UC - scanned by Jaks - proofed and formatted version coming in the next 2-3 weeks

Chapter 1

/ dreamt of blood upon the shore, of eyesthat spoke of
an.

The lake was smooth and deep and black as was her
scented skin.

June 18,1993

New Orleans

Dawn was bardly perceptible, bleeding adiffused
golden pink into the night sky. It was atremulous
light that merged, mistlike, with the darkness.

Out in the bayous on the edge of town, there were
one or two old men that, had they been awake
and watching, could have accurately predicted an
unusudly hot, unusudly humid summer'sday.

But they were not awake and neither was Gabridl
Knight. He was sprawled naked under athin

sheet that badly needed washing, and into his
deegping mind something crept. Itsinvason was
not nearly as shy asthe dawn's.

A dream. The dream. Unfortunatdly, Gabriel's
unconscious mind did not recognize that it was

the dream and was therefore asvulnerable as a
child squatting in the middle of theroad. If only

he were able to anticipate, he'd often thought

upon waking, if his deeping self could only recog-
nizethetang of it coming, he might be ableto

ged himsdf. Dread wearsthin, images|lose ther
power. He writes horror. He knowsthis. But no
matter what his conscious mind did to prepare,
the images hit him square in the face as though he
had never seen them before, nor even imagined
their existence. This being the case the dream
aways was—that bad.

He moans. He pushes down the sheet that

covers him, asthough trying to push away his
deep, but thereisno one lying besde him to see
his distress, no one there to waken him, not on
this particular morning, and so it goes on.

He sees agathering in the distance and ap-
proachesit, curious. A group of people are clus-
tered together—men, women. Theresabonfire. It
isn't until he draws near that he notices some-
thing odd about the people. Their clothes. They're
wesaring old-fashioned clothes.

Then hiseyesfix upon asngle man. Heisnot

part of the crowd. He stands to one side, but that's
not what sets him apart. His hair isworn long,



most of it covered by alarge, square black hat.
Thick blond lockslay on the shoulders of the
man's black cloak and thoselocks gleam like redl
gold in thefireight. Beneeth the cloak isaflash of
white collar. But it'sthe man'sface that drawsthe
eye. He's saring at something, face pae, eyes
wide. He trembles and weeps. Fear and |loathing
are stamped indelibly on hisfegtures asif the
hand of God had put them there.

And then, just asif it werethe very first time,
Gabrid's dream eye turnsto follow the man's
gaze. At firgt he only noticesthefire. The pile of
wood that fuelsthe flamesis high and broad, an
enormous bonfire. The flamesrear up over the
heads of the crowd. Then he seesthat thereis
something in the flames, some matter, tall and
dark, and it takes him amoment to categorizeit in
his mind because, redly, he's never seen anything
like this before and theimage will not register.
It'sawoman. They're burning awoman.

It punchesinto him: shock, horror, guilt. He
fedsaterrible guilt, dthough he does not know
why. He's afraid, too, ashe looks at her. He feds
helpless and nasty—like achild caught stedling—
but it's athousand timesworse, asif what held
solenwas. . .

Her life.

Thewoman's head isthrown back in the flames,
amute scream of agony driven to the sky. He
doesn't want to watch, but he does. She dowly
lowers her head and looks at him. Her faceis
unmarred yet by the flames, and it isabeautiful
face. He can see now that she is dark-skinned.
And sheisyoung, oh, yes, but powerful and
piercing. She knows such things. Shelaughs a
him, her cracked lips parting, her white teeth
gleam. Her disgust a his nasty waysisin her
laugh, asthough she had spit on him insteed of
laughed, and she might have, had he been closer.
Then her face beginsto melt and he moanswith
repulsion. He doesn't want to see thisl Doesn't
want to watch as her body is consumed! But it
isn't thefire, and her faceis not being consumed.
It isbeing transformed. Thefacein theflames
restructures itsdlf into the head of aleopard. It
screamsat himin fury.

And heruns, hisdream sdf. Runs away, not over
the ground, but into the air. He plows through the
black night sky, higher and higher, toward the
gars. He only wantsto get away, but after a
moment that mindlessness fades and he fed's com-



pelled. He must turn, must look.

Far below he seesthe circle of fire, though he

can no longer see thewoman. The circle spreads
out into alarge open hoop of flames, aburning
whed, then another circle springs up ingdethe
firet, two whedls of fire, spinning. And from the
center something spins out, coming toward him,
rollingintheair likeadow-motion bullet. He
triesto get out of the way, but as the object
gpproaches he seesthat itisonly amedallion. The
gold surface bearstheimages of alionand a
snake gripping each other in mortal combat.

The meddlion sopsinthear in front of him

and hangs there. Something about the medallion
ismagicd, hypnotic. He stretches forth hisfingers
to take the device, but before he can touch it, the
medallion beginsto ooze blood, black blood
wdling up asif from golden pores. He withdraws
hishand in disgust.

Three drops of blood fall into the blackness
below. He follows them, down, down. Far below
him isa cobblestone street, just like the Streetsin
New Orleans. The three drops of blood hit the
cobblestones.

Drip, drip, drip. And the black blood, making
contact with the stones, hisses and elongates. It is
not three drops of blood at al, but snakes, three
snakes, black and smdl and dick. The snakes split
gpart and wriggle away into the night.
Andthenitisdark again. Nolight. No street.
Nothing & dl, until lightning solitsthe sky inthe
distance. By itslight he can seeahill far off—a
peaked hill Slhouetted againgt the Sky. Thelight-
ning fades and the blackness returns. He rushes
graight ahead, to where hismind fixed the loca-
tion of the hill. Something isthere, hethinks.
Lightning flashes again and he can seethat he's
closer thistime, much closer. And now more of the
hill's silhouette is detailed and on the peak of

the hill isatree, black againg the sky, and from
the tree dangles arope, black againgt the sky, and
from the end of the rope hangs abody. Thelight
goes. He rushestoward the hill ill, because

now he knowswhy the hill isimportant. He must
see. Who?

And thelightning flashesagain and heisclose

to the figure now, can make out... ablack cloak, a
collar, long blond hair. And then it isdark and ill
he rushes forward. It's the man, the man from the...
And the lightning comes again, purple and

white splitting the blackness with a power and



brilliance no Con Edison man could ever hopeto
generate. And he's so close now he can seethe
strands of hair, the weave of the cloak, the face.
But it isn't the man, isn't the man from the bonfire
a al, isit? Theface at the end of the rope, purple,
swelling, dead. It'shisown.

It was nearly ten A.M. when Gabriel sumbled
from the back room of St. George's Books into the
shop front. The place was predictably devoid of
customers, but his shop manager, Grace, was Sit-
ting behind the desk. Hewas glad to see her, and
the creamy hit of leg sticking out from under her
gauzy skirt wasn't even the reason why. He was
glad to seeanyone at al after the night he'd had,
but Grace was busy on the phone and Gabriel
made a bedine for the coffegpot.
"Mmmm-hmmm. | bet. Just aminute.”

Grace covered the receiver with her hand.

"Do you want to spesk with ‘Bunny'?" she

asked him swestly, blinking her lashesina
remarkableimitation of the"B" hersdlf.

Gabrid made an urgent cancdling gesture.

Grace returned to the phone.

"I'm sorry, but Gabrid isalout ... | mean,
he'sout.”

He picked up the coffeegpot and poured out a

cup with hisusua morning semiconsciousness
Bunny was obvioudy not about to retire peace-
fully, and Gracerolled her eyes at him and agreed
wholeheartedly with the receiver. He studied her
from acrossthe room. It was amost as rejuve-
nating asthe Java

Grace Nakimura was twenty-six yearsold, and
about asforeign agpeciesto him asagoldfishisto
atrout. Shewasfrom the Eagt, in thefirst place.
New Hampshire or some blue-blooded place like
that, and he was a N'Orleaner born and raised.
The differencesin their accentswas only the
beginning. The East/South thing seemed to extend
deep into their subatomic call structure. Grace was
adwaysin ahurry, dwaysthought something

ought to be done about something, and was at aloss
to handle only one thing—freetime. When she
wasn't working here she was taking classeslike tai
chi and oil painting. And this summer was sup-
posed to be her break from school. Gabridl, on the
other hand, preferred to watch life, asif from a
rocking chair on the porch in the middle of

August. Hefigured if something redlly interesting
went past (and if hefdt up to it a the moment), he
could dways get up and jump in.



But Gabriel had met Easterners before, and
therewas alot moreto it than that. Grace was aso
smart, redly smart. Shewasthe kind of person
that you knew had probably never gotten any-
thinglessthanan"A" inschoal in her entirelife.
She could whip through the Times Picayune cross-
word puzzle in about sx minutes (hed actualy
seen her do this, and had prompitly left for the
gym). Sheknew al the things about history and
geography and world events that Europeans were
awaysragging on Americansfor being too dumb
to know, and she made you fedl acouple of cents
short of adollar yoursdf if you spoketo her for
over thirty seconds. Gabriel had never spent
much time with smart women. Quite the opposite.
He made sure that the women he went out with
were. . . uncomplicated. He preferred to keep
thingslight, asarule. Grace wouldn't know light

if she stumbled acrossit in ablackout.

And beyond dl that, Grace was Japanese or,
rather, Japanese-American. Although she spoke
and acted as American asandtive (well, shewasa
native), there were subtle things about her that
Gabrie found incomprehengble. Her loyaty to
her parents, for example. She cdled them daily
and they Htill seemed to run her lifeto an extent
that Gabriel could not comprehend any grown
person putting up with. Hell, hisgran had never
been that bad, and he'd <till moved out when

he was sixteen. And Grace was so clean-cut.
Shedidn't drink or smoke. Asfar as he knew, she
didn't even date.

For any or al of those reasons, or perhaps
because of something else even lesstangible,
Grace reminded him of the old sciencefiction
pulps he used to read where the scientist would
explain to the politician that evenif they did run
acrossan dien life-form, thet life-form waslikely
to be so different from our own that we wouldn't
even know it was alife-form. And yet, life-form or
not, he liked Grace. He was damn lucky to get her
to run the shop this summer, and he knew it.

"Y eah, if heever comesback, I'll tdl him,”

Grace was saying. "Y ou know, you could do
better. | know | don't know you, but you could

do better."

Grace hung up the phone and turned to him

with awide-awake chearfulness that made him
fed exceptionaly unkempt.

"So, | seeyou've decided to join the land of the
living. It's about time. The phone's been ringing



off thehook dl morning.”

Gabrid grunted, uhhhn.

Gracelooked a him with interest. "Did you

have another nightmare last night?"

"More or less" Gabrid managed to croak. He
quickly drank another gulp of coffee.

Grace shook her head in her half-concerned,
haf-annoyed way. "I'mtelling you, it'sthat

V oodoo book you're researching. No wonder you
get the night sweats™

"I've been having that dream since | wasthir-
teen, Grace. | don't think it's the VVoodoo book."
"Have you ever had it so often? Y ou've looked
like crap every morning thisweek.”

It had been bad lately. He used to have the
dream once, maybe twice ayear. It started going
up when he hit thirty, but in the past month it had
been asrelentless as a pack of piranhas. It was one
thing to go to bed knowing you probably wouldn't
have the dream. It was an entirely different kettle
of fish convincing yoursdlf to close your eyes
when you knew you probably would.
"Youretookind," hereplied, giving her his

most charming smile. "If you're truly concerned,
you could offer to degp with me. | never haveit
when thereé's someone esein my bed.”
Graceraised athin brow. "Well. That explainsa
lot," she said, dismissing the subject. "I checked
the city for Voodoo references. | found two.
Therés ashop cdled the Dixidland Drugstore on
Dauphine and The Higtorical Museum of V oodoo
on Chartres and Ursulines.”

Gabrid put down his empty cup and stretched.
Hewas gtarting to fed vagudy human. "Greet. So
who ese cdled thismorning?"

Grace picked up her notepad. "Y our grand-
mother. Wanted me to remind you that you ill
need to go through your father's things before the
charity sale next weekend."

"Damn! That'sthe third time she's asked me
todothat."

"Fourth. Don't worry, she dready knows

you're completdly unrliable.”

"I'm sure you reminded her anyway," hesaid
camly. "Wha e s=?"

"You aso got acal from Germany—aguy
named Wolfgang Ritter. He wants you to call
back. Saysit'simportant.”

Gabrid snorted. "Like hdl."

Grace peered at him over the pad. "Aren't you
even curious?'



"Not enough to pay long distance. What €lse?"
Grace muttered something under her breath

and turned the page on her notepad.

"Your pa Detective Mosdly caled," sherecited
dully. "And cdled, and cdled.”

Gabriel grinned. "He has a crush on you,

Gracie. What'd he say?"

"Hewanted meto tell you that his mother's
maiden nameis Humphrey, and that he left some
photosfor you at the front desk at the station.”
"Good."

Grace looked at him suspicioudy. ™Y ou want to
fill mein onthisone?"

"Not especidly,” Gabrid said warmly.

Grace gave him an acidic smilein reply and
turned ddlicately back to the account books
spread out on the desk. She'd been trying to make
heads or tails of the shop's records for weeks.
Gabrid, whistling cheerfully, headed for the
shower.

It was alittle past eleven when he arrived &t the
police station on Royal and Conti. He managed to
leave his motorcycle curved between two badly
parked cars, avoiding a meter. He brushed the
front of hisblack leather biker'sjacket (hisprize
possession), ran a hand through his unkempt
blond hair (astyle that Grace referred to as " James
Dean gticking hisfinger in alight socket™), and
walked to the front door. In the reflective glass of
the station'swindows he saw ateenaged girl
watching him from across the street. He smiled.
Hewasthirty-three, but, if he did say so himsdlf,
he'd never looked better.

The gtation's air-conditioning was ardlief after

the hot mugginess outside. At the front counter
was an older man, gray-haired and beefy, with a
gut that displayed a Southern ddight in fried
chicken, beignets, and beer. Gabriel strolled to the
long, polished wooden barrier and asked for
Detective Mosdly.

"He'snot here,” the man said shortly. The name
tag on his chest read Frick.

"Do you know when helll be back, uh, Officer
Frick? He's expectin’ me."

"That may be," the man said, histoneimplying
that it might well not be, "but hé'sbeen cdlledto a
crime scene. Don't know when helll be back.”

"A crime scene?’ Gabrid said with interest.

"Near here?'

Officer Frick scowled. ™Y ou with the press or
somethin?’



"That'sadistinct posshbility.”

"Look, | know you guysaredl hot onthis

V oodoo Murders shit, but crime scencesre police
confidentid.”

"Soitisanew Voodoo Murdersthen?'

The man's scowl deepened. "'l never said that.
There's gonnabe a crime sceneright hereif you
don't mind your Psand Q's."

"Sorry. Redlly." Gabriel looked avfully sincere.
The man glared a him a second longer, then
looked back down at hisregister.

"One more teensy thing?' Gabriel drawled.
"Detective Mosdly said held leave somethin’ for
me at the front desk. The nameisKnight?'
Officer Frick looked Gabrid up and down skep-
ticdly asif hemight, by looking a him, ascertain
whether hewasredly Mr. Knight or not. He
decided in Gabrid's favor, reached benegath the
counter, and brought out a manila envelope.
Gabrid took it with acharming smile.

Although he preferred the air-conditioning,
Gabriel went outside before opening the enve-
lope. He didn't want Officer Frick to see what was
init, and he didn't guessMosely would ether.
Inside were two photographs. One showed a
young Mosdly at his police-academy graduation
(he had hair then). Gabrid stuffed it back inthe
envelope cardesdy. The second image had hisfull
interest. It was taken at one of the Voodoo Mur-
ders crime scenes. It centered on the corpse of a
young man who had once been good-looking, but
was now carved up like a Haloween pumpkin.
The man's chest was covered with matted blood,
but Gabriel thought he could make out agaping
hole where the heart had been. Symbols, equally
obscured, were carved into the flesh of the face
and stomach. Around the man's body were traces
of awhite powdery substance and something

ese. .. feathers.

Gabrid headed out from the police gtation,
grinning. The boys down at the Picayune would
dice off their balsand present them on asiver
platter for the photograph he now had in his back
pocket. The police had been very tight-lipped
about this case. The most significant factsthe
newspaper could report was that Voodoo para
phernaiawas found around the bodies and that
thevictims, Six at last count (maybe seven by now
if Prick'sdipup meant anything), weredl out-
of-towners. "The generd public of New Orleans



isin no danger," so quoth the N.O.P.D. Hell, the
mayor was probably pissed off that even that had
leaked out. It might soothe the natives, but it had
to play havoc with the convention crowd.

Voodoo paraphernaiamy ass. The bastard's heart is
missng.

At last, hewas on hisway with the new book.
Hislast two, Firein the Hillsand The Stalker, had
barely brought in five grand apiece and were no
longer on the shelves of even the best-stocked
horror sectionsin the city. Gabriel had to cal his
agent five or six times before he even got acall
back. But not for long. Gabriel was determined
that hisVoodoo book would hit the big time, and
damn Knight bad luck.

He contemplated a direction at the corner and

the car behind him honked in irritation. Gabriel
ignored it. He had those leads of Grace'sto check
out, the shop and museum. But those wereinter-
views and background only. Right now, he
wanted to be at that crime scene. But where was
it? Gabriel decided on hisusud course of action.
Hed go to the park, have lunch, and see what
came up.

Jackson Square was atourist-ridden spot natives
avoided in the summer, but it was one of Gabrid's
favorite hangouts. For one thing, there was dways
aband or two playing (free music). For another, he
knew most of the vendors (free food). Besides,
there wasinevitably alot of women running
around in minimal summer garb and, well, that
made the scenery pretty unbesatable.

He parked and locked his bike, passed the

artigts that surrounded the park, and went in to it
on the grass. A brass band was on the lawn, doing
"Saints' for the tourists, and Joe, the band |eader,
nodded to Gabriel and gave him awink. Gabriel
winked back.

The park wasn't big on shade and was therefore
lightly populated in the midday hest. For apark,

it had acurious history. It had once been an army
parade ground, way back in the days of the
French (it was called La Plaza dArmasthen).
Public executions had taken place here—hang-
ings, beheadings. Gabrid wondered if mothers
ever thought about that astheir kiddies played on
the grass. Even the name, Jackson Square, was a
bit of acontradiction. The park was actudly laid
outinacircle. A broad sdewak circled the park's
rim, and in the center asmdler circular Sdewalk



surrounded the bronze statue of Andrew Jackson
on hishorse. Acrossthe street to the south lay the
Mississppi, and to the north of the square was S.
Louis Cathedrd.

The day fdt lazy. Even the band's rhythm

seemed to drag. Gabriel got up again after aminute
and went for agtrall, hoping to seeafamiliar
vendor. A hot dog would taste good about now.
Héll, even a cup of coffee wouldn't hurt. He passed
amotorcycle cop who had pulled his bike up on
thelawn. I'd get aticket if | did that, Gabriel thought.
The helmeted officer stood next to the bike, osten-
sbly maintaining the peace, but probably just
taking in the babes. As Gabrid passed him, the
radio on the cop's bike hissed.

"Coroner requests assistance ... hiss, pop.”
Gabriel paused. He stood there listening, trying

to look incongruous.

"Car eeven, attend . . . crack.”

Gabrid looked at the policeman. The police-

man looked back pointedly. Gabrid gavehima
sheepish grin and kept walking.

On the other side of the park, Gabrid hesitated.
Hewas drawing closeto amime. HEd seen this
guy before and he was bad news. The mime was
dressed in black, hisface painted white. He was
following the pedestrians asthey strolled by, mim-
icking their walk, exaggerating their manners. He
had gathered asmdl audience—afew people
stood watching with amusement so tame it was
just this side of boredom. The objects of the mime's
attentions clearly did not appreciate his act.

"Buzz off," agirl was saying angrily. Shetossed
her braids and stomped away.

The mimetossed hisimaginary braidsand

minced back to his platform.

Gabrid turned to walk back the other way, then
he thought about that radio.

Hefirst made sure there was no one he knew in
the park. There was Joe, but Gabrid could live
with that. Playing dumb, Gabrid strolled past the
mime, exaggerating hisnatura macho drutina
way he thought would beirresstible (Grace, he
knew, would say that it hardly needed exagger-
ating). He heard titters behind him and gritted his
teeth. He did not turn around.

He passed halfway around the square with his
parasite in tow. Joe looked at him with raised eye-
brows from around the mouthpiece of his

trumpet. Gabrid gritted histeeth harder and kept
drutting.



Hefindly reached the bike and the cop. The cop
was reaching up under his hemet and scratching
his head with one finger. Swesting, probably.
Gabrid smiled. That was good. He could hear that
he—or, rather, they—had asmdl gathering now,
following them around the park and giggling.
Gabrid passed close to the policeman, walked a
few feet away, then abruptly sat down on the
grass, and went aslifelessand dull as possible. He
waited.

He heard the gigglesturninto laughsand

gmiled to himsdf.

"Knock it off, mister!" agruff voice sad.

Gabrid turned to look.

The mimewas doing an impression of the

police officer, only what he wasredly mimicking
wasachimp.

"l said stop that!" the cop said, hisface
reddening.

But the mime had a crowd now, and he con-
tinued to jump around, legs bent, arms hanging
down to the ground.

The cop took one step toward him and the
mime legped just out of reach, still aping it up.
"Youlittle shit!" The cop chased the mime,
leaving the bike unmanned.

Gabriel walked quickly over to theradio and
grabbed the handset. He pressed a button and a
conversation popped to life.

" Ambulance ninety-one, have you |located the
crime scene yet? They've radioed for you three
times"

"I'mtryin’, Molly, but it's S0 goddamn misty

out here or somethin'. Did you say south on Lake-
gde Drive, near Muholland?'

"NORTH of Mulhalland if you're coming from
the city, ninety-one."

"Right. Damn."

"Everybody's having trouble. Must have been
something in the coffee thismorning.”

"Yeah, | guess, |... Wait! | see asgquad car. Got
it, Molly!"

"Have agood one, ninety-one."

Gabrid replaced the handset just asthe cop
strode up.

"Hey! You! Get thefuck away from thet bike!™
Gabrid stepped back and smiled. "Nice
mechine. | have abike mysdf."

The cop wasin no mood for male bonding.

"Y eah, whatever." He brushed Gabrid off likea
dog with aflea But that wasal right. That was



justfine

Gabrid found the crime scene at about three
o'clock. Hed driven up and down the west side of
Lake Ponchartrain six or seven timeslooking for
it. The ky was gill overcast with the thick, gray,
summer-storm cloud covering that had been there
all week but had yet to produce anything wetter
than the humidity that Gabrid wrung out of his
T-shirt every night.

He parked alittle down the road from the

squad cars and hoofed it. As he approached, he
could see Mosdly standing just insde the police
tape. Mosely was dressed in his black trench,
which was rumpled and unwashed. Like Gabrid's
jacket, the trench was a prop so treasured not
even the Louisana heat could didodgeit. Below
the trench, Gabriel could make out Mosely'stypi-
ca brown polyester (Mosdly claimed they were
"rayon khakis") pants and pseudo-leather brown
loafers. With him were severd uniformed officers,
onefinishing up the photographs and the other
using atape measure around the body. A man
Gabrid assumed was the coroner was standing
over by the ambulance, smoking a cigarette.
Mosely wasn't paying any attention as Gabrie
waked up.

"Mostly! My man!"

Mosely jumped. "Knight! Chrigt!" Helooked
around to see if anyone was nearby, then hissed
under his breath, "Y ou wiener! | told you not to
cdl metha in public!"

"Sorry. Nervous, are we?'

"What do you think?' Mosely beckoned toward
the body. ™Y ou hang out with thisguy for long,
you'll fed aknife at your back, too."

"Can | see?' Gabriel asked.

"Wdl ... I shouldn't. How the hdl'd you find

me, anyway?'

"Judt drivin' by."

"Uh-huh. All right, come on. | supposeyou
oughtta see oneif you're gonnawrite about it."
Mosdly held the police tape up and Gabriel did
under it. They walked over to the body.

The corpse was covered with a plastic green
tarp. Mosdly bent down and carefully drew it
back. A photograph was one thing, but thiswas
quite another. Gabrid fdt his somach clench and
fought to keep from retching.

The body was mae and it was naked. It wasthe
first up-close-and-personal dead body Gabrid
had ever seen, and he was struck at once with a



strange contradiction. It looked so physicaly red,
yet out-of-place, so fake at the sametime. There
was the gaping hole in the chest—just like the
body in the photograph—and the blood, the knife
carvingsin the flesh. Death unmasked and imper-
sona, smply afact. The sheer mortdity of it
grated on him—the vulnerability of flesh and
bones so easily ripped and smashed, the
ignominy of the naked spawl of thetorso and
limbs on the sand, so beyond the most basic
human efforts at modesty and ego .. . Nobody
could makethat up. The blunt truth of it wasway
beyond the wizardry of movie FX.

"SameM.O.?" Gabrid asked.

"Signed right on the goddamn dotted line."
Although he wanted to look away, Gabrid

forced himself to memorize the details of the
scene. The carvingsin the chest and ssomach were
bloody and fuzzed, but therewas acircular pat-
tern to them. The heart was Smply gone and he
didn't want to look at what was|eft in the hole too
closdy. Theface waslifeless, eyes haf-open, no
expression at dl, but rather an inhuman lack of
one. There were no marks on the face that he
could see, but blood was splattered on it, so it was
hard to tell. The man's hair was nearly black and
aready looked as dull asacheap wig.

Around the body were lines of white powder,
which were smeared, and Gabriel could also see
some white festhers, small ones. There were some
lying around the body and even a couple farther
off, inthe gravelly sand of the lakefront.

"Thanks™" hesad, findly.

"Y eah, Jesus, you're welcome."

Mosdly was covering the corpse when they

heard the powerful hum of an approaching car.

A long, deek, charcod-gray limousine pulled
around the curve of theroad. It was moving
dowly, and it braked when it saw them.

Mosdly stood. "Christ! Now what?"

The back window on the limo rolled down.
Mosdly strode toward the car with an irritated
look on hisface. Gabriel followed.

When he was about afoot from the car, he

saw Mosely's back gtiffen. Gabriel looked over
Mosely's shoulder and had his own reaction.
Inside the car was awoman. Her dark eyes looked
at Mosdly, then at Gabridl, and Gabrid felt some-
thingingdeof himjust ... go. A foolish grin

spread across hisface and he was helplessto rein
itin. Firgt the corpse, now this. Someone upstairsis



playing melike aviolin, he thought.

Shewastdl, he could tell that even though she
was seated, and fine-boned but strong. The front
of her dress was scooped. Delicate shoulder
blades and creamy brown skin were displayed
before the dress was caught up and out by full
breadts, then fell to adender waist and thighs.
Her hair was long and thick, brown-tinged black
curlsthat sprang like coilsin the heat. Her face
was beautiful, undeniably that, but it was her eyes
that caught him like arabbit in heedlights. He got
his own features under control enough to raise an
eyebrow at her and was rewarded by an amused,
indulgent look in return.

The woman took her eyesfrom him lan-
guoroudy and placed them, in addicate fashion,
on Mosdy.

"Isthere aproblem here, Officer?' she asked.
She sounded concerned.

"Detective Mosdly, maam, uh, Ms. Gedde."
Even Mosdly's voice was blushing. "Jugt officid
business, malam. Nothing for you to worry
about."

"l see" Thetone of her voicewassmooth silk in
some dusky shade. " Sorry to bother you. Y ou
boys be careful.”

"Y es, maam, thank you." Maosely bobbed up
and down from the waist like one of those rear-
window monkeys.

Thewindow did up and Gabriel caught a shot

of hisown facein the black reflective covering.
Siill grinning. Damn!

They watched as the limo disappeared around a
curve. Modey said something, but Gabrid wasn't
ligening.

"Whoisshe?' he managed.

"Her?Don't you know?"'

"Uh-uh."

"Man, you don't get out much, do you? That's
Malia Gedde. She owns ahouse around the lake
here somewhere. Onein town, too."

"Money?

"Morethan youll ever seein your godforsaken
life, Knight, or me either.”

"My mother had money."

"Y eah, s0 you'vetold me a hundred times.

Now come on, boy, snap out of it. | gottagoina
minute

Gabrid turned back to Mosdly. Hewas ill
thinking. "Y ou know, if she'sgot ahouse

out here she might of heard something, or saw



something ..."

Mosdy's consderable brow furrowed iniirrita-
tion. "Don't start with that shit, Knight. Y ou leave
her done! Hell, even | wouldn't go bothering her
on abasslikethat."

"Wdl, officidly, no."

"I mean it! I'm putting my asson thelinefor you
about thisbook stuff. Don't go getting mein
trouble, now."

"Wouldn't dream of it." Gabrid smiled gamely.
One of the officerswalked up. "Detective
Mosdly? Weve about wrapped it up, sir.” The
ambulance drivers were waiting near the body
with agretcher.

Mosely looked around. "Y eah, dl right. Take
himin. Y ou boysgo on, just leave the tape up for
afew days. I'll seeyou at the Sation.”

The young man nodded and the crime scene
quickly began to dissolve. The body was moved
into the back of the ambulance.

"Look around if you want, Knight. I've seen just
about al of thislake | want to see for the next few
decades.”

"| bet. Thanks, Bud."

"No problem. You'd just better make me look
goodinthisthing.”

Mosdly and histeam left. Gabriel wasdone

with the clouds and the lake and the marksin

the sand.

He spent another hour at the crime scene. Now
that the body was gone, he could see more of the
pattern that had been laid out in the white, pow-
dery substance. It had been trodden over. In fact,
it looked purposefully stamped out. But it had
been a pattern, of that he was sure. There was
something that looked like astar in one corner,
and the whole thing reminded him of acircle. He
found one wedge-shaped areathat wasrelaively
intact and he copied it down. It would make an
authentic prop for the book, he thought, if he
could only learn what the pattern meant.

He wandered farther out from the areawhere
the corpse had lain. At first, al he saw wasthe
brown gravelly sand of the shore and therich,
claylike deposits of the lake's banks. He kept
looking and hisdiligencefinaly paid off. Near the
lakewasatree. A hearty tuft of grass hung on
grimly at itsroots. Something about it caught
Gabrid's eye. The grass was matted. He pulled
out amagnifying glass and checked the base of
the tree, feding glad that no one—especidly



Mosdy—was there to see him play detective. In
the grass were indentations—deep, thin lines that
flattened the rubbery blades and pressed into the
earth benegth. It reminded him of something.
Mesh?Yes. Wire mesh. And it had been heavy,
too, or the marks wouldn't have sunk into the
earth like that.

He caught Sght of something faintly shiny and
bent down closer. In the grasswas a scale of
some sort. It was small, but it wasascale. He
used apair of tweezers (stolen from Grace's book
repair supplies at the same time he'd pocketed
the magnifying glass) and picked it up. Thescale
might be afish scde, but it might not either.

Y eah, right, some fisherman had agood day out here,
that's al—awire basket full of fish. But the scale
was iridescent and faintly green with atinge of
dark red. Hisimagination latched onto it. He
decided to keep it.

He continued to look around for awhile, but he
didn't find anything €lse. There were no other
scales to be found—not at the tree, not in the sand,
and not on the banks. He went back to his bike.
It was nearly five now, and he was getting
hungry. He hadn't eaten anything that day except
for hisA.M. coffee. He wanted to go home, but he
wasnt dl that far from Gran'shouse. Heidled his
bike at the exit from Lake Shore Drive, pulled
between histiredness and his guilt. With asigh,
he headed west toward the suburbs.

Gabrid's grandmother was as sweet and pretty
abelle asthe South had ever produced. Her hair
was slvery white and was perfectly teased and
mounted on top of her head like Audrey Hep-
burn'sin the sixties. She wore powder and rouge,
and lipstick as well—subtly done—and she
dressed in gauzy, flord chintz dresses. Gabrid
aways pictured her with amagnoliain one hand
and amint julep in the other. In hismind and
heart, his grandmother and the South were the
samething.

She smiled with delight when she saw him at

the door and he gave her abig hug.

"I'm sorry for being a pesky nuisance, dear, but
I've just made adecison to get that attic all cleared
out thisvery year, and I'm bound to keep it." Her
voicewas only dightly edged by timeand had a
ddightful lilt. Ye-ah.

"Why now, Gran? Y ou gettin' anew room-
mate?' Hewinked & her.

"Heavens, no! What on Earth would | do with



another man in the house? Truth is, I've turned
seventy, that'swhy. | don't mean to sound
maudlin, Gabrid, but it'stimeto start storing my
nutsfor the winter.”

"Gran!"

"Now, I'm not saying I'm gonnalay down and
diethisminute. Lord willing, I'll be around
another thirty years, but I'm not gonna depend
uponit.”

Gabrid sghed. Hisgrandmother looked in
perfect health and didn't seem depressed, just
methodica. But he worried about her. She'd been
caught up in Knight luck and had probably paid as
bad asjust about anybody.

Ester Wright had married Harrison Knight &t a
young age. Gabriel gathered that her father, a
plantation owner, had been abusive and dcohalic,
though Ester didn't talk much about him. Sheld
met Harrison at arevival. Hewas a German
immigrant, fresh off the boat, and sheld falen for
him. Hed been handsome, apparently, and a
poet. Harrison hadn't had much money. He
worked odd jobs. They moved alot. Hedied in
his mid-thirties of heart failure and Ester was | eft
to raisetheir son, Philip, by hersdlf. Philip grew
up into something of arake. He married Margaret
Templeton, aNew Orleans socidite and Mardi
Gras Queen. Margaret's father was furious—
Philip was astruggling artist with nothing but
plenty of good looks, a bad reputation, and an
attitude. The Templetons, and their money, dis-
owned Margaret. Margaret and Philip died tragi-
caly two yearslater in an automobile accident.
Gabriel had been ayear old.

From ayoung age, Gabrid had keenly felt

the absence of both father and grandfather,
reminded of them as he was by the memorabilia
that haunted the house. Gabrid was convinced
that he himself would die young. That belief was
probably more responsible for hisrocking chair
mentaity about life than anything ese.

"All right,” hesighed. "I'll go look."

"Take anything you want and stick it to one

sde, then I'll know | can do what | please with
therest.”

He left her knitting on the parlor settee and

went up to the attic.

Theroom wasfilled with junk—some of which
he remembered, likethe old dressformin the
corner, Christmas bulbs, and aworn green uphol-
gered chair. Some things were from adifferent



eraatogether. His grandmother had stacked
Philip'sthingsin apile by the chair, but he
decided to look around firgt. If hisgran wanted to
get rid of this stuff, there might be something he
could usein the shop.

Hefound something he liked in the far corner.

It was an old-fashioned trunk, the kind that made
him think of passengers boarding shipslikethe
QEll. Insde were stacks of |etters, books, and an
ornate mechanica clock. The letters were between
Harrison and Gran, and he put them aside with-
out rummeaging their secrets. The bookswerein
German. Not much good for the shop, but the bib-
liophilein him couldn't resst one volume. It was
bound in kid-soft leather—an exquisite job. The
author was someone named Heinz Ritter and
ingde were hand-drawn columns of German
poetry. He dipped it into a pocket.

He picked up the clock, more out of curiosity
about his grandfather—whose trunk, he realized,
thiswas—than any red interest in thething. It
was amechanical mantel clock, made from gold-
painted metal. Theinner did displayed the num-
bersasusud, but surrounding the numberswas a
separatedid, thisone displaying six little pictures
set in mother-of-pearl. There was asun, amoon,
an angel, adragon, acrown, and ascythe. He
touched the outer did. It moved, clicking around
clockwise so that each symbol could sit at the
twelve o'clock position. Quaint, but abit too
baroque for histastes.

It was getting late, and he was till hungry. He
shut the trunk and started to rummage quickly
through the box of hisfather'sthings, wanting to
be done. He found clothes and textbooks, afew
amall trophies, mementos that meant nothing
except to someone who was dead. He was about
to give up when he saw the corner of alarge
brown book in the box. It was an artist's sketch-
book. The pages were large and heavy, vanilla-
colored and starting to darken around the edges.
Heflipped throughit.

The sketcheswere done in thick charcoal pen-
cil. Hisfather had been talented, that was cer-
tain. The hand that did the drawings—the surety
of the lines, the proportions—was professiond.
Gabrid flipped past sketches of women and men,
of wolves and desr, of voluptuous till lifes,
Toward the end of the book, he suddenly stopped,
shocked. He turned afew more pages, and more,
daring at the drawingsin dishelief.



Theimagesin hisfather's sketchbook had taken
aturn for theworsein latter years. They became
angry-looking, then gruesome, then horrific. He
knew that hisfather had painted disturbing
works. That, according to his gran, waswhy
Philip had never had much success as an artis.
Nobody wants a painting of a decapitated head
on therr living-room wall, Gran was wont to say.
But Gabriel had never seen much of hisfather's
work. Gran had put most of it away before
Gabriel could remember, probably figuring that
the stuff wasn't suitable for young eyes and, well,
it wasn't. But what bothered Gabriel wasn't the
intengity of the dark imagesthat grew and multi-
plied like mold from about the middle of the
sketchbook to the latter pages. It was the specific
images that scared the shit out of him.

They were from the dream.

The sketchbook pages sprouted life, sketch on
top of sketch, until Gabriel had to sarefixedly to
make out some of the images lying undernesth.
Circleswithin circles, whed swithin whedls, leop-
ards running and leopards screaming, fire flames
and burnt bodies, snakes upon snakes, clumps of
three snakes crawling in and through other draw-
ings, crawling off the page, knives and lightning.
Nooses.

Gabrie dammed the book shut, his mouth dry,
his heart doing a salsa best.

By the time Gabrid returned to St. George's
Books that night, Grace had her coat on and was
getting ready to lock up.

"I'd dmost given up onyou," shesaid. She

put down her box of paints and looked a him
curioudy.

"How did that shop and museum pan out?"

"I didn't get over there yet, Gracie. Tomorrow."
"Whereve you been dl day?’

"Y ou don't want to know," Gabriel sghed. "But

| did get over to Gran's house, in case you're
wondering."

"Who, me?'

"Shel'sdoing greet.”

"Good. Was there anything you needed for
tomorrow?"

Gabrid thought. He grinned, then forced himsdlf
to gopit. "Thereisonething," he said serioudy.
"Can't wait to hear it."

"Could you see what you can dig up on alocal
woman named Mdia Gedde?'

"Gedde?'



"I need an address, and anything else you come
across.”

Grace looked at him skepticaly for amoment.

"| assumethisisfor your book?"

"Absolutely." Gabriel gave her hismost Sncere
"good boy" look.

Grace raised her eyebrows but said nothing.

"All right. Good night, Gabridl. And try not to
dream, okay?"

"I'll giveit my best shot," hesaid dryly.

Grace | eft. The shop seemed darker without her.
She had pulled down the blinds, and the late
evening light filtered in from the frayed edges.

He went back to his studio and checked the
fridge, but the only thing in it was an old bottle of
cheap champagne. He gave up, suddenly more
weary than hungry. Hefdt likehed beenon a
roller coaster dl day. He tared at the bed a
moment, wanting to crawl into it but wondering
about the nightmare.

Look, you must have seen that sketchbook when you
were akid. End of story.

Y es. That worked. Gabriel blinked at the bed
tiredly, rubbed his eyes. Nightmares or no, he was
going down for the count. He turned off the light,
sripped, and sank into oblivion.

Chapter 2

A mask | wore as | approached, | waswhat | am not,
And though the pattern was unclear, its meaning could be
bought.

June 19,1993

He dept soundly until dawn, then the dream
resurfaced. When he awoke, clawing at histhroat
for the breath that alluded him, it took him afew
moments to redlize that something had been dif-
ferent. The dream had been amost the same, but it
was not the same. He tried to remember over the
clamoring of his heart, and animage cameto him.
A knife. A strange curved knife, the blade shaped
like awave. It had appeared when the blood hit
the cobblestones and it had then shifted into the
three snakesthat crawled away.

A knife? The dream had not changed since his
adolescence and now it had. Hetried to fathom it,
but hiseyeswere so heavy .. . He dept again.
When he crawled out of bed afew hourslater, he
had forgotten about the knife and about the dream.
For thefirst time in months, when his eyes opened,
he had a purpose. He got dressed quickly and went
out to the shop.

Grace was already at the desk, aready annoy-



ingly together. "Good morning. Don't you look
swell today! Actudly . .. swollen.”

"Ughhh!" Gabrid protested.

"So have some. There'safresh pot on the
table”

He poured hisfirst cup of the day and started
nursing it like a babe at abreast.

Grace sudied himinsdioudy. "Serioudy, you
look like hell. Your hair isgticking straight up like
a... oh. It aways doesthat. Never mind."

"Hah hah," Gabrid intoned flatly.

"Wasit the dream that put those bags under
your eyes or were you planning atrip today?"
Gabriel choseto ignore her. "Did you get any-
thing on Mdia Gedde?"

"I'm not sure you warnt it. You're alittle out of
your leegue here, big fella”

"Grace," Gabrid sadtiredly.

"I knew I'd heard that name before. It's on three
local hospitals for God's sake. The Geddes practi-
cdly ownthistown.”

"Did you get an address?

"| got the address," Grace said, annoyed. "This
wouldn't have anything to do with the fact that
Madia Geddeisincredibly gorgeous?| should
have known you wouldn't go for arich ugly
ocidite”

"And that addressis?'

"Hey, far beit from meto postpone your tota
humiliation." Grace sniffed and departed with the
information in apout. "It's 557 West Ingrahm.
That'sthe Garden Digtrict. Edtate City."

"Thank you."

"Don'tsay | didn't warnyou,” Gracesaidina
sngsong voice. Gabrie rolled hiseyes. For an
and retentive, Grace could be amazingly childish
at times.

"Anything dse?" he asked impetiently.

"Oh, we'rein ahurry thismorning, are we?"
Gracesaid dryly. "And | dways thought it would
take aforest fireto light ablaze under your butt.”
Gabrid grinned. "Y ou're probably right, but
Malia Gedde would quaify asaforest fire at lesst.
More like the towering inferno.” Heraised his
eyebrows knowingly and growled.

That findly did it. Grace was annoyed. She
turned back to the books, muttering in disgust.
"Men."

Gabrid grinned and headed for the shower.

He drove to West Ingrahm and found the
address. He whistled appreciatively from the



curb. Grace wasright. In front of him rolled an
amazing expanse of green lawn. Beyond that was
ahouse big enough to board a couple of large
familiesand their rdlaions. It wasatdl old plan-
tation home, impeccably remodeed. Gleaming
white paint gaveit arepublican air. A broad
porch was supported by pillars and shutters
bracketed tal, graceful windows that marched
unendingly, it seemed, from the double front
doors.

Feding alittle conspicuousin hisblack leather,
Gabrid grolled across the lawn and up the porch
steps. He admired the rosebushesin full bloom
that cushioned the porch rim. Therewas abrass
knocker on the door. He used it.

A man answered. Hewaswhite, trim, relatively
young, bearded, and dressed in asuit. He
reminded Gabrid of ahigh-priced road manager.
"May | hdp you?' The man's accent was British
and his eyes grazed over Gabriel coadlly, then dis-
missed him.

"I'd like to see Ms. Gedde, please.”

"Do you have an gppointment?*

"Well... not exactly, but I..."

"I'm sorry, but unless you have an gppointment
or some officid business, | cannot announce you."
The door was shut in hisface, just like that.
Gabrid frowned at it, and found himself getting
angry.

Hedid have officid business, or & least an
officid-sounding cover ory, but it looked like

it would take something heavier-handed than

that to get the man's attention. Buitler, persona
manager, secretary, or whatever the hell hewas.
(Theword "boyfriend" crossed hismind, but
Gabrie dismissed it. The man surely wasn't Mdia
Gedde'stype.)

Hewasnt giving up, hetold himsdlf ashe got

on his bike, he was smply going to do alittle
"rocking" and wait until an opportunity came up.
In the meantime, there was Mosely. He headed for
the police sation.

Officer Prick wasn't any more hospitable than
he'd been the day before, but thistime Mosely
wasin. After making acal to confirmthis, Prick
waved him on through the gate. Gabriel wove his
way through the maze of desks and phonesand
office equipment behind the front counter and
found the door Prick had pointed out to him.
Therewasalarge mirror set into thewall next to
the door, and Gabriel checked hishair init before



entering the office. The cycle dways played havoc
with his moppish bangs.

Mosdy waswaiting for him insde. Hewas
wearing his gold Coldwell Banker clonejacket, a
wrinkled permanent press shirt, and atie. About
the only thing spit-and-polish about him wasthe
police badge that he wore on the front pocket of
his blazer and the shine coming off his pate. He
wasgrinning.

"Everything in place, Knight, my boy?'

Gabrid turned and looked. The mirror was
one-way. He could see adesk in the lobby out-
gdequiteclearly.

"Yah, yawanker," hegrumbled. "At least | have
hair. Isthis so you can amuse yourself when you
get bored?’

Hejerked histhumb at the desk beyond the
window where aparticularly attractive brunette
in uniform wasworking a acomputer.

"Officer Franks. What ababe, huh?'

Gabrid shrugged. Normdly, hed be interested,
but today his mind was el sewhere.

He sat in the plain wooden visitor's chair across
from Mosdly's desk.

It wasthefirst time Gabriel had beenin

Mosdy's office, but he would have known who
inhabited it if he'd come acrossit blind during a
sandstorm in the Sahara. Posters of jazz musi-
cianshung on thewalls. The rickety old desk was
ajumble of papers, files, and empty plastic coffee
cups. A computer was pushed to the far edge of
the desk and grew mold from disuse. An ouit-
dated microwave in the back of the room wore
dried mustard and ketchup stains. Old tennis
shoes stuffed with dirty socks and agym bag sat
in one corner—mementos of aman who liked to
say that he exercised a lunchtime, but probably
hadn't sncethe last eection. 1t not only looked—
it andled—alot like their room at college. Hell, it
even smacked of Mosdly's bedroom in his par-
ents old place, back in the days when their chief
amusements were matinee horror flicks, medica
textbooks, and tormenting Mose'skid sister
playing monkey-in-the-middle.

"How'sthe writing coming?' Mosdly asked. He
leaned forward hopefully. "Were you inspired
yesterday? Up dl night typing your little fin-
gersoff?'

Mosdly was an ex-footbd | quarterback goneto
pot, and he made the word "typing" sound like an
effeminate activity.



"It'sscreamin’ off the page,” Gabrid said,
wide-eyed.

Mosdly leaned back looking satisfied, then he
frowned. "Remember. No bald jokes."

"Hey, you're the hero, right? | gotta make you
look good, no matter how chalengin'itis”
"Yeah, yeah," Mosdly grumbled. " So whaddya
need?'

"Fuel. | need to know more about the case.”
Mosdy shrugged. "My brainisherefor you to
pick, Knight."

"What a pleasant image. Okay. Thisisthe sev-
enth killin', right?"

"Unlessthere's abody we haven't found yet, but
they don't exactly goto gresat lengthsto hide 'em.”
"What arethey doin’ with the hearts?'

Mosely shook hishead. "I dunno. Wear 'em
around their necks, sell ‘em to a black-market
organ house, eat 'em?| wish | knew."

"They're not exactly surgically removed,
aethey?'

"No. | was kidding about the organ house.
Coroner saysthey practicdly rip 'em out. Not
much good after that, | expect.”

"Isthat what kills'em?’

"Yeah, I'd say having your heart ripped out is
pretty fatd."

Gabrid rolled hiseyes. "I mean they're con-
scious at that point?'

Mosdy sghed. ™Y egh. Gross, huh."

Gabrid looked thoughtful. He tapped one
finger on the chair absently.

"What about the VVoodoo parapherndia? Any
dataon that?'

Mosdly looked skeptical. "Like what?"

"Like?" Gabriel said impatiently. "Likeisthere
any meanin' to that pattern? Canyou link itto a
specific group?'

"Word isthat the Voodoo isfake," Mosdly said.
Helooked down &t his hands.

"That's what you've been telling the papers...."
"Y eah, well, that's the lineingde the depart-
ment, too."

Gabriel gared at hisfriend, trying to figure out
if hewasfor red. "It didn't ook so fake to me, pal.
| wasthere, remember?'

Mosdly glared a him. "So? What, you're an
expert now? These guys cut up some chickensand
throw around alot of flour, doesthat mean we
haveto buy it?| can do that, too, just come by
sometime and I'll make you dinner.”



"Hour?'

"That'sright. That'swhat the powder is, flour."
"Well, don't real Voodoo groupsuseflour?’ In
truth, Gabriel hadn't researched enough to know
if they did or not. Timeto get to that museum.
"Maybe. But it's not exactly a precious com-
modity, you know. It's not fucking plutonium.”
"Okay. | till don't see why the Voodoo isfake."
Mosely leaned forward. He spoke serioudly.
"Look. I've talked to some VV oodoo experts. It's all
spellsand grisgrisand love potions, yaknow?

V oodoo types don't go around ripping people's
hearts out. They just don't, okay? They might
curseyou or something, and if you believein that
crap, you just might get sick, evendie. But rip
peopl€'s hearts out? No way."

"Sowhat Zsgoin' on?'

"Just between you and me until thiscaseis
closed?’ Mosdly asked dubioudly.

"l hear ya."

"Y ou read the papers. Thevictims havedl

been from out of town, right? Wdll, weretalking
way out of town. Chicago. And these guysain't
'businessmen.’ Y ou get my drift?"

Gabrid looked at Mosdly keenly. "Areyou
teling meitsMéfia?'

Mosdly shrugged. "Maybeit is, maybeitisnt.
I'm just saying, it ain't VVoodoo.”

"But why the thestrics?'

Mosely looked disgruntled. "Misdirection? A
scare tactic? Maybe these guysjust decided to get
cregtive. Beatsthe hdll out of me. But the way they
pull these off ... they're not amateurs. 1'd stake
my badgeonit.”

Gabrid sat back and studied the balding detec-
tive. There was something odd about Mosdly's
manner, something hedidn't like onelittle bit. He
was spouting aparty line, dl right, but how much
of it he actudly believed, Gabriel couldn't guess.
"Suspects?' he asked quietly.

"Not yet," Mosdy muttered, asif embarrassed.
"No physica evidence after seven murders?’
Mosely sighed and began picking at histeeth.
"We know it'sagroup. Probably seven or eight
people. Weve taken some bare footprints, but no
fingerprints. Blood and fibers haven't come up
with anything useful. Chicken blood, even agoat
once. Nothing human except for the victim'sown.”
"Footprints? Aren't those as good as finger-
prints?'

Mosdly snorted. "Firgt of dl, wedon't have a



data base of footprints, yaknow? When you're
arrested, they don't stamp your feet. Sure, we get
asuspect in, we check hisfeet, we find amatch,
we've got something to go to court with. Other
than that, we can't exactly go around asking
random people off the Street to stick their feet in
ink for us™

Gabrid played with his hair absently. "Wit-
nesses?’

"Y ou would think so, wouldn't you?' Mosdy
sad, annoyed. "Lake Pontchartrain, fidldsright
outside of town ... We oughta have afucking
brigade of witnesses. Nobody hears. Nobody sees.
I'm telling you, Knight, it's damned weird!"

"Do you think people are scared to talk?"

"No! I think most people are too dumb to be
scared. | think it's exactly what | said. Nobody
hears. Nobody sees.”

"And you'etelling me these guys don't have

any red magic?'

Mosdy looked uncomfortable, but he didn't

say anything.

Gabriel dghed. "Wdll, thanks for theinput,
anywey."

Mosdly grunted. "L ook, | know you're hot on
this Voodoo angle, and, believe me, | agree that
itsagreat selling point for atrue crime book. But
it'll bejust as good ahook if the Voodoo's fake.
Hell, most of those satanic casesthey get up north
turn out to be nothing but a couple of teenagers
who like to play records backward. Well find a
solution, and it will beworthy of print, my
friend. | cantell you right now, it'll beweird,
whatever itis"

Gabriel nodded. He drummed hisfingers some
more. "Y ou never did tell me about that pattern
around the body."

Mosdly shook hisheed. "If it isapattern. |

doubt it."

"The other six bodies had those marks around
them?'

"Y eah, but smeared, just like the one you saw."
"Do you have a photographic record of them
onfile?'

"Yegh..." Mosdly said reluctantly.

"Can | seethem?'

Mosely shrugged asif to say that Gabrid was
welcometo waste histimeif he redly wanted to.
He picked up the phone and punched a couple of
numbers.

"Franks? I'm sending somebody out to you for a



file. Just let him look at it, okay? It doesn't leave the
dation."

Officer Franks walked over to along bank of
filing cabinets that were conspicuoudy locked.
Gabriel watched her bend over for her keys, but
couldnt raise hisnormdl leve of gratification
about it. It didn't take her long to locate thefile.
She brought it back and handed it to him.

"You canlook at it al you want here, but you
cant..."

"l know. It doesn't leave the station.”

She merdly gave him areinforcing sare and

went back to her compuiter.

Thefile contained six photographs of the areas
where the VVoodoo Killings victims had been
found. The bodies had been removed to alow for
aclearer shot, and the white powder was defi-
nitey there, but it was mostly mixed with the sur-
rounding earth. Smeared, like Mosdy said. Still,
like & the Lake Pontchartrain Site, there were bits
and pieces of the powder outlines that seemed
relatively intact. Gabrid thought about pulling

out his notebook and trying to sketch the images,
but he knew neither hisartigtic skillsnor the
details of the photographs was up to the task.

Not standing in the middle of apolice gation,
anyway. He needed that file.

He glanced at Franks and saw that she was
working diligently. He began to casudly stroll a
little, pretending to be studying thefile. He came
within afoot of the nearest photocopy machine
when her voice hdted himin histracks.

"No photocopies, please!™

He stopped and turned back to her. He smiled
charmingly.

"No big dedl. | haven't got much time at the
moment, though, and Detective M osdly wanted
meto give him my opinion of these?' He used his
mogt ingratiating Southern lilt.

Sheld heard it amillion times. "No photocopies
of policefiles. Ever."

Gabriel sghed and checked arude comment

that was about to leave hislips. It was then that he
saw the cameraon her desk. A police photogra-
pher? He glanced at the one-way mirror to
Mosdly's office and tried to remember the view of
her desk from that room. No, from the office you
couldn't seethefar end of her desk. Hejust might
get away withit.

He smiled more genuindy thistime and placed
thefilecarefully in her "In" box.



"Thanksanyway," he said. He gave her awink,
and the look shereturned said Y ou've got to be kid-
ding. Gabriel walked back toward the office and,
when he glanced at her in the one-way mirror,
was gratified to see that she wasn't exactly
rushing to put the file away. Perfect.

Five minutes|ater, Gabriel had convinced
Mosely that they redlly ought to take a " cop/
author" photograph for the book. Mosely wasa
bit hestant, but Gabrid convinced him by telling
him it would replace the author photo on the
jacket (like that would ever happen) and by
reminding him that when they'd attended L.S.U.
they'd always had the best luck with women
when they traveled asa pair. Of course, Gabriel
knew thiswas because he attracted women and
Mosely was lucky enough to get the leftovers, but
fortunately Mosdly never had figured that out.
Mosdly called in Franks and her camera.

They took acouple of shots. Trueto hisusud
form, Mosely managed to insult Franks enough in
the process. ("Swestie," "Hon," and "Darlin™
being Mosdly's favorite and entirdly well-meant
prerogatives) to get her silently furiousand
focused on getting the experience over with.
Gabriel made hismove.

"Canwe..." hesad hestantly.

"What, Knight?"

"Wall, if youll just wait asecond ..."

"WHAT, for Christ's sake?'

Gabriel looked embarrassed. "1'd like to check
my hair. It just take a second.”

Mosely sighed. "Knight, | swear to God you're
vainer than aroogter in ahenhouse! Wdll, go on!
Hurry up!”

Gabrid dipped aglance at Franks as he strolled
out but she looked nothing except incredibly
exasperated.

He dodged out to Franks's desk, picked up the
file, and quickly photocopied the six prints. He
grabbed the copies and returned the file to the desk.
"For Chrigt's sake, Knight, hurry up!" Mosely's
voice came through the partialy open office door.
Gabrid checked hishair in the one-way mirror
again and went back in for his photo opportunity.
Officer Franks didn't even have to ask him to say
"cheesg" thistime.

Gabriel managed to locate the Historical
Museum of V oodoo without much trouble. The
front was marked with ahand-painted sign. It
was white with black |ettering and festured a



skull and abadly rendered face of an African-
American woman wearing akerchief.

Gabrid stepped insde and was overwhelmed

by incense. He didn't recognize it from hisblack-
light days—probably something homemade. It
was cloyingly sweet, more musky than flord, and
it wasvagudly ... rotten in itsunderpinnings. It
fell on hisskin, penetrated his nogtrils, and coated
histhroat like a ticky web.

The sght of the room wasn't any moreinviting.
The day was sill overcast outsde, and the only
naturd light came from onetall old window with
filthy glassthat was mounted in the exterior wall.
The room was not large, but the corners farthest
from the window neverthelessfaded away into
shadow. Here and there, burning candles added
their own luminescence, accenting the objects
nearby.

The room was packed with curious displays

and, not being able to see them well from the
doorway, Gabriel made an observatory circuit of
the room, hands behind his back, his steps dow
and slent.

A vertical pole marked the center of the room. It
reached from floor to ceiling and was covered
with brightly painted and grotesque carved fig-
ures. The pole gave the impression that the room
was not aroom at al but some dark circustent. At
the base of the pole was a twisted mass of pol-
ished wood that bore a placard—"The Wishing
Stump of Marie Laveau." Coinsfilled the bottom
of the gnarled specimen.

Ontheleft side of the room was along table
draped in black cloth. Both its surface and the
wall aboveit were inundated with smdl, garish
objects and their accompanying handwritten plac-
ards. Thewhole messlooked like agarage sde
from hell. There were anumber of smdl idols,
wooden and hand-painted. One of the figureson
the table was horned, but it looked more like an
African entity than a Chrigtian devil. Therewas
aworn, sained kerchief that proclaimed itsdlf

as having belonged to Marie Laveau, abraided
leather whip coiled and greased, and aVoodoo
doll made from black materia and wearing scraps
of what had once been bright calicos. Gabrid's
eyes grazed across aknife that was held blade
down onthewall by acluster of nails. He looked
back at it anxioudy, searched for aplacard but
saw none. The blade of the knife was wavy. His
eyebrows creased. Why did it look familiar?



Something Mosdly had told him? He couldn't
recal. He stood there amoment longer, then
reluctantly continued his exploration.

He was passing by a counter in the far back of
the room, where a donations bowl and pamphlets
on the museum were arranged, when he detected
amovement out of the corner of hiseye. Startled,
he took a step back and peered into the shadows.
"How do you do," adeep bassvoicerolled

forth in atropically accented tone, "l am the pro-
prietor, Dr. John. | am at your disposa should
you have any questions.”

Gabrid fdt aflush of embarrassment. Hed
thought he was alone in the room. His eyestried
to focus on the figure in the shadows, but every
time he thought he had it, he redlized he had not
found the edges of it yet. The man was enormous.
He sat on astool that was not particularly high,
yet hiseyeswereleve with Gabrid's own, and
the breath and length of him stretched out impos-
sbly onevery sde.

The man's gaze was intelligent and steady

and pleasant enough, yet veiled in some way—
perhaps, Gabriel thought, because the stranger in
his museum was white, but it was difficult to tell.
"l didn't seeyou," Gabriel gpologized. "My
nameisKnight. Mind if | look around?'

"Our purposeisthefree distribution of knowl-
edge, Mr. Knight," the man said, and he smiled
serendly.

Now that his eyes had found the figure of the
man, Gabrid found it difficult to look away. The
man's head was smoothly shaven. Hisskinwasa
uniform, flawless expanse the color of milk choco-
late. A small gold hoop adorned one ear and his
costume was vaguely East Indian. He wore along-
deeved tunic condructed entirdy of whitelinen.
The tunic buttoned asymmetricdly, likeasallor's
pea coat, and had amandarin collar. Massive
thighs, sheathed in white linen pants, emerged
from beneath the tunic and disappeared behind the
counter. Gabriel couldn't see the man'sfeset, but an
image of sandals presented itself to hismind.
Gabrie smiled. "I'm doing some research. |

might take you up on your offer.”

"Asyou wish." The man nodded passvely.
Gabrid continued around the room. In the

back across from the counter was a set of Afri-
can drums. They looked well maintained and
authentic. He continued past a skull and ahuge,
blue-painted African mask. More candleslit the



mask from underneath and flickered on the over-
Szed, grimacing features.

He had amost made it back to the door. Just
insde the doorway on this side was atable that
bore asmal coffin, painted black. A crosswas
carved in and through the thin wooden lid. There
was something both cute and grim about the size
of the coffin. It struck one as either aplay replica
or acoffin for infants. Helifted thelid cautioudy.
"What'sthisfor?' he asked.

"Itisaritud coffin," Dr. John replied. His deep
voice seemed as penetrating and close from this
sde of the room asit had when he was afoot
away. "It was used ceremonidly.”

"Soit'snot actudly used for burid?' Gabrid
asked. Helet the lid back down. It creaked.
"Itisceremonid, as| havesad."

Abovethe coffin was alight switch. Gabriel
flicked it up absently. He thought it might light

one of the displays.

A loud thumping noise vibrated the room.

Gabrid located it. It was coming from afaninthe
upper part of the single window. The fan was of
the old-fashioned blade variety and it was clearly
not in good repair. It thumped—whack, whack,
whack—Iloudly.

"Turn that off!" Dr. John snapped. Histonewas
neither cool nor pleasant.

But there was another thumping benesth that of
the fan. Gabridl looked back toward Dr. John and
saw something he hadn't seen before. Attached to
thewall above Dr. John'shead, in that back
corner, was alarge Plexiglas case. Insdethe case
was a huge snake and it was currently besting its
head relentlessly againgt the top of the cage.
Gabrid flicked the switch off and the fan
dowed—whack, whack—then stopped. The snake's
kamikaze run stopped, too.

"Sorry," Gabriel said, fedingidiotic.

Dr. John took a deep breath and collected himsaif.
"Itisnot your fault. | have asked my assstant

to tape that switch down for weeks. It isthe snake,
you see, she gets. . . excited by the vibration. The
fan needsto be replaced.”

Gabriel walked over to look at the snake more
closdly. It was difficult to make out in the dark-
ness of the corner. Perhaps she was the reason why
the corner was dark. Gabrid didn't know much
about snakes.

"What kindisit?" he asked.
"Sheisaboacongrictor.”



"Doyou. .. useitinyour practice?"

Dr. John smiled thinly. "Thetourigslike her,"
hesad.

"Can | seeher?| mean, close-up?'

"I am afraid she doesn't care to be handled by
strangers. She can be ... chalenging when she
gets upst.”

"l see. Well, we wouldn't want that, would we?"
Dr. John only gazed a him. No, you would not.
"Can you tdl me about VVoodoo?' Gabrid

asked, changing the subject.

Dr. John smiled indulgently. "That isabroad
question, Mr. Knight. Areyou interested in the
history or the modern practice?"

"Hdl, might aswel| sart at the beginning,”
Gabriel joked. "How about a Reader's Digest ver-
son of the higtory?"

"I will do my best," Dr. John said, without the
least flicker of humor. "I mugt first tell you that
my expertiseisin the Voodoo of New Orleans.
There are many forms of V oodoo around the
world, in Haiti, for example, and Brazil. All of
theseformsoriginated in Africaand it is il
widedly practiced there. | would not attempt to
enlighten you on theseforms.”

"I'll takewhat | can get," Gabrid sad, trying
aganwiththeamile

Dr. John only looked at him blankly and went
on. "V oodoo combines various African tribal
beliefswith Anglo religions such as Catholicism.
In other words, it isardigion born of the African
davetrade”

"Wdl," Gabrid sad lamely. "Huh." Dr. John
ignored him.

"African daveswere not only imported into the
United States, but also into other countries, in par-
ticular to the West Indies where the French and
Spanish ran plantation idands.”

The man was quoting blandly now, asthough
reading amenta cue card.

"Prior to 1803, New Orleans was owned by
France. The French Creole had many African
daves, but they did not permit their davesto
gather, giving no chance for Voodoo to breed here
natively. The Creole also knew enough about the
‘corrupted pagan practices of the West Indies
davesto ban dave importing from that region.”
Gabrid nodded politely.

"After the Louisana Purchase, American legida
torsrelaxed regulations, dlowing davesto gather.
They dso removed the ban on West Indies daves.



That coincided nicdy with the Haitian dave revolt
and West Indies daves began pouring into New
Orleans. Some of them were free people of color—
freed or escaped daves. Some were daves ill,
brought by white men fleeing therevolt.”

"And they started VVoodoo in New Orleans?'
"Naturdly, they brought their bliefswith

them. The native daves were more than enthus -
agtic about adopting their new brothers religion.

It gave them power. They met in Bayou St. John
and on the banks of Lake Pontchartrain.”
"Interegtin’,” Gabriel said thoughtfully. "Are

those till active Sitesfor VVoodoo?!

Dr. John looked at him camly. "No," he said
smply.

"The early Voodoos were heavily into snake
worship. They worshiped onethey caled the
Great Zombi, asnake god. By 1817 the VVoodoo
activitieswere beginning to cause fear anong the
white dave owners. An ordinance was passed

that forbade dave gatherings except in desgnated
public areas a designated times.”

Gabrid recdled theloca stes. "Congo Square,
right?’

Dr. John was not impressed. "Y es. Congo

Square on Sunday afternoons. The davesand free
people of color gathered to dance smulations of
their Voodoo dancesright in front of Creole
society. Asyou may imagine, the Creoles were
offended by the sexudity of the dancing, and they
turned up in drovesfor the privilege of being
scanddized. Thiswas entertaining enough for the
early Voodoos, but many of them also managed to
meet in private for thered thing."

"What was 'the redl thing'?' Gabriel asked.

Dr. John, again, refused to change his course,
"Therewere avariety of Voodoo Kings and
Queensin those days, but eventudly asingle
power emerged. That was aVoodoo Queen named
Marie Laveau. Sheruled VVoodoo in New Orleans
for many years."

"I've heard about her," Gabriel said. It was dif-
ficult to live in the French Quarter and not hear
about her. "But | don't know much except that she
was a'V oodoo Queen from the old days.”

"The Voodoo Queen. Therewere actualy two
Marie Laveaus—mother and daughter. Mos*
people thought they were the same woman. Her
‘continued youth' added to the mystique. The
origind—the mother—was dso known asthe
Widow Paris. It was she who started the empire.”



"Uh-huh."

"By 1830, Laveau was VVoodoo Queen of al
New Orleans. She began as a hairdresser for rich
Creole ladies. She dso paid household servantsto
spy for her. Between these two sources of gossip,
she knew everything about everyone. She was not
above using her information to appear psychic or
evento blackmail "

Gabriel nodded in acknowledgment. "What

was her practice like?'

" She kept a pet snake—danced withit, too.

She held traditiona V oodoo ceremonies out by
the lake. Shetook her worship serioudy, but she
didn't mind selling tickets to curiogty seekers
ether. Today that's caled ‘entrepreneuria

genius." Unless you happen to be a poor black.
Thenit'sdill cdled fraudulence. "

"You're preachin' to the choir. | admire anyone
that can actudly makealivin," Gabridl said dryly.
"It was Marie Laveau who defined the VVoodoo
that istruly and uniquely the VVoodoo of New
Orleans. Sheinvented hundreds of spdlls, charms,
and potions—what we cal grisgris. They formthe
basis of the modern practice.”

"Fascinatin'. Marie Laveau Hill hasfollowers,
doesn't she?'

"Of course. The Laveautombisin St. Louis
Cemetery #1. It isapopular shrinefor practitioners,
and tourists get a'thrill’ going there. | mysdlf take
tours through the cemetery on aregular basis."
Gabriel made amental note to check it out.
"What about modern VVoodoo?"' he asked.

"V oodoo hasreturned to its more serious reli-
giousform lately. It hasastrong following in New
Orleansthese days. Infact, it isgrowing quite
rapidly. There are severad templesin the city and
othersal acrossthe United States.”

"That's curious" Gabriel said, surprised. "It
seemsalittle ... well, outdated, doesn't it?
Voodoo dolls, dl of that."

Dr. John blinked a him blandly, but Gabrid
thought he could detect atinge of irritation
undernegath. "V oodoo dolls have nothing to do
with themodern religion,” he said smply.

"How would you describe the modern rdli-
gionthen?'

"The Voodoo religion has magic and mygery,

yet it containstraditiona Catholic themes. For
African-Americans, itisareligion of their own
heritage. Whites are attracted to it becauseit is
exotic. Itisnot at al surprisng thet it isfindly



coming into itsown.”

"| suppose,” Gabriel agreed. "1 mean, Witchcraft
ismaking acomeback. Even Druids, or so | hear."
Dr. John only stared at Gabrid asif hewere
being incredibly stupid, but he didn't say aword.
"Well, you've been very informative. Thanks,"
Gabrid said. Dr. John nodded benignly.

Gabrid pulled out the crime scene photograph
and handed it to Dr. John. "One more thing. Do
you recognize anythin' about theritud inthis
photograph?”

Dr. John took the photo. He held it at arm's
length asthough to catchit inthelight. Hisfin-
gerstrembled.

"Thisistruly offendgvel Isthisfrom those so-
called Voodoo Murdersin the paper?”’

"Moreor less" Gabriel said smoothly.

Dr. John returned the photo with adisdain sm-
mering on anger.

"The police dready know that the killings have
nothing to do with VVoodoo. Why the newspapers
ingst on latching on to that name, | cannot
fathom. 'V oodoo Murders indeed!”

"Y ou didn't notice anythin' that would suggest
somethin' you've come acrossin your studies?
What about that pattern around the body?"
Gabriel moved to hand the photograph back for a
second gppraisal.

Dr. John'slip curled. "Don't be absurd, Mr.
Knight. I know you are naive about V oodoo, and
for that | will excuse your insults. | do not need to
look at your pornography further. That is not
Voodoo!"

Gabriel gave up and put the photograph away.
No point in burning his bridges.

"I'm sureyou'reright. | wasonly curiousto

hear the opinion of an expert. | apologizeif |
insulted you or your religion.”

Dr. John camed visbly. He stopped glaring at
Gabrid and looked pointedly away asif to recom-
pose his blandness.

"Educationiswhat | am herefor. If you have
learned something, | am satisfied," hesaid calmly.
Gabriel supposed he'd done better jobs at net-
working in the past. He sighed heavily and
headed for the street.

S. Louis Cemetery #1 wasn't far from the
Voodoo museum. Gabriel headed over thereto
take a peek at Laveau'stomb. The cemeteries had
aways been big tourist attractionsfor New
Orleans, being of an eerily romantic and highly



unusua configuration for the United States. But

in the past ten years or s, muggings and worse
had become as frequent as funerasin that mossy
relm. Thetourists now visited thetombsin
clumps, safein the hands of officia guides The
locals till took their chances, but earlier inthe

day was certainly better than late.

Gabrid |eft hisbike outside and wandered in
through the graves on foot. The cemetery wasa
miniature city. Marble tombs, some ancient, some
modern, some of plain cracked granite, some of
colored and polished marble, were aligned to form
avenues and boulevards, plazas and dead-end
aleys. New Orleans has a high weter table, making
in-ground entombment impossible. Even the poor
were placed aboveground in common public
tombs with drawersthat held bodiesfor only a
decade or so before the bones were shoveled to the
back and anew corpse took over thereal estate.
Even on acool, sunny day, theair had the sickly
swest taint of decay here, stcone walsbeing less of
afilter for stench than six feet of earth. In the dead
of summer, liketoday, the warm air buffeting one's
nogtrils had anearly visble ripeness.

Gabrie found Laveau'stomb, aided by small

metad sgnsthat discreetly pointed the visitor

down this street and that. She obvioudy was one
of their more famous resdents.

The tomb was old and small. There was nothing
fancy about it, but neither wasit one of the public
tombs. Thelittle building was of granite and stood
about five feet tall and three feet wide. At the door
of thetomb were avariety of offerings. dried
flowers and herbs, severd plates of peasandrice,
small jars and bottles with tops of paraffin and
foil, containing dark secrets Gabriel couldn't begin
to guess at. There was even acheap plastic rosary.
Thetomb walls were covered with graffiti. Not
painted on, but drawn with some red-colored
material. Gabriel touched adrawing of arosewith
hisfinger and some of the materia came off. It
was dry and dusty, like chalk. He looked around
and saw broken bits of old brick littering the
ground, apparently left hereto serve the faithful
who wished to write prayers.

He circled the tomb dowly, examining the
drawings. There were smple phraseslike "Marie
Laveau grant my wish!" "Marie Laveau Lives"
even thingslike"In the name of Laveau | curse
Herbert Dunn!"

On the back of the tomb he found an area near



the bottom that was cleared of most of the graffiti.
In alarge blank space appeared anumber of odd-
looking symbols. Thewall looked likethis:
Curious, Gabriel decided to copy down the
marks. He took out his notepad and carefully
reproduced what he saw. It looked like code. Per-
hapsit meant something mundane, but if it wasa
genuine VVoodoo code, it would be anest trick for
the book.

He decided to wander for abit before heading
back to his bike. Hed always had a fascination for
placeslikethis. Anything occult, anything

spooky, anything bizarre, had drawn him since he
was akid reading Witching Hour comics. At lesst
his prurient interest camein handy asanovelis.
Whether or not it would ever make him redl
money was another matter.

He had rounded a bend past a section of Civil
War-eratombs, reading names and epitaphslike an
erstwhile archaeol ogist, when aflash of gold caught
his attention. At the end of the avenue, and consti-
tuting the dead end of the Street, was an unusudly
large plot. It boasted agrassy lawn and, placed in
the center of the grass, ahuge marble tomb. The
tomb was twelve feet high at least, and perhaps
seven feet wide. It had a Grecian design. Double
columns on either side of the front supported a
frieze overhang. Beyond thissmdll porchwasa
massive set of marble doorsthat met in a center
seam. The frieze a the top of thetomb boreasingle
word, deeply carved in the marble, and embossed
with the gold that had attracted hiseye. Theword
was"Gedde."

Gabrie whistled under his breath. The Geddes
didn't skimp on degth either, apparently. The
tomb's position was clearly among the more
ancient inthe city, yet the place wasimmeaculately
kept. Grace was right. Hewas out of hisleague.
For some reason, the tomb impressed that upon
him far more than the mansion in the Garden Dis-
trict had.

His sghtseeing mood faded away. He headed
back to hisbike.

He hoped to have better luck at the Voodoo

shop on Dauphine than held had at the V oo-

doo museum. The shop wasin arough neighbor-
hood (not that the entire Quarter wasn't rough)
and the harsh brick facade was made more
menacing by thick barsthat blockaded the win-
dows and doors when locked. A smdl lighted
sgn hung inthewindow "Dixidland Druggore.”



There was no sign of Voodoo anywhere. He
hoped Grace hadn't been offtrack.

He needn't have worried. Insde, the store was
less apharmacy than aherb den and sideshow.
Metal racksformed crude aides, their shelves
jammed with home-brewed and home-bottled
remedies. Thelabelsread likeaprop list for a
Hammer film: "Lover Come Back QOil," "Man
Fixin' Lotion," "Wander-No-Mo Powder,” "Baby
Luck Qil," "Lawyer inaBottle" "Lady Luck
Additive." Along the back wall were plywood
buckets stuffed with dried roots and herbs:
"Flower of Passon," "St. John the Conqueror,
Big," "St. John the Conqueror, Small,” "Man-
drake." Gabrid wasn't exactly abotanist, but he
was preity sure the naming convention was alan-
guage unto its own and had nothing to do with
the Latin system or the common vernacular. There
wereeven thingsin jarsaong thefar wall, things
that had once been living, he was sure, but he
didn't careto identify them.

A suffed dummy in afaded old robe stood
sentinel near the door. It wore the head of a
crocodile. He examined the head with interest.
The scales on the crocodile's skin were dried up,
shriveled. Even s0, they were obvioudy not the
sametype asthe scale from the lake. And yet,
something about the head reminded him of the
crime scene. Why? Was he smply connecting lake
and crocodilein his head?

Therewasasmadl white tag hanging from the
head. Helooked at it. It said "Mask—$100.00."
Way out of hisleague.

Behind a glass service counter was a black man
whose eyes hadn't |eft Gabriel since he entered.
Hewas asmallish man, but wiry and tough. His
hair was cropped closeto his head in a style more
interested in the wesather than fashion, and his
dark face showed the scruff of afaint beard. He
stood with hisarmsfolded in a protective posture.
Behind him candles of various colors, so home-
made, and do-it-yoursalf Voodoo dolls and acces-
sorieswere displayed. Gabrid couldn't believe
thiskind of thing had been in New Orleanssince
before he was born, and he'd never been aware
of it—amurky subculture just under the surface
of hisown backyard.

"How yadoin?' he said warmly as he ap-
proached the counter.

"Uh-huh," the man replied noncommittally.
"NameisKnight," Gabriel said. Heheld out a



hand, but the man looked pointedly away. Still,
he wasn't completely rude. He answered.
"Waker. Willy Waker."

"Isthisyour place?" Gabriel asked, with-
drawing hishand.

"Mine, my daddy's, his daddy's before him,"
Walker said.

"Nice place. | have alittle shop in the Quarter
mysdf.” Hesad it Qwawta, asevery legiti-

meate native would. Usudly thiswas good for
some bonding, but the man looked extremely
disnterested.

"Do you s to the Voodoo worshipersin
town?" Gabrid asked.

The man shook his head and frowned. "No
Voodoo, m'sieur. Curiosities, 'swhat | sdl. 'Sail.”
Gabrid looked around, bewildered. "Are you
telling methis stuff isn't for VVoodoo?'

"Neither know nor care what folks do oncet
they bought it, me. | sdll curiogities, loca color.
Tourigsthink it interegtin’. 'Sall it is"

Two for zero. He was redlly getting the hang

of this.

"I'm not with the police or the press or any-
thin'," hetried, "I'm interested in the religion
mysdlf. It'sgot afascinatin’ history.”

Walker made adismissive gesture with his

head. "Don't know nothin' ‘bout that. Just old folk
remedies, 'sall."

Grest.

Gabrid looked around, hoping for inspiration.
On the counter asign read, "ltems sold as curios
only! We cannon guarantee resultsl”

Sounded alot like the owner. Next to it, though,
was another sign. It read, " St. John's Eve specidl!
Free lagniappe with every purchase. Choice of Pas-
son Root Oil or Lady Luck Gamblin' Oil. FREE!"
"What's St. John's Eve?' he asked.

The man frowned again. " 'Sloca holiday. Been
one since my daddy'stime and hisdaddy's ..."
"Before him, yeah, | get it. Never heard of it,
though.”

The man shrugged asif to say that Gabrid's
ignorance was none of his concern.

At thisrate, "pissed off" might be about as good
areection as hewas going to provoke from this
blank-faced man, so Gabrid decided to show him
the photograph. He pulled it out and handed it to
Mr. Walker.

"Do you recognize anything about..."

The man's eyes widened as he stared at it.



"Cabrit sans cor'," he whispered hoarsely. He
dropped the photo on the counter asthough
Gabrid had just handed him a scorpion.

"What?"

The man licked hislips, rubbed hishands
unconscioudy on hisdacks, and took adight
step back.

"Did you say something?' Gabrid indsted.
"Cabrit sans cord? Isthat French?!

The man had recovered himsdf, though he
clearly didn't want anything to do with that pic-
ture. He crossed hisarms again.

"l didn't say that," he said, gtill shaky.

"Youdid. | heard you say it, you sad ..."

"Y ou heard wrong, m'sieur. Now put that thing
away. | don't want nobody walkin' in here and
sedn'it”

Gabriel picked up the photograph and dipped

it back into a coat pocket. The photograph wasn't
pleasant, true, but nevertheless, it generated the
weirdest damn reactions.

Mr. Waker seemed about to say something fur-
ther, but thetin bell on the front door chimed and
both men looked that way.

"Yap, yap, yap.”

A smdl dog entered. It was cradled in the crook
of an arm that belonged to allittle old white lady, so
wizened and shriveled and pal e that she looked
like one of those apple dollsthey sold at bazaars.
She had to be under five feet, and she looked as
though a tiff wind would knock her flat. A faded
blue print dress hung from her tiny body and an
old-fashioned pillbox hat was perched on her gray
hair. She strode to the counter purposefully.
Gabrid decided the best tack would be to get out of
the way. He wandered over to the shelves again.
The conversation drifted to him over the racks.
"Bonjour, M'seur Walker."

"Bienvenu, Madame Cazaunoux. Comment $ava?'
"I'm fedin' awful, that's how! I'm certain
someone's buried a Sleep Not bag somewhere
near my steps. | haven't had adecent night'srest
inaweek!"

"So sorry to hear that! Y ou be needin’ some
Seep Tight candles, then?”

"If you think itl help. I'll try just about any-

thin'. | said three rosariesthismornin' for Our
Lady'smercy.”

"Rosaries are good luck, sure enough, but

them candlesare aright blessin', too. Ain't no
grisgris gonna keep your eyes open oncet you



burned them.”

"Blessyou, m'seur. Put them on my account
and send them right over. Oh, and another thing!
| didn't catch her at it, but | just know Mrs. Le
Fevre put ssomachache powder in my cake at the
last meeting of the Creole Grande Dames. I've
been in terrible torment!™

"You don't say! Y ou gottaturn that kindatrick!
Put nine pin headsin alittle box, add a pinch of
Graveyard Dugt, and put it under her front porch
gep. It be Mrs. Le Fevre with the bellyache
come next mornin’."

"Serve her right, too! Y ou send over those

things, now. | must protect mysdf—with the
Blessed Virgin's approva, of course.”

"Oui, madame. The Virgin won't be mindin' if
youreamin' for thewicked."

"That's exactly what my grandmother used to

say, m'seur! Merci beaucoup. Y ou know whereto
send my things™”

"Maisnon, madame. Aurevoir."

"Aurevoir, M'seur Waker."

The bell tinkled again. Gabrid pondered the
conversation for amoment, then moved back over
to the front counter.

"That customer of yours, thelittle old lady? She
sounded interestin'. Do you suppose...." Gabrid
began.

"What customer, m'seur?' Mr. Walker said
innocently. Hisarmswere folded again.

So much for that idea.

"Never mind. Thanks."

Mr. Walker inclined his head amost impercep-
tibly in response, clearly dismissing Gabriel and
the horse he rode in on, then he picked up arag
and gtarted to polish the counter where the photo-
graph had lain.

More than alittle discouraged, Gabridl decided
he needed some time to think. He headed for the
park. As he drove hismotorcyclein and around
the squalid traffic of the French Quarter, hismind
was tucking angpkin under its chin and Stting
down with agrunt to feed on itself. Some grest
investigator he was turning out to be! Hisacein
the hole, Mosdly, wasn't exactly pouring forth
those rich troves of secret VVoodoo knowledge that
Gabrid had hoped would be the dramatic angle
for hisnew book. No, the police weren't learning
anything, werethey? Taking mattersinto hisown
hands wasn't exactly paying off with the Big
Bonanzajackpot ether. Hell, no wonder the



police preferred the Mafiaangle. It wasafamiliar
animd, after dl, and compared to the VVoodoo
people held talked to so far, it had to berelaively
easy to get some gangdter flunky to sing an aria.

The visons of bored Ohio housewives sttling

down in their curlers and bunny dippersto

devour the True! Voodoo Rituas Reveded! horrors
of his"impeccably crafted expose" (New York
Timesreview) were beginning to fade.

Velled. That word kept whispering in hismind.
Velled. Like the dancesin Congo Square. You'll see
what we want you to see—just enough to make you
nervous, just enough to raise the hackles on your flesh,
just enough for you to understand that it isforeign
beyond your comprehending, that there is power beyond
your control, erotic, dark, frenetic power, just abrief
glimpse of the true face and no more. Not the real thing,
not for you. Y ou can dread it, you can want it, you can
turn away sickened, but you'll never seeit redly.
Why? Because we choose to KEEP YOU OUT.
Gabrid dammed his hand down on the chrome
handle of hisbikein disgust and frugtration.
"Goddamnit!"

He thought about going back to the "drug-

gtore’ and forcing the maddeningly blank-faced
owner to spit out the truth with his bare hands.

What did you say? What the fuck did you say about
that photograph, and what the fuck does it mean?

It was asatisfying thought, and he visudized it
lovingly, but in the end there were a couple of
problemswith it. Firgt, Gabrid hadn't gottenina
fight since the fifth grade and wouldn't know

what to do with afist even assuming he remem-
bered how to make one. Second, ol' Mr. Walker
looked like the type to have atwelve-gauge

shotgun under the counter for just such occasions.

A person who puts bars on his windows and doors
was the sort of person that would have something
under the front counter, and it wouldn't be candy

for thekiddies. Asfor Dr. John, well, the man

might look and act like an acolyte of Gandhi's, but
he wasjust way too motherfucking big.

Charm, 0. Bruteforce, 0. Gabriel had little enough
of those two attributes. He wasn't sure he had any
other talentslying around to employ.

He was circling Jackson Square now. He parked
the bike and headed in. Not being the introspec-
tive sort asarule, he Sghed and decided to give

up on thisbrooding stuff aready. It wasn't funto

be pissed off. It wasn't in his nature to enjoy it. He
was an Aquarian, and he much preferred flitting



to the next mood to hanging about in the one he
wasin. And, when he thought about it, what did it
redlly matter, anyway? So he didn't writea

V oodoo book. Neither his agent nor the public was
exactly holding their breath. The authors currently
dominating the bestseller charts wouldn't mind

his absence. So he stayed in hock up to hiswisdom
teeth, so0 he never made anamefor himsdf. Did it
meatter? Had he ever redlly expected to change his
luck? And he was thirty-three now. Wasn't he
about due for that ol' Grim Resper anyway?
Normaly, this sort of logic was very effective. It
had worked for him for many ayear in many a
gtuation. It dmost worked thistime. Hefelt his
anger being sapped into weariness. He waited for
the resignation. Hell, he courted it. Hewasinsde
the park now, and he glanced around longingly.
He could just givethisal up right now and spend
therest of the day lying on the grass. He sat down
in said same and waited.

But the resignation didn't come. Hisanger

faded, but hismind did not let go. It was aready
looking for another path. All right, not charm, not
brute force, then ... what? 1t still had its knotty
littlefist clenched tight around the idea of the
book and it wouldn't release it. He recognized this
with some surprise and forced himsdlf to turn
back to the concept of the book again, examining
it impersondly. Okay. It would be niceto finish
the project, sure. He was enthusiastic about the
subject matter and he thought the audience would
be, too, but . .. but ... no. Redization struck him
from nowhere. It wasn't even the book anymore,
wasit? It wasn't the book that had taken up resi-
dencein his cerebra cortex like arecdcitrant
demon refusing to be dispossessed. Thiswasn't
going to be smple, thiswasn't going to fdl into
hislap likearipefruit or even walk by nice and
close and leisurely so that he could just reach out
and pull it into hislap, he might actualy, God
forbid, haveto get off hisrear end and go out and
find it, and nevertheless he, Gabrid Knight, who
never worked hard at anything, was not going to
give up.

His mind flashed on theimage of Mdia Gedde
gtting in the back of that limousine, her eyes
turning languoroudy to his, of the body under

the tarp—white face dack, chest ripped open, of
the cloying smdll of theincensein the VVoodoo
museum, of Dr. John's eyes, white-rimmed
chocolate, gazing across at him and through him



asthough he didn't exig, of the white powder
tracingsthat tickled hisbrain, of the knifein the
museum, that curvy-bladed knife. . . avell, avell.
His anger surged back in an unexpected tide. No.
Maybe there had been too many dreams, too
many nights of helpless fear, too much bad luck,
too much poverty, too many meaningless

women, too much of watching lifego by him,
waiting to die. Not thistime. Not by along shot. Not
this buddy boy. No.

And it felt good. It redly felt good. His anger
turned into something powerful. Heturned it

over in hismind like awegpon, watching the

glint, feding theweight, and damniit! it felt
fucking greet.

His body was tensed on the grass, tensed and
pumped as if he were about to run a marathon.
Hismind hummed. Adrendine. IsMswhat it felt
like? Hell, no wonder Gracie was addicted to the
stuff. From out of nowhere, another thought crept
up and bit him.

And what if you succeed?What if you manageto rip
that veil ? Are you prepared for what's underneath?
Areyouredly?'

But hefdt good. He didn't want to loseit. He
pushed a the thought quickly and it went away.
The adrendine was only dightly dampened. He
grinned, lying thereonthe grass, and reveled init.
Hewas 4till grinning when he heard a muttered
curse from nearby. A voice said, "Hey! Grab that,
would ya?'

Helooked up, blinking in the diffused light

from the sky above him, and something white and
flat passed directly in front of hiseyesand then
struck him.

Heflinched indinctively, thenfdt idiotic. It was
only paper—alarge square of paper with a
building drawn on it. It had landed on his chest
and he reached down to pick it up, but another
small gust of wind got therefirst, snatched it
away, and whisked it off. It went, skipping end
over end, across the green lawn. Gabriel scrambled
to hisfeet.

"Damn!" ayoung man said. Hewasin hisearly
twenties, brown-haired, lean, and wearing cutoff
jeansand a T-shirt that bore a Frank LIoyd
Wright house on it. Over his shoulder, Gabriel
could see an easdl with anow-empty clipand an
array of drawing tools next to it on acollgpsible
table. He hadn't even noticed the artist when he
sat down. So much for his powers of observation.



The man Sarted after the paper.

"Sorry," Gabriel said as the youth passed by.
"Thanksfor trying," the man said absently,

never pausing in his chase.

The paper, and the young man, disappeared
around Jackson's statue, and Gabrid followed
them absently. He'd been thinking about getting
up Soon anyway.

When he reached the other side, he saw the
young man bent over and straining to reach his
arm in through the narrow bars that surrounded
the statue. The paper, Gabrid saw, was stuck flat
up against the base of the statue some foot beyond
the man's reach. It appeared to be quite happy
there.

"l don't believe thisl" the man said, exasper-
ated. He stood up.

Gabrid turned his head to one side so he could
look at the drawing, which had landed faceup but
at aright angle. It was avery precise drawing of
St Louis Cathedrd.

"Bummer,” Gabrid said. "Nice drawing."

"It was," the man said, and sighed. "Canyou
believe this? I'm supposed to turn that in
tomorrow as part of my summer find. I've been
working onit for aweek!"

Gabriel made one of hisfamous legps of intu-
ition. "Architectural sudent?'

The man rolled his eyes. "Was. Probably be
washing dishesfor lifenow." He kicked histoe
bitterly at the fence, then quickly regretted that
particular form of expression, hisface grimacing
inpan.

They examined the fence around the statue
together. It was black-painted wrought iron with
bars narrow enough to keep out dl but the
pigeons and gophers. It stood over six feet, and
the top of it was outfitted with crudl-looking
spikes. Both men's eyes|ooked at the spikes
smultaneoudy and Smultaneoudy they both
squeezed their legs shut with apained look.
"It'sgone," the man said with aresigned sigh.
"Can't you do another one?"

"By tomorrow? Fat chance. And herel thought |
was ahead of schedule. Damn it! Why me?"
Gabrid could relate. HEd probably been sitting
too close to the man and some of hisluck had
rubbed off.

Having nothing better to do, Gabrie followed
the dumped, defeated figure back to hiseasd. He
picked up acompass from the table absently.



"Y ou've got quite asetup here, uh ..." he said,
hoping to cheer the guy up.

"Max. Yup. | candraw just about anything that
has lines and angles with these babies. Won't help
me do Monet, though.”

Gabrid put the compass down. "L et me see
what | cando," he said sympathetically.

The man looked at him warily. "Y ou don't want
to dimb thet fence.”

"No," Gabrid agreed, "I don't want to climb

that fence, but let me seewhat | can do.”

" 'Predateit,” the man said bitterly, "but al the
same, | think I'll start another. They might be
having asale on miraclesthisweek."

The man picked up alarge pad of drawing

paper from under the table and ripped off a sheet
wearily. Gabrid left himtoit.

He walked around the park dowly, thinking.
Why should he bother? Wasn't he dl loaded up
with adrendine and raring to go kick some
Voodoo butt? But the man'sinstruments.. . He
thought he just might save sometimeif he

spent some now. If not your charm or brute strength,
then what?

On the southwest corner of the park, Gabriel
saw afamiliar figure. It was George, the Lucky
Dog guy. George was one of the vendors Gabriel
had an "in" with, and hed used it often enough

to get a bite to eat. George was currently occu-
pied doing, God love 'em, what George did be<t,
and good thing for Gabrid's somach that he did.
Hewas sitting on his Lucky Dog Cart under the
brightly painted umbrella, reading a book.

Joe's band was nearby, trumpeting out a heavy
"St. Jamess Infirmary,” and next to them was one
of thelocd street kidsdoing hisact. Thekid's
wooden board was laid flat on the [awn, and his
feet were tap taping to the music, his donations
cup—empty—perched in the grass nearby. The
boy was torn between dancing for the pedestrians,
none of whom paid the dightest heed, and
camping it up for George, who was equadly unin-
terested. The boy wasrail-thin; probably twelve,
but looked eight. He looked hungry iswhat he
looked. Unfortunately, the kid wasn't going to
impress George. George cared about one thing.
Gabriel could manipulateit, and did. The boy
didn't stand a chance.

Gabrid tried to recdl the last time he himsdif

had eaten and couldn't. Not yesterday. Not yet
today. Grace was dways ydling a him about



that, said he was eating up his muscle tone. She
was probably right, but then his muscle tonewas
for shit anyway.

Theboy, sensing Gabrid's appraisd, did a
sudden backflip followed by splits, and grinned a
Gabrid ruthlesdy. Aren't | grest?

Flexiblelittle bugger. And that gave Gabrid the
first good ideahe'd had dl day.

George looked doubtful at Gabridl's proposal.

"I don't know . .. Y ou need to get some new
materia, man. Last timel wasin there, | didn't
see anything | wanted.”

"Oh, we had anew shipment thisweek. From

an estate sale. Old paperbacks, mostly. Some
Chandler | believe," Gabrid lied smoothly.
George's eyes glistened with greed. "Cool! I'll

try to get over there after work!"

Gabriel pulled out a notepad and wrote "Good
for $10.00 free merchandise. St. George's Books." He
Sgnedit.

Five minutes |ater, the taste of mustard was dll
that was | eft of one hot dog and the boy, who had
been the happy recipient of dog #2, was following
Gabriel meekly back to the statue. Without an
inch to spare, the kid dipped in through the bars
and grabbed the paper. He handed it to Gabrid
with an offended look. Gee, that was easy. Thought
you wanted something hard.

Gabrie took the paper firmly in both hands and
smiled.

"My drawing!" Max looked every hit as grateful
as Gabriel had hoped.

"Isitdl right?"

Max looked at it carefully. "All right?It'sthe

best damn thing I've seen in aout amillion
years." Max opened his drawing pad and stuck
the sketch of the cathedrd in carefully. He placed
the pad on the ground, then placed some of his
heavier tools on top of that.

"Thanks. Redlly. Y ou saved my butt, big time."
Max reached out his hand. "I don't think | caught
your name."

"Knight. Gabridl Knight." They shook hands.
"Well, thanks, Gabriel. | guess| oweyou one.”
Gabrie cleared histhroat. "Actudly, | was
hoping you'd give me your opinion on something.
If you have aminute, thet is.”

Max raised an eyebrow. "Sure. What isit?'
Gabrid pulled out the photo envelope Mosely
had left for him and withdrew the photocopies of
the six crime scene areas and the drawing hed



done from Lake Pontchartrain. Max looked at
each carefully. His brow creased.

"What isit?"

Good quedtion. "It's.... uh ... from ... uh ...

Haiti. I'm doing some research for abook I'm
working on? And afriend of mine sent me these
marks? Apparently, they find these dl thetime
there. Uh, my friend thinksit's a pattern of some
sort. Y ou see here, whereit's not been smeared,
here and here?' He pointed out the clear areason
acouple of the photocopieswith hisfingers. "And
this sketch was the latest one. He ... uh ... didn't
have hiscamera”

"Yeah?' Max sad curioudy. "Haiti, huh?
Interegting.”

"Yeah. Itisinterestin'. He thinks that these were
all the same pattern, but it's kinda tough to recon-
sruct, you know?" Gabrid shrugged. " Seemsto
me there's enough of those clear areas, someone
should be able to reproduce the whol e pattern.”
Max studied the photographs carefully. He
fished among histools and picked up ahandle-
lesslens. He moved it over the photocopies and
Gabriel could seeit wasameagnifier. Hell of alot
more modern than his Sam Spade edition, too.

"You might beright/’ Max said findly. "It looks
symmetrical. It might be just amatter of assem-
bling acomplete wedge, then multiplying that
around thewhole circle.” He looked some more.
"There might be afew changes, a the edgesit
lookslike." Helooked up findly.

"I'd have to spend some time with this before |
could tdl you for sure. Whether you could recon-
druct it accuratdly, | mean.”

"Isthere any way you could .. . ?| don't want

to take up alot of your time, but..."

"Y ou want meto reconstruct it?' Max said,
surprised.

Gabrid gave Max hismost shegpish amile. "I'd
be happy to give you credit in the bibliography. If
you can recondtruct it, that is"

Max looked doubtful. "Well ... I'll tell you

what," hesaid. "l have tonight free snce you got
my drawing back. I'll spend the evening oniit, and
we can see how it goes. I'm busy tomorrow then,
and next week..."

"That'sfine. Tonight would be greet. Redlly.
Thanks so much.”

Max dipped the pagesinto his pad and started
to pack up.



"No big deal. What's the pattern about,

anyway?' he asked.

Gabrid'sgrin froze. "Honestly? I'm not sure. |
guesswell find out, won't we?"

Max seemed willing to let it stand at that.

Gabriel headed out of the park quite pleased

with himself. Hed not only managed to eat some-
thing, but for the first time since this case began,
he thought he just might have made some
progress. True, the police artists had not come up
with anything on the pattern using the same
materid, but Gabriel had afeding they weren't
trying al that hard. Mosdly didn't care about the
pattern, didn't even think it was a pattern, why
would anybody €lse on the force put their asson
theline about it?

Thinking about Mosely reminded him of Mdia
Gedde, the way her eyes had looked a him from
that limo. Thinking about Maiareminded Gabrid
that he had her address, had even been to her
house, and he hadn't managed to crack that
dately facade.

Mosdly had apoint. Mdia Gedde probably

didn't matter to the investigation. That part had
smply been an excuse. Then why couldn't he stop
thinking about her? She waan't redly histype.

Oh, shewas any man'stype, to be sure, but it had
been along, long time since Gabrid had gone out
of hisway for awoman. Why now?Why her? He
didn't know why. He only knew that she was part
of that cdlenched fist in hismind and he Smply
wanted her. Wanted her. Bone deep, down where
it counts, he wanted to see her, to know her, inan
urgent, running-out-of-time kind of way. The
brakelightsthat normally went onin his head
when he ran across awoman that he knew could
meatter, wdll, they just weren't functioning on this
round. All gateswere open and his hormones
were plowing full steam ahead.

The cloud-filled sky had taken on the cast of

late afternoon and the temperature had dropped
dightly, but the day was not over yet. Unlessyou
have an gppointment or some official business, | cannot
announce you. The guy didn't think Gabriel could
have officid business, that wasthe problem. He
didn't think Gabriel looked the part. He wasright,
Gabrid didn't, but didn't wasn't couldn't.

Wasit?

Gabrie turned the bike around a block from S.
George's Books and headed back to the police
dation.



The building was quiet. The heat must be dowing
down the criminds, Gabriel thought, and he
thanked Providence that it wasn't Mardi Gras
season. Frick glanced up at him briefly and waved
him on through. Officer Franks did not even
glance up as hewalked by.

He was about to enter Mosdly's office when he
noticed the air-conditioning controls just outside
the office door. He stood there and looked at the
gauge thoughtfully. He had come back here
hoping Masdy would help him out with hislittle
problem, but would he? Willingly? Probably not,
particularly if he knew the reason was Mdia
Gedde. Gabriel remembered Mosely as held seen
him lagt, Stting in hisofficein that bad gold
blazer and his. . .

Gabriel looked around, but no onewas
watching. He turned the control up from its pos-
tion at seventy-two to ninety degrees. He then
checked hishair in the mirror and entered the
office.

"Mosily! Honey baby!" Gabrid sad, srolling
into Mosely's office.

Mosdly had been napping. He jerked upright in
his chair and rubbed hisface.

"Shut the hdl up, Knight," he said shortly.

"Can't you knock?'

Gabrid shut the door behind him and knocked
onitirritatingly.

"Chrigt! What amoron!" Mosdly said.

Gabrid dipped into the chair across from
Mosdly'sdesk, grinning. "Anything new?'
Mosdy grimaced. "Not much. Got the
coroner's report and the evidence analysisfrom
the murder yesterday. Been questioning anyone
we could in the areadl day. Not agoddamn
ghred of new evidence." He frowned. "Except. . ."
"Except what?"

Mosely looked up at Gabriel and sighed.

"L eopard fur fibers"

Gabrid fdt achill go through him. The leopard
screamsand ...

"Leopard fur? Areyou shitting me?'

"l wish | were," Mosdly sad tiredly.

"What do you mean, 'leopard fur'?"

"What the fuck do you think | mean? They
found somefibersat the lake. They identified
them. They'releopard fur.”

"But. ..!" Gabriel protested. "How would

they get aleopard there and, why, for Christ's
sake, and ..."



"Cam down, Knight! Jesus, you don't have to
takethis persondly*."

Gabrid forced his mouth shut. His heart was
racing. Her face changesinto .. .

"Sorry," he muttered.

"Anyway, they don't think it'sarea leopard.”
Gabrid looked confused. "What do you mean,
itsnot red, | thought you said ..."

"Yeah, it'sleopard fur dl right, it'sjust that it's
been parted from the leopard for ared long time.”
Gabrid studied Mosdly'sfacefor ahint.
"Clothes? Leopard-skin clothes?' he asked.

No, not clothes, you know it's not clothes, it'sa...
"Think s0," Mosdly said. "Lookslikeit."

Gabrid swallowed. "Wdll, that's pretty un-

usud, right? 1sn't that agood lead?!

Mosely rubbed hisface again, frowning. About
thistime of day, as Gabriel well remembered,
Mosdy's jaw became fuzzier than hishead. He
awaysrubbed it likethat, asif heliked thefed of
the stubble.

"Yeah ..." Mosdly said dowly. "WEIl check out
al thefur placesin town. Seemsto me, though, it
wasn't somebody walking around in afur codt. |
mean, would that make sense to you? Probably
something ese. A belt, maybe, or askirt, or even
fibersfrom aleopard-skin rug one of thekillers
had been around earlier in the day."

Yeah, or «...

"Therésafew placesin town where you can

get that shit. Punk places. Well see. If they
didn't get it around here, though, it's not gonna
be much hep.”

"Wdll, it'ssomething," Gabrid said hopefully.

"Y eah, and God knows breaks have been few
and far between on this case. Y ou been writing
today?' Mosdly asked, changing the subject.
Gabrid thought of the coupon he'd written for
George. "A lot. Morethan | can afford to,” he said
serioudy.

Mosely nodded, his mind elsewhere. Sweat was
beading on hisforehead. It was beading on
Gabrid's, too.

"It'shot in here," Gabriel said. Hewaved his
hand in front of hisface and stuck out histongue.
Mosely looked at him. "Huh? Oh, yeah. It is get-
ting hat, isn't it? Must be the sun hitting usfrom
the west." Mosdly went back to his thoughts.
Gabrid sat up, stretched hisarms out for effect,
and dipped out of hisleather jacket.

"Phew! Redly warm! Aren't you hot in here?!



Mosely looked up again. "Yeah," hesaid. He
paused a moment, looking at the phone, then he
peded off hisjacket and put it on the back of his
chair. "Maybethe ar conditioner'son the blink."
Gabriel had to bite hislip to keep from smiling.
"Do you think | could get acup of coffee?’ he
asked innocently. "I'm dying for one."

"Coffee? Y ou want coffee?'

"Should that surprise you?'

"Nah, you've dways been acaffeine addict. Just
aminute." Mosdly started to pick up the phone,
and Gabrid thought shit, but Mosely put it back
down again, looking irritated.

"That Franks. She hatesit when | ask her to get
coffee. Likeit's not asmple decent request.”
Mosdly stood up. "Fuck it. I'll get it mysdif.”
"Thanks. Youreapa."

A split second after Mosely was out the door,
Gabrid dived over the desk and grabbed the
badge on Mosely's jacket pocket. It did out of the
coa initsblack wdletlike holder. He stuffed it in
his pocket, grabbed his lesther jacket, and headed
for the door.

Heraninto Mosely just outside the office.
Mosely had afoam cup in one hand with black
coffeein it. He dmost bumped right into Gabrid
and helooked at him in amazement.

"Jesus, it'sright here, Knight, you don't haveto
come after it!"

"I'm redl sorry, Bud, but | just remembered I'm
late. | promised Grace I'd be back early, you
know."

Hetook the cup from Mosdly. "But thanks for
the coffee. Redlly."

Gabrid backed up toward the front counter as
Mosdly gared a him in amazement. Hewas il
shaking his head as Gabrid dipped through the
station door.

The man who answered the door at the Gedde
estate was the same man who answered it that
morning, and he hadn't gotten any friendlier
during the course of the day. He took one look at
Gabrid and sniffed.

"| told you oncetoday, Sir, unless you have an
gppointment or some officia business, | cannat...”
Gabrid pulