass of orangejuice.

How to approach the reintegration of Weyland the eminent, gray-haired academic with the rebellious
vampire-sdf 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 al, 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 usua 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 weather before the summer stickiness descended. She gladly cut
Kenny short so that she would have timeto walk over to the zoo.

Therewas afair crowd there for aweekday. Well-groomed young matrons pushed clean, floppy babies
in strollers. Weyland she spotted at once.

Hewas|eaning 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 moreto thisthan alonging for fresh air.” A fat sed lay in sculptura grace on the concrete,
eyesblissfully shut, fur drying in the sun to atrand ucent water-color umber.

Weyland straightened from therail. They waked. He did not look at the animas; his eyes moved
continually over the crowd. He said, “ Someone has been watching for me at your office building.”

“Who?’

“There are severd possibilities. Pah, what a sench—though humans caged in smilar circumstances smell
asbad.” He sdestepped a couple of shrieking children who were fighting over a balloon and headed out
of the zoo under the musical clock.

They waked the uphill path northward through the park. By extending her own dride alittle Floriafound
that she could comfortably keep pace with him.

“Isit peasants with torches?’ she said. “Following you?’
Hesad, “What achildishidea”

All right, try another tack, then: “Y ou weretdling 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 theright
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 devadtating.

“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? Others work to earn their bread. | work, too, very hard, in fact. Why
shouldn’t I usemy 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 smplest quarry.” While shewas



recovering from her surprise a 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 disgpprove, sheredlized. She would prefer him not to be committed sexualy 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 a 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 threeat
to methat would cause meto kill. Outcasts themsdlves, 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
himsalf!* And how do you fed, Edward, about their purposes—their sexua expectations of you?’

“The same way | 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

unrespong veness seems to surprise no one. Apparently impotenceis expected in agray-haired man,
which suitsmy intention.”

Some kids carrying radios swung past below, trailing ajumble of amplified thump, wail, and jabber.
Horiagazed after them unseeingly, thinking, astonished again, that she had never heard aman speak of
his own impotence with such coal indifference. She had induced him to talk about his problem dl right.
He was speaking asfredy ashe had in the first 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
shethought; see how far he can carry all thisincredible detail. Give the whole structure a shove.

Shesaid, “Youredize, I'm sure, that people of elither sex who make themselves so easily available are
aso liableto be carriers of disease. When was your last medica checkup?’

“My dear Dr. Landauer, my first medical checkup will be my last. Fortunately, | have no great need of
one. Mogt seriousillnesses—hepatitis, for example—revea 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-degping medica
practitioner would revedl some aarming deviations from the norm. | take painsto stay hedlthy, and |
seem to be gifted with an exceptiondly hardy condtitution.”

Fantasies of being unique and physically superior; take himto the other pole.“I’d likeyou to try
something now. Will you put yourself 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
surveillance of the path. “1 will not. Though | do have enough empathy with my quarry to enable meto
hunt efficiently, | must draw the line at 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 benesth



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
redlity or what remained of it. Shelooked at her watch. Shewaslate 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 so, 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
parayzing touch to the neck—

Just suppose for aminute that Weyland had been brazenly telling the truth al aong, counting on her to
treat it as addluson because on the face of it the truth was inconceivable.

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 turmail 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 sophisticated 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-therapist who's off
therails. Warning: thergpy can be dangerousto your health. Especialy if you are the therapist. Beautiful
vampire, awaken to me. Am | really ready to take on alegendary mongter? Give up—refer this one out.
Do your job—work isagood doctor.”

That last one sounded pretty good, except that doing her job was precisely what she was fedling so
shaky about these days.

Here was another message: “How come this attraction to someone so scary?’ Oh ho |, she thought,is that
areal feeling 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 hushand, was
amuscologist with fervent opinions on music and nothing ese.

“WE Il beintown alittlelater in the summer,” Deborah said, “just for afew daysat the end of July.
Nicky hasthis 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! Foriagritted her teeth. Vists
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 al 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 S0 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, Floria syounger sSster,
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, things like that.”

Kid things, which would drive Nonnie crazy and Floriatoo, beforelong. “1 doubt she could manage,”
Horiasad, “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 at the hotel for the seminar,” Deb said shortly. No doubt she wasfedling just asimpatient
as Horiawas by now. “And the kids haven’t seen you for along time—it would beredly niceif you
could stay inthe city just for afew days.”

“WEe ll 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 “oly,” jdly that would be, in the background—Floriafelt asudden rush of
warmth for them, her grandkids for God' s sake. Having been ayoung mother herself, shewas 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 wallpaper, 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 | till hold her marriage against her. Well, | 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?

“| 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?’

“Thesame as othersdo. | am not acripple, | have hands.”

“Do you have fantasies at these times?’

“No. Women, and men for that matter, apped to me very little, either in fantasy or redlity.”
“Ah—what about female vampires?’ she said, trying not to sound arch.

“| 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 sad tetily, “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 have nokind, sofar as| am aware,” he said, “and | do not reproduce. Why should I, when | may live
for centuries dtill, perhapsindefinitely’? My sexud equipment isclearly only detailed biologicd 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, feeling 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 so.”

“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?“I 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 dl.”

“| 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. Sometimesl| kill them. |
am greater than they are. Yet | must spend my time thinking about their habits and their drives, scheming
to avoid the dangers they pose—I hate them.”

Shefelt the hatred like adry heet 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 easer, 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 surviva firmly in my own hands. After dl, | can’t afford
to lose my hunting skills. Intwo hundred years there may be no blood banks, but | will till need my
food.”

Jesus, you set hima hurdle and he just flies over it. Are there no weaknessesin all this, has he no
blind spots? Look at his tension—go back to that. Floriasaid, “What do you fel 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 spesk for your ssomach?’

“ ‘Feed meor die/ " he snarled.

Elated again, she closed in: “And for yoursdlf, in answer?’

“ “Will you never be satisfied? ” He glared 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,” hesaid harshly. “ That fird, everything else after.”

“Say,‘lresent...’”

He held to atense silence.

“ ‘| resent the power of my gut over my life ” she said for him.

He stood with an abrupt motion and glanced at hiswatch, an elegant flash of dim slver on hiswris.
“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 death-avoidance, contact-avoidance fantasy. Lose professiond distance
every time—isthat what scares me about him? Don't redlly want to shatter hisdeluson (my lifeamess,
what right to tear down others' patterns?—so seeit asrea ? Wonder how much of “vampirism” he acts
out, how far, how often. Something attractive in his purely sdfish, predatory stance—the lure of the great
outlaw.

Told metoday quite coolly about aman he killed recently—inadvertently—aby 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
drictly asbodies, containers of his sustenance. He shows the dlienness 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); his fantasy-persona, the vampire, more realistic than | about
job-switching:

“For aman of my gpparent ageit’s not so easy to make such achange in these tight 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 expensive to own and run.” Then, thoughtful addition, “ Although there are advantagesto a
ampler, lessvishblelife” Herefusesto discuss other “jobs’ from former “lives.” We are degp into the
fantasy—where the hdll going? Damn right | don't control the “ games’—preplanned thergpeutic
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 hefdt himsdlf
rgecting 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 | 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 know little about the hibernation processitself:
“The essence of thisstateisthat | deep through it—hardly anided condition for making scientific
observations.”

Edward thinks his body synthesizes vitamins, minerals (asdl our bodies synthesize vitamin D), even
proteins. Describes unique design he deducesin himsdlf: specid intestind microfauna plus superefficient
body chemistry extracts enough energy to live on from blood. Damn good mileage per caorie, too.
(Recall observabletension, first interview, at question about drinking—my note on possible a cohol
problem!)

Spesk 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
beneath the surface, patient, silent, 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
fedlings—| 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—has N.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 does't smoke, health 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 professiond 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’ shead.”

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 benegath his closed eydids. “Intime | am aware that the cabby has
glanced back once and has taken our—' embrace’ for just that. | can fedl 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, wesk, thinks she hasfainted. | give the driver extramoney and ask him to
wait. Helooks intrigued—* What was that all about,’ | can see the 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 perhaps that 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 asolicitous good night and take the cab back to my hotdl, where | deep.”

No sex? No sex.
How did hefed about the victim as a person?* She was food.”

Thiswas his“hunting” of last night, he admits afterward, not amade-up dream. No boagting 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 physcd-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
ligeningto 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—what is he, an old actor or something? Anybody could see he' sgot you itching for him.”

“Kenny, when wasit that | first spoke to you about terminating our work together?” she said patiently.

“Don’'t change the subject. Let metdl you, in case you don't know it: that guy isn't redly interested,
Doctor, because he' safruit. A faggot. Y ou want to know how | know?’

Oh Lord, shethought wesarily,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 theworld 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 here to 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.

“Wadll, 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—xkissing 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 al deepy and loose, 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 was to 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. “You can't! What will —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. Cal thisadose of redity thergpy and try to learn from it. There are some things you
samply will not be dlowed to do.” Shefelt better: it wasdone at last.

“I hateyou!” He surged out of his chair, knocking it back againgt thewall. Threateningly, he glared & the
fish tank, but, contenting himsdlf with a couple of kicks at the nearest table leg, he samped out.

Horiabuzzed Hilda: “No more gppointmentsfor 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, cal him back. She had encouraged him, redly, by listening instead of shutting him up and throwing
him out before any damage was done.

Wasit damaging, to know the truth? In her mind' s eye she saw a cream-faced young man out of a Black
Thumb Vodka ad wander from amovie theater into daylight, yawning and rubbing absently at anirritation
onhisneck . ..

Shedidn’'t even look at the telephone 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—jpeople 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. Animd strengths, | said.
What about imagination, or isthat gtrictly human? He defended at once: not human only. Lion, waiting a
water hole where no zebrayet drinks, thinks“Zebra—est,” 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: “ Gedtdt is here-and-now, not history-taking.” | ingg, citing anomalous
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. Heresigts, but at length attemptsit: * ‘1 am heavy with the multitudes of the past.” ”
Fingertipsto forehead, propping up al that weight of lives. “ * So heavy, filling worlds of timelaid down
eon by eon, | accumulate, | persst, | demand recognition. | am asred asthelife around you—morered,
weightier, richer.” " Hisvoice sinking, shoulders bowed, head in hands—I begin to fed pressure a 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 me be.” All | can take of thiscrazy conflict, | gabble us off onto something else.
He looks up—relief —follows my lead—where? Rest of sesson ablank.

No wonder sometimes no empathy at all—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 cdl me‘Weyland' now, not ‘Edward.” ” | said first name couldn’t mean much to one with no
memory of being called by that name asachild, silly to pretend it signifiesintimacy whereit can't. | think
he knows now that | believe him. Without prompting, told me truth of disappearance 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 was wearing 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 types who caught on to what he was, sold him “likea
chatte” 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 wasimmaterid; remarked on hearing alot of bitterness.

He steepled hisfingers, looked brooding at me over tips. “I nearly died there. No doubt my purchaser
and hisdiaboligt friend gill search for me. Mind you, | had some reason at 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 dways advantages.. . .”

Silencetoday started a short 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 saysclosed.” ” Mdlicioustwist of the mouth, not quiteasmile: “Thisisagood game.” Ishefeding
threastened, 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, cancdl 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’ [l 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 a street 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 exasperation. “Damn it, Horia, enough isenough—will you stop
futzing around and get some help? Coming to pieces yoursdf 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 therapy!”

“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? Supposeit’ 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
knowsthat 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,
Floria | don't spend my time listening to nut-talk unless I’ m getting paid.”

“Jugt tell meif this makes psychologica senseto you: he' s hedthier than most of us because he' saways
trueto hisidentity, even when he' sengaged in deceiving others. A fairly narrow, rigorous set of
requirements necessary to his survival—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 is? So he' s hedlthy, isn't he?” She paused, fedling asudden lightnessin
hersdlf. “ And that’ s the 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, caling yoursdf atherapist? For God' s sake,
Floria, don't try to rope meinto thiskind of professona irresponsbility. You' rejust dipping into your
dient’ sfantasesingtead of helping him to handle them. That’ s not thergpy; it’s collusion. 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 as he’ swilling to go. | serve as resource while he does
own therapy—isn't that thergpeutic idedl, free of “shoulds,” “shouldn’ts’?

Saw bdllet 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. isbalet fan! Started attending to pick up victims, now also 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
movesisechoed in my own body. The soloigt’ 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 balet. The response he fed stopas de deux isakind of pull, “like hunger
but not hunger.” Of course he' s baffled—Baanchine writes that thepas de deux isdways alove story
between man and woman. W. isn’'t man, isn't woman, yet the drama connects. His hands hovering ashe
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 be for him, to find—Ilikeness, another of hiskind?“Femae?’
Satsimpatiently 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?1 fear it!” Sitsagain, 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 hisinsgght? Suddenly he turns, studies meintently till | lose my nerve,
react, cravenly suggest that if 1 make him uncomfortable he might wish to switch to another therapist—

“Certainly not.” Morefollows, dl gold: “Thereisvdueto meinwhat we do here, Dr. Landauer, much
agangt my earlier expectations. Although peopletak appreciatively of honest speech they generdly avoid
it, and I myself have found scarcely any usefor it at al. Y our straightforwardness with me—and the
graightforwardness you require in return—thisis healthy in alife so dependent on deception asmine.”

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.

Hesitation, then lower-voiced, “ Also, there are limits on my methods of sdlf-discovery, short of turning
mysdlf over to alaboratory for vivisection. | have no otherslike mysdlf to look at and learn from. Any
toolsthat 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 kegps on coming back. Hang inif he
does.

Bad night—Kenny’ saunt caled: no bill from methismonth, 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.” |
amnot 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 signaed to me | would be his
victim—I reected that, woke up.

Mention of Dracula (novel). W. didikes: meandering, inaccurate, those absurd fangs. Says he himsdlf has
asort of needle under histongue, used to pierce skin. No offer to demongtrate, and no request from me.
| brightly brought up historica Vlad Dracul—ce 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 smdll 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 usua dignified manner: “You can
seethat thiswould serve the ruler much more effectively as an object |esson 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, | wish only to satisfy my appetitein peace.”

And those of uswhose gppetiteisfor competence, for effectiveness? Thought of Green, treated eight
years ago, went on to beindicted for running ahelish “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 still—utterly unpredictable, impossible to handle or
manage. Occasond gtirrings of inward choreographer that used to shape my work so surely. Havel
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 heisaways 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 cdlsfrom dlinic (very
reassuring that she calls despite quarrel, but don't want to take dl this up with her again). Also, meseting
W. in open fed's saner somehow—wild creatures belong outdoors? Sailboat pond N. of 72nd, lots of
kids, garbage, one beautiful tal 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
death—how naked we stand when the last shield fals. Got caught in remembering a death dream of
mine, dream it now and then—couldn’t concentrate, got scared, spoke of it—a dog tumbled under a
passing truck, gected to side of the road whereiit 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).

He focused on my obvious shakiness. “Theair vibrates constantly with the death cries of countless
animalslarge and small. What isthe death of one dog?’ Leaned close, spesking quietly, instructing.
“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 yoursalves 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, Beadying anima. He refused: “Y ou are the onewho dreamsthis” | had a
horrible flash, fdtl was the dog—helpless, doomed, hurting—burst into tears. The great therapi<t,
bringing her own hangupsinto sesson with client! Enraged with sdf, 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 death. “ Oh, the fear of death. That’ swith me dl thetime. One
must smply get used toit.” Tearsinto laughter. Goddamn wisdom of the ages. He got up to go, paused:
“And tdl 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. In feeding (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 itsdlf.

His deevesworn rolled back today to the e 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 that,
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 yoursdf to me (even
shift our course yoursdlf if it needs shifting and | don’t doit). | think | know why. Because ther€ sno
place for you in world asyou truly are. Because beneath your various facades your true self 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.

He rose, paced to window, looked back, burning at me. “1f | seem sometimes restless or impatient, Dr.
Landauer, it's not because of any professonal 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 keegpsmedive”

Speak for ruthlessness. He shook his head. Saw tightnessin shoulders, feet braced hard againgt floor.
Fdt reflected tension in my own muscles.

Prompted him: “ ‘I resent. .. ”

“I resent your pretension to teach me about mysdlf! What will thiswork that you do here make of me? A
predator parayzed by an unwanted empathy with hisprey? A creature fit only for a cage and keeper?’
He was bresthing hard, jaw set. | saw suddenly thetruth of hisfear: hisintegrity isnot human, but my
work is specificaly human, designed to make humans more human—what if it doesthat to him? Should
have seen it before, should have seen it. No place lft to go: had to ask him, in small voice, Spesk for my
pretension.

“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 in my 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 a me like stedi:
“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 Floria

He was aman of no outstanding beauty who was nevertheess 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 a gay 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. Shewasintensdly glad to seehim.

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 shesaid, “1 guess| must be”

Sitting back with his handsin 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 yoursdlf, the
client for himsdf or hersdf.”

“That' swhat we' re dways saying,” Floriaagreed. She fdt 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 sdlad (he never was) and could be persuaded
to help out.

Heworked 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!”
She winced a 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 fedls he can have lessrespongbility, lessvighility, and achanceto collect himsdlf. Naturdly, thisnews
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 thefilesthemsdaves 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. Y our 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.”

Therewas 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’ sleave 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 himto find here or &t theclinic.

She sgnded that shewas 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
helping 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 Sarted to wear
off. I’'ve been trying to cal you everyplace. God, I'm so scared—he waswaiting 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 therealongtime. | couldn’t do anything. | felt so funny—like 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 liveaone. . . | 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. Y ou
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 hotdl. 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 Americanawas the hotel Deb had mentioned. Y es, Mr. and Mrs. Nicholas Redpath were
registered in room whatnot. Ring, plesse.

Deby' svoice came shakily ontheline. “I’ve been trying to call you.” Like Kenny.

“Y ou sound upset,” Floriasaid, steedying 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 ill crying when Foria 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 someresearch, 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 days or
cal up, they get lonely . . . | haven't told anybody—I thought since we were supposed to be here at this
convention thing together, I’ 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,” Floriasaid, hugging her.

“Oh God, I'm going to wake the kids with dl thishowling.” Deb pulled away, making afrantic gesture
toward the door of the adjoining room. “It was so hard to get them to degp—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 Dely’ 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 avay from her.Oh, hell,
wrong approach.

“Comeon, I'll help you pack. We' |l leave word you're at my place. Let Nick come looking for you.”
Foriafirmly squashed down the miserable inner 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 therooms. 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, is that 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 awaysthe way: everything a once or nothing at all.

“Look, Deb, suppose | stay the night here with you.”

Deb shook the pae, damp-streaked hair out of her eyes with a determined, grown-up gesture. “No,
thanks, Mom. I’'m so tired I’ m just going to fall out now. Y ou'll be getting abellyful of al thiswhen we
move in on you tomorrow anyway. | can manage tonight, and besides—"

And besides, just in case Nick showed up, Deb didn’'t want Floria around 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 alone tonight. That was not something to load on Deby’ s dready burdened shoulders.

“Okay,” Horiasaid. “But look, Deb, I’ [l expect you to cal me up first thing in the morning, whatever
happens” And if I'm still alive, I’ [l 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 apartment 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 gitting quietly on aradiator cover by the street window, his hands on histhighs. His gppearance
herein anew setting, her setting, thisfaintly lit room in her home place, was sartlingly 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 unsteedily. “ Changed yoursdlf
into abat and flown away?’

“Two things| must have fromyou,” he said. “Oneisthe hill of hedth that we spoke of when we began,
though not, after dl, 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 signature,
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 at
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 personnel 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 notes on my case.”
“Also at the—"

“You 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 shall again. Perhaps you hope to produce an article someday, even a
book—amemoir of something impossible that happened to you one summer. Y ou' re an ambitious
woman, Dr. Landauer.”

Floria squeezed her crossed armstighter againgt hersaf to quell her shivering. “Thisisal just
suppostion,” shesad.

He took 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, “I 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
professond 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 againg thefright trembling in her chest.

“I see” hesaid 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 self-revelation. Didn’'t you seein the
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 fredy what you want.” Of course she couldn’t make hersdlf
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 feeling the force of his
presence. Only afew feet away, just at the margin of the light from the gooseneck lamp by which she
worked, he leaned againgt the edge of the long table that was twin 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 as the inner 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 isadways right but often dangerous. giving up
control means accepting the possibility of death.What | feared | have pursued right hereto 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
traningin at?’ Must be a sketch.

“I thought once | might be an artist,” she said.

“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—”

She looked up sharply. “The ballet, Weyland. Don't lie.” Shetyped: “. . . exhibitsapowerful drive
toward inner balance and wholenessin adifficult life Stuation. The steadying influence of an extraordinary
bascintegrity .. .”

He st 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. Once inside, | 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 mediitatively. “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 sill 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.”

He leaned 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 against 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 melater,” 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 feel 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 propostion aclient?’

“Extremely, and | never do; but this, now, fedsright. For you to indulge in courtship that doesvtend ina
meal would be unprofessiond, too, but how would it fed to indulge anyway—this once? Since we
garted, you' ve pushed me light-years beyond my professon. 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 great city. She sat down on the bed and kicked off her shoes. When she
looked up, he wasin the doorway .

Hestantly, he hated 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 legp up and flee for your life”

He stood again and began to take off his clothes, which he draped neeatly 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 stisfy 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 more redl
you became.”

“No more speaking, Weyland,” she said gently. “Thisis body work.”
Helay back on the bed.

Shewasn'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 shefelt knotted places, hollows—old
healings, the tracks of time. The tenson of hismuscles under her touch and the sharp sound of his
breathing tirred her. Shelived the fantasy of sex with an utter stranger; there was no onein the world so
much astranger ashe. Y et there was no one who knew him aswell as shedid, ether. If hewas 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 Side, 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, deep-hollowed under brow and cheekbone, was very closeto hers. From
between the parted lips that she must not kiss his quick breath came, roughened by groans of pleasure.
At length he pressed his head againgt hers, inhaling deeply; taking her scent, she thought, from her hair
and skin.

He entered her, hesitant &t first, probing dowly and tentatively. She found this searching motion intensdy
sensuous, and clinging to him dl dong his snewy length she rocked with him through two long, swelling
waves of sweetness. Still half submerged, shefelt him strain tight againgt her, she heard him gasp through
his clenched teeth.

Panting, they subsided and lay loosely interlocked. His head wastilted back; his eyeswere closed. She
had no desire to stroke him or to speak with him, only to rest spent against his body and absorb the
sounds of hisbreething, her breathing.

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. Thelatch on the front door clicked shut.

Floriathought of getting up to secure the deadbolt. Instead she turned on her ssomach and dept.

She woke as she remembered coming out of deep as ayoungster—peppy and clearheaded.

“Hilda, let’ sgive the police acall about that break-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 at 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 Floria picked 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 done
for alittle and et her mind sort through the images left from . . . from thepas de deux with Weyland.It's
the notorious morning after, old dear , shetold hersdlf;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, she thought, 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 hands is 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
thethin skin.How can these hands be strong? Time was beginning to wear them thin and bring up the
fragileinner structurein clear rdlief. That was the meaning of the last parent’ s desth: that the child's
remaining 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 has to be different for a creature of an enchanted forest, as morality
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 sirong 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 arrangementsto transfer my
practicefor awhile. Y ou wereright, | do need abreak, just asal 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 dedlt 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? | 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. . .. Wdll, cal if you change your mind. I’ veleft ahouse key for you with my doorman.

“And listen, hon, I" ve been thinking—how about dl of us going up together to Nonni€' sover the
weekend? Then when you fed likeit, maybeyou d like to talk about what you'll do next. Yes, I've
aready dtarted setting up some freetime for myself. Think about it, love. Talk to you later.”

Kenny'sturn.“Kenny, I’ll come by during visiting hoursthis afternoon.”
“Areyou okay?" he squeaked.

“I’m okay. 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 seriousy and choose anew therapist for yourself.
WEe re going to get that done today once and for al. Have you got that?’

After ashort sllence he answered in adesolate voice, “All right.”

“Kenny, nobody grown up has amommy around to take care of thingsfor 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 gppointments 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 ther 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 himsdlf? 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
left her dive—aterriblerisk. Wasthisasign of his corruption at her hands?

“Oh, no,” shewhispered fiercdly, focusing her vision on her reflection in the smudged window glass.Oh,
no, | 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, she thought grimly; but it’ s pure cant. Am | going to retreat now into
mechanical analysisto make myself feel better?

She heaved open the window and admitted the sticky summer breath 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 answersto
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 whileyou still have the chance.Maybe I’ ll try just existing for a
while, and letting grow in its own time my understanding 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—y my marvel ous, 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 sgnding theimminent arriva of—not
Weyland—the day’ sfirst client.

We'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.

Boobs

Thethi ng s, it'slike your brain wantsto go on thinking about the miserable history midterm you haveto

take tomorrow, but your body takes over. And what a body: you can seein the dark and run like the
wind and legp parked carsin asingle bound.

Of course, you pay for it next morning (but it sworth it). | ways wake up stiff and sore, with dirty
hands and feet and face, and | have to jump in the shower fast so Hildawon't see me like that.

Not that she would know what it was about, but why take chances? So | pretend it’ sthe other thing
that’ s bothering me. So she goes, “Come on, swestie, everybody gets cramps, that’ s no reason to go
around moaning and groaning. What are you doing, trying to get out of school just because you' ve got
your period?’

If I didn’t like Hilda, which | do even though sheisonly astepmother instead of my real mother, | would
show her something that would keep me out of school forever, and it's not fake, either.

But there are plenty of people I’ d rather show that to.
| aready showed that dork Billy Linden.



“Hey, Boobd” he goes, in the hdll right outside homeroom. A lot of kidslaughed, naturaly, though Rita
Frye caled him an asshole.

Billy isthe onethat started it, sort of, because he dways started everything, him with his big mouth. At
the beginning of term, he came barreling down on me hollering, “Hey, look a Borngtein, something musta
happened to her over the summer! What happened, Bornstein? Hey, everybody, look at Boobs
Borngen!”

He made agrab a my chest, and | socked him in the shoulder, and he punched me in the face, which
made me dizzy and shocked and made me cry, too, in front of everybody.

| mean, | aways used to wrestle and fight with the boys, being that | was strong for agirl. All of asudden
it was different. He hit me hard, to redlly hurt, and the shock sort of got mein the pit of my scomach and
made me fedl nauseous, too, aswell as mad and embarrassed to death.

| had to go home with a bloody nose and lie with my head back and ice wrapped in atowel on my face
and dripping down into my hair.

Hilda sat on the couch next to me and patted me. She goes, “1’m sorry about this, honey, but redly, you
haveto learn it sometime. You're dl growing up and the boys are getting stronger than you'll ever be. If
you fight with boys, you' re bound to get hurt. Y ou have to find other ways to handle them.”

To make thingsworse, the next morning | started to bleed down there, which Hilda had explained
carefully to me acouple of times, so at least | knew what was going on. Hildaredlly tried extra hard
without being icky about it, but | hated when she talked about how it was dl part of these exciting
changesin my body that are so important and how terrificit isto “become ayoung woman.”

Sure. The whole thing was so messy and disgusting, worse than she said, worse than | could imagine,
with these black clots of gunk coming out in asmear of pink blood—I thought | would throw up. That's
just thelining of your uterus, Hildasaid. Big dedl. It was dtill gross.

And plus, thesmell .

Hildatried to make mefed better, sheredly did. She said we should “mark the occason” like primitive
people do, so it’s something specid, not just anasty thing that just sort of falson you.

So we decided to put poor old Pinkie away, my stuffed dog that I’ ve dept with since | wasthree. Pinkie
isbad and sort of hard and lumpy, since he got put in the washing machine by mistake, and you would
never know hewas al soft plush when hewas new, or even that he was pink.

Last time my friend Gerry-Anne came over, before the summer, she saw Pinky laying on my pillow and
though she didn’t say anything, | could tell she was thinking that was kind of babyish. So I’ d been
thinking about not keeping Pinky around anymore.

Hildaand | made him this nice box lined with pretty scrapsfrom her quilting class, and | thanked him out
loud for being my friend for so many years, and we put him up in the closet, on the top shelf.

| felt terrible, but if Gerry-Anne decided | was too babyish to be friends with anymore, | could end up
with no friends a al. When you have never been popular since the time you were skinny and fast and
everybody wanted you on their team, you have that kind of thing on your mind.

Hildaand Dad made me go to school the next morning so nobody would think | was scared of Billy
Linden (which | was) or that | would let him keegp me away just by being such adork.



Everybody kept sneaking funny looks at me and whispering, and | was sure it was because | couldn’t
help walking funny with the pad between my legs and because they could smell what was happening,
which asfar as| knew hadn’t happened to anybody esein Eight-A yet. Just like nobody elseinthe
whole grade had anything red in their stupid training bras except me, thanksalot.

Anyway, | stayed away from everybody as much as| could and wouldn't talk to Gerry-Anne, even,
because | was scared she would ask mewhy | waked funny and smelled bad.

Billy Linden avoided mejust like everybody else, except one of his stupid buddies purposay bumped
into meso | sumbled into Billy in the lunch-line. Billy turns around and he goes, red loud, “Hey, Boobs,
when did you start wearing black and blue makeup?’

| didn’t give him the satisfaction of knowing that he had actualy broken my nose, which the doctor said.
Good thing they don’t have to bandage you up for that. Billy would be hollering up astorm about how |
had my nosein ading aswell as my boobs.

That night | got up after | was supposed to be adeegp and took off my underpants and T-shirt that | deep
in and stood looking & mysdf in themirror. | didn’t need to turn alight on. The moon was full and it was
shining right into my bedroom through the big dormer window.

| crossed my arms and pinched myself hard to sort of punish my body for what it was doing to me.
Asif that could makeit stop.

No wonder Edie Siler had starved hersdlf to degth in the tenth grade: | understood her perfectly. She was
trying to keep her body down, keep it normal-looking, thin and strong, like | wastoo, back when |
looked like a person, not a cartoon that somebody would cal “Boobs.”

And then something warm trickled in alittle line down theinsde of my leg, and | knew it was blood and |
couldn’t stand it anymore. | pressed my thighs together and shut my eyes hard, and | did something.

| mean, | felt it happening. | felt mysalf shrink down to ahard core of sort of cold fireinsde my bones,
and dl the flesh part, the muscles and the squishy insides and the skin, went sort of glowing and
free-floating, al shining with moonlight, and | fdt asort of shifting and balance-changing going on.

| thought | was fainting on account of my stupid period. So | turned around and threw mysalf on my bed,
only by thetimel hit it, | knew something was serioudy wrong.

For one thing, my nose and my head were crammed with these crazy, rich sensationsthat it took mea
second to even figure out were smdlls; they were so much stronger than any smells 1’ d ever smelled. And
they were—I don’t know—interestinginstead of just stinky, even the rotten ones.

| opened my mouth to get the smells alittle better, and heard mysdf panting in afunny way asif I'd been
running, which | hadn’t, and then there was thislong part of my face sticking out and something moving
there—my tongue.

| waslicking my chops.

WEéll, there was this moment of complete and utter panic. | tore around the room whining and panting and
hearing my toenails clicking on the floorboards, and then | huddled down and crouched in the corner
because | was scared Dad and Hildawould hear me and come to find out what was making al this
racket.

Because | could hear them. | could hear their bed creak when one of them turned over, and Dad’'s



breath whigtling alittlein an dmost-snore, and | could smell them too, each one with a perfectly clear
bunch of smédlls, kind of like those desserts of mixed ice cream they call amedley.

My body was twitching and jumping with fear and energy, and my room—it’ s a converted attic-space,
wide but with aceiling that’ slow in places—my room felt like ajail. And plus, | wasterrified of catching
aglimpse of mysdf inthemirror. | had a pretty good idea of what | would see, and | didn’'t want to see
it.

Besides, | had to pee, and | couldn’t face trying to deal with thetoilet in the state | wasin.

So | eased the bedroom door open with my shoulder and nearly fell down the stairstrying to work them
with four legs and thinking about it, instead of letting my body just do it. | put my hands on the front door
to open it, but my hands weren't hands, they were paws with long knobby toes covered with fur, and the
toes had thick black claws sticking out of the ends of them.

The pit of my stomach sort of exploded with horror, and | yelled. It came out this waverywooo noise that
echoed eerily in my skull bones. Upgtairs, Hildagoes, “ Jack, what wasthat?’ | bolted for the basement
as| heard Dad hit the floor of their bedroom.

The basement door dipsitslatch al thetime, so | just shoved it open and down | went, doing better on
the stairs this time because | wastoo scared to think. | spent the rest of the night down there, moaning to
mysdf (which meant whining through my nose, really) and trotting around rubbing against thewallstrying
to rub off this crazy shape | had, or just moving around because | couldn’t sit till. The place wasthick
with stinks and these dow-swirling currents of hot and cold air. | couldn’t handle dl the inpuit.

Asfor having to pee, inthe end | managed to sort of hike my butt up over the edge of the dop-sink by
Dad’ sworkbench and let go in there. The only problem wasthat | couldn’t turn the taps on to rinse out
the smell because of my paws.

Then about 3:00A.M. | woke up from adoze curled up in abare place on the floor where the spiders
weren't so likely towalk, and | couldn’'t see athing or smell anything either, so | knew | was okay again
even before | checked and found fingers on my handsinstead of claws.

| Zipped upstairs and stood under the shower so long that Hildayelled at me for using up the hot water
when she had aload of wash to do that morning. | was only trying to steam some of the stiffness out of
my muscles, but | couldn’t tell her that.

It was real weird to just dress and go to school after anight like that. One good thing, | had stopped
bleeding after only one day, which Hildasaid was't so strange for thefirst time. So it had to be the huge
greenish bruise on my face from Billy’ s punch that everybody was staring at.

That and the usud thing, of course. Well, why not?They didn’t know I’ d spent the night asawolf.

So Fat Joey grabbed my book bag in the halway outside science class and tossed it to some kid from
Eight-B. | had to run after them to get it back, which of course was set up so the boys could cheer the
jouncing of my boobs under my shirt.

| was so mad | dmost caught Fat Joey, except | was afraid if | grabbed him, maybe he would sock me
likeBilly hed.

Dad had told me, “Don't let it get you, kid; al boys arejerks at that age.”

Hilda had been saying al summer, “Look, it doesn't do any good to walk around al hunched up with
your arms crossed; you should just throw your shoulders back and walk like a proud person who's



pleased that she' sgrowing up. You'rejust alittle early, that'sall, and | bet the other girls are secretly
envious of you, with their cute little training bras, for Chrissake, asif there was something that needed to
betrained .”

It'sokay for her, she’snot in school, she doesn’'t remember what it'slike.

So | quit running and walked after Joey until the bell rang, and then | got my book bag back from the
bushes outside where he threw it. | was crying alittle, and | ducked into the Girls Room.

Stacey Buhl wasin there doing her lipstick like usua and wouldn't talk to melike usud, but Ritacame
bustling in and said somebody should off that dumb dork Joey, except, of course, it wasredly Billy that
put himuptoit. Likeusud.

Ritais okay except she'san outsider hersdf, being that her kid brother has AIDS, and lots of kids
parents don’t think she should even be in the school. So | don't hang around with her alot. I’ ve got
enough trouble, and anyway, | was late for math.

| had to talk to somebody, though. After school | told Gerry-Anne, who' s been my best friend on and of f
snce fourth grade. She was off at the moment, but | found her in thelibrary and | told her I'd had a
weird dream about being awolf. She wantsto be a psychiatrist like her mother, o of course she listened.

Shetold mel was nuts. That was abig help.

That night I made sure the back door wasn't exactly closed, and then | got in bed with no clothes
on—imagine turning into awolf in your underpants and T-shirt—and just shivered, waiting for something
to happen.

The moon came up and shonein my window, and | changed again, just like before, which is not one bit
like how it isin the movies—all struggling and screaming and bones snapping out with horrible cracking
and tearing noises, just theway | guess you would imagineit to be, if you knew it had to be done by
building specia machinesto do that for the cameraand make it look real—if you were a specia-effects
man, instead of awerewolf.

For me, it didn't havetolook red, it wasred. It wasthis melting and drifting thing, which | got sort of
excited by it thistime. | mean, it flt—interesting. Like something | wasdoing , instead of just another
dumb body-mess happening to me because some brainless hormones said so.

| must have made anoise. Hilda came upstairs to the door of my bedroom, but luckily she didn’t come
in. She'stal, and my celling islow for her, so she often talks to me from the landing.

Anyway, I’d heard her coming, so | wasin my bed with my whole head shoved under my pillow, praying
franticdly that nothing showed.

| could smdll her, it was the wildest thing—her own smell, sort of sweety but Sweet, and then on top of it
her perfume, like anice pick stuck in my nose. | didn’t actualy hear aword she said, | wastoo scared,
and aso, | had thisripply shaking feding insde me, ahigh that was only partly terror.

See, | redlized dl of asudden, with thisbig blossom of surprise, that | didn’t have to be scared of Hilda,
or anybody. | was strong, my wolf-body was strong, and anyhow, one clear look at me and she would
drop dead.

What ardief, though, when she went away. | was dying to get out from under the weight of the covers,
and besides| had to sneeze. Also | recognized that part of the energy roaring around insde mewas

hunger.



They went to bed—I heard their voices even in their bedroom, though not exactly what they said, which
was fine. The words weren’t important anymore, | could tell more from the tone of what they were

Sying.

Like | knew they were going to do it, and | wasright. | could hear them messing around right through the
walls, which was aso something new, and | have never been so embarrassed in my life. | couldn’t even
put my hands over my ears because my hands were paws.

So while | waswaiting for them to go to deep, | looked myself over in the big mirror on my closet door.

Therewasthis big wolf head with along dim muzzle and athick ruff around my neck. The ruff stood up
as| growled and backed up alittle.

Whichwassilly of course, there was no wolf in the bedroom but me. But | wasall strung out, | guess,
and onewolf, mein my wolf body, was as much as| could handle the idea of, let done two wolves, me
and my reflection.

After that first shock, it was great. | kept turning one way and another for different views.

| wasthin, with these long, dender legs but strong, you could see the muscles, and feet alittle bigger than
| would have picked. But I'll take four big feet over two big boobs any day.

My face was terrific, with jaggedy white ripsaw teeth and eyesthat were small and clear and gleamingin
the moonlight. Thetall wasalittle bizarre, but | got used to it, and actudly it had anice plumy shape. My
shoulders were big and covered with long, glossy-looking fur, and | had this neat coloring, dark on the
back and a sort of melting silver on my front and under parts.

The thing was, though, my tongue hanging out. | had alot of trouble with that, it looked grossand silly a
the sametime. | mean, that wasmy tongue , about afoot long and negtly draped over the points of my
bottom canines. That waswhen | redlized that | didn’t have awhole lot of expressonsto use, not with
that face, which was more like amask.

But it was dive; it was my face and those were my own long black lipsthat my tongue licked.

No doubt about it, thiswasme . | was awerewolf, like in the moviesthey showed over Halloween
weekend. But it wasn't anything like your ugly movie werewolf that’ s just some guy loaded up with
pounds and pounds of makeup. | wasgorgeous .

| didn’t want to just hang around admiring mysdlf in the mirror, though. | couldn’t stand being cooped up
inthat stuffy, smell-crowded room.

When everything settled down and | could hear Dad and Hilda breathing the way they do when they’re
deegping, | snuck out.

The dark wasn't very dark to me, and the cold felt sharp like vinegar, but not in ahurting way.
Everyplace| went, there were these currentslikewavesin theair, and | could draw them in through my
long wolf nose and roll the smell of them over the back of my tongue. It was like awhole different world,
with bright sounds everywhere and rich, strong smdlls.

And | could run.

| started running because a car came by while | was sniffing at the garbage bags on the curb, and | was
really scared of being seen in the headlights. So | took off down the dirt aley between our house and the
Morrisons next door, and holy cow, | could tear dong with hardly asound, | could jump their picket



fence without even thinking about it. My back legswere like sted springsand | came down solid and
sguare on four legswith dmost no shock at dl, let done worrying about losing my baance or twisting an
ankle.

Man, | could run through that chilly air al thick and moisty with smells, | could dmost fly. It waslikelast
year, when | didn’t have boobs bouncing and yanking in front even when I’m only walking fast.

Just two rows of neat little bumps down the curve of my bdly. | sat down and looked.

| tore open garbage bagsto find out about the smellsin them, but | didn’t eat anything from them. |
wasn't about to chow down on other people' s stale hotdog-ends and pizza crusts and fat and bones
scraped off their plates and al mixed in with mashed potatoes and stuff.

When | found places where dogs had stopped and made their mark, | squatted down and pissed there
too, right on top, | just wiped themout .

| bounded across that enormous lawn around the Wanscombe place, and walked up the back and over
the top of their BMW, leaving big fat pawprintsall over it. Nobody saw me, nobody heard me; | wasa
shadow.

Wéll, except for the dogs, of course.

Therewasalot of barking when | went by, real hysterics, which at first | wasredlly scared. But then |
popped out of an dley up on Ridge Road, where the big houses are, right in front of about six dogs that
run together. Their ownerslet them out al night and don't careiif they get hit by acar.

They’ d been trotting along with the wind behind them, checking out al the garbage bags set out for
pickup the next morning. When they saw me, one of them let out ayelp of surprise, and they al skidded
to astop.

Six of them. | was scared. | growled.

The dogs turned fast, banging into each other in their hurry, and trotted away.

| don't know what they would have doneif they met area wolf, but | was something specid, | guess.
| followed them.

They scattered and ran.

Widll, | ran too, and thiswas adifferent kind of running. | mean, | stretched, and | raced, and there was
thisjoy. | chased one of them.

Zig, zag, thislittle terrier-kind of dog tried to cut left and dive under the gate of somebody’ s front walk,
al without a sound—he was running too hard to yell, and | was happy running quiet.

Just before he could ooze under the gate, | caught up with him and without thinking | grabbed the back of
his neck and pulled him off hisfeet and gave him ashake ashard as| could, from sideto side.

| felt his neck crack, the sound vibrated through al the bones of my face.

| picked him up in my mouth, and it was like he hardly weighed athing. | trotted away holding him up off
the ground, and under abush in Baker’ s Park | held him down with my pawsand | bit into hisbelly,
which was still warm and quivering.



Likel said, | washungry.

The blood gave methis rush like you wouldn’t believe. | stood there a minute looking around and licking
my lips, just sort of panting and tasting the taste because | was stunned by it, it waslike eating honey or
the best chocolate malt you ever had.

So | put my head down and chomped that little dog, like shoving your faceinto apizzaand inhaing it.
God, | wasstarved , so | didn’t mind that the meat was tough and rank-tasting after that first wonderful
bite. | even licked blood off the ground after, never mind the grit mixed in.

| ate two more dogsthat night, one that wastied up on aclothedinein acruddy yard full of rusted out
car-parts down on the South side, and onefat old yellow dog out snuffling around on his own and way
too dow. He tasted pretty bad, and by then | wasfeding full, so| |eft alot.

| trotted around in the park, shoving the swingswith my big black wolf nose, and | found the bench
where Mr. Granby sits and feeds the pigeons every day, never mind that nobody el se wants the dirty
birds around crapping on their cars. | took adump there, right where he Sits.

Then | gave the setting moon a goodnight, which came out quavery and wild,Loo-loo-loo! And | loped
toward home, springing off the thick pads of my paws and letting my tongueloll out and fedling generally

super.
| dipped ingde and trotted upstairs, and in my room | stopped to look at mysdlf inthe mirror.

Asgorgeous as before, and only afew dabs of blood on me, which | took timeto lick off. | did get a
little worried—I mean, suppose that wasiit, suppose having killed and eaten what I d killed in my wolf
shape, | was suck in this shape forever? Like, if you wander into afairy castle and eat or drink anything,
that’sit, you can’'t ever leave. Suppose when the morning came | didn’t change back?

Wéll, there wasn’t much | could do about that one way or the other, and to tell the truth, | felt like
wouldn’'t mind; it had been worthiit.

When | was nice and clean, including licking off my own bottom which seemed like a perfectly norma
and nice thing to do at thetime, | jumped up on the bed, curled up, and corked right off. When | woke
up withthe sunin my eyes, therel was, my own sdlf again.

It was very strange, grabbing breskfast and wearing my old swesatshirt that wallowed al over meso |
didn’t stick out so much, while Hilda yawned and shuffled around in her robe and dippers and acted like
her and Dad hadn’t been doing it last night, which | knew different.

And plus, it was perfectly clear that she didn’t have a clue about whatl had been doing, which gave me a
drangefeding.

One of the things about growing up which they’ re careful not to tell you is, you start having more things
you don't talk to your parents about. And | had adoozie.

Hilda goes, “What' s the matter, are you off Sugar Pops now? Honestly, Kelsey, | can't keep up with
you! And why can’'t you wear something nicer than that old shirt to school? Oh, | get it: disguise, right?’

She sighed and looked at me kind of sad but smiling, her hands on her hips. “Kedsey, Kesey,” she goes,
“if only I'd had half of what you've got when | was agirl—I wasflat as an ironing board, and it made me
so miserable, | can't tell you.”

She' sl red thin and neat-looking, so what does she know about it? But she meant well, and anyhow, |



wasfedling so good | didn’'t argue.
| didn’t change my shirt, though.

That night | didn’t turninto awalf. | laid there waiting, but though the moon came up, nothing happened
no matter how hard | tried, and after awhile | went and looked out the window and realized that the
moon was't redly full anymore, it was getting smaller.

| wasn't so much relieved as sorry. | bought acalendar at the school book sale two weeks later, and |
checked the full moon nights coming up and waited anxioudy to see what would happen.

Meantime, thingsrolled dong asusud. | got arash of zitson my chin. | would look in the mirror and
think about my wolf-face that had beautiful deek fur instead of zits.

Zitsand dl | went to Angela Durkin’s party, and next day Billy Linden told everybody that | went in one
of the bedrooms a Angela s and made out with him, which | did not. But sSince no grown-ups were home
and Fat Joey brought grassto the party, most of the kids were stoned and didn’t know who did what or
where anyhow.

Asamatter of fact, Billy once actudly did get agirl in Seven-B high onetimeout in his parents’ garage,
and him and two of hisfriendsdid it to her while she was zonked out of her mind, or anyway, they said
they did, and she was too embarrassed to say anything oneway or the other, and alittle while later she
changed schoals.

How | know about it isthe same way everybody e se does, which is because Billy was the biggest
boaster in the whole school, and you could never tdll if hewaslying or not.

So | guessit wasn't so surprising that some people believed what Billy said about me. Gerry-Anne quit
talking to me after that. Meantime Hilda got pregnant.

Thisturned into a huge discussion about how Hilda had been worried about her biological clock so she
and Dad had decided to have akid, and | shouldn’t mind, it would be fun for me and good preparation
for being amother mysdf later on, when | found some nice guy and got married.

Sure. Great preparation. Like Mary O’ Harein my class, who gets to change her youngest baby sster’s
digpersdl thetime,yick . Shejokes about it, but you can tell sheredly hatesit. Now it looked like it was
my turn coming up, asusud.

The only thing that made life bearable was my secret.

“You'relaid back today,” Devon Brown said to mein the lunchroom one day after Billy had been
"specialy obnoxious, trying to flick rolled-up pieces of bread from histable so they would land on my
chest. Devon was sitting with me because he was bad at French, my only good subject, and | was
helping him out with some verbs. | guess he wanted to know why | wasn't upset because of Billy picking
on me. He goes, “How come?’

“That' sasecret,” | said, thinking about what Devon would say if he knew awerewolf was hel ping him
with hisFrench:loup. Manger .

He goes, “What secret?” Devon has frecklesand is actually kind of cute-looking.
“Asecret " | go, “so | can't tell you, dummy.”

Helooksred superior and he goes, “Well, it can’t be much of asecret because girls can't keep secrets,



everybody knowsthat.”

Sure, likethat kid Sarain Eight-B who it turned out her own father had been molesting her for years, but
she never told anybody until some psychologist caught on from some testswe dl had to take in seventh
grade. Up till then, Sarakept her secret fine.

And | kept mine, marking off the days on the calendar. The only part | didn’t look forward to was having
aperiod again, which last time camerright before the change.

When the time came, | got crampy and more zits popped out on my face, but | didn’'t have a period.
| changed, though.

The next morning they were talking in school about a couple of prize miniature schnauzers at the
Wanscombes that had been hauled out of their yard by somebody and killed, and almost nothing left of
them.

Wedl, my stomach turned alittle when | heard some kids describing what Mr. Wanscombe had found
over in Baker' s Park, “theremains,” aspeople said. | felt alittle guilty, too, because Mrs. Wanscombe
had redlly loved those little dogs, which somehow | didn’t think about at dl when | was awalf the night
before, trotting around hungry in the moonlight.

| knew those schnauzers personally, so | was sorry, even if they wereirritating little mutts that made alot
of noise.

But heck, the Wanscombes shouldn’t have | eft them out al night in the cold. Anyhow, they wererich;
they could buy new onesif they wanted.

Still and all, though—I mean, dogs are just dumb animals. If they’ re mean, it’ s because they’ re wired that
way or somebody made them mean, they can’t help it. They can't just decide to be nice, like aperson
can. And plus, they don't taste so grest, | think because they put so much junk in commercial
dog-foods—anti-worm medicine and ashes and ground-up fish, stuff like that.1ck.

In fact, after the second schnauzer | had felt sort of sick and | didn’t deep red well that night. So | was
not in agreat mood to start with; and that was the day that my new brassiere disappeared while| wasin
gym. Later on | got passed anote telling me whereto find it: stapled to the bulletin board outside the
Principa’ s office, where everybody could seethat | wastrying abrawith an underwire.

Naturaly, it had to be Stacey Buhl that grabbed my brawhile | was changing for gym and my back was
turned, since she was now hanging out with Billy and hisfriends.

Billy went around al day making bets a the top of hislungs on how soon | would be wearing a D-cup.

Stacey didn’'t matter, she wasjust ajerk. Billy mattered. He had wrecked mein that school forever, with
his nasty mind and hisbig, fat mouth. | was past crying or fighting and getting punched out. | was boiling,
| had had enough crap from him, and | had an idea.

| followed Billy home and waited on his porch until his mom came home and she made him come down
and talk to me. He stood in the doorway and talked through the screen door, eating a banana and
lounging around like he didn’t have acarein the world.

S0 he goes, “Whatcha want, Boobs?’

| sammered alot, being | was so nervous abouit telling such big lies, but that probably made me sound



more beievable.

| told him that | would make aded with him: | would meet him that night in Baker’ s Park, late, and take
off my shirt and braand let him do whatever he wanted with my boobsif that would satisfy his curiosity
and he would find somebody elseto pick on and leave me alone.

“What?’ he said, staring at my chest with his mouth open. His voice squeaked and he was practicaly
drooling on thefloor. He couldn’t believe his good luck.

| said the same thing over again.

He dmost came out onto the porch to try it right then and there. “Wadll, shit,” he goes, lowering hisvoice
alot, “why didn’t you say something before? Y ou redly mean it?’

| go, “Sure,” though | couldn’t look at him.

After aminute he goes, “Okay, it saded. Listen, Kelsey, if you likeit, can we, uh, doit again, you
know?’

| go, “Sure. But Billy, onething: thisis a secret, between just you and me. If you tell anybody, if there's
one other person hanging around out there tonight—"

“Ohno,” hegoes, red fast, “| won't say athing to anybody, honest. Not aword, | promise!”

Not until afterward, of course, was what he meant, which if there was one thing Billy Linden couldn’t do,
it wasto keep quiet if he knew something bad about another person.

“You'regonnalikeit, | know you are,” he goes, spesking strictly for himsdlf, asusud. “Jeez. | can't
bdievethid”

But he did, the dork.

| couldn’t eat much for dinner that night, | wastoo excited, and | went upstairs early to do homework, |
told Dad and Hilda

Then | waited for the moon, and when it came, | changed.

Billy wasin the park. | caught awhiff of him, very sweaty and excited, but | stayed coal. | snuck around
for awhile, asquiet as| could—which wasreal quiet—making sure none of his stupid friendswere
lurking around. | mean, | wouldn't have trusted just his promise for amillion dollars.

| passed up half ahamburger lying in the gutter where somebody had parked for lunch and atein their car
next to Baker’s Park. My mouth watered, but | didn’t want to spoil my appetite. | was hungry and
happy, sort of singing inside my own head, “ Shoo, fly, pie, and an apple-pan-dowdie. . .”

Without any sound, of course.

Billy had been sitting on abench, his handsin his pockets, twisting around to look thisway and that way,
watching for me—for my human sf—to comejoin him. He had ajacket on, being it was very chilly out.

Which hedidn’t stop to think that maybe a sane person wouldn't be crazy enough to St out there and
take off her top leaving her naked skin bareto the breeze. But that was Billy dl right, totally fixed on his
own greedy sdlf and without a single thought for somebody else. | bet al he could think about waswhat a
great scam thiswas, to feel up old Boobsin the park and then crow about it dl over school.



Now hewaswalking around the park, kicking at the sprinkler-heads and glancing up every onceina
while, frowning and looking sulky.

| could see hewas starting to think that | might stand him up. Maybe he even suspected that old Boobs
was lurking around watching him and laughing to hersalf because he had fallen for atrick. Maybe old
Boobs had even brought some kids from school with her to see what ajerk hewas.

Actudly, that would have been pretty good, except Billy probably would have broken my nosefor me
again, or worsg, if I'd tried it.

“Kelsey?" he goes, sounding mad.

| didn’t want him stomping off homein ahuff. | moved up closer, and | let the bushes swish alittle around
my shoulders.

Hegoes, “Hey, Kesg, it’slate, where ve you been?’

| listened to the words, but mostly | listened to the little thread of worry flickering in hisvoice, low and
high, high and low, as hetried to figure out what was going on.

| let out the whisper of agrowl.
He stood red ill, staring at the bushes, and he goes, “ That you, Kelse? Answer me.”
| waswildinside, | couldn’t wait another second. | tore through the bushes and legped for him, flying.

He stumbled backward with a squawk—"*What!”—jerking his hands up in front of hisface, and he was
just sucking in abig breath to yell with when | hit him like ademo-derby truck.

| jammed my nose past his feeble claws and chomped down hard on hisface.

No sound came out of him except thiswet, thick gurgle, which | could more taste than hear because the
sound came right into my mouth with the gush of hisblood and the hot mess of meat and skinthat | tore
away and swallowed.

He thrashed around, hitting a me, but | hardly felt anything through my fur. | mean, he wasn't so big and
strong laying there on the ground with me straddling him al lean and wiry with wolf-muscle. And plus, he
wasin shock. | got astrong whiff from below ashelet go of everything right into his pants.

Dogs were barking, but so many people around Baker’s Park have dogs to keep out burglars, and the
dogs make such aracket all the time that nobody pays any attention. | wasn’t worried. Anyway, | was
too busy to care.

| nosed in under what was left of Billy’sjaw and | bit histhroat out.
Nowlet him go around telling lies about people.

Hisclotheswere alot of trouble and | really missed having hands. | managed to drag his shirt out of his
belt with my teeth, though, and it was easy to tear his belly open. Pretty messy, but once | got in there, it
was better than Thanksgiving dinner. Who would think that somebody as horrible as Billy Linden could
taste sogood ?

Hewas barely moving by then, and | quit thinking about him as Billy Linden anymore. | quit thinking at
al, | just pushed my head in and pulled out ddlicious steaming chunks and ate until | was picking at
tidbits, and everything was getting cold.



Ontheway home saw apolice car cruising the neighborhood the way they do sometimes. | hid inthe
shadows and, of course, they never saw me.

Therewas alot of washing up to do in the morning, and when Hilda sawv my sheets she shook her head
and she goes, “Y ou should be more careful about keeping track of your period so as not to get caught by
urprise”

Everybody in school knew something had happened to Billy Linden, but it wasn’t until the day after that
that they got the word. Kids stood around in little huddles trading rumors about how some wild animal
had chewed Billy up. | would walk up and listen in and add areally gross remark or two, like part of the
game of thrilling each other green and nauseous with made-up details to see who would upchuck first.

Not me, that’ sfor sure. | mean, when somebody went on about how Billy’ swhole head was gnawed
down to the skull and they didn’t even know who he was except from the bus passin hiswallet, | got a
little urpy. It'samazing the things people will dream up. But when | thought about what | had actualy
doneto Billy, | had to smile.

It felt totally wonderful to walk through the hals without having anybody yelling, “Hey, Boobs!”

There are people who just plain do not deserveto live. And the same goes for Fat Joey, if he doesn’'t
quit crowding mein sciencelab, trying to get afed.

Onefunny thing, though, | don’t get periods at al anymore. | get alittle crampy, and my breasts get sore,
and | break out more than usual—and then instead of bleeding, | change.

Which isfinewith me, though | take alot more care now about how | hunt on my wolf nights. | stay
away from Baker’ s Park. The suburbs go on for miles and miles, and there arelots of places| can hunt
and 4ill get home by morning. A running wolf can cover alot of ground.

And | make surel make my killswhere| can egt in private, So no cop car can catch me unawares, which
could easily have happened that night when | killed Billy, | was so degp into the eating thing thet first time.
| look around alot more now when I’'m eating akill; | keep watch.

Good thing it’s only once amonth that this happens, and only acouple of nights. “The Full Moon Killer”
has the whole state up in arms and terrified asit is.

Eventudly, | guess!’ll haveto go somewhere ese, which I’'m not looking forward to at all. If | can just
last until | can have acar of my own, lifewill get alot essier.

Meantime, somewolf nights| don’t even fed like hunting. Mostly I'm not ashungry as| wasthosefirst
times. | think | must have been storing up my appetite for along time. Sometimes | just prowl around and
| run, boy do | run.

If I am hungry, sometimes | eat garbage instead of killing somebody. It's no fun, but you do get ataste
for it. | don’'t mind garbage aslong asoncein awhile | can have thered thing fresh-killed, nice and wet.
People can be awfully nasty, but they sure taste swest.

| do pick and choose, though. | look for people sneaking around in the middie of the night, like Billy,
waiting in the park that time. | figure they’ ve got to be out looking for trouble at that hour, so whose fault
isitif they find it? | have done alot more for the burglary problem around Baker’ s Park than a hundred
dumb “watchdogs,” believe me.

Gerry-Anneisnot only talking to me again, she hasinvited me to go on adouble-date with her. Some
guy shemet at aparty invited her, and he has afriend. They’ re both from Fawcett Junior High across



town, which will be achange. | was nervous, but findly | said yes. We re going to the movies next
weekend. My firdt red date! | am il pretty nervous, to tell the truth.

For New Y ears, | have made two solemn vows.

Oneisthat onthisdate | will not worry about my chest, | will not be self-conscious, even if the guy
dares.

Theother is, I'll never eat another dog.

Evil Thoughts

The crazy lady’ s goddamn dogs were barking again. Fran shunted the breakfast dishesinto the
dishwasher (what had won her to the new house was that dishwasher) and swore under her breath.

“What' sthe matter?’ said Jeffrey, as he went on carefully layering books and notepadsinto his
backpack.

Dear Jeffrey. He so charmingly lived in his youthful mind and was so tolerant even when you pointed out
to him the things that should be driving him nuts the way they drove you nuts, even though you weren't an
old married couple, only live-togethers, dightly mismatched. By age, anyway.

“I said | wish somebody would run over those damn dogs of hers,” Fran growled. “ Save me, Lord, from
little dogs! Everybody knows little dogs are crazy, from being so much smaller than everybody dsethat
they’ re scared dl the time. And in this case their owner is crazy too.”

“Who, Whatsername next door?” Jeffrey said. “1 thought she was anurse. Do they let crazy people be
nurses?’

“No, dummy, not that one. | mean Whatsername up the street two or three houses, toward the park,”
Fran said, glaring at the window over the sink; it was stuck again, and would have to be worked on by
somebody (not Jeffrey, who was not handy). “ That’ s where the dogs are. God, Jeff, don't you hear
them?’

“Sure,” he said equably, “but heck, they’ re probably the only company she' sgot if she’ sas nutty asyou
think. I can't find my tortstext.”

“Nuittier.” Fran rooted under the sink for the dishwashing fluid. “ Sheredly isnuts, no kidding. Did | tell
you? Sheydled at mefor waking past her place, in the back. Around twilight yesterday, while the oven
was heating up to make dinner, | took astroll up to the park. As| passed her place, all of a sudden these
dogs started yapping and afloodlight came on, if you can believe that, at the corner of the house; and she
darted screaming from ingde. Waving her arms at me through the front window. It was the damnedest

thing.”

Jeffrey patiently lifted up the piles of old newspapers, mail, bills, cataogs, and so on, looking for his
book. He would be late for class again, but did he get nervous or rushed? Not him. It was one of the
things sheloved about him, one of the things that had made the move bearable. When shewasn't feding
completdly jangled hersdf, and resenting hiscalm.

“Screaming what?’ he said. “What did she say”?’

“I don’t know, exactly. | could only catch afew words. It was dl so violent and wild—something about



burglars. Do | look like aburglar to you? | was just an ordinary, undangerous woman walking dong a
public thoroughfarein broad daylight, and you’ d have thought it was the hordes of Genghis Khan, come
to rape and pillage or something.”

“Thought you said *twilight,” ” he observed mildly, pausing to read something from the hegp of junk mail.

“All right, twilight, but good grief, Jeff, it wasridiculous! What did she think | was going to do?1 could
hear her shrieking, and those damn little dogs of hersyipping, al the way to the end of the Street.”

“Maybe she' sbeen burgled alot,” Jeffrey said, putting the paper down, “or pestered to death by
commercia solicitations. What was| looking for?”

“TOrtS,”

He was probably right. Their own house had been equipped at some recent point with afancy burglar
aarm (much too complex, anuisance to use), which indicated something about the neighborhood, she
supposed. Hell, give the crazy lady in 408 the benefit of the doubt. At least the damned dogs had quit
yeping a las.

Jeffrey rolled his bike outside, carrying his book-stuffed pack dung on hisback. “Hey, Fran?’ he cdled.
“Um?’ shesad, reading the directions on the insde of the dishwasher cover again.
“How often are you watering the grass? L ook: there’ sabunch of mushrooms sprouting on the lawn.”

Fran tied her bathrobe belt more tightly around her waist and padded outside to stand barefoot on the
cement front step and look where he was pointing. She saw aclutch of pale, striated bubbles clustered
onalittleriseinthe grass. The raised place was awrithe of haf-buried root that had reached far from the
thick-trunked mountain cottonwood that leaned toward the house. Roots showed like gnarled dolphins
aurfacing dl over thelawn.

“I’ve been watering three times aweek, just asyou said to,” she said, “because it’ s been so hot, for
September.”

“But sometimesit drizzles a night,” Jeffrey replied. “Too much moisture could be bad for thegrass. Let's
try cutting down alittle.”

“Sure,” she said. She went to the curb on the concrete path and hugged him, and he amost fell over, bike
and dl. They giggled and made aminor spectacle of themselves, and then he pedaled away up the quiet
suburban street toward the university.

Takethat, neighbors, Fran thought, paming her hair back from her face. She dmost regretted her
youthful looks, which kept it from being obvious (at any distance, anyway) that she was older than
Jeffrey. “Older Woman Kisses Law School Lover Goodbye.” Yum.

Never mind, she would show any watching neighbors that she was aworthy householder no matter what.
She would tend to her front lawn.

The smooth dope of grass from the front wall of the house down to the sdewalk really was a source of
pleasure, roots and dl. The sprinkler system was athrill—all that control, at the mere turn of ahandle! All
that grass, under the high, dappled canopy of the onelargetree. It was afar cry from the little gpartment
with thetiny brick patio where they had started living together.

She picked her way acrossthe wet grass (dert for depositsleft by wandering neighborhood dogs) and



ingpected thelittle stand of mushrooms.

They must have popped up overnight; they certainly hadn’t been there yesterday. How niceif they should
prove to be edible: sautéed mushrooms, fresh picked, somerare type stuffed with healthful and exotic
vitamins, no doulbt.

But they didn’t look edible. Seen up close, each mushroom was about as big as a knuckle of her hand,
round, and of aparticularly unattractive greasy pallor that made her wrinkle her nose. They
looked—wel,fungoid , anything but fresh and wholesome; dien, actualy. Aliento the dinner table,
anyway, unlessit was some French dinner table regularly graced with sauced animal glands and such.

Well, sunlight would no doubt kill the pallid little knobs. People grew mushroomsin cdllars, didn’t they?
Her newly acquired southwestern lawn was hardly adark cellar. She was no gardener, but this much she
could figure out.

She typed medica transcripts from her tape machine until the dishwasher made aweird sound and
vomited dirty water onto the floor. A session with an outrageoudy expensive plumber, plus his doltish
(also expensive) apprentice, followed, and there went the rest of the morning.

At least her ancient and rusted V olks started without fuss. But when Fran delivered the transcript pages
she had finished, Carmella, her supplier, informed her that two of the doctors were going on vacation (at
the sametime, of course). There would belesswork for awhile.

Fran cursed dl the way home. If only Carmellahad told her sooner that thiswas coming! If only Fran
hersaf had remembered this seasona problem from last year (it was exactly the same in Ohio). What
could she have done about it, though? Not bought that little rug for the front hallway at the fleamarket,
that’ swhat.

A package had been |eft for her with her neighbor on the north, aplump girl who brought it over and
introduced hersdlf as Betsy. As Jeff had mentioned, she was anurse with alate shift at anearby hospitd.
To Fran she seemed awfully young and feather-headed to be taking care of sick people.

Betsy wandered around admiring the rather scanty furniture and the posters Fran had hung on thewalls
while she answered Fran’ s ddlicate soundings about the neighborhood around Baker’ s Park.

Y eah, the " convenience” store down on Rhoades Avenue was arip-off joint, but the shoemaker next
door to it was okay if the work wasn’t anything complicated. And it was agood ideato keep your car
doorslocked even when it was parked in your driveway. They did have burglaries sometimes, which was
why so many people had dogs. Not that the dogs did much good. No, Betsy didn’t have dogs herself

and neither did her housemates, one an e ementary school teacher, onein socid work, al threerenting
from the older couple (retired now to Florida) who owned the house.

“Anyway,” she added, “those two little monstersin 408 are more than enough for thewhole
neighborhood!”

Fran laid aside the totaly ingppropriate blouse her sster had sent her for her birthday (I'm not a little
old biddy yet, she thought irritably, but her Sster was a decade younger and clearly gill had achild's
view of anyone over thirty) and offered Betsy tea “Whatabout that woman?” she said, Stting down
across the kitchen table from her visitor. “ The one with the dogs?’

“Oh, she'sweird,” Betsy said with cheerful enthusasm. “Nutty asafruitcake, if you ask me. | hear her
screaming in her place dl thetime, just yelling like—well, like my mother used to yell a mewhen | was
giving her aredly hard time. At first | thought she had kids or something living in there with her, and me



and my roommates serioudy considered calling the copsin case the old loon was abusing a child or
something. It dways sounds soviolent .

She sat back, shrugging in the oversize shirt shewore in avain attempt to minimize her szable bust. “But
I’ve never seen anybody else go in or out, not in ayear and ahalf of living here. So | guess she' sjust
screaming at the dogs, or the TV. | bet she drinks. Female dkies are thin. They drink instead of eating.”

Fran admitted that she hadn’t had agood look at the crazy lady yet but had mostly just heard her.
“Oh, shelooks okay, sort of,” Betsy said cautioudy. “But boy, is she nuts.”

Franlaughed. “Then | guessit’slucky that Jeff and | didn’t end up living right next to her. Poor you,
being so much closer!”

“I'll say,” Betsy said vehemently. “ She' scraziest of al about men. Watch out, Fran. If that cute guy | saw
leaving thismorning was your Jeff, she'll be after himin notime.”

“Then she'll have afight on her hands,” Fran retorted. “ Jeffrey ismine, asin sgnificant other, life partner,
whatever they cal it these days.”

In the evening before dinner, while the sew smmered, Fran and Jeffrey waked up the block toward the
uneven triangle of green that was Baker’ s Park. Passing the crazy lady’ s house on the stroll back, Fran
looked across the street and saw the bluish glimmer of aTV screen insde the big front window. The
house itsdlf was pretty from the front, with a shapely porch, and two jauntily nautical porthole-shaped
windows flanking the recessed doorway.

Suddenly areport like a gunshot snapped out from the porch: the screen door, banging hard against the
front wall. Two little dogs came skittering down the brick walk, barking wildly, and skidded to adancing
halt at the edge of the crazy lady’ slawn.

“Jeez!” Jeffrey said, protectively grabbing Fran’sarm and picking up their pace, “what did shedo, Sic
them on us? We re not even on her side of the street!”

“I told you,” Fran said. “Thewoman is bonkers, and everybody knowsit.”

“Wall, at least they’ re not Dobermans,” he said, looking back over his shoulder at the bouncing,
yammering animas.

“Shh,” said Fran, “you don't want to give her any idess.”

Secretly, shewasrelieved to have the little dogs come after her and Jeffrey like that, vaidating what she
had told him about the woman and her animals. And after what Betsy had said, better the dogs than the
woman hersdf, with Jeffrey there.

She cut the grass the next day with the old hand-mower they had found in the tool shed. The mower kept
sticking on the raised roots that veined the turf, and she gave up with the job haf-done (it was alot
harder than she had imagined).

But she made sure to drag the machine back and forth a couple of times over the bubbly clot of white
mushrooms, like greasy blisters, which had expanded rather than drying up and blowing away as she had
hoped. Under the grinding blades the mushrooms disintegrated with satisfying ease.

The tape she transcribed after lunch was from Doctor Reeves, aplagtic surgeon who specidized in burn
patients. His dry, dispassonate notes on two children who had been caught in aburning trailer out on the



west edge of town made her fed sick.

She quit (there was no rush, with the volume of work dowed to an impoverishing trickle) and went for a
wak, hands jammed in her jeans pockets.

Her new neighborhood was made up of small, sturdy housesin an unexpectedly whimsica mixture of
styles, most of them severa decades old by thelook of them. Some showed endearing turns of fantasy,
like the two with roofs of tightly layered green tiling cut like the thatched roofs of English cottages, and a
small white house higher on the hill that had aminiature fairy-tale tower for afront halway. Therewas
nothing like the bland sameness of the city’ s newer developments, Fran’ s spiritslifted.

Shefound hersdf at thefoot of her own street, and out of sheer devilment—and to see what would
happen this time—instead of going in she walked up the lane that ran behind the houses on her street,
back toward Baker’ s Park.

The sandy wheel-track was choked with weeds, vines, and branches hanging over from adjacent yards.
The lanes, she knew, had once been used for garbage pickup. Then the city had bought awhole new
fleet of garbage trucks which were only afterward discovered to be too wide for the lanes, which now
served the purposes of kids, gas men who read your meter with binoculars from their truck windows, the
occasiond pair of discreetly parked lovers, and (to judge by the crazy lady, anyway) burglars.

As Fran swung boldly toward the head of the lane, a sharp rapping sound snapped at her from the back
of the crazy lady’ shouse. A lean figurein aflowered housecoat hovered behind the closed kitchen
window: the crazy lady hersdlf, presumably, in abeehive hairdo, banging her fist on the glassin akind of
manic aggresson.

Fran smiled and waved asif returning afriendly greeting and waked on, managing not to flinch from the
incredible racket of thelittle dogs shrilling at her back. The crazy lady must have let the dogsinto the side
yard just so they could rush to the back wall and bark at Fran.

Jesus, Fran thought, striding quickly around the corner and back down the street toward her own place.|
shouldn’t have waved at her, | should have fired a rock through her damned window! Who the
hell does she think sheis, the witch! The lanes are city property, | can walk in themif | like.

What if she has a gun? A paranoid like that, she probably does. Hell, | bet she could shoot me and
say she thought | was a burglar and get away with it! People like that shouldn’t be allowed to live
on their own. The woman should be in an institution.

The mushrooms were back the next morning, but they were different. Fran couldn’t help noticing them
when she went out on the porch to look for the mail. They were brown and flat, growing in overlapping
layers dong the shaggy arm of root that seemed to be the seat of the infestation.

She went over to squat down and examine them. They were wet from the overnight showers and their
frilled edges glistened apdlid pink.

“Yuch!” shesad doud. “What evil-looking mushrooms!” She prodded them gingerly with atwig
dropped by the huge old cottonwood above her.

“They’reyour evil thoughts.”

It was a hoarse voice from the sdewalk, the voice of the crazy lady (Fran knew this before she looked
up; who ese could it be, saying that, in that voice?). There she stood, disconcertingly thinand dightina
pastel pantsuit, a cigarette smoldering between two of her sharp-knuckled fingers. She had enough



lipgtick on for Sx mouths, and shewasn't smiling.

Fran gaped a her, a alossfor words. The woman looked like abonafide witch out of amodern fairy
tale, and what do you say to awitch who comes calling? With intense satisfaction Fran said to hersdlf,
She'solder than | am. She'solder, old, like an old witch is supposed to be!

The crazy lady said, “Have you seen alittle dog? He' s about afoot high, with black and white spots.”
“No, sorry,” Fran said with forced heartiness. 1’ ve been in the back of the house, working.”

“Hegot out thismorning,” the crazy lady said, looking around with afrown. Did she think the dog might
pop up a any moment from under Fran'slawvn?

Fransad, “If | do seehim, I’'ll be sure and let you know.”

“Thank you,” the crazy lady said, asif she had never banged on the window or screamed at
Fran—maybe she didn’t recognize her? She walked away, holding her cigarette out from her side at an
elegant angle that she must have picked up from Bette Davis or some other glamour queen from the days
of black-and-white movies.

Fran stared at the mushrooms. “ Those are your evil thoughts’ ?What kind of athing wasthat to say to
her?

Thewoman was a crackpot just as Betsy had said, one step short of being a bag-lady talking to herself
on the street. She must be living on an inheritance or the pension |eft by a dead husband, so she could
keep aroof over her head. A person like that couldn’t possibly hold down ajob.

But the mushroomsredly did look evil, old and wrinkled and evil. They looked like—

Fran sat back on her hedls, blushing. What an ideal They looked like an exaggerated parody of thefolds
of her vagina, that was what they looked like. No, not hers, some old hag’ s swollen and discolored sex.

She scrambled to her feet muttering, “Don’'t beanidiot, youidiot,” and with the back of the Sraight rake
shewhacked the new crop of fungusto flying fragments.

Over pizzatha night with afew of Jeffrey’ sfriendsfrom law school, she didn’t mention the conversation
with the crazy lady. She didn't fed atogether comfortable with Jeffrey’ s friends, except for awoman a
little older than hersdf who had begun law school after adivorce.

On her way next day to pick up some tapes from a backup source who sometimes gave her work, Fran
saw the crazy lady’ sdog, or anyway it might have been the crazy lady’ s dog, jittering back and forth on
thefar sde of Rhoades Avenue. It made one mad dash to cross, was honked at by an approaching car,
and dodged back again to the far sde where it hopped up and down furioudy on its fiff little legs and
barked ferocioudy at the traffic.

She considered driving back to tell the crazy lady, but she had lost time over the pizzaand beer last night
and shewasin ahurry now. And when she did get back, she didn’t see the dog again and besidesthe
crazy lady was occupied.

She was having an altercation with ajogger, from the safety of her porch. Fran parked and sat in the
Volks and watched.

The jogger marked time at the curb, his head turned toward 408 with its two round windows flanking the
open doorway. “I’m not doing anything in your yard, lady,” he declared. “1 didn’t touch your yard.”



On the porch the crazy lady stood with her hips shot to one side in an aggressve douch and shouted
furioudy, “1 saw you on my grassl Y ou ran over my grassl”

“I don’t run on grass,” he answered. “It’ sdippery, and you can't see your footing.” He was middle-aged
and abit flabby around the middle, but he held his ground, running in place while he argued.

“I saw you!” the crazy lady yeled. Her remaining dog shot past her ankles, barking. It made mad little
dashesin the direction of thejogger, none of which carried it more than hafway acrossthelawn. “Thisis
private property! Y ou stay off it!”

“Gladly,” thejogger retorted. “Lady, you're nuts, you know that?’ He headed on up toward the park,
shaking his head, elbows pumping, pursued by the barking of the dog. The crazy lady began screaming at
the dog, which finaly gave up barking and skulked back into the house, whereupon the screen door gave
another mighty bang, and al grew quiet.

Oh the hell with it, Fran thought,|’ m not going to say a thing about the other dog. Someone like
that shouldn’t even have pets, any more than she should have kids. The little beast is probably
better off in the traffic.

She locked the car and walked up onto her own patch of grass, where she automatically checked the
mushroom site. A new crop, and a different type again, seemed to have sprouted there overnight.

Therewere six of them, talish, on spindly stalks, and they had elongated, domed caps with dark, spidery
markings along their lower fringes. Like odd, tiny lampshades trimmed with black lace, or six
otherworldly missileswaiting to be launched.

Evil thoughts

Oh, bull, Fran thought, looking up the street at the crazy lady’ s house. What abouther evil thoughts,
where were they displayed?

She didn’t touch the new crop. Let them just sit there and do whatever mushrooms did until they reached
their natural term and died. Shewastired of beating them to bits and then having them show up again. It
was too much like losing some kind of struggle, which wasridiculous, because there was no struggle.

Y ou don't have astruggle with abunch of mushrooms.

She blew up at Jeffrey about the records he brought home that night. She hated salsafor sarters, and
then there was the expense. It didn’t help that they were used, of course, very cheap, from the
secondhand bookstore on Rhoades.

Of course they made up, and made love. He was forgiving by nature, and she had no defense againgt his
lanky charm. Look at the gangly length of him, thelively tumble of hisauburn hair, hisintent young face.
How did I get so lucky? Oh, how did | get so lucky, to have this lovely boy to love me?

Fran couldn’t deep right away afterward. Shelay on her back and amused herself wondering which of
her evil thoughts those dender, silvery mushrooms represented.

She paid for the deepless hours, as usud. In the morning she looked hagged-out. She always checked
hersdlf in the bathroom mirror when she woke up, searching for the dry skin and branching wrinkles that
Jeffrey was bound to see someday, someday.

Not yet, though.
She crawled back into bed and stayed there while he made himsdlf breakfast, so that he wouldn’t see her



without the repairs of makeup. She looked too awful, sagging and bruised around the eyes.

Shewas gratified to see that the overnight chill seemed to have killed some of the damned mushrooms.
Four of the six had withered so that their caps hung upside-down from stalks that looked asif they had
been pinched hard in the middle. The flattened caps drooped inside-out, exposing the blue-black dits of
their undersidesto the sky. Shethought of the gills of strange fish, dead and decaying in the cool morning
ar, fossl remains of ancient forms from prehistoric sees.

On the other hand, severa new growths had come up.
It hadn’t rained for two nights. The grasslooked alittle dry, but she didn’t turn on the sprinklers.

That afternoon Fran took awelcome break from unpacking books and organizing them on the
brick-and-board shelves Jeff had made (she had to re-set everything for balance, of course) and
observed the crazy lady in what seemed at |ast like civilized conversation with aman out in front of 408.

Hewas aheavy guy in gray work clothes and he stood with his head bent, listening to her. Then he
would crouch down and examine something in the grass, and stand up and talk and listen some more,
and they would move over alittleand do it dl again. For amoment Fran thought, My God, she’s got
mushrooms too. Shefelt atilt of vertigo (more evil thoughts, out on show—nhers? Or Fran's, on some
kind of northward mushroom-migration? The Thoughts That Ate Baker’s Park).

Then sheredized that the man was examining the heads of the crazy lady’ s sprinkler system. Y ou would
never have guessed this from the way she minced and preened and waved her cigarette. Her voice, if not
her words, carried: ahigh, artificid mewling tonelike the voice of Betty Boop, while her red mouth
twisted in aparody of afetching smile.

She was positively grotesque. Fran watched from her own porch, fascinated and repelled, until the crazy
lady sashayed back up to her front steps, trilling over her shoulder in an impossibly arch manner a the
workman, and opened her screen door. Then came aflurry of screams, presumably at the little dog (it
must betrying to get out), and findly the customary door-dam.

Theman in gray headed for atruck parked in front of Betsy’s house.
“Excuseme!” Fran waved.
Heambled over.

“You'realawn-man, right?’ she said. God, he was massive as a steer; she caught awhiff of stae
tobacco and beer on hisbreath. Thiswaswhat the crazy lady had been flirting with?

She felt asudden stab of deep, embarrassed pity. After al, the crazy lady couldn’'t be al that much older
than Fran was hersdlf, and Fran only had Jeffrey by wild, undeserved, and unpredictable good luck.

“Maybe you can advise me about this mess that keeps coming up over here.” She showed the man the
mushrooms.

He hunkered down and stared at them. “1 only do sprinklers,” he said. “Don’t know much about grass.
But it' s been wet thisfall, and it looks like you got a dead root running along under here. Mushrooms like
to grow on old dead wood.”

Today the cluster had anew addition. There was a grayish round one, asmall gourd-like shape, trailing a
snaky little stak like awithered umbilica cord. She preferred the silvery oneswith their inky hems, which
by comparison at least had a sort of gleaming style about them, the polished perfection of bulletsamed



up at her out of the crooked elbow of the exposed root.
“That' sadead root?’ she said uncertainly. “I thought al these roots belonged to the big tree, there.”

He shook his head and looked around. “Nope. This one’ s dead, and that root there looks dead too.
Must have been another tree here once that got took out.”

“Oh,” shesad. “I've never had alawn before, | don’'t know athing about this. The mushrooms aren’t
likely to spread, then, and crowd out the grass?’

“What, thesefdllers?’ he said, drawing a blunt fingertip dong the edge of one of the silvery ones. “Heck,
no, they'rered fragile. Soon asit getsalittle colder you won’t see no more of them.”

Fran suddenly saw the smilarity of the sillver mushroomsto penises, polished metal phalluseswith a
delicate tracery of dark veinsunder their thin skins. The lawn man’ sgrimy finger touching one of them
made her skin prickle.

“Oh, right, sure, | noticed that mysdlf,” she sammered, straightening up quickly. “They only last aday or
two, and they just sort of wilt and shrivel up—"

Like an old man’s cock, she thought, though these words didn’t get out, thank God. Worse and worse.
She stood there smiling sickly and thinking,I’ m as loony a spectacle as the crazy lady herself, in my
own way.

Asthe sprinkler man drove off, Fran saw cigarette smoke curling up from the shadows under the porch
of 408.

Jeffrey only had time for a short stroll that night, up to and around the park where a couple of dogs were
chasing each other, no ownersin sight. He remarked that people sure didn't take care of their pets
around here, letting them run loose like that. Fran thought about having seen the crazy lady’ s other dog
and not saying anything to her. She drew Jeffrey home along aparale street two blocks away, so asnot

to pass the crazy lady’ s house.

“Too bad we can't eat those mushrooms,” Jeffrey said asthey walked back up toward their front door.
“We ve sure got alot of them.”

The uplifted caps shone like pewter in the lofty radiance of the corner Street light. Fran found hersdlf
oddly relieved that Jeffrey noticed them too, that hesaw them. What would he say if shetold him hewas
seeing her evil thoughts?

“What are you smiling about?’ he said.

“Nothing,” shesaid. “A secret joke too dumb to say out loud.” She dug her keys out of her pocket and
unlocked the front door. “1 hate those damned mushrooms. | think I'll seeif | can buy something
somewhere, somekind of poison | can useto get rid of them once and for al.”

Jeffrey laughed. “'Y ou want to poison some mushrooms? That' s cute. Speaking of food, by the way, my
mom wants us to come for Thanksgiving.”

“What, dready?’ Fran said, instantly deflated and anxious. They stood in the dark little hall. “1t' s il
September, for God' s sake!”

Hetook her hand and squeezed it softly, thumbing her knuckles with sensuous pleasure. “ She just wants
to make sure we don't make other plansfirst.”



“But | want to make other plans,” Fran said, shrinking from the prospect of an evening of being delicately
put down by Jeff’ s blue-haired and protective mother for being an “ older woman” instead of some fresh

young thing.

“She snot going to be around forever, you know,” Jeffrey said abit plaintively, “and I’ ve gotten to be,
well, better friendswith her now that we' reliving in the same city.” He turned on the hall light, and they
trailed through the house getting ready for bed and wrangling in adesultory way about Thanksgiving.

| ook like shit, Fran thought, staring despondently &t her haggard reflection in the cabinet mirror as she
brushed her teeth.He' s getting fed up with me.

Had that vein been there before, a bluish-gray pathway under the skin of her neck?Just wait till his
mom sees that!

Later onin bed, in awave of guilt and self-disgust Fran pushed him away when he touched her breast.
They dept with their backsto each other.

Two more of the rounded, gourd-like things lay among the dangling corpses of the silver bullets next
morning. Fran interrupted her work severd timesto go look at them, unhappily waking around and
around the small, cursed spot on the lawn.

Lagt night she had dreamed of Jeffrey deeping splayed on his back, a bullet-shaped metallic mushroom
growing upright between hislegs.

And these roundish ones, moored to their twisted scrap of vine and showing faint dark patterns under
their greenish skins: were they her evil thoughts about Jeffrey’ s mother?

The crazy lady must see the mushrooms when she minced down the street with her one dog fromtimeto
time, smoking and throwing her hipsfrom side to side like an old cartoon whore. No doubt she looks
and tlls hersdlf, Goodness me, ook at that—my new neighbor has some very evil thoughts.

“What'sthe matter?’ Jeffrey said at dinner. 1’ ve got cases to work on and you' re pacing around like a
panther. Please, Fran, | can’'t concentrate.”

“Carmdlareturned some of my work today,” Fran said angrily. “Too doppy, the doc said, do it better.
He should try making out al that durred muttering he puts on there.”

“Why don't you go waich TV for alittlewhile?’ Jeffrey said.

“Thanks,” she snapped, “have you looked at what' s on tonight? Just because I’ m not in schoal, that
doesn’'t mean I’'m anidiot, you know, to St glassy-eyed in front of an endless parade of sit-coms and
game shows.”

“Jeez, | never said—"

He stared up at her, open-mouthed, and for a second she stared back in blazing contempt. God, what a
whiny, moon-faced child he wasl No wonder he clung so hard to his mother’ s gpron-strings!

Then the hurt in his expression meted her into ashuddering confusion of fear and contrition—what in the
world waswrong with her?—and she hugged him and gpologized. They ended up in front of the TV
together, murmuring and kissing on the couch, neither of them watching the screen.

“I think moving here was harder on you than you redlize,” he said. “Y ou look tired, Fran. | wish | could
have been around more to help you with the details of settling in, but with starting school and dll . . .~



Shewished he hadn’t noticed the marks of strain in her face, the ones she noticed every morning.

Age, redl age, so soon? Shewas only thirty-four, for Christ’s sake! It had to be just strain, ashe said.
And he was so sweet about it, how could she resent his remark?

But shedid.

It turned redlly cold that night for the first time that fall, and the wind blew. Leaves covered much of the
lawn in the morning, and al of the mushrooms had withered and vanished, except for one of the ovoid
ones. Itssbling on the same desi ccated vine had shrunk to awrinkled brown nut, but the survivor was
now the size of atennisball and shone livid white in the dark, rough-cut grass.

Like an egg, Fran thought uneasily, studying it. A green nest with agiant, monstrous egg in it—abad egg
(naturdly). Already adark veining of decay wasvisble, like crazing in old porcelain.

No other growths had appeared. Pretty soon the frost would kill this one too, and Fran’ s evil thoughts
would be private again, invisible even to the greedy, smoky gaze of the crazy lady in 408.

Fran asked Betsy and her housemates to a Thanksgiving party, and Carmellatoo. Jeffrey said he didn’t
know what Fran was doing or why, but he meant to go across town to his mother’ s on Thanksgiving.
Fran had alot of evil thoughts about that, but no more mushrooms came up.

The next time she looked, the one remaining fungus was as big and white as abasebdl, and marbled al
over with black. There was addlicacy of great antiquity about it now, an dmost ethered ook, asif the
bluish-white and shining shdll glowed coldly from within, silhouetting the darker tracery.

“I’ve had enough of this,” she muttered, and she gave the thing asharp kick.

The pale shdl disntegrated without a sound, releasing a puff of thick black dust. In the wreckage stood a
sooty stub, a carbonized yoke, which yielded, moist and pulpy, when she kicked at it again, frantically, in
arush of horror and disgust.

The shrunken black knob emitted another breath of inky powder under the impact of her shoe, but clung
toitstwist of vine. She had to trample it for long moments before she was able to flatten the whole mess
into adark stain on the earth, through which splinters of the rotten root beneath protruded paely like
shards of bone.

She gasped and redlized that she had been holding her breath to keep from inhaling the spores, or
whatever the black dust was that had been packed between the decayed center and the outer shell.

Who was watching, who had seen her mad dance on the front lawn under the old cottonwood?

No one. Betsy’ s house was quiet, the people across the street were doing whatever they did dl day. The
crazy lady’ s driveway was empty, her old gray Pontiac absent.

How ridiculous, that a person as crazy asthat was dlowed to drive!
No more mushrooms sprouted.

“It'stoo cold for them,” Jeffrey said. “Don't tell me you missthe ugly things! A littlewhile ago you
wanted to poison them.”

No, Fran didn’t missthem. But she found herself wondering, in anagging, anxious way, where her evil
thoughts were growing now that they weren’t showing up on the lawn.



After dl, thethoughts didn’t stop.

Like when she saw Jeffrey with Betsy one evening while he was setting out the bagged garbage on the
curb. The two of them stood chatting there, and Fran saw a spark of easy warmth between them and
cursed it to hersdlf.

He said, “Maybe we should drive somewhere over the Thanksgiving break, to hell with your party and
dinner & Mom’ s and the whole thing. Thisisatough term for me, I'm al frazzled. And you're not in top
shape yoursdlf, Frannie. Look at yoursdf in the mirror. I'm afraid you might get sick.”

Shedid look, and she knew it wasn't that she was getting sick. She was worrying too much. She was
becoming more sengtive to noise, too, and woke up often at night. She would get up done, careful not to
disturb Jeffrey, pour hersdf aglass of winein the kitchen, and go look at hersdf in the bathroom mirror
until she’d drunk enough to ssumble back to bed and fal adeep again.

Carmellasaid, “Y ou better pull yoursdlf together, Fran. I ve had some complaints from the docs you type
for.”

The docs who mumbled, the docs who paid too little out of their immense incomesfor the servicesthey
couldn’t get dong without, the docs who rattled aong about burned kids and dying old people and dl the
rest asif the sufferers were sides of meat. The docs should fed the pain their patientsfelt.

That was an evil thought, was't it?

Fran ordered aturkey at the supermarket, for her Thanksgiving party. Jeffrey wasn't going to his

mother’ sfor Thanksgiving dinner after dl. His mother had had afal and wasin the hospital with abroken
hip. Jeffrey spent alot of time there with her now, which Fran resented. She soothed herself with dark
imaginings of desth, an ending between Jeffrey and his mother once and for dl.

But where were these evil thoughts? The dead roots on the lawn stayed bare, like bonesworked to the
surface of an old bettlefield.

The turkey was ready to pick up well in advance of Thanksgiving. She hoped it would fit; she had only
the freezer compartment of the mid-sized fridge that had come with the houseto storeit in.

On her way back from the supermarket, Fran pulled up in the Street. The crazy lady was on the steps of
her porch, screeching dementedly, “ Get back here, you hear me? Y ou get back here this minute, you

filthy thing!”

The onelittle dog she had |eft was down &t the edge of her ragged brown lawn, dternately turning its rear
to the questing nose of a brisk gray poodle, and sitting down to avoid being sniffed. The poodle pranced

and wagged with ddight, and darted at the smdler dog with stiffened front legs, trying to turn it, mount it,

hump it therein the guiter.

“Get away, get away from her!” shrieked the crazy lady, waving her handswildly, though apparently she
was afraid to run down there and chase the poodle away. She thrust her head forward and screamed at
the poodle from arage-distended mouth, “Don’'t even think about it!”

Fran knew shewould explode if she had to hear that raw, mad voice for another second. She leaned out
of the window of the Volks and yelled, “For Christ’ s sake, lady, will you shut up? Let them screw if they
want to screw, they’rejust dogs, that’ swhat they do!”

The crazy lady stood still and lifted one bony hand to shield her eyesfrom the bright fall sunlight. Her
other hand stayed at her hip, cocked at an angle, abutt smoking between the thin fingers.



Fran recoiled from the unseen glare of those shadowed eyes. She drove quickly on to her own driveway,
where she sat afraid to move for sometime. She watched in her rearview mirror until the crazy lady,
trailed by thelittle dog once the poodle had lost interest, withdrew into 408 without another word.

Jeffrey said, “I got an A. Y ou' ve brought me luck! | loveyou.”

They were up late, kissing and sighing and stretching against each other’ swarm skins. A steady breeze
blew al night, hissing and seething like surf. Fran listened and drowsed, lulled by the sound, but not

desping.

Jeft eft early for class, bouncing with energy. Fran lay in bed late, luxuriating in the languor of the night's
long loving and heartened by the shimmer of sunshine glowing through the drapes. not winter yet.

After asteamy shower, she sationed hersdf in front of the mirror to rub moisturizer into her damp skin.
And stopped, staring, frozen by the hammering recognition of something that could not be.

Her skin was an unearthly pearly color, moist and shining, like the skin of asoprano dying endlessly in
Act Three of consumption, like the skin of addicate Victorian lady vampire, like the skin of aguest made
up for aHaloween party. But Halloween was past.

The lines and smudges the mirror had been showing her for weeks had spread and joined each other ina
flowing network of shadowy tributaries that covered her features from her throat upward and spread
away past her hairline, onto her scap. The lineswere mauve and blue and gray, and when she turned her
agonized face so that sunlight fell on her cheek, there was adightly greenish tinge of iridescence to those
veinings under the trand ucent surface of her skin.

Sheran to the mirror in the bedroom, and the onein the little bathroom near the kitchen, her eyes glaring
in dishelief out of smoky pitsin the horrible mask. Her voice creaked and wheezed desperate protestsin
her throat, her hands fluttered nervel ess y—her own pink-knuckled, flesh-tinted, still youthful hands that
didn’t dare touch the ancient, marbled pallor of her face.

Thiswas where the evil thoughts had been growing, in their true home, their natural seet, their place of
origin. Nothing lay ahead but inevitable disntegration of the outer shdll, exposing the blackened, shrunken
ruin of the brain still damp and dlinging with feeble persistence to the quivering stem, the living body.

On thewild winds of her panic she tossed to and fro in the sunlit rooms of the house, screams dammed in
her throat by her own terror of what the force of them would do to her fragile shell of aface.

Stifling, she flung open the front door and plunged outside into the coal, bright morning. She sscumbled
acrossthe lawn, past the big tree with itsleaves rustling in the soft breeze, and flung herself down at the
dead root on which her evil thoughts had first appeared.

As soon as her forehead touched the bleached, bare wood, she felt the eggshell of her face soundlesdy
break and fal away. A swirl of sooty powder choked her breath as darkness broke in her and from her
and bore her down into bottomless night.

Beauty and the Opéra
or
The Phantom Beast



For thefirst few monthsit was very hard to take my mealswith him. | kept my gaze schooled to my own
plate while he hummed phrases of music and dribbled crumbs down hiswaistcoat. His mouith,
permanently twisted and swollen on one side, held food poorly; unused to dining in company, he barely
noticed.

But to write of such things | must first set the stage. No more need be known, | think, than anyone might
learn from Gaston Leroux’ s novel, The Phantom of the Opéra , which that gentleman wrote using
certain details he had from mein the winter of 1907 (hewas aconvivid, persuasve man, and | spoke far
too fredy to him); or even from this“moving picture’ they have made now from his book.

M. Leroux tells (as best he can in merewords) of ahomicida musical genius who wears amask to hide
the congenita deformity of hisface. This monstrous prodigy lives secretly under the Paris Opéra,
tyrannizing the saff asthe mysterious*Phantom” of thetitle. Hefdlsin love with afoolish young soprano
whose voice he trains and whose career he advances by fair means and foul.

She, thinking him the ghost of her dead father or ese an angd of cdestid inspiration, isdominated by him
until shefdlsin love—with arich young aristocrat, the Vicomte Raoul de Chagny (the name | shall use
here als0). Thejed ous Phantom courts her for himsdf, with small hope of success however, since,
according to M. Leroux, he degpsin a coffin and has cold, bony hands which “smell of deeth.”

Our soprano, although pliant and credulous, is not acomplete dolt: she choosesthe Vicomte. Enraged,
the Phantom kidnaps her—

It was the night of my debut as MargueriteinFaust . | replaced the Opéra s Prima Donnawho was
indisposed, due perhaps to the terrible accident that had interrupted the previous evening’ s performance:
one of the counterweights of the great chandelier had unaccountably falen, killing amember of the
audience.

Superdtitious people (which in atheatre means everyone) whispered that this catastrophe was the doing
of the legendary Phantom of the Opéra, whom someone must have displeased. If so that someone, |
knew, was me. Raoul de Chagny and | had just become secretly engaged. My eccentric and mysterious
teacher, whom | was certain was the person known as the Phantom, surely had other plans for methan
marriage to ayoung man of Society.

Nervoudy, | anticipated confronting my tutor over the matter of the fata counterweight when next he
gppeared in my dressing room to give me asinging lesson. | was sure that he would come when the
evening's performance was over, aswas his habit.

But just as| finished my first number in Act Three, darkness flooded the theatre. Gripped in mid-bregth
by powerful arms, | dropped, a prisoner, through atrap in the stage.

| was mortified at being snatched away with my performance barely begun, but knowing that | had not
sung well, | dso felt rather relieved. It is possible, too, that some drug was used to calm me. At any rate |
did not scream, struggle, or swoon as my abductor carried me down the gloomy cellar passagesat an
odd, crabwise run which was nonetheless very quick. | knew it was the Phantom, for | had felt the cool
smoothness of hismask againgt my cheek.

No word passed between usuntil | found myself stting in alittle boat lit by alantern at the bow.
Opposite me sat my mentor, rowing uswith practiced ease acrossthe lake that liesin thefifth cdllar
down, beneath the opera house.

“I am sorry if | frightened you, Chrigting,” he said, his voice echoing hollowly in that watery vault, “but ‘1|
etait un Roi de Thule' was adisgrace, wobbling all over the place, and you ended afull quarter toneflat!



Y ou seethe result of your distracting flirtation with ashalow boy of dubious qudity, titled though he may
be. | could not bear to hear what you would have made of ‘ The Jewel Song,” let done the duet!”

“My voice was not sufficiently warmed up,” | murmured, for indeed Marguerite does not truly beginto
gng until thethird act. “1 might have improved, had | been giventime.”

“No excuses!” he snapped. “Y ou were not concentrating.”

| ought to have challenged him about the lethal counterweight, to which my concentration had in fact
fdlen victim; but donewith him on that black, subterranean water, | did not dare.

“Itwasnerves,” | sad, cravenly. “I never meant to disappoint you, Maestro.”

We completed the crossing in sillence. In some way that | could not quite see he made the far wall open
and admit usto his secret home, which | later learned was hidden between the thick barriers retaining the
waters of the lake.

In an ordinary draped and carpeted drawing room, amid a profusion of fresh-cut flowers and myriad
gleaming brass candlesticks and lamps, my teacher swore that he loved me and would love me dways
(despite the inadequate performance | had just attempted inFaust ). He knelt before me and asked me to
livewith himin thecity above ashiswife.

Now | was but agirl, and even down on hisknee he was an imposing figure. He aways wore forma
dress, which flatters any tall man; carried himsdlf with studied grace and dignity; and had (till tonight)
behaved impeccably toward me. | had imagined the features behind the white, half-face mask he dways
wore as sad and noble, concealed for avow of love or honor, or both.

But he had dways seemed much older than | was and, acting as the opera’ s demonic spirit, must live at
best ahighly irregular life. | had Smply never imagined him asasuitor. Infact, | had named him from the
firss my “Angd of Music,” not because | thought he was some sort of heavenly vistor—| wasasinger,
not a convent-school girl—but to both state and remind him of astandard of conduct that | wished him to
uphold in his dealings with me (it had not escaped my notice that he asked no payment for my lessons).

Taken aback by his proposal—and with Raoul’ sring hanging hidden on achain ’round my neck!—I
temporized: “1 am flattered, Monsieur. Asmy father is dead, you must speak with my guardian. B,
forgive me, | do not even know your name, or who you are.”

The side of hismouth that | could see curved inasmile. *Y our guardian is both deaf and senile; itisno
use talking to him. Asfor me, | am the Opéra Ghost, as you surmise. My nameisErik.” He paused,
breathed deeply, and added, “ There, | have told you who | am; now | shdl show you.”

With asudden, extravagant gesture, he swept off hismask and with it dl of histhick, dark har—awig! |
gasped, hardly believing my eyes as he displayed to me the full measure, the positively baroque detail and
extraordinary extent, of his phenomend ugliness.

Large and broad, with bruise-colored patches staining the pallid skin, his head resembled nothing so
much as an overripe melon. The fully revealed face was a nightmare. One eye was sunk in a crooked
socket, the nose was half-formed and cavernous, and his cheek resembled awelter of ornamental
plasterwork, al lumps and hollows and odd tags of skin. His mouth spread and twisted on that same side
into ashocking blur of pink flesh, moist and shining. Only hisearswerefine, curled tightly to the Sides of
his freckled crown with its scanty dusting of pale, lank hair. In short, he was a ssomach-turning sight.

Abject and defiant at once this monster gazed up at me, clearly apprehending how | recoiled but bearing



itin slence while he awaited my answer.

In that blood-freezing instant al my childish fancies and conceits—that with his teaching | would become
agreat snger, that he and my dear Raoul would gladly join forcesto that end—were swept away.
Words from the interrupted third act of Faust came unbidden to my mind: “Oh, let me, et me, gaze upon
your face!” | nearly burst into shrieks of hystericd laughter.

Instead, | managed to say, “1 think you must be mad, Monsieur, to ask me to accept you!”

“Mad? Certainly not!” He sprang to hisfeet and glared down at me. “But | am every hit as dangerous as
Opéragossip makes me out to be. Do you remember the stagehand Joseph Buquet, who supposedly
hanged himsdf last Chrissmas? In fact, he died at my hands, to stop his chattering about me. Y ou may
look to me dso in the death caused by the falen counterweight. | wasvery displeased with your behavior
on theroof of my theatre the other evening with the importunate young man whose ring you wear secretly
even now; and | made my protest.

“Also that crash, with certain communications from me, iswhat persuaded Madame Carlottato step
asdetonight and give you your chance to sng Marguerite, of which you made so little. | tell you these
things so that you will believe mewhen | say that your Vicomte' s life depends upon your answer, and
other livesaso.”

My heart dropped. “Y ou haven't hurt Raoul! Whereis he?’

“Why, heis here, unharmed. Only hisfine feethers are somewnhat ruffled.” He drew a heavy curtain,
reveding awindow into an adjoining room.

There sat the Vicomte de Chagny, struggling wildly in achair to which he was lashed by acrisscrossing
of thin, bright chains. His clotheswere al awry from hiswrenching to get loose, his opera cape was
rucked up on the floor at hisfeet, and histop hat lay onitssidein acorner.

Seeing me, Raoul began shouting mightily, hisface so reddened that | feared an attack of gpoplexy. The
Phantom pressed some switch in the wal and Raoul’ s voice became audible, bawling out my name;
“Chrigtine! Christine, has he touched you, has he insulted you? Charlatan! Scoundrel! Let mego! You
ugly devil, | will breek youin pieces, | will—"

The curtain fdll again. Raoul’ syells subsided into frustrated grunting as he renewed his attemptsto free
himsdf.

| was horrified. | loved Raoul for his (normally) ebullient and affectionate nature and | dreaded to seehim
hurt. Of course, he was as artidtically sengitive asalarge ved calf, but we cannot dl serve the Muses, nor
isitacapital offenseto beaPhilistine.

| sank onto avelvet-seated chair, trying to collect myself. The Opéra Ghost stepped close and said
darkly, “Hislifeisin your hands, Chrigine.”

Now | understood his meaning, and | was aghast; yet my heart rose up in exhilaration at the grant of such
power. That love of justice found mainly in children burned in my breest. Feeling a fault for the death of
the counterweight victim at least, | longed to do right. The Phantom’ s words seemed to mean that right
lay within my grago—if | had the courageto saizeit.

Gripping thearms of my chair, | looked up into hisawful face with what | hoped would seem afearless
gaze. “Monseur Erik, | seein you aman of violence and cruelty. Y ou wish to hurt Raoul because he
loves me, and from what you say you plan some wider gesture of destruction aswell if | refuse to be your



wife”

A vindictive gleam in his eyes confirmed the truth of this. | trembled for myself, and for Raoul who
groaned and struggled in the next room. Clearly he could not rescue me; | must rescue him and with him,
gpparently, others unknown to me but equally at risk.

Infact, thisgrest goblin in evening dresswho called himself Erik, whom | had rashly teken for afriend
and mentor, offered me arole grander than any | had yet sung on stage (thiswas the spring of 1881;
Tosca had not yet been written), a challenge of breathtaking proportions. Still costumed as honest
Marguerite and bursting with her unsung music, | determined to meet the test. | was very young.

“Hereismy answer,” | said. “If you let Raoul go and swear, moreover, to commit no further violence so
long asyou live, | will stay with you—for fiveyears”

Onedoes not survivein the artswithout learning to bargain.
“Fveyears” exclamed the Ghog, fine spittle spraying from histwisted mouth.

“Mongeur Erik,” | replied, “I meanwhat | say: | offer my taent, such asit is, for you to shape and train
asyou choose, aswell as my acceptance of your love—" My throat nearly closed on these words, and |
was afraid | might vomit. “—on theterms| have sated, for five years”

Infact, | had chosen the number out of the air; five years was the length of time | had spent at the Paris
Opéra.

How well prepared | was for that moment | understood only upon later reflection. A French music
professor had seen my father and me performing in our native Sweden, and, thinking my father arustic
genius on the violin, had brought us both to France. But my father—more at ease, perhaps, asan
exhibitor of my taents than as someone e se' s prize exhibit—had before long gone into a steep decline.

Extremity makesamongter of any dying man to those who must answer hisincessant, heart wringing, and
ultimately vain demands for help and comfort. | did not begrudge the duty | owed, and paid; but | learned
in those long months the price of yielding to another person unbounded power over my days and nights.
Inlifeasinart, limitationisdl.

The Phantom scowled, plainly perplexed by aresponse he had not foreseen. | added hurriedly, “And we
must live here below, not out in the everyday world. The strain of pretending to be just like other people
would be morethan | could bear. That ismy offer. Will you takeit?’

He showed wolfish teeth. “Remember where you are. | can take what | want and keep what | like, for as
long as| wish.”

“But, my dear Angdl,” | quavered, “you may not like to have me with you even aslong asfive years. You
are accustomed to your own ways, untrammeled by considerations of the wants of a companion. And we
will not be honing my talents for public performance but only for our own satisfaction, which may lessen
your pleasurein my constant company.”

“What do you mean?’ he demanded. “I have promised from the first to make afamous diva of you!”

“Maestro,” | said, “please understand: you have dlowed your passonsto drive you too far. | doubt that
the Opéra managers would accept your direction of my career now on any terms. Y ou have just said that
you killed astagehand and |oosed the counterweight on the head of a helpless old woman. In theworld
above, you are not agreat music master but a callous murderer.”



“‘Intheworld above—' " herepested intently. “But not here below? Then you forgive me?’

“I do not presume to forgive crimes committed againgt others,” said I, with the lofty severity of youth.
“Stll, neither can anything you or | might do bring back your victims dive and wel, so what useisblame
and condemnation? Y ou have treated me—for the most part—with consideration and respect, and |
mean to respond in kind. But | can accept no more advancement of my career by your efforts. | must
reject a success made for me by the heartless criminality of the Opéra Ghost.”

He wrung his hands, a poignant gesture when coupled with his ghastly head and threatening demeanor.
“But what have to offer you, except my knowledge of music and my influence here at the Opéra?’

“That we must discover,” | replied more gently, for his question had touched me. Asthe answer to it was
“nothing,” | dared to hope that my arguments might induce him to acknowledge the futility of hisplans
and release Raoul and me. “But making a career for meisout of the question now. Please put that
possibility from your mind.”

Drawing asquare of cambric from his pocket and patting hislipsdry with it, he stared gloomily at the
floor. No gpology, no instant grant of liberty was forthcoming. | saw that he would not reconsider, and it
wastoo late for me to do so.

“So,” | finished dgectedly, “my choiceisto join you in exile and obscurity, not fame and glory.”

“Then youwon’'t Sng in my opera, when it is staged?’ he protested, sounding near to tears himsdlf. “But |
composed it for you!”

He had previoudy told me that he had been working on this opus for twenty years and that it was too
advanced for mein any case; but | judged his emotion honest enough.

“And | will angit for you if youwish,” | said quickly, “herein your home. Won't that suffice? Can it be,
my angel and teacher, that you do not want me at dl, just my voice for your opera? Isit only my talent,
put to use for your own recognition, that you love? | am sorry, but you must give that up. Guiltlessas|
am of your crimes, if | let you raise me up with handstainted by murder | shall be as bloodstained as you
areyoursdf.”

Heblinked at mein pained bafflement. “How isit, Chritine, that | love you to the depths of my soul, but
| do not understand you at al? Y ou are scarcely more than achild, yet you speak like ajurist! What do
you want of me? What must | do?’

Taking adeep breath of the warm, flower-scented air, | repeated my terms. “Y ou must release the
Vicomte, unharmed. Y ou must swear to do no more violenceto him or to anyone. And five years from
now you must let me go too.”

Heflung away from me and began to pace the carpeted floor, raising puffs of dust with every step (for he
had no servants, and like many artistic people he was an indifferent housekeeper). Freed from his
oppressve hovering, | arose from my chair and surreptitioudy breathed in the calming way that he himsalf
had taught me.

“I havesaid that | loveyou,” he said sulkily over his shoulder, “and | mean lovethat lastsand informsa
lifetime—not the trifling fancy of an Opéradandy whose true loves are the gaming tables and the
racetrack!”

This jeer, spoken with ddliberate loudness, provoked renewed sounds of strugglein the next room, which
| resolutely ignored.



“I amyoung yet, Maestro,” | said meekly. “Fiveyearsisavery long timeto me.” He sighed, crossed his
arms on his breast, and bowed his dreadful head. “But | can school mysdlf to spend that time with you so
long as| know thereisan end to it; and if you will promiseto sing for me, often, in your splendid voice
that | have never heard equaled.”

“With songs or without them, | can keep you hereforever if | choose,” he muttered.

“Asaprisoner filled with hatred for you, yes,” | dared to reply, for | saw that he waslosing heart. “ But
prisoners are the chains of their jailers, and they often pine and die. If | were to perish here, my poor
dead body would stink and rot like any other. Y ou would be worse off than you are now. | offer more
than that, dear Angdl; for five years, no lessand no more.”

| think that no one had argued with Erik, face to face, for avery long time. He certainly had not expected
reasoned opposition from me. He was on the verge of giving way.

Raoul chose this moment to issue achalenge at the top of hislungs from next door: “Fight me likeaman,
if youare aman, you disgusting freak! Choose your wegpons and fight for her!”

The Phantom’ s head came sharply up and he rounded on me so fiercely that | could not keep from
flinching.

“Liar!” he shouted. “It'satrick! Y ou maneuver to saveyour little Vicomte, that isdl! Do you think he
would wait for you? Do you think he wouldwant you, after | have had you by me for even your patry
five years? Y ou would be sadly disappointed, Ma amsdle. Or do you mean to coax and befool me, and

then escape in amonth or two when my back isturned and run to your Raoul ? | will kill him first. You
lying vixen, | will kill you both!”

“lamnot aliar!” | cried, my eyesbrimming over & last.
“Proveit!” he screamed, in avery ecstasy of grief and rage. “Liar! Littleliar! Proveit!”

| stepped forward, caught him ’round the neck and kissed him. | shut my eyes, | could not help that, but |
pressed my mouth full on his bloated, glistening lips and leant my breast on his. My trembling handsfitted
themselves to the back of his nearly naked head, holding hisface tight to mine; and he was not cold and
toadlike to the touch as | had anticipated, but vigorous and warm.

How can | describethat kiss? It was like putting my mouth to an open wound, asintimate an act asif |
had somehow dipped my hand in among hisentrails.

After ablind and breathless moment | stepped away again, much shaken. He had not moved but had
stood utterly rigid from head to foot in my embrace. We looked one another in the eyesin shocked
dlence

“Sobeit,” hesaid at last in ahoarse voice. “ The boy goesfree, and | will submit my hatredsto your
authority.” Hiseyes narrowed. “But you must marry me, Christine, | will have no shadow cast upon your

name or character on my account; and there must be no misunderstanding between us asto the duties
owed whilst you livewith me.”

“I accept,” | whispered, although | quailed inwardly at the mention of those “duties.”

Heleft me. There came some muffled, unsettling sounds from the next room, during which | had timeto
wonder wretchedly how my Raoul had falen into the hands of this mongter.

But according to Opéra gossip the Phantom was supremely clever, while | had reluctantly noticed in



Raoul flashes (if that isthe word) of the obdurate, uncomprehending stupidity of the privileged. | was
familiar with this qudity from my childhood days of entertaining, with my father, the wedthy farmersand
burghers who hired usto make music for them. Apparently, the addition of noble blood only exacerbated
the condition.

In afew moments Erik regppeared, holding hisriva’ slimp body in hisarmslike that of adeeping child.
Raoul had recently begun growing a beard, and he looked very downy and dear. The sight of him dl but
undid me.

“Heisnot hurt,” said the Phantom gruffly. “Bid him goodbye, Chrigtine. Y ou shal not see him againin my
domain.”

| longed to press a parting kiss to Raoul’ s flushed and dackjawed face, for he looked like Heaven itsalf
to me. But my kisseswere pledged now, every one. | must wait, in an agony of mingled terror and
gueasy anticipation, for their claimed redemption—not by Raoul, but by the Opéra Ghost.

| dipped off thelittle gold chain with Raoul’ sring on it, wound it " round his hand, and stood back
helplessy as Erik bore him away.

Left alone, | rushed about the underground house like abird trapped in amineshaft. Fear drove methis
way and that and would not let merest. | waslocked in, for Erik quite correctly mistrusted me; had |
found away out, | would havetakenit.

Theroomsof his secret house were modest, snug, and warm, with lamps and candles burning
everywhere. Thefurniture, gpart from apair of pretty Empire chairsin the drawing room, consisted of
heavy, dark, provincid pieces. A few murky landscape paintings hung on the walls. There were shelves
of books and of ornamental oddments—alittle glass shoe full of centime pieces, some carved jade scent
bottles, adisplay of delicate porcelain flowers—which | dared not touch lest | doom mysdlf forever, like
Persephone esting the pomegranate seeds in Hades.

Inmy distraction | intruded into my captor’ s bedroom, which was hung with tapestries of hunting scenes
and pale green bedcurtains dappled in gold like avision from thelife of the young Siegfried. The sylvan
effect was diminished by the presence of anumber of eaborate, gilded clocks showing not only the hour
but also whether it was day or night. | did not own aclock, being unable to afford one; clearly | was not
in the home of a poor man.

There was no mirror in which to see my frightened face (nor even awindowpane, for behind the drapes
lay blank walls). The only sound was theticking of the clocks.

At last | sank onto adivan in the drawing room and gave way to sobs of misery and bitter self-reproach.
| could scarcely believe myself caught in such adesperate coil. Y et here | was, aforeigner, a poor
orphan with no family but my fellow-workers at the Opéra. | had made friends among the ballet rats, but
no one listensto an darm raised by aclutch of adolescent girls. My guardian, the old professor, was only
intermittently aware of my existence these days. WWho would miss me for more than afew hours, who
would search?

Raoul was my one hope. | had met him years before, during asummer | had spent with my father at
Chagny. Grown to be ahandsome, lively man of fashion, the young Vicomte had turned up lately in Paris
asthe proud new owner of abox at the Opéra. | had been flattered that he even remembered me.

His proposal of marriage wastypical of hisimpetuous and optimistic nature. In my moreredistic
moments, | had not truly believed that hisfamily would ever permit such ajoining. Now | had not even
hisring to remember him by.



But hewould save me, surely! | told myself that Raoul loved me, that he would lead an attack on the
underground house and never give up until he had me back again.

How he might overcome the obstacle of my having spent—however long it was to be—unchaperoned in
the home of another man, | could not imagine. Raoul’ s people were not Bohemians. His brother the
Comte had dready expressed displeasure over the warm rel ations between Raoul and me, and that was
without akidnapping.

Stll, my cheerful and enthusiagtic Vicomte would not allow meto languish in captivity (1 tried to blot out
the image of him, red-faced, roaring, and chained to achair). | had only to stand fast and keep my head,
and he would rescue me.

Erik, returning a long last, showed meto avery pretty little bedroom with my meager sdection of
clothing dready hanging in the wardrobe and my toiletrieslaid out on the table.

He behaved from this point as a gracious host, dways polite, faultlesdy turned out, and considerately
masked. Thissurface normality was al that enabled me to keep my own composure. At night | dept

undisturbed (when | did deep) athough there was no lock on my door. Daytimes the Phantom spent

absorbed in composition, humming pitches and runs under his breeth, pausing to play aphrase on the
piano or to stab his peninto alarge brassinkwell in the shape of a spaniel’ s head.

| continued my own work asbest | could. Each morning he listened to me vocalize, but he made no
comment. When | ventured to ask him for alesson, trying to restore our relationship to some semblance
of itsold footing, he said, “No, Chrigtine. Y ou must see how you get along without the aid of your Angel
of Musc.”

So | saw that my initid rejection till rankled, and that he wasinclined to hold agrudge.

Thethird morning afterFaust , | burst into tears over breakfast: “Y ou said you would free Raoul! He
would come back for meif heweredive! Y ou monger, you havekilled him!”

Erik tapped hisfingersimpatiently upon the smooth white cheek of hismask. “Why should | do sucha
thing? He is an absurd young popinjay with no understanding of music, but | do not hate him; after all,
you are here with me, not run off with him.”

| flung down my napkin, knocking over my water glass. “'Y ou murdered poor Joseph Buquet for
gossiping about you. | daresay you did nothate him, but you killed him dl the same!”

Frowning, Erik moved his kneeto avoid the dripping water. “ Oh, Buquet! One dedls differently with
aristocrats. | assure you, the boy isdive and well. His brother has taken him home to Chagny. Now eat
your omelette, Christine. Cold food is bad for the throat.”

That evening he brought aledger from the Opéra offices and set before me a page showing that the
Vicomte de Chagny had given up his box two days after the night of Faust . Raoul had signed personally
for hisrefund of the remainder of the season’sfee. There was no doubt; | recognized hiswriting.

Soin hisownway Erikhad chosen hisweapons, had fought for me—and won. At least no blood had
been shed. | ceased accusing him and resigned myself to making the best of my situation.

| spent two weeks as his guest, solicitoudy and formally attended by him in my daily wants. He even took
me on atour of thelake in the little boat, and showed me the subterranean passage from the Opéra
cdlarsto the Rue Scribe through which he obtained provisions from the outside world.

Then, during the wedding procession in aperformance of Lohengrin , the Opéra Ghost and | exchanged



vows benesth the stage. He placed upon my finger aring that had been his mother’s, or so he supposed
since he had found it in abureau of hers (most of his furniture he had inherited from his mother, hetold
me; and that was dl the mention he ever made of her).

He solemnly wrote out and presented to me avery handsome and official-looking civil certificate, and
sad that having had hisfirst kiss dready he would not trouble me for another yet, snce he was so ugly
and must be gotten used to.

Thus began my marriage to the Phantom of the Opéra

In M. Leroux’ s story the Phantom’ s heart is melted by the compassion of the young singer. He releases
thelovers and dies soon after, presumably of amorbid enlargement of the organ of renunciation. The
soprano and her Vicomte take atrain northward and are never heard of again.

But that is not what happened.

When he said “firg kiss,” Erik may have spoken literdly. Like any man in funds he could buy sexud
favors and had certainly done so in the past. But with what wincing, perfunctory haste those services
must have been rendered! And he was proud and in his own way galant, or at any rate he wished to be
both proud and galant. | thought then and think till that athough more than twice my age at least, he was
very inexperienced with women.

For my part, | wasvirgina but not completdly naive. Traveling with my father | had observed much of life
initscruder aspects, in particular that ubiquitous army of worn-out, perpetualy gravid country girls
through whose lives we had briefly passed. My own mother, whom | scarcely recaled, had died bearing
adtillborn son when | wastwo yearsold.

| regarded sexua mattersas| did the stinks and wallowings of the pigsty. Before Raoul’ s regppearance |
had determined to remain cdlibate, reserving dl my energiesfor my art. Even my ddliance with him had
been chaste, barring akiss or two. In any case, | had no ideawhat to expect from amongter.

No expectation could have prepared me for what followed.

For two nights Erik came and sat sllently in achair by my bed. | sensed him listening in the dark to my
breathing and to the smdll rustlings | made as | shifted and turned, unable to deep. | felt observed by
some nocturna beast of prey that might claw meto pieces at any moment.

On thethird night he brought a candle. | saw that he was masked and wore along robe of crimson silk.
Hisfeet, which like his hands were strong and well shaped, gleamed paely on the dark Turkish carpet.

He st the candle on thelittle table by my bed and said in ahushed tone, “Chrigtine, you are my wife.
Take off your gown.”

In those days decent women did not show their nakedness to anyone, not even their own husbands. But |
had stepped beyond the pale; no convention or nicety protected mein Grendel’ slair.

Heturned away, and when | had done as he said and lain down again in atrembling swest of fear, he
leaned over me and folded back the sheet, exposing the length of my body to the warm air of the room.
Then hesat in hischair and looked at me. | stared at the ceiling, tears of shame and terror running from
the corners of my eyesinto my hair, until | fel into an exhausted deep.

Next morning | lay along timein bed wondering how much more | could bear of his tifled desire. |
thought he meant to be considerate, gentling me to his presence as arider gentles an unbroken horse,



little by little.

Instead, he was crushing me dowly to desth.

The following night he came again and set the candle down. “ Chrigtine, take off your gown.”
| answered, “Erik, you are my hushand. Take off your mask.”

A frozen moment passed during which | dared not breathe. Then he tore off the mask, in his agitation
dropping it on the floor. He managed not to snatch after it but stood immobile under my scrutiny, hisface
turned away only alittle,

When | could gaze on that grotesque visage without my gorgerising, | knew | was asready as| could
ever be. | shrugged out of my nightdress, and taking hishand | drew him toward me. With asharp intake
of breath, he reached to pinch out the candle.

“No,” | said, “let it burn,” and | turned down the shedt.

After that he dways cameto my bed unmasked. Hewould lie so that | looked straight into histerrible
face while his hands touched me, rousing and warming the places where his mouth would soon follow,
that hideous mouth that devoured without destruction all the juices, heats, and swellings of passion.

He proved a bardly banked fire, scorched and scorching with alifetime of need. And I—I went up like
summer grass, | flamed like pitch, clasped to his straining breast. As beginners, everything that we did
was unbearably disgusting to us both, and so frantically exciting that we could not stop nor hold back
anything. My God, how we burned!

Knowing himsdlf to be only a poor, rough sketch of aman, he had few expectations and never thought to
blame me for his own shortcomings (or, for that matter, for mine). Hewas at first too swift for my
satisfaction, but he soon set himself to magter the gratifications of lust as he might ademanding musical
score. Some very rare books appeared on his shelves.

He studied languor, lightness of touch, and the uses of raw energy. | discovered how to lure him from his
work, to meet his advances with revulsion and open arms at once, and to invite to my shrinking cheek his
crooked kissesthat came dl intermixed with moans and whisperings and that seemed to liquefy my heart.

| learned to twine my legs’ round his, guiding him home to that secret part of myself, the odorous, the
blood-seeping, the unsightly, puckered mouth of my sex. To whom else could | have exposed that humid
breach in my body’ s defenses, al deek with avidity? With what other person could | have shared my
swegt, my spit, my rising deliriums of need and releasefilled with animd cries and groans?

Initidly, | suffered the utmost, soul-wringing terror and shame. But then came an intoxication which | can
only compare to the trance of song, and thiswasthe lyric of that song: my monster adored the monstrous
inme

Oh, he enjoyed my pretty face, my good figure, and my long, thick hair, al the smple human
handsomeness denied him in hisown right. But what he craved was the Gorgon under my skirts. His
deepest pleasure depended on the glaring difference between my comely outward looks and the seeming
deformity of my hidden female part. He loved to love me with his twisted mouth, mongter to mongter,
gross and shapelessflesh toitslike, dippery heat to dippery heat, and cry to convulsion.

We awoke new voicesin one another. To the dow coiling of our entangled limbs we crooned like doves.
His climax wrung from him half-sirangled, exultant crieslike those of asoul tearing freefromitsearthly
roots. Inmy turn, | sang for him the throaty songs of abody drowning rapturoudy in its own depths.



| commanded, praised, begged, and reviled him, calling him my loathsome demon, my leprous ape, my
ruined, rutting angel, never stooping to the pretense that he was other than awful to look at. | felt that if |
treated his gppearance as normal, he would begin by being grateful; but in time he would cometo hate
and despise me for accepting what he hated and despised in himself. A man who fedsthisway will beat
the woman who shares hislife, whether heis ahandsome man or an ugly one.

Erik did strike me once.

It was quite early in our life together. We were studying Antonid strio with her mother’ s ghost and Dr.
Miracle, fromThe Tales of Hoffmann , which Erik had heard at its Opéra Comique premier some three
months earlier. From memory, he played Dr. Miracl€ s diabolical music on the piano; and he sang the
dead mother’ s part, transposed downward, with an otherworldly sweetness and nobility that greatly
moved and distracted me.

| struggled vainly with Antonia s music (which he had written out for me), until Erik’ slargely unsolicited
advice spurred meto observe rather tartly that he was very arrogant in his opinions for an ugly man who
lived in acdlar snging songs and writing music that no onewould ever hear.

He leaped to hisfeet and, sharp asawhip, he dapped me. | stood my ground, my cheek hot and
stinging, and said, “Erik, stop! By the terms of our bargain, you are not to be that sort of monster.”

“Am | not?’ he snapped, glaring hatefully at me. “Y ou go tripping out onstage in your finery and you
open your mouth and everyone throws flowers and shouts the house down. | have twice the voice of any
singer in Paris, but as you so kindly remind me, no audience will ever hear me and beg me for an encore!
If you write alittle song that is not too terrible, they will say what aclever cresture you areto be ableto
sing songs and make them too. But they will never be brought to their kneesin tears by my music. So
what sort of mongter willyou dlowme to be, Chrigtine?’

“I am sorry for what | said,” 1 muttered. | could not help but see how hislips gleamed with the sdliva
sprayed out during thistirade; repelled, | thrust my handkerchief toward him.

He snatched it from me and blotted his mouth, snarling, “ Oh, spare me your so-caled gpologies! Why
should you carefor the fedings of amiserable freek?’

“I have said that | am sorry for my words,” | retorted with some heet. “I have not heard you say that you
areyou sorry for your action. Do you understand that the next time you strike me, whatever the
provocation, | will leave you and | will never, ever come back?Y ou will haveto kill meto sop me; and
then | will berevengedinthepainit will cost youif | dieinyour house, at your hands, which are beautiful
and strong and that wish only to love me.”

He stared down at the handkerchief clenched in hisfingers, and | saw by the droop of his shoulders that
the perilous moment was past. Still | forged recklessy onward, for my heart wasin aturmoil of confused
and painful emotion. “If you must hit something go and beat the couch cushions until your rageis spent.
But never raise your hand to me again!”

In low tones he began, “ Chrigtine, 1—"
“Itisdl your fault!” | burst out. “'Y ou should not have sung her music, the dead mother’ smusic!”
“Ah,” hesad. “The dead mother’ smusic.”

| stiffened, seized with dread that | had exposed aweakness to him that he would savagely exploit. But
he only raised his head and sang once more, unaccompanied and more glorioudy than before, that same



lofty music of the ghostly mother urging her daughter to Sing.

“Now,” hesaid afterward, “if you are moved to say cutting thingsto me, say them. | will endureit
quietly.”

My eyes stung, for the music had again affected me deeply. So had the redlization that he of al men knew
why it did so, for surely his own mother had been dead to him from the day shefirst saw histerrible face.
In hisway, he was offering a very handsome gpology indeed.

| shook my head, not trusting my voice.

He nodded gravely. “Very good, your restraint is commendable. After dl, Chrigting, it isour task to
measter the music, not to let the music master us. Now, let us begin again.”

We began again.

Other crisesarose, of course. Hishabitua cruelty and malice inclined him toward outrageous gestures of
annoyance, aswhen | found him one afternoon preparing to burn dive achorusgirl’ slittle poodie that he
had lured away for the purpose. The anima’ s backstage yapping had disturbed an otherwise unusualy
goodAbduction from the Seraglio .

| tore the matches from his unresisting hands. With my shawl | blotted as much lamp oil as| could from
the dog’ scoat. Then | carried the terrified creature up to the appropriate dressing area and | eft it there,
itsmuzzle il tied shut with Erik’ s handkerchief (the dog was not seen, or heard, at the Opéraagain).

Returning, | found Erik in an agony of penitence, offering to drink lamp oil himsalf or to wear atightly tied
gag for aslong as| wished, to redeem histransgression. He showed no remorse for the agonies he had
meant to inflict on the dog and its owner, but he was deeply agitated at having once more nearly failed his
promiseto me, and in such a gpectacular fashion.

| gpproved the gag as afitting punishment. That night the Opéra Ghost cried like acat into the layered
thicknesses of cloth crushing hislips, while on my knees| ignited our own sweet-burning immol ation.

Don't misunderstand: in music he was my master and would be my master ill if he stood here now. His
talent and learning were broad, discriminating, and seemingly inexhaudtible. It was he who led meto the
study which came to absorb me, of the sorts of chromatic and key shiftsthat irresstibly evoke powerful
emotionsin the listener.

But hisviolence was mineto rule, so long as | had the strength and the wit to command it, by the
submission | had won from him with that first kiss.

Between uswe sustained a steep pitch of passion despite the muting effects of familiarity, | think because
of thetimelimit | had set. “Never repeat even the prettiest melody more than thriceat ago,” my father
used to say. “Knowing it must end enhancesits beauty and prevents boredom in its hearers.”

Domestic chores gave Erik’ s life asense of normaity; he yielded them only reluctantly to me. Nor did |
wish to become his drudge.

However, his standards of housekeeping and cooking (two areas in which he had no talents whatsoever)
werefar below mine; and | did not expect him to wait upon me as he had when | was his guest. | had
chosen alife (albeit atruncated one), not an escapade.

Wewrangled cautioudy over household duties and came to arough arrangement, with many exceptions



and renegotiations as circumstances required. When his compositiona impulse flagged, if he could not
relieve hisfrugtration by prowling the upper floors of the operahouse, | did not hesitate to assign him
extra chores down below. More than once | sent him out of the house with adusty carpet, a beater, and
ingructionsto vigoroudy apply the latter to the former.

Having had none of the norma socia experience that matures ordinary people, he could behave very
childishly. Thislent him anair of perennia youthfulness at once attractive and extremely trying. His
emotions, when tapped, poured from him like lava, and he had grest difficulty mastering the molten flow
once it began. Physica work, like the demands of operatic singing, helped to bleed off at least some of
his ungovernable energy.

Inour leisuretime | ventured to inquire about his past. His answers surprised me. | had thought him an
aristocrat, but his arrogance was that of talent, not of blood. He was the son of amaster mason in Rouen.
When hewas gtill achild his parents had elther given or sold him (he did not know which) to atraveling
far.

Asayoung man he had ranged far and wide, living by hiswitsand his abilities as an artificer of ingenious
structures and devices. He regaled me with tales of his exotic travels before he had settled in Paris,
where, commanding some Turkish laborers (whose language he spoke) at work on Garnier’ s great opera
house, he had secretly constructed his homein its bowels. He had always worn akerchief over his nose
and mouth “for the dust,” but hisworkmen had been lessinterested in his hidden face than in the extra
wages he had paid for their clandestine [abor.

Given my knowledge of his character, | guessed that he omitted much repedllent detail from these lively
narratives. Though troubled | never pressed him, reasoning that such matterslay between him, the souls
of those he had harmed, and God.

Inmy turn, | read aoud to him from the biographies and travel books that he favored, or repeated
anecdotes of café life and gossip (no matter how stale) about composers and performers whose names
he knew. | taught him some Swedish, alanguage of interest to him because of its strong tona eement,
and he enjoyed hearing songs and legends of the northern lands, which he had never visited. Asachild |
had absorbed many tales, from folk tradition and from books, which now stood mein good stead.
People raised in countries with long winters treasure stories and tell them well.

Outside of music, Erik was not so widdly read as | had supposed. Many of the volumes on his shelves
had only afew of their pages cut, for though he hungered for books he was impatient with their contents
once he had them. In the first place, he was sure that he knew more about everything than anyone else
did because he was a prodigy and well traveled in the world.

And then, he spent far moretime roaming “his’ opera house, or working on the various small mechanica
contrivances that he was always inventing and refining, than he did reading. Indeed, he wasin a continua
ferment of activity of onekind or another, from the orbit of which | sometimes had to withdraw smply to
rest mysdlf.

| cameto regard him asaflood of notes and markings faling in atempestuous jumble upon the blank
page of hislife. He had ingtinctively tried to creste order in himsdlf through composing, with limited
success. awell orchestrated lifeis not typified by ferocious obsessons and quixotic crimes. | believe he
submitted to my scoring, asit were, in order to experience hisown melody, in place of a ceaseless chaos
of dl but random noise.

Weeks and months passed, bringing our scheduled parting closer by increments almost too smdl to
notice, and never spoken of. Even inadvertent dlusionsto my future departure sent Erik sorming off to



work on the darkest of hismusic, with its plunging, whedling figures of mockery and despair.

It hurt me, that music. | think it hurt him. | never tried to sing any of it, nor, despite his previoudy stated
intentions, did he ask meto.

In hisopera,Don Juan Triumphant , Don Juan seduces an Archangd who helps him to master the Devil
in Hell. From this position of power, the Don decrees aregime of truejustice on Earth that wins over
Heaven dso to his side; whereupon God, dethroned, pulls down Crestion in amighty cataclysmin which
all are swallowed up. A mora tae, then (as operastend to be), the music and lyrics of which combined
wild extremes of fury, yearning, and savage sdtire.

Of itsqudlity, | will say this: Erik’ s music was magnificent but too radical to have been accepted, let done
admired, in its own time (as he often said himsdlf). Some days, hisraw, raging chords drove me out to
walk beside the underground lake in blessed quiet. Some days | sat weak with weeping for the
extraordinary beauty and poignancy of what | heard. His music offered nothing familiar, comforting, or
merely pretty. Parisian audiences would not have stood it.

Nonetheless, he spent hours planning the premier of his opera, which he projected for the turn of the
century. All the great men of the world would be invited, and al would come (or €lsg). The experience
would change their lives. The course of history itsalf would be dtered for the better by Erik’ smusic.

My lessons resumed soon after the night of Lohengrin . Erik taught me the rudiments of composition,
which | spent many hoursrefining in practice. In particular, he had me sing and play my own dternate
versons of musica figures from the works of the masters, by comparison withwhich | learned the
measure of true genius (aswell asthe best direction of my own modest talents). This, he said, was how
he had taught himsdlf.

Hewas critical of men like Bizet, Wagner, Verdi, and Gounod, and fiercely envious of their fame. Yet he
worked long and hard with me on their music, for he did not deny greatnesswhen he heard it. At leisure,
he would play Bach on the piano with agtiff but sure touch; and then his eyes often glittered with
tears—of gratitude, | think, for the sublimeorder of that music.

It was aterror and ajoy to sing for him. | have never known anyone to whom music was so
al-absorbing, so demanding, and so painfully essentid.

Hisvoca ingruction was founded on carefully designed drill and on breathing techniques that he had
learned in the Orient. Freed from congtriction, my voice began to show its natura qudities. | saw that |
might move from the bright but relatively empty soubr ette repertoire to the lower-lying, richer, lyric roles.
Erik agreed with my assessment.

“Your voice will darken asit ages,” he said, “but you have the vocal capacity for some of the greet lyric
rolesalready, | can hear it. And the emotiona capacity, too; you are not the child you were, Christine.
Y our Margueriteis much improved, and you will soon be ready to attempt Violetta.”

Under histutelage my range expanded downward with minimal loss of agility above, and | gained a
certain sumptuosity of tone overdl. | would hear mysdlf produce a beautifully floatedpianissimo and
wonder how on earth | had doneit.

Of course, the next day it was unattainable—these achievements torment singers by their evanescence.
Erik would not permit me to overwork my voice striving to retake such heights. “Wait,” hesaid. “Rest. It
will come.” About such things he was amost awaysright.

| bitterly missed performing in public with my improved skills. But in my heart | knew this sacrifice to be



well suited to my collusion (however innocent) in Erik’ s maost recent crimes, which he had committed at
least in part on my behalf.

There was much that | wasincapable of learning from him, for he was gifted with adegree of musicdity
that | smply did not possess. | cameto prefer hearing him sing for me (as he did often, trueto his
promise) to producing the finest singing of which | myself was capable. One smost glorioustones are
inevitably distorted out of true inside one' s own head.

Also, | cameto redlizethat | had avery good voice but not agreat one. He said otherwise; but hewasin
love. And | think that, in his heart, he was well content to train up an exceptiona voice that was till not
quite asfineashisown.

For he sang like agod, with a beauty that cannot be imagined by those who never heard him. He had a
tenor voice of remarkable power, flexibility, and range, which because of his superb musicianship was
never merely, monotonoudy, perfect. | was reminded of descriptions | had read of the singing of the
greatcastrati of the previous century.

Without apparent effort Erik produced long, flowing lines of thrilling richness, like molten gold pouring
improbably from the mouth of a stony basilisk. Joyous, meditative, amorous, wild, or sad, hissinging
enraptured me; | could not hear enough of it. Aswe worked together, he increased the bolder, rougher,
more dramatic capabilities of his own voice, producing song expressive enough to pierce a heart of sted!.

Or to cdmaheart in panic. | had been prey to night terrors from an early age; when | cried out in my
deep Erik would come to me with acandleto remind methat | lived with averitable waking nightmare
of flesh, so how could | dlow mere dreamsto trouble me? Then he would sit by my bed and sing to me.
Often he chose“ Cidlo e Mar,” fromGioconda , which he rendered with atender serenity that soon sent
me drifting off again.

How his moisture-gpraying travesty of amouth could produce song of such precision, versatility, and
lustre, | never understood. He ought not even to have sung tenor; tall men are amost away's baritones.
But hewas anomalousin so many respectsthat | gave up trying to account for him. Every time | heard
him sing | reminded mysdlf that from thefirst | had named him an angel.

Sometimes he talked of traveling together, snging for our supper like gypsies as each of ushad in our
youth. He was fascinated by the resemblancesin our respective upbringings, | as a child-performer
accompanying my peripatetic father, he asacircus freak astonishing audiences with fegts of legerdemain
and song, and, of course, with his shocking appearance.

But | saw the differences, which were stark.

My father was a country fiddler with no educeation, ahard drinker, and afanatica gambler. He had not
hesitated to exploit my pretty face and voice at the fairs, fine homes, and festivals where we performed.
He played, | sang. Ourswas not a sentimental relationship. Y et while helived | never went hungry or
found mysdlf thrown naked upon the spiny mercies of the world.

Erik, expedled from his childnood home like aleper, had ranged the earth in the isolation to which his
repulsive face condemned him. Escaping the circus he had traveled eastward, hiring histalents out to
despots who haf the time would have murdered him instead of paying him for his services, had he not
outwitted them like some branded Odysseus. He had taken the name “Erik,” he said, because heliked its
bold, Viking sound.

Occasionally, wondering how | had cometo this strange new life, | fantasized that he and | were magicdl
sblings, the ugly one and the pretty one, the“bad” one and the “good” one, joined at the soul by music.



Parted early through mischance, we were now drawn close again—voluptuoudy, unlawfully close—by
that indissoluble bond.

| did not share such fancies with Erik. He was stubbornly conventiona about some things, family among
them. But | was mated to amonster: what better occasion for my most perverseimaginings?

Erik’ sown imaginings were far more dangerous.

One day when | called him to our noon medl, he sprang up from hiswriting desk and made me come sit
downin hisplace. Pressing a pen into my hand and closing my fingers hard upon it, hetried to force me
to shape | etters on the blank page before me.

“Write,” he said harshly in my ear. “ Surely there is some message you wish to send? Write to Raoul, at
Chagny. Youlet him kiss you that night on the roof. Don’t you think about those expert kisses of his? Of
course you do—you think of them when my clumsy mouth kisses you. Write and tdl him, make him
glad”

Thewildness of hisaccusations, the painful grip of hisfingers on mine, and the papable heet of jedlous
rage pouring off him al combined to scare me hdf out of my wits.

“Letmego!” | cried. | managed to raise my hand alittle and fling the pen away. My arm knocked down
the inkwell, which fortunately was nearly empty and did not break.

Erik stooped to retrieve it, muttering furioudy, “Now see what you have done!”
“Seewhatyou havedone,” | answered, ill trembling. “Y ou have raised your hand.”
“Coward!” he spat. “I barely touched you!”

“Y our words are blows, just asyou intend themto be,” | said. “I have told you what | will doif you
abuseme”

“Go or Say, itisal thesame!” he shouted. “Y our promiseisasham! Do you think me such afool ? Y ou
liein my arms and dream of your pretty Vicomte, and in your heart you mock me!”

Hisface was dark with hatred—hatred of me , for my power to cause him pain. It meant nothing that |
intended him no ill and in truth had no such power, save what he himself assigned to me. | saw that | was
log, for hisfury was fed not by any actions of mine but by his own inner demons, that only he could
maeder.

Terror closed my throat; injustice drove me to spesk.

“Now you have clenched your figt,” | choked out. “Very wel. Hit hard, Erik, punish the fraud you
wrongly say | am. But striketo kill, for living or dead | shdl be lost to you for good.”

In hisrage he may not have heard my words; but he heard their music (for it welled from the same dark
sources as his own) and he could not help but stop and listen.

“Why do you prevent me?” He struck hisfist hard upon histhigh. “1t isthe pretext you long for, the
blow that will free you! Why do you thwart me? Why?’

Even as he spoke | saw the answer dawn upon him (asit dawned upon me at the same moment): that |
did not wish to be freed, but to live out my commitment to the end.

Thefrenzied glare died from hisface, leaving it pae and haggard. “Oh, Chrigting,” he said. “ Sometimes|



imagine horrible things, and now | have nearly made them cometrue.”
“Do you think you havenot?’ | said, savagein my turn. “I warned you!”

| did not truly mean to leave him, now that hisfury wasin retreat. But | did mean to hurt him, and |
succeeded. He stared at me with a stricken look.

Then he cast himsalf down before me, stretched prosirate upon the floor in aposture of such limitless
submission that in the West it isonly ever displayed before God. At one stroke he had transformed
himsdf from acultured, willful man of my own world (abeit outcast in it) into afaceless beggar groveling
before some barbarian conqueror or the lawless caprice of Fate.

It was a vertiginous moment, gppalling, piteous, and thrilling. | longed to stoop at once, dl merciful
forgiveness, and lift him up again; or eseto grind my hed into the ngpe of hisneck until hewrithed a my
feet. Paralyzed, | stared down at him, scarcely breathing.

In amuffled voice he begged my pardon. | ssammered that | would pardon him when | could, for he had
wronged me very deeply. He accepted this, rising without aword and withdrawing from the room.

Hewould not look me in the face or touch even the deeve of my dress afterward. Two dismal days
passed thus. Then | bade him to my bed, where we fell desperately upon one another asif deprived for
two years, not two nights.

Resting beside him while our hearts' tumult dowed, | said, “Y ou were thinking of someone just now,
Erik; who?’

“I thought of you,” he whispered. “Thereisno other.”

With the lightest touch | cupped my hand to his twisted cheek, encompassing as much as| could of what
his mask normally concealed. “It isjust the samefor me. If you can believe mewhen | say so, then you
areforgiven.”

He groaned and pressed hisface blindly into my pam, wetting my fingerswith histears.
Raoul’ s name was never spoken between us again.

Otherwise (and apart from his run-of-the-mill sulks and fits of spleen), Erik continued to show methe
most constant and ardent regard. Thiswas not as pleasant asit sounds. Worship from afar isflattering,
but to be loved with consuming intengity by a person who lives cheek by jowl with al one sfrailtiesand
falingsisnot only exhilarating but tremendoudy exhaudting.

For my part, | continualy reminded him what atriumph of character it was (his character aswell asmine,
since he managed for the most part to fulfill his side of our agreement) for me to keep my word and stay
with him. Even when his deformity had acquired a strange beauty of itsown in my eyes, | dtill called upon
him (while wefervidly plundered each other’ sbodies) as my disgusting incubus, my foul and greedy
gargoyle, my lecherous ogre.

| must have been awise child. | knew that love worthy of the name gives not what the beloved needs, but
what the bel oved wants,

Wheat Erik needed was recognition of hisfull humanity, in spite of hisrepulsive looks and crimina
behavior, from another human being who addressed him as an equal. What hewanted wasto worship a
woman exalted by both quality and attainment who could be repeatedly persuaded to descend to the
leve of hisown base and hideous physicdity, thus demonstrating again and again her exceptiond lovefor



him.

Asfor me, | exulted in each legp from my pedestal. What lesser achievement could be worth such a
plungeinto the bestid, ecstatic depths?

Wdll, we were operafolk. Only extremeswould do.

So | continued to merit his devotion and my own self-respect, despite and because of the fact that | lived
for that shudder of ddicious horror when he laid his hand on me, and the exquisite cregping of my skin
into tiny peaks at the touch of hiswet, misshapen lips. In my eager body he took his revenge many times
over on al the well made men in the world. | suppose | had my vengeance too, athough | do not know
upon whom.

Perhaps | harp on this*“ distasteful” subject. Perhaps | should refer more circumspectly to the craving of
my ghastly Caliban for the delights of the flesh. Or is Caliban’ s craving acceptable but not his
gratification? And what of my desires and ddlights? | can guess what Raoul de Chagny would have said
had | begged of him certain kisses thought in hisworld to be proper only between men and their whores.

Between the Opéra Ghost and mysdlf nothing was “proper” or “improper.” “Mordity” meant my dictum
that he must not express his artigtic judgment by murdering people who annoyed him.

For the rest, we consumed each other with willful abandon, two starvelings at afeast.

After an early phase of keeping me close (I had expected this and endured it patiently), he began to open
hisworld to me. He showed me the trapdoors and passages he used to get quietly about the Opéra. The
Phantom patrolled “his’ theatre often, omnipresent, watchful, and intensely critica of dl that occurred
there. He seemed pleased that | found my own usesfor his private pathways.

He routinely helped himsdlf to fresh clothes from the costume racks, atering garmentsto fit and returning
them to be cleaned with the rest (the wardrobe mistress, grown weary of constantly undoing histailoring,
now left asdlection of clothing at the very back of the racks to be worn only by the Opéra Ghost).

Taking aleaf from hisbook, I filched the more tattered costumes of thelittle chorus and ballet rats,
mended them in my leisuretime (for | had been taught that idlenessis both wasteful and asin), and
gedthily returned them again.

The Opéragirls, struggling dong in their difficult and demanding world, took to leaving chocolates for
their “good fairy” aswell asthe occasiond pretty ribbon or fresh-cut bloom. If they guessed my secret,

they kept it.

| pitied their passions and their pains. They had no potent Angel of Music to inspire and encourage them.
Therewas only one such being, and he devoted himsdlf to me done.

In time Erik ventured outside with me. | dwayswore aveil and he went masked and covered in cloak
and wide-brimmed hat. Some evenings he would hire a carriage and take me driving in the Boisde
Boulogne to hear the gypsy music played in the restaurants there. Or we would take anight train out of
town for acountry walk. An eager amateur astronomer, he taught me to recognize not only the
congtdlations but many stars by name.

In the city we spent fine evenings strolling thegrandes boulevardes . We even attended, anonymousin
costume, the lavish masguerade bdls given at the Opéraitsdlf, dthough for us these were not precisely
social occasions.



We dways came late, and |eft early to avoid the midnight supper after the gala. Aswe danced together in
the crush or looked on from some quieter vantage point, Erik would murmur in my ear astream of
comments on the flirtations, machinations, and vendettas that he claimed to observe transpiring around us.
These vitriolic, often scurrilous remarks always made me laugh, despite my resolve not to encourage the
exercise of hismore maevolent humor.

On our first anniversary he gave me my own key to theiron gate of the passage to the Rue Scribe. |
made frequent use of it, for living as we did we needed time out of each other’ s company.

Most of the daily marketing he did himsdf, being very pleased with hisskill at passing unremarked (ashe
imagined) among ordinary folk. Closaly muffled even in warm weether, hewas not, | am sure, so
inconspicuous as he thought. But he was both proud and jeal ous of his self-sufficiency, and | took care
not to intrude upon it. He often returned with a gift for me—abook of poetry, apair of gloves, apretty
bit of Meissen, or fresh flowers.

For my part, | brought back reports of the day and what occurred in it, and perhaps acolorful poster to
replace one of the dreary pictures on hiswalls, abook from the stals aong the Seine, or abox of the
little sweet meringuesthat heloved.

| took upon myself the task of posting the mail. | wrote to no one, but Erik was an enthusiagtic, if
menacing, correspondent to whoever caught his attention in the world of music. We attended most
Opéraperformances, seated in asort of blind he had built in the shelter of alarge, carved nymph on the
wall (I always noted with apang the strangers sested in Raoul’ s old box). Afterward, Erik often
addressed pages of venomous criticism to the managers, the newspapers, and to composers and artists
aswell.

Many of these missves| intercepted. But sometimes he mailed aletter himsdaf while hewas out, for there
were occasiond repliesto be picked up addressed to “Erik Rouen,” Poste Restante . He did not share
their contentswith me,

We were dways replenishing our stocks of candles and cod ail; it took great quantities of fudl to heat
and light Erik’ shome. He could well afford it; welived on the spoils of years of extortion from the Opéra
managers. In fact, by means of threats enforced by ingenious acts of sabotage, Erik had accumulated a
amd| fortune.

Heexhibited alordly carelessness about money, midaying sizable sumswith evident unconcern; but in the
normal course of things he spent modestly on books, wine, and other minor luxuries. It was gpparent that
he had extracted large payments from the managers primarily to demondtrate his power over them. Thus,

| was dways free to draw what cash | needed for my errands abroad.

Herbs and medicines were staples on my shopping list. Erik was prey to recurrent fevers contracted
during hisyouthful travels, and to other aillments slemming perhaps from distortion of hisinterna organs.
He had learned, of necessity, to doctor himsaif.

A deformity of the pelvic bones affected his carriage and his gait. His Snewy body was prodigioudy
strong, but the strain of holding himsalf sraight and moving with afluidity not natura to him caused him
severe muscular tenson and cramping. To quell hismost intractable pains | kept a supply of laudanum,
which he hated because it clouded his mind; but he accepted it from me when dl elsefailed.

Thinking to help ease hislesser, chronic discomforts, | brought home one day an amond-scented rubbing
oil. But I had hardly begun gliding my dippery pdms down the long muscles on ether sde of his spine
when he began to tremble, then to shake with dreadful, racking sobs. | was bewildered that | could have
hurt him so. My touch waslight, and in any case he was normaly stoical, being accustomed to chronic



achesand pains.

Now he gasped, “No, don’t!” and twisted desperately away. He sat rocking and crying, his clenched
hands wedged tight between his knees asif to prevent even his own touch on his body.

Thiswasnot pain. It was grief.

| saw that whilein my bed sheer lust carried him triumphant on itstide, the everyday intimeacy of casud
contact was more than he could bear. Even as an infant he must have been rarelytouched by anyone, let
aone touched kindly. The undemanding pressure of my hands had wakened in him the vast, deep-rooted
anguish of that irremediableloss.

| could no more withstand this upwelling of sorrow—a child’ s sorrow, ravaging aman’ s body—than he
could. All childhoods|eave scars. Old hurts of my own throbbed in bitter sympathy with his. | fled to
walk by the lake, filled with impotent rage against the common cruelty and indifference of humankind.
And | cursed my own deficiency in that same cruelty and indifference; placed as| was, how much pity
couldl afford?

But | could not |et the matter rest. The next day, with great difficulty, | persuaded him to let metry again
on the understanding that he must stop me when his emotions threstened to overpower him. He did so,
saying in astrained whisper, “ Thank you, Chrigting!” Persevering in thisfashion we extended his
endurance to well over an hour a atime. Rubbing him down became awe come routine for which |
searched out fine oils and salvesin my forays above ground.

It was strange, how the dow, wordless process of kneading the knots and torsions out of his muscles
wove aspell of peace over us both. In those placid hours of mute, dmost animal tranquility nothing was
to be heard but our breathing, mine effortful and ddliberate, his marked by the occasional painful gasp or
deep, surrendering sigh.

| had no great experience at massage, and, as | discovered, no heding gift. | could soothe and sweeten,
but | could not mend. Y et in the attentive handling of his gnarled and canted body | could express my
tenderer fedingswithout putting mysdlf at his mercy, which quality | knew to bein short supply and that
unreliable at best.

Abroad alonein the noisy sireets, | looked at the tradesmen bustling about their business, the ladieswith
their parasols or their muffs, the swaggering gentlemen swinging their canes, the very sparrows pecking
the pavements, and | considered escape. Once or twice | thought | saw Raoul, but thiswas only fancy.
Nor did I need his help, nor anyon€e's.

At any time | might have betrayed Erik to the authorities. Or | might have silently dipped away with
enough of hismoney to buy my passage back to Sweden, or to anywhere.

But what could it mean to wander fredly in the wide, inhospitable world, when the dark angd whoselifel
shared owned dl Paris a night? How could drawing room wit or the giggling gossip of friendsrival the
joy of spinning melody out of empty air, with Erik standing rapt like some lightning-struck Titan, or else
rasing hisawful head to embrace my song and lift it with his own supple and ravishing voice?

Whenever | serioudy contemplated flight, | had only to remind mysdlf that beyond the Rue Scribe gate |
was just another woman going about her domestic business. In the house under the Opéra, | was
someone potent enough to raise falen Lucifer into the splendor of Heaven, again and again.
Underground, we soared.

And | had given my word.



| cannot pretend to know al that he felt. My absences seemed to increase his attachment to me. Perhaps
the risk brought him to the sharpened edge of life, reminding him of his own younger, more
adventuresome years. Surely he dreaded that one day | would fly for good, lured by some stranger’s
wholesome beauty. It need not be Raoul. Any man was handsomer than Erik.

Often he followed me clandestinely through the streets. | made no objection. | had observed how lovers
of pretty sngersimagined treachery where there was none. So long as Erik could seefor himself how |
comported myself when | was aoroad “done,” he would be better able to hold hisfears and suspicionsin
check.

| dways knew he had been tracking me when he questioned me upon my return: whom had | seen or
gpoken to; by what route had | gone to the stationer’ s? At my answers (which he knew by hisown
furtive observation to be true) he exuded such avibrancy of relief and joy that my own heart was
invariadly lightened.

But | wondered sometimes whether it was right and good to make him happy, for by any sane standard
he was awicked man.

| could not deny that it gratified me deeply to dissolve hisrages, griefs, and anxietiesinto something
approaching, and sometimes far exceeding, contentment. My doing so made my life with him plessanter,
of course; but beyond that, such ease as | could grant him seemed al the sweeter in the giving for being
completely gratuitous.

Wasl|, then, wicked too? | went into a church one damp afternoon and prayed for guidance on this
point. Asusud in my experience, none was forthcoming, so | used the time to assess my spiritua
Stuation, and, insofar asit was perceptibleto me, his.

All that | had been taught told me that in due course God must condemn Erik to the torments of Hell.
Pardon would be outrageous: apart from all else, what of Joseph Buquet, whose murder cried out to
Heaven? Or the woman crushed benegth the counterweight, which Erik had thrown down in afit of
piqué?“ Thou shdt not kill”; having made that law, God must surely punish amurderer.

Not being God, however, | could do otherwise, like disobedient Eve. | aready had: | had comforted the
wicked, and gladly.

Asl saw it, | could repent of my error and henceforth grudgingly yield up only the bare minimum of my
promise. Or | could willfully continue to offer to Erik, for whom lifein thisworld was dready Hell and
aways had been, the fullest, richest measure of solace that | had power to confer.

Thislatter course, for good or ill, wasthe one | chose. How could | not, when it might be al the mercy
thereis?

That evening he sat behind me brushing my hair as| read doud from theRevue Musical e about anew
production of Tristan and Isolde . He interrupted me to remark on how my long tresses glowed in the
lamplight; had | taken off my hat and vell to enjoy the sunshine, chancing recognition and exposure?

“Itwasraining,” | said. “I spent much of the day sheltering in achurch, and, of course, | kept my hat on.
But the softened air is doubtless healthy for the hair even s0.”

With asigh he pressed his naked face to the back of my neck. My blood legped, and he knew; he
awaysdid. He began to stroke my skin, tracing with dow fingertips the besat of that thick pulse which
shook me softly from root to crown.



“How can you give up the freedom of the day,” he murmured, his breath hot aong my nape, “and come
back to this dim grave where neither sunlight nor rain ever fals?’

What could | answer that he did not aready know? Wordless, | leant my throat into his hand, the warm,
muscular, bloodstained hand of the Minotaur of the Opéralabyrinth.

“But | forget,” he added in low and husky tones, “you are anorthern girl and used to darkness from your
childhood. Turn and kiss your darkness, Chrigtine; he loves and missesyou.”

The sun’sfinest glories—its coronaand its greet, flaring prominences—only show when the moon
eclipsesit completely; he had told methat. | meant to remind him of it as he bent close over me,
shrouding my facein his shadow. But | had aready given up my mouth and my breath, and later, | forgot.

Another time, having been delayed an hour past when | had said | would be back, | found unlocked the
door to the gunpowder room (which he had planned to blow up, obliterating himsalf along with the
Opéraand everyoneinit, if | had refused him). While | was gone he must have paced among the negtly
stacked little barrels of deeth, goading the deeping demon of hisfury to make sureit was il dive and

purposeful in case | failed to resppesar.

| did not become pregnant. God cannot admire brainlessnessin his creatures to whom he has gone to the
trouble to give very good brainsindeed. In dl likelihood Erik was erile, like most sports of Nature. Still,
| regularly used certain preparations to subdue my fertility asbest | might. Erik agreed wholeheartedly
with this practice. He said he had no wish to foist the horrors of his own childhood off on some poor
newcomer. Nor, | believe, did he wish to share my attention with ahelpless and demanding infant.

We did quarrel sometimes, as couples do. The newspapers were a constant provocation, for Erik’s
political viewswere barbaric.

| maintained that the world would benefit from rather more kindness and mutual care than from less, as
he himsdlf had good reason to know. He espoused brutal notions of socid order, supporting his opinions
with blood-curdling accounts of punishments and tortures he had seen on histravels. As men are both
wicked and foolish, he said, they must have priests to make them penitent and kings to keep them
obedient, and the harsher the better.

Sometimes he mocked my “naiveté’ and “tenderheartedness’ so pitilesdy that | left theroomin tears. It
aways ended in hiskissing my hands and begging a penance for having upset me; but his Draconian ideas
never changed.

He deplored the new freedom of the press from government censorship yet devoured news of
sensationd crimes, which excited hismost wrathful responses: “Listento this, Christing! A watercarrier in
Montmartre has beaten hisinfant daughter to death, having first burnt her in the kitchen fire. He threw her
body into abucket of dopsand went to deep in hisbed. The French working man isthe only brute beast
in theworld with the vote!”

Looking up from my sewing | replied as steadily as| could, “ Then what a good thing that now, by law,
his surviving children must go to school where they can learn to be less brutdl than their father and to use
their votesinteligently.”

“Y ou cannot teach an assto sing,” he said scathingly, casting the newspaper down at hisfedt.
“Republicanism is no more than government by brutes representing brutes.”

| could not resist answering. “Y et some say that poor people are better off now, and that your ‘ brutes
do no worse than dl the monarchs and dictators France has had in this century.”



“Precisdy the problem!” he said triumphantly. “ There has been no politica stability sncethe Terror, and
there never will be so long asthe mob is encouraged in rebellion. Without public order no nation can
prosper, but your common man hates nothing so much asthe rule of law.”

| said, “ Canyou spesk of the ‘rule of law’ 7’
Bending upon me avery knowing and ironic glance he said, “Why, | think I know alittle about it.”

| saw that he referred to the rule of my law that he had accepted over his own conduct; and | had no
ready answer.

He nodded approvingly. “ Good, you had best not argue further. Y ou are afine sudent of music, but
cardess and ill-informed when it comesto other matters.”

“| dothebest I can,” | responded, * having little education except in music.”

“Wesek,” he said, “avery weak answer, Chrigtine. But you are of the weaker sex, so | suppose | must
alow it; which ishow your weakness weskens me.” He held up his hand to check my objection. “Thisis
implicitin our bargain, by which you secured the right to wind me ' round your little finger. | make no
complaint. But do not imagine your authority to be absolute, however compliantly | may bend to your
will; I am an ugly man, not astupid one.”

“Erik,” | said, “you know perfectly well that the last word | would ever apply to youis*‘stupid.” Will you
tell me plainly what you mean?’

“No morethan | have said,” hereplied, and with that he got up and returned, humming to himself, to a
project which he had recently begun behind locked doors.

A few days after this exchange, heinvited me to accompany him to the public execution of a convicted
murderer outside La Roquette Prison. | accepted. | had never witnessed this degrading spectacle but felt
that | was sworn to share Erik’ slifeasfully as| might. And | did not like him saying that | was wesk.

Aswe joined the crowd of spectators (which was dismayingly large for such ahappening, and on sucha
cold dawn), someone hissed, “L ook, Death-mask is here!” and they al drew aside before us. Erik strode
the path thus made for him with princely hauteur, and | saw people reach furtively to touch his cloak as
he passed. We ended much nearer to the guillotine than | wished to be.

Of what followed, the less said the better. The curious can still see such things for themselves.

My companion offered no comfort. Erik’s scorn for the doomed crimind, the presiding officids, and the
watching crowd was boundless, his gpprova of the execution itself unclouded by any hint of empathy or
horror. He clearly did not imagine himself pinned beneath the roaring blade, for dl that he was guilty of
extortion, two killings at least, and, | was sure, much else.

On the way home, profoundly distressed by what we had witnessed, | said accusingly that the people
had seemed to know him there asif by hisrepeated presence.

“Y es, the habitués see me often,” hereplied, his mask gleaming pale as bone in the dimness of the
carriage. “But they do not know me. No one knows me but you, Chrigtine.”

“Yet | donot know,” | said, “why you join the mob you profess to despise in this depraved and
diggudting diverson!”

“To seedone such justice asisto be had in thisworld,” he said, “and to remind mysdf what death is.



Also, | liketo think that my presence lends some distinction to the proceedings. They missmewhen | am
absent, and sometimes call upon the executionersto wait alittlein case | am only delayed.”

| never discovered whether he was joking about this. He was fully capable of it.

After that | dwayswent with him to La Roquette. | never grew used to it; yet | went. The satisfaction he
took in these gruesome displays forced me to acknowledge that subjection of his crueler impulsesto my
ban was not the same thing as change in his own character. It is very tempting to overestimate one' sown
influence upon another when it is passion that binds you to one another.

It must also be said that disdaining everyone equally, Erik did not share the common prejudices of the
time. He did not hate the English or the Germans more than citizens of other nations, and he taught meto
recognize the ingrained anti-Semitism of the French (which | had taken for granted) for the spiteful, willful
ignorancethat it wasand is.

But he was no champion of the downtrodden; his sympathies were reserved entirely for himsdlf. He
frequently worked up a keen resentment over the availability to others of advantagesthat he had never
enjoyed. There was nothing to do but wait out these moods of bitter salf-pity.

Nor could | persuade him away from the vengefulness hislife had taught him. Given the nature of that life,
it was perhaps arrogant of me to have tried.

Asfor the secret project conducted behind locked doors, it proved to be his gift to me that Christmas. |
gave him adressing gown sewn of velvet patches | had cut from discarded costumes. He gave me a
replicain miniature of the Tgf Mahal that he had carved and painted in wood. He had once visited that
monument to lagting love and had examined and memorized every detail, an adventure in itself that he
recounted zestfully to me over our holiday medl.

Indeed, awhole lifetime of hitherto unshared incident was lavished upon me during my yearswith him,
like fine wine eagerly poured only for my deectation and delight.

Had | been older and more experienced, | might havetried to reply in kind. Thiswould have been an
error. He did not need apast from me, having arather over-rich one of hisown. It was mypresent that
he desired, all theimmediate hours and daysthat | had promised him. And these | gave with open hands.

No doubt some would rather hear that we fought incessantly, that | tired of him or he of me, that we
failed each other and parted in mutua hatred and disillusion. Had we lived in some suburb or narrow
street of Paris, or worse yet on some grand boulevard, we might have come to that. Many marriages are
stoven and sunk on the rocks of Pearisian life.

Now and again he reminded me that he had intended for usto vacate the Opéracellarsand lead a
“normd” lifelike everybody ese. | was aways quick to point out that he was not in the least like
everybody el se, and for that matter, on the evidence at hand, neither was |; and eventually these
objections ceased.

Asthe end of our time together drew near, he became markedly morose and irritable. | saw that he was
dready grieving.

For my part, | walked through the streets and squaresin the chilly rain and fitful sun of that |ast winter
chafing unbearably for my freedom, now that it loomed so close. More than once | nearly flung the key to
the Rue Scribe gate into the Seine. | longed to be borne quietly away on some gliding river-barge,
empty-handed and friendless perhaps, but bound by no pledge or passion.



At the sametime| struggled to find some way to extend my life with Erik, for | could not imagine alife
without him. Restless and distraught, | thought of every possibility a hundred times over and regjected
them al asmany times.

It seemed to me that any meddling with the deadline | had set would undercut and chegpen dl that we
had achieved together, making aliar of me and afool of him. With our mutua respect thus diminished,
sooner or later our hard-won mastery of ourselves must decline into awretched and debasing struggle for
mastery of each other.

Moreover, | had first pledged mysdf to him inignorance; now | knew the enormity of the task, and the
thoughtless self-confidence of youth was spent. How much longer could | trust mysdlf to be bold enough,
quick enough, steady enough, my instincts true enough, for both of us?

Wholelifetimes spun out in my mind as | searched for adifferent conclusion. But | could find nothing
acceptable other than to keep to the terms of our bargain. It iswhen Faust triesto fix the transient
moment beyond its natural term, saying, “ Stay, thou art fair!” that heislost.

| wandered miserably through Erik’ s rooms, touching papers and furniture and books when what | ached
to do wasto touch him, to press him close with feverish possessiveness. | often felt his gaze upon me
now, scalding with Smilar, unspoken anguish.

He now began to suffer odd spells of lassitude, sitting for long periods with the newspaper in his hands
yet scarcely turning apage, hisface as white as marble and his forehead moistly gleaming. My questions
about the nature of this unwonted fatigue were met with withering rebuffs. But when | came upon him
mixing up adose of laudanum for himself, | demanded an explanation. He admitted that for sometime he
had been experiencing severe painsin histeeth.

The condition must have begun years before. Still, | blamed mysdlf. If | had not got in the habit of
bringing down the dainties left me by the dancers and chorus girls, he might not have indulged so
immoderately histaste for swests.

Now abscesses had developed, thismuch | could determine; and | was very worried. But Erik flatly
refused to go to adentist, who must of necessity see hisface. So these Sieges of toothache came and
went, borne by him with his customary fortitude.

We continued our studies although | wasin poor voice, being easily brought to tears by emotiona music
(and thereis no other kind in opera). The last piece which he sang through for mewas“Why do you
wake me?’ fromWerther (we had been discussing the French insstence upon verba articulation at the
expense of beauty of tone when singing in that language).

At the end, he rose abruptly from the piano and clapped shut itslid. The spell of Werther’ s plaint was cut
off asif Erik had cracked the neck of aliving thing between his hands.

“When you know that | am dead,” he said, “—and | will make certain that you learn of it, Christine—I
beg you to come back here to bury me. | hope you will continue to wear my ring until that time, when |
ask that you be good enough to return it to me with your prayers before you cover me over.”

He meant his mother’ sring, awresth of tiny flowersin pale gold which | had worn since the night of
Lohengrin . | turned the ring on my finger, trying to take comfort from the fact that he spoke as though
he meant to go on living in my absence. But living in what manner?| could no longer avoid that question,
which had been burning in my thoughts.

“When | have gone, will you keep to your promise to be good?’



“Why should 17" he growled, shooting me an evil look. Then he quoted the mongter of Mary Shelley’s
Frankenstein (abook he had read many times over by thelook of its pages), “ ‘Misery made mea
fiend. Make me happy and | shdl again bevirtuous.” ”

My heart pounded. Suddenly we stood at the edge of a precipice. “Erik, you gave your word!”
“I am not sometitled nobleman,” he sneered. “1 have no honor to preserve.”

| said, “'Y ouwrong yourself to say s0. Y ou have held to our agreement as only an honorable man
would.”

Heturned away without replying, dabbing a his mouth with his handkerchief, and fell to moodily
rearranging the porcelain flowers on their shelf. | heard every tiny tick and brush of sound of these small
actions, for | wasligtening harder than | ever had in my life. In my mind acowardly voice said,Fool,
have you forgotten that heis a monster? Look at him! He will never let you go! You should have
fled when you had the chance!

“So you think | have behaved honorably?’ he said at length, hisback till turned to me. “Well, if | havel
amsorry for it.”

Stung out of my fearful reverie | answered heatedly, “Y ou have no right to be! Y ou have been happier
these past yearsthan most men arein alifetime. Deny it if you can!”

“| do not deny it!” He swung sharply 'round to face me, eyesinflamed and hands clenched at his sides.
“For pity’ ssake, Christine, must | beg?Don’t leave. | love you. | need you. Stay with me!”

| had been braced for sarcasm and thrests; this naked entreaty pierced me through. | shook my heed,
unable to spesk.

“Set new terms, make any rulesyou like,” he urged. “1 will keep to them, you know | can!”

“No,” | sad, “no, Erik. It istimefor you to see how you get along without your Angel of Conscience. |
want my freedom, which | havewon fairly.”

He stared at me with those burning eyes. The walls of his house pressed in upon me like dungeon walls
and | fdt afierce passion for my liberty, sparked by the dread of losing it again before ever regaining it.
Inmy fear, | hated him.

Hesad, “What if | say you must return to live here with me for six months of every year? Itisanice,
classica solution.”

“Itisnosolution at adl!” 1 cried, my mouth asdry as ashes.

“I don't care.” Hisvoice rose toward the loss of control that I—and perhaps he, too—dreaded. “| want
more !”

“Erik,” | sad, with al the steadiness | could command, “you are above dl amusician, and musicians
know better than anyone that a some point thereis no * more' —no more beats to the measure, no more
notesto the phrase, no more loudness or softness or purity or vibrato—or else music becomes mere
noise, incoherent, worthless, and ugly.”

| saw himflinch, asl did, inwardly, but he said nothing.

“Y ou know thisto betrue,” | finished desperately.



Of course he knew it. On this principle was based al hisingtruction and al our achievement together, and
| saw him trgpped and struggling in his own inescapable awareness of it. | wished to Heaven that he had
been wearing hismask, for it was torture to watch hisface.

At length he said bitterly, “'Y ou have had too good ateacher.” He shielded hiseyeswith hishand, ashe
did when he wished to listen closdly to my singing without visua distraction. “Have you been happy here,
Chriding?’

“I have been happy,” | answered. “I am not happy at this moment, but | have been happy.”

“Wadll, that isagood thing,” he said in that same bleak and distant tone, till keeping his eyes hidden from
me; and | went away to weep my tears of victory aone.

We spent those last nights stroking and kissing one another between fitful deeps, pressed so tight
together that we bruised each other. He stayed till the morningsin my bed instead of withdrawing to his
own room. | would have held him back had hetried to go, but once he dept | quickly put the candle out.
| dared not look long at hisface, open and unguarded in deep (his utmost, cleverest plea and offering),
for fear that my resolve would crumble to nothing.

Hewas awise child too, but | waswiser. | had learned how to defend us from each other and protect us
from oursdves.

A week before | wasto leave | camein from along, troubled walk and saw him dumped at hiswriting
desk. When | spoketo him, he answered faintly in alanguage that | did not know. Alarmed, | hurried to
him and caught hold of hisarm to bring him to himsdlf again.

Involuntarily, my hand flew back: hiswhole body quaked with massive, degp-seated shudders. At my
touch he collapsed, seized by such violent chillsthat | thought he was having convulsions.

| held him close to keep him from injuring himself and to warm him as best | could; and because | had to
do something and could think of nothing else. When the shaking subsided, | helped him to hisbed. | saw
that theinfection in his jaws had attacked again with terrifying virulence: hisface was swollen, hisskin
was searingly hot, and it was evident that he did not know me.

In hisfirgt lucid moment | implored him to let me fetch adoctor. He was adamant againgt it, made me
swear to bring no one, and would not be persuaded otherwise by anything | said.

He had committed no crimes since my taking up residence with him, of that | am certain; but he till had
old deathsto answer for, and he was absolutely unwilling to risk exposure to the claims of the law.
Perhaps now he could imagine his own goblin-head under the blade at La Roquette, before the greedy
eyes of the crowd.

limagined it; and | could not bear the thought.

So | nursed him asbest | could, with drugs, folk remedies, and treatments which | found described in the
medical textson hisshelves. It was not enough.

He had no pain, the nervesin his teeth being destroyed by then, but fever devoured him before my eyes.
He ate nothing and kept down little of the medicines| prepared for him. At last he sank into a heavy
deep from which herarely roused.

Late one afternoon he said, “1 am so thirsty, Chrigting; the Devil iscoming for me, and hisfiresare very
hot!”



“No,” | said, “God is coming to gpologize to you for your afflictions. It is His burning remorse that you
fed.”

“What angel shall | send to comfort and befriend you when | am gone?’ he asked. “The Angd of
Death?’

“Don’'t tak, it only tiresyou.” | poured him some water, pilling more than went into the cup.

“Never mind,” he muttered when he had taken afew dribbling sips, “that angry angel has not done my
bidding for sometime now. But | should curse you somehow before | die”

“Curseme?’ | cried. “Oh, Erik, why?’

Hisfebrile gaze fastened hungrily upon my face. “Because you will be dive and abroad in theworld, and
| will be dead, down here. Y our hair will glow like polished chestnutsin the sunlight when at last you
throw off your hat and vell. If | had had such hair, | would have ventured onto the stage despite
everything. With careful makeup, would it have been so bad?’

“I hatemy hair!” | sad. “I'll cut it off.”

“It will grow back,” he answered dreamily. “ Asmany timesasyou cut it, it will grow back more beautiful
than ever, for the ddight of other men.”

| answered, “Wdll, go on and curse me, then!” But other words echoed in my thoughts: | will not let thee
go, unless thou bless me. Fresh, amazing tears flooded my eyes; | had thought myself drained dry asthe
Gohi by then.

“Oh, don't cry,” Erik said with feeble exasperation. “What have you to cry about? 'Y ou have won dl, for
now | cannot fail my promise. Look, | will make you another: should this‘honor’ you have required of
me earn me afew hours respite from Hell, 1 will spend them singing for you. Stop and listen sometimes
and you may hear me.” Then he exclamed, “My operal WhereismyDon Juan 7’

He struggled to St up, gazing around the candle-lit room with that huge-pupiled starewhich |
remembered from my father’ s deathbed. It is an unmistakable look, and seeing it again al but drove the
heart right out of me.

“Your work issafe,” | rushed to assure him. “1 will get it published—"

“No, no,” he brokein, with someforce. “Leaveit. | havetold you, that music is not for this epoch. Y ou
will not let them come picking and clucking over my miserable carcass, will you? Be askind toward my
musc. Bury itwithme bury itdl.”

He caught my hand and pressed it to his maformed cheek, and only when | agreed to do as he asked did
he release me. Then he sank back, white-faced and panting, on hispillows. | saw that histime was near,
and that he knew it.

“Let meat least fetch you apriest,” | said, for | knew that he had been born into a Catholic household.

Hesad, “What for? 1 would only frighten him to deeth, adding to my burden of Sins. Y ou be my priest,
Chrigtine”

So | lay down beside him in his bed, and he breathed new, horrific details of his past into my ear. | told
him that | had no power to absolve him, but that if he truly repented of the evil he had done he must
surely beforgiven.



Hesad, “Jugtlisten , Chrigtine” So | did; though | dozed through much of thisgrim catalog, being very
tired by then.

The chiming fugue of hisclocksdl striking woke me (it was eight at night). | opened my eyesto find him
quietly watching me, hisface—that freakish face which was now better known to me than my
own—mereinches from mine. Hislips were crusted from the fever and his poisoned breath fouled the air
between us.

“Good, you are awakein time to see awonder,” he whispered. “ This hideous monster, the Phantom of
the Opéra, will make himsalf vanish before your very eyes, and before the eyes of everyone e sethere
will gppear, asif out of nowhere, abeautiful young woman of passion, talent, and vdiant character.”

| said something, “Oh, don't,” or “Please.” It makes no differencewhat | said.

His eyelids drooped and the shallow rasping of his bresthing grew more regular. Unable to keep my own
aching eyes open, | dept. At somelater point | heard him remark in a surprised and drowsy tone, “Do
you hear birds snging, Christine? Imagine, songbirds, in acdlar! Open adoor, let them out.”

That night he died.

Left lone with the cooling remains of the singular cresture with whom | had spent alifetime’ spassonina
handful of incandescent years, | thought | would die myself. | wished that | might, stretched out beside his
corpsein that damp and fetid bed with its curtains of fresh forest green.

Inawhilel rose, and found that | could scarcely bear to look at him. Absent the faintest animation, his
face was arepulsive parody of a human facein astate of ruin and decay. | closed hiseyesand set his
mask in place to hide the worst.

| said no prayersthen; | wastoo angry and too weary and could barely drive myself to do what needed
doing. | washed him and dressed him in the formal attire that he had dways favored and put the ring of
little flowers on hisfinger.

My choice would have been to turn him adrift on the lake in his boat, a hundred candles flaming on the
thwarts; or to build him apyre on the bank, like Shelley’ s pyre. But by then | was exhausted from tending
to him, from grief, and from the not inconsiderable labor of preparing hislifelessbody for itslast ret.

So, with strength drawn from | know not where, | disposed him decently upon his fresh-made bed with
his musical manuscripts piled ' round him as he had wished. | covered him with his operacloak and used
the patchwork robethat | had given him to cushion his head. Againgt hislunar skin the velvet folds
glowed rich and deep, like a sumptuous setting for some pale, exotic gem.

Seeing hisface so remote and stony on that makeshift pillow, | understood that we touched no longer, he
and |. We sped on invisible, divergent trgjectories, driven farther apart by every passng instant. Nothing
remained to keep methere.

In atrance of exhaustion | packed afew belongings and keepsakes, left the underground house, and
tripped the concedled triggers he had shown me. A long, deep thundering sound followed, and | tasted
gone-dustintheair.

Panic flooded me: how like him it would be, to contrive beforehand to bring the whole Paris Opéra
crashing down in ruins upon hisgrave!

But al was as he had told me, according to hisdesign: granite blocks placed within the walls rumbled
down into their chiseled beds, sedling off every entrance and air-shaft of the Phantom’shome. Erik dept



in atomb more secure than Pharaoh’ s pyramid.

| paced beside the underground lake, spent and weeping. Now | prayed. | was afraid for him. Apart
from everything g, if he had somehow willed himsdf to die then that wasthe sin of suicide, which
growsfrom the sin of despair.

Y et this possbility isimplicit in every strong union. Someone departsfirst, and the one | eft behind decides
whether to die, or to stay on awhile chewing the dusty flavor of wordslike“ desolate,” and “ bereft.”

In the end, fearing that somebody had heard the noise or felt the reverberations and was even now
descending through the cellarsto investigate, | roused mysdlf to the final task of sinking thelittle boat in
thelake. Then | let myself out by the Rue Scribe gate for the last time, five years and eleven daysfrom
the night of my debut inFaust .

Rain had fadlen overnight; puddles gleamed on the cobblestones. A draggled white cat shelteringina
doorway watched me go.

Of my lifesincethereislittleto tell. My aged guardian having died, | was able to make arrangementsto
live quietly in Paris under my own name. Hardly anyone remembered the Phantom of the Opéraand the
deeds attributed to him, for grest cities thrive on novelty and their citizens memories are short (that is
why M. Leroux fdt freeto publish his nonsense later on).

| tried to avoid knowledgeable or inquisitive people. To those who knew me | said that | had been driven
away by the family of anoble admirer, and had been singing since in operahousesin distant lands (Raoull,
| learned, had emigrated to Americain the spring of 1881, shortly after my own disappearance).

While reestablishing myself | found | could live well enough. During my years underground | had had
published anumber of voca pieces under my father’ sname. | continued to sell new compositions, and
drew investment income aswell from the remains of Erik’ sfortune.

But singing on the stage again disappointed me. My own voice seemed dull, and audiences—no matter
how they applauded—even duller. Without an edge of fear and aneed for approval, no singer can bring
an audience, or aperformance, to life. Having resumed my career with some success, | retired early and
advertised for sudents. | found that | loved teaching and did it well.

Thus, | did not go on to become a great diva (one whose name has quietly dropped out of operatic
history); sometimes | regret this, most often | do not. Must alife be so publicly celebrated to be
accounted worthy? Besides, | had dready been distinguished enough by Fate for ahundred lifetimes,
even if that distinction was unknown to anyone, now, but myself. How | relished my ordinary days, my
camly unexceptiond nightd

Regoicing daily in my freedom, | was nonethelesslonelier than | could bear dl by mysdlf. | took comfort
where | could; there are good men from that time of whom | il think fondly. But none ever cameto me
trailing the clouds of sinister and turbulent glory in which the Opéra Ghost had enfolded me.

During the Great War | volunteered asanurse. Not surprisingly, | dedt camly with the most frightful
faciad wounds. Erik’ sawful countenance would not have been out of place on those wards, just as his
music would suit perfectly the emerging character of the new century. Perhaps he was a true phantom
after dl, aswel asabrilliant, crud, afflicted man: a phantom of this brilliant, crud, afflicted future.

My hospital work brought me to the admiring attention of adoctor severa yearsmy junior, and | married
latein lifefor thefirst time, or o it seemed. The marriage was good, being founded in the shared trials
and mutua respect of wartime service. To the day he died, René never knew the truth of my life before.



If God holdsthat deception against me, | stand ready to answer for it dong with everything else.

Nowadays | coach voice at the Opéra, athough my own instrument has of course decayed with time. A
gratifying number of well-known singers have trained with me over the years. My students are like my
childrenand | help them as | can, awarding to the needier ones smal stipends out of Erik’smoney. He
would not approve.

Doesit seem incredible, to have gone from such abizarre, outlaw existenceto aplacid one
indigtinguishable from millions of others?Y et many people walk through the world hiding shocking
memories. | look sometimes at aman or awoman in ashop or agdlery, at afriend or astudent sitting
over acoffee with me, and | wonder what towering joys and howling depthslie concealed behind the
meask of ordinary life that each onewears.

Even extraordinary lives are not entirely asthey seem. Recently | discovered that Erik’s spanid inkwell
(into which | have just now dipped my pen) contains asecret drawer. Inside | found a sheaf of receipts
al dated early in April 1881, made out to “Erik Rouen” for large cash payments from him to various men,
in settlement of the formidable debts of athird party: Raoul de Chagny.

Undernegath lay apile of bank drafts running from that time until June 1885, four or five of them per year,
for considerable amounts of money. Each had been signed by Erik in Paris, and some weeks later cashed
by Raoul de Chagny in the city of New Orleans.

Findly, my shaking fingers drew out an envelope, posted from New Orleans and addressed to Erik. It
contained ayellowed news clipping in English, dated July 17, 1885, announcing the marriage of Raoul de
Chagny, arisng young deder in cotton, and Juliet Ravena, daughter of aprominent local broker and
bus nessman. With this notice was enclosed afina bank draft (for yet another of those large sumswhich
Erik had been in the inexplicable habit of midaying), returned uncashed. Therewas no |etter.

The message was clear enough: Raoul did not come back for me because Erik paid him not to. My
Vicomte had gone to America as a Remittance Man! At least he had had the decency (or pride or
whatever it was) to refuse further bribes once financidly established in hisnew country.

| wept over those papers and dl that they implied. But | smiled, too, at the resourcefulness, the cunning,
and the sheer determination of my incomparable monster, who had thus firmly secured his victory without
breaking his promiseto me.

Agerobs me of easy deep, and many nights| lie awake remembering the little glass shoe full of centimes,
and the shivering poodle stinking of lamp-oil; and the brush being drawn through my hair by aman who
stsbehind me, where | cannot see hisface until | turn. Inthe dark | listen for some echo of the radiant
voice of my teacher, my brother, my lover and accomplished master of my body’ sjoys, that dire,
disfigured angd with whom | wrestled for over athousand days and nights, in dl the youthful vigor of my
hunger and my pride.

My hair is short now, in the modern style. It has turned quite white.

The Comte de Chagny (Raoul’ stitle since his elder brother’ s death) arrived this month from Americato
seeto his French holdings. He came to the Opéra asking after me. | avoided him, and he has gone away

again.

Awaiting my own exit, | livemy daysin thisbrash and cynica present as other people do. But | nourish
my soul on the sweet pangs of 1ooking back, more than forty years now, to the time when the Opéra
Ghost and | lived together underground, in acandle-lit world of passion and music.



| have thought of writing an operaabout it, but time seems short and | know my limitations. Someone
esewill writeit, someday. They will get the story wrong, of course; but perhaps, dl the same, themusic
will beright.

A Few Parting Words

Not an essay, just some thoughts

Like most of thewriters| know, | learned to write by reading, and by going to plays and movies (stories
in dialog and pictures—good training for the visua imagination and the plot-and-action sector of the
brain). | dways adored fantasy and horror, even though—or maybe because—they gave me nightmares,
literaly. For sx months after an older cousin took me to seeAbbott and Costello Meet Frankenstein , |
would wake up at six in the morning and lie petrified in my bed, certain that the Frankenstein monster
was about to lurch around the corner from the hall and into my bedroom. And that wasAbbott and
Costello , folks.

Wedl. And Frankenstein’ s monster. And the wolfman, and Dracula, cometo think of it. But it wasAbbott
and Costello . What can | say; | have always been rather impressionable. It comes with the territory.

At any rate, just like everybody else (dbeit in fear and trembling and with my hand ever ready to whip off
my eyeglasses so that the screen became safely blurred and vague) | kept up with the monster movies
and the monster reading, too, because | couldn't stay away (Bud Abbott and Lou Costello have alot to
answer for). | saw poor old “Larry Tabot " turn into what looked like agummy bear that had rolled on
thefloor of ahair salon before clean-up time; | reead Mina Harker’ sjourna and saw dl the film-Draculas
ever played; | read the Oz books and watched Judy Garland' s Dorothy with her witches, both friendly
and evil; and | read Leroux’ sfusty, goofy, clumsy novel about the Paris Opéraand went to Andrew
Lloyd Webber' s stage version of that story (once on each coast).

Infact | went so far asto vist the Paris Opéralast time | wasin that city, just for its“Phantom”
associations.

Soit’ s perfectly naturd that from timeto timel should turn to writing stories with strong horror e ements,
some borrowed, some made up fresh (or what | think isfresh, anyway). | dways have awonderful time
doing it and am sorry when the story isfinished. Still, | fed like abit of afraud when people refer to me
asa“horror writer,” because I’m not—not in my mind, and probably not in anybody else’ s either.

To dtart a the lowest end of the “horror” scale, | have to admit that | don’'t even read there; | am easily
bored and irritated by tales (onscreen or on paper) of victimized, terrified women, or victimized men for
that matter; or townswith evil black gunkus oozing out of the light fixtures; or whole “secret” communities
of languorous vampires exhibiting al the ennui of confirmed French persons (excepting only the endless
smoking of cigarettes and the long, long silences).

Afflicted priests rushing around chasing or being chased by demons (or angels) that speak in funny voices
do not turn me on, gangs of canniba zombies bore me blind, and when | read Steve King | usudly skip
the blood and gore and ook for the social observation, which he does better than anybody else. Frankly,
I’ve reached a stage in my life where the drama, the tension, theinterest of a story iswhat happens
between the action-packed moments of mayhem. | mean the pauses for breath, when the characters, if
they are worth their salt to begin with, understand and attempt to grapple with what the “action” meansto
them, for them, and about them and those close to them.

Remember agtrange little movie cdled “ The Sweet Hereafter”? A school bus crashesinto afrozen lake,
and the kids are killed. That’ sthe horror element. Thestory is of atownful of people left behind and



trying to dedl with the event in some way that will make it less horrific (and failing). The crashisglimpsed
now and again, mogtly from afar. It isaglyph, asign of ruin and despair, but it’ sthe ruin and despair that
areinteresting. The bus-crash isjust an incident, too sudden and too shocking and too swiftly complete
to reverberate much in and of itself.

That, to my mind, isafine horror-story, abeit of a quotidian kind—no ghosts to speak of, no dripping
child-zombies. Except that they are dl there, of course—in the voices, the blank or twisted faces, the
shocked eyes of the parents. If you perceive them there, and you should.

So | guessthe usud run of horror fiction isnot my metier.

On the other hand: | loveto play. What | loveto play with most is some stodgy culturd trope that needs
agood shaking to get the dust out of itsears, e.g., aplanet of women, say a society of Amazon
warriors—only what kind of lifewould thatreally bein and of itself, not just as an exotic and perverse
locdefor our intrepid hero to sumble into, strut his stuff, and teach them (oh, rapture!) how to kiss?
How would they, seeing themsalves not as perverse at al but as the norm, order their palitics, their
economy, and their persond lives?

Or theworld ends, but suppose dl our unhoused souls are indestructible and have to go somewhere else
to continue evolving. Or here' sthis dashing space pilot with flexible ethics, only she' sdriven to seek help
on aplanet settled not by engineers and scientists but by African market women with deep-rooted
customs (and shrewdness) of their own.

Turn’em upside-down and see what falls out of their pockets, that’swhat | say; otherwise you're just
putting hoary old basic ideas through their time-honored paces yet again, and what' s the point of that?

Hence, my foraysinto what gets classed as horror. | am drawn to fascinating characters or beings that
have most often been presented—your monster, your vampire, your werewolf, your witch—as shock
materid, something to give usagood jolt in the perfect safety of the movie theatre or the chair in theliving
room beside the good reading light. Nothing fals out of their pocketsif they’ re not wearing something
likethelr usua clothes(rags, fur; cape). We dl know there’ s more to them than just the jolt, or they
wouldn't pergst in our cultures with such immense verve and color.

So sometimes | get curious about the rest of the baggage your teen werewolf, say, is carrying with her, or
your twisted musica geniuswith the awful face and violent habits.

Luckily, the stories of thistypethat | love best dways set up questionsin my mind (maybe that’ swhy |
love them). They are not dead, perfect objects, al shiny and cold, but fertile and warm and messy,
fermenting away in my mind long after “the end” has come and gone. | turn the problems of “ Dracula,”
say, over and over mentadly, for the sheer pleasure of remembering how it went and where it was at its
mogt tasty for me.

| think about the answers offered—ypoor old Larry can never escape hisfang-and-fuzz destiny, the
Phantom gives Chrigtineto hisriva out of sheer nobility—and after awhile other possible answers occur
to me, and other questions that weren't asked. Or questionswith no answersat all.

Like most writerswho work in an exploratory rather than an outlined fashion, | come up with asituation
that will bring the questionsin my mind to bear on the characters, and then | stland back and let my
imaginary people work out their own answers.

What' s being awerewolfgood for?

Why would aschoolgirl beredly,really angry?



How might achild use great power if she had it?
What is*“enough” punishment for the torments of the schoolyard?

The"idea’ of “Boobs’ isthat aschoolgirl turnsinto awerewolf instead of getting her period; but the
questions about that Situation are what generate the plot, the story itsdlf. All | had to do wasto make up
Kelsay, out of memories of my own childhood, of other kids I’ ve known and observed as ateacher,
even of kids |’ ve read about, and give her an ordinary family in an ordinary American suburb, and then
turn her loose to cregte the story for me.

Maybe | don't particularly like dl her answers, but if they ring true, they stay. That' sredlly what the
character isfor: to chart an interesting course through the possible answers, a course that hangs together
and adds up to theilluson of ared mind and soul and heart grappling with extreme Situations. The
character isthe test of the questions and vice versa, and if it works, that’ s success; you don’t messwith it
to placate others' tastes or preferences, if you can helpit.

Which iswhat writers mean when they say the characters“cometo life” or “just take over the story.”
Fictiona characters are not red and they can not take over anything, but if they are well made and have a
spark of vitdity, they do acquire apowerful coherence that an author tramples over—for reasons of plot,
or to make aparticular effect, or to avoid developments that will offend some readers—at her peril.

To create a character with thiskind of integrity ismost authors' greet desire and ambition, because these
are the characterswho live on in readers memories and bring those readers back to read more of that
author’ swork. These are the ones readers (and writers) talk to each other about. But characterslike
this—the “quick” ones, the vivid oneswith quirks of their own that | don’t conscioudy know about till
they surface on the page—are not manipulable in the same way that flat characters are—I mean the
Spear-carriers here.

If you push quick characters around they will go dead on you and create dead spotsin your story. Right
there, asengtive reader will pull back out of your story (just what youdon’'t want to happen) and say,
“Whoa, wait, why would he dothat ?’ or “Huh? She' d never say such athing. Did | miss something?’
Or your reader will just close the book, wondering why the story has suddenly logt dl itsfizz.

So you let the character fly through your first draft, and that tells you where her vitdlity lies, and what to
leave adone or even to heighten as you go back over thework, revising for clarity, for smoothness (or
roughness, or dreamy digunction, etc.). That first-draft rush isfor me the art-part, the release of the
characters, be they monsters or just folks, to show me what they’ ve got; then it’s my job to present what
they bring mein the best way | can, which isthe exercise of whatever craft | have devel oped for this
work.

I’ve had readers object that Kelsey istoo mean and cold. | remind them of everything we al know about
the intense pain of suffering in childhood, whatever that suffering is, before we have racked up enough
experience to put the wounds of insult and humiliation into what adults call perspective (in order to be
ableto maintain what adults cal civilization, and because eventudly time lays on so many of these
momentsthat you grow caluses). | remind them of the tight horizons of the youthful mind (except for the
dreamy parts, that float free), the narrowness of the focus (*1 need exactlythis rightnow "), and the
paucity of empathy. | wouldn’t change Kelsey eveniif | could.

Issheamongter? Certainly, in the eyes of some—if only because she killed those dogs. You'd be
amazed a the number of readers who can accept the murder of Billy but rant and rave about the desths
of assorted mutts and the Wanscombes' miniature schnauzers (well, that’ sin there because it shocks,
becauseit fedstrue to events and conveysthe uglier redities of what Kelsey has become, and because it



will help you, the reader, believe that shecould go on to do what she doesto Billy Linden). And by the
way, | got some interesting reviewer-comments on this aspect of the story when it wasfirst published;
people seemed to fed that whileit's okay for any mae author to splash blood around for acres and
pages, acouple of short, grim paragraphs by awoman are shocking, smply shocking!

Odd, isn'tit?

Anyway, if Kelsey doesn't become amonger, if she runsinto someone who jump-starts a more sensitive
ethical systlem in her, what kind of future will she have, given this story as her past? Maybe she'savictim
in the making. Or maybe she' d become ahero, or aeven saint, later in her life.

Asl said, the storiesthat | like tend to raise as many questions as they answer. It’ sthat cusp of
possihility that | love, pathways of potentidity zigzagging off inal directions, and | likeleaving them as
potentiad, giving the reader those possibilitiesto play with in imagination. Why should cregtivity stop at the
page, or at the story’ s end? Stories make other stories, and we dl have at least some idea of how to do
that, developed from when we werelittle kids and didn’t know or care about copyright and didn’t
hesitate to take our favorite characters and write them new adventures, on paper or inthemind’seye. To
some readers, thisis an exciting, intriguing prospect; to others, it’slack of “closure’ or “resolution” or
“setisfaction,” and believe me, writersworry about that.

A story may be experimentd, it may be deliberately ambiguous, it may be intended to disturb by leaving
some e ements unresolved; but it had damned well better fed satisfying to the reader when it’ s over.

I’ ve read somewhere that women authorsin particular are partia to “open” endings: resolutions that set
some questionsto rest but launch others, in akind of unconscious mirroring of the common cultura
experience of women—you get the kid' sfever down, and then it’ s the cut knee, and then it’ sthe braces,
and then dl of asudden it' sthe anorexia, etc., etc., endless problems unfolding, sometimes right out of
the previous problems’ solutions.

Women's experience, S0 this theory goes, is not perceived by women the way most men perceive their
experience (problem, struggle, solution, phew that’ s done, now let’ s watch the game—or get onto a
whole new project that advances us toward our Big Goal/climax). A woman’swork is never done—it
just pops up again in another guise, needing to be done al over again because so much of it is chores,
which are by their nature endlessy repetitious. So maybe it’ strue that women authors, like me, get to see
the world that way; that nothing really ends, events and Situations just devel op one &fter the other (in
overlapping bunches, actudly). It dl may stop in asatisfying place for ahit, but that’s not an ending, only
apause before the next convolution of the ongoing story.

Whatever its source and its disposition between the sexes, you can acquire ared inclination toward this
open-endedness. | know | have. | like storiesthat extend beyond the last page. It feelslike getting a prize
in the crackerjack box: there' s more than you bargained for.

I”’m not talking, mind you, about the clichéd non-ending that became dl but ubiquitous for awhiletherein
dark fantasy—the monster isdead (but no, heisn't, that baby of the heroine sishis), thevirusisgone
(but survives secretly, being carried around the world in the dog’ s paw-sweat), the dinosaurs are left on
their idand (but their eggs are floating out to sed), etc. That was a sort of gesture of ironic awareness by
the author that heknows that evil can never be truly banished or destroyed; and he gets akick out of
reminding you of that, just to jerk your chain and add that |ast little shiver (which very soon became a
dhrug; so what eseisnew?).

“Boobs’ isthe prude to afurther phase of Kelsey'slifethat | leave the reader to imagine. In“Unicorn
Tapestry,” we end with two adult lives parting ways after amoment of hot fusion, going off in



unknowable directions (well, one of them; the other continues, the vampire sown tethat is, in further
chapters of anovel cdled THE VAMPIRE TAPESTRY).

What will Weyland do now? Can he carry on successfully as he has donein the past, or is he subtly
dtered, even derailed? |s his comfortable human identity still viable for him? Will he come back to Foria,
is he hooked on her, is his neat pattern of living disguised as ahuman being hope esdy compromised?

This story began with questions about the viahility of being truly unique, done, and secret in aworld of
socid beings, and about intimacy as an exchange of truths, and the power of truth to bind souls together.
And, | guess, about the corrosive power of memory, in ahuman history so fraught with horror, loss, and
pain. | wanted to know how these dementswould fit into the outline of the thing we call “vampire,” only
presented as anatural being, not aghost or arevived dead man, and how such a creature would adapt,
in his solitude, to thismodern life that we speak of as 0 isolating to the individud.

And, of course, | just wanted to play around with the idea of the vampire in love: what would that be?
What could stand for “love’ to a saber-toothed tiger engaged with its prey outside of the ordinary
boundaries of predation? | wanted to put him to the test ashard as| could, to see how well he could
wegther and survive something that for him counts aslove.

At the end, the auguries are, to say the least, ambiguous, as Floria has the wit to understand. In order for
her to be aworthy opponent/aly of my clever monster, | made her smart, | made her sensitive, | made
her formidable enough to test him truly, and | think she does her work with flair and effectiveness.

And, by theway, what the Hell is Hooriagoing to do with therest of her life? Her professond reputation
isshot, but her paralyzing fear of death has been confronted and beaten back (for the moment anyway).
Shelooks asif she's about to take on the problems she has with her daughter—problems she’ s been
avoiding for years because they’ re so painful, and so intractable, and she doesn’t know what to do. But
shetrugts herself more now to come up with workable solutions, because she' sjust found away to
survive close and perilous contact with aletha predator in her own life. Under threat of deeth, she's
found her strong, inventive, daring inner salf again, and her confidence is beginning to return. Out of that
confidence, and the basic honesty that prevents her from trying to just go on asif nothing significant has
happened, she' s about to start building anew lifefor hersdf.

Aswhat, aswho? What do you think? | left the question open becauseit’s open to her, she hasno
brilliant ideas about this—yet. That’show it would be for someone like her, so the choiceto leave
matterslike that isachoice about verismilitude aswell as about my own tastesin fiction.

The ending of “Beauty and the Opérd’ isalmost afull stop. The greet loveislong over, thelife of the
narrator isvery closeto over too, and sheisleaving us an account of something that happened amost
half a century before thetime the tale is supposedly set down on paper. The story-frame is meant to be
1927 or ’ 28, just after the release of the Lon Chaney film, which (long with Raoul’ s recent visit) has
presumably been the stimulus that sends Christine to her writing desk and the inkwell in the shape of a
spaniel’ s head. Her marriage to the Phantom occupied the first five years of the decade of the 1880s,
forty years before the post-war Bohemianism and high living of the nineteen-twenties; back then, where
she' slooking, Europe was till in its Fin de Siécle stage, horse-drawn, unrefrigerated, and gasHlit.

So we have along, long perspective here, which in part | tried to indicate by the deliberate use of
old-fashioned language that today’ s readers are meant to find a bit stilted; aword about that—it isalso
the only language that | think | could have used for the more lush and outré parts of this story. That
language smply came as needed, thanksto what | had soaked up from al my youthful reading of Dumas
and Wilde and Buchan and Elliot and Stevenson and Sabatini and dl. Around thetime of itsfirst
publication, | did somelive readings of this entire story at fantasy and sciencefiction conventions, and



audiences stayed put in utter silence for the nearly hour-and-a-hdf that thistakes; so | know how well it
works. Try reading some doud, in athoughtful, quiet, adult voice, and | think you' Il hear what | mean.

At any rate, in the present frame around thislong look backward we have old mattersthat have
re-emerged with new resolutions, like the whole question of Raoul’ s character and actions. And we have
the unavoidable necessity that our aged, reminiscing Chrigtine will lay down her pen before long, and fade
quietly out of existence, her lifewd | and truly spent to the last passionate drop. Doesn't that sound like a
rounded, finished, even polished ending?

But | couldn’t resst atiny glance forward, far forward, to the time when her sory, gentrified and cranked
up into melodrama, becomes the armature for awildly successful musica staging. Thefutureisdready
unfolding on the last page of the Story: the future without theliving Christinein it anymore, yet one that she
can foresee because sheis an intelligent woman, an experienced woman, awoman with secrets she has
kept for decades. | mean the future in which the stage musical of Leroux’ s nove isaworldwide hit.

| did that little forward stab because | didn’t want to just end Christine and her demon lover there, asif
the waves we make in the world stop when we stop or when a particular phase of our life stops. Thisis
not true of red people, and oneway of giving convincing lifeto fictiond peopleisto makeit not true of
them, ether.

Christine was very real to me, partly because of that steady, reflective voice (not mine, | assureyout).
She sprang from avery precise set of questions provoked by what | saw of reactionsto the stage
musicd, in particular to the character of Erik, the Phantom. There were (and still are) many Internet
pages devoted to Sir Andrew Lloyd Webber’ s show, most of them put up by adolescent girls. By and
large, they are stegped in the most idedlized romanticism: Erik isjust a poor, misunderstood, tormented
cresture, sweset and soft within, who just needs a persistent, bold, completely devoted woman (me, oh,
me, please!) in order for him to become a contented husband with anorma homelife.

| found thisformulation alarming. It’ sthe kind of notion that leads women in the red world to atach
themsalvesto poiled, abusive men whom they are sure will reform if surrounded with true love. Spoiled,
abusive men thrive on thisdrivel; romantic girlsdrown in it, and bob up years later—if they bob up at
al—worn out, scarred, embittered, and, often as naot, trailing skeins of kidsthey didn’t particularly want
but thought would somehow “fix” their bad relationship with their spoiled, abusive man.

When you add the idea of genius, theidea of the man astruly gifted aswell as deeply wounded by cruel
circumstance, you get not astory but atruth: the lives of the real women who stuck by explaitive,
drunken, syphilitic, or just plain crazy men of talent, women we know about because of who they paired
up with. The wife of Frederic Delius comes a once to mind; the first wife of Richard Wagner, and the
wives and mistresses of many 19th-century composers, sculptors, and painters, not to mention 20th
century artistsand intellectuals aswell.

Thisisnot abenign cultura pattern; it's seductive and destructive, and it still operatesin theworld red
women and men livether livesin.

| meant to put this template under the microscope and see what wasredlly init; not just the attractive,
dimulating high dramaof kidnapping and obsessive love, but the harder truths of daily lifein the“happily
ever after” that so many young “Phans’ sighed over inthe’ 90’ s, writing fictions of their own in which
Chrigtine decides to stay with Erik instead of running away with Raoul.

So | thought, first of all, what kind of guy would this Erik be, at best, given the life he hasled? We know
alittle about what happens to people who endure great suffering; these dayswe call it post-traumeatic
sress syndrome. Ever hear of handing on suffering to your helpless dependentsin turn, whether you



mean to do this or not? Alas, one hearsfar too much about it. Saints are the people who take their lumps
without turning mean, paranoid, and selfish. Saints are, understandably, rare (and they don’t make very
interesting characters usually; there are exceptions, though). Abused people who become abusersin turn
ared| too common.

So here' sour Erik, genius, freak, and world traveler: he's demonstrated, by the time the story starts,
some pretty savagetraits. Isthere any sweetnessleft in him, and how might it be got at and expressed?
Let’ sdigpense with the wailing cries of thwarted love and look at him as awhole human being, not a
cardboard cut-out of adesperate lover: what does he think about, what are his politics, how does herun
his secret life, who ishistailor for pete's sake?

And what kind of woman would you haveto beto live with him andnot just be hisvictim? That wasthe
major question that led meto Chrigtine, the young Chrigtine, the Chrigtine who finds hersdf inan
impossible and hair-raising situation and makes of it the glory of her life because of how she respondsto
it. She takes control of as much of her circumstance as she can and finds that in so doing she can love her
madmanand survive his madness; judt. It's by no means aforegone conclusion; it's an ongoing struggle,
and | wanted to explore that strugglein detail.

| hopethis story leavesits femae readers with aquestion: couldl be that strong? Ami that steedy, that
resilient, that sharp and perceptive? Could | be that brave, and would | want to be? And how much
honorable behavior can | redly expect from aman like this, genius or not?1’d like to think that the story
raises these questions, without denying the powerful hold that male suffering has on susceptible female
souls. That power isredl; but so are the limitations, in real women, of the courage, resilience, and hope it
takes to cope with badly twisted men. Redl, too, is the need for women to master their own lives, instead
of choosing mae magtersto run—and ruin—their livesfor them.

Chrigtineisamongter hersdlf in some way's because it takes one to match one; but she'saso achild of
my heart. So, of course, is Erik, but | know whose side I’m on when we come down to the wire.

It'snot so easy with the women in “Evil Thoughts’; matters are murkier here, and thisisto my mind the
onetrue“horror” talein this collection.

It came to me not as aresponse to somebody el se's story, but with the sproutings of mushrooms that
popped up onerainy spring on our lawn. I'd never had alawn before, big city kid that | was, so | kept
whacking the mushrooms down because they looked nastily leprous, and they kept coming back (and
yes, there was a crazy lady who lived up the street and who used to screech at people from her porch or
her kitchen window when they passed by her house).

| pointed out those recurrent fungi to my husband, saying, “What the hell are those damned things, that
they just keep coming back?’

“Oh,” he said with amischievous grin, “those are your evil thoughts.”

And agtory grew from that remark like—like afungus, very fast. This one has an ending, no two ways
about it: our poor heroineis blown away in apuff of fungal spores (or loses her mind in thisimagined
event), driven by sexua insecurity over the age-gap between hersaf and her innocent young husband. At
the end of the story, one way or another, sheis ended, gone, destroyed.

So there, | didit: ared horror story suffused with redl, old-fashioned, creeping horror, and with a*“red”
ending, because that’ s where the story was headed from word one. Fran is doomed from the get-go by
her own weakness and her fears. Her adversary remains closed and enigmatic to us, asto her.

Not all questions need to be answered, or ought to be answered. For example, who isthe witch here, the



crazy lady or Fran (or both)? Who is caught up in asnare of evil imaginings, who is haunted by paranoid
hatred and deformed longings? If one of these women, surely the other aso. Perhaps theonly witch here
isFran, asan “unreidble narrator,” i.e., self-deluded liar, her barbed emotions and ill-wishings circling
endlesdy insde her own skull until they extinguish the human soul living there. And extinguished she
undoubtedly is. Her lifeis exploded, her soul smothered in powdery blackness.

Never let it be said that this author always sees women as positive, as heroines, as the good—qguys.
Although the questions | start out with are often occasioned by my feminist consciousness of the way the
cultural dice are loaded, oncein motion | see what my characters show me and report it asbest | can.
That' sthejob, that’swhy | fed | have aright to cal upon your attention with my stories: I'll tell you
entertaining lies, but they’ll betrue lies, astrue as| can make them.

Authors are not originators, for the most part; we cruise through our times like basking whales, Seving
the Zeitgeist for idess, for impressions and stereotypes and concerns, fears and longings, gods and
regrets. Those who stray too far from the central stream of a culture risk being stranded in some
forgotten ox-bow of too-origina thought, self-obscured and forgotten. Perhaps we keep our endings
open as part of the effort to keep ourselves open, as credtives, to the shifting gradations of cultural
interest and concern, for aslong aswe can.

One way of keeping agrip onthe Zeitgeist, of course, isto hitch our storiesto the avatars of permanent
fascination, the creatures of mythology who may shift shapes but who till retain some measure of their
ancient formsin order to keep their power in changed times. They are the shadows of our imaginative
heritage: the mongters of depravity and of genius, the border-runners of cultura vaues, the ancestors of
our deep and vigorousinner lives. They are the gold that artists mine, the bogeysthat welong to
outgrow, the angels of ingpiration and creetivity.

Thiswork is meant to honor these eminences of the deep cultura mind even asit makes playful use of
them, invades them and exposes them. VVampire, werewolf, witch, and mongter: they are our siblingsand
our teachers, our mirrors and our guardians. Enjoy them, learn from them, treat them with respect,
because where we go, these unrea beingswill go with us until we have evolved into different creatures
ourselves.

And maybe even then.
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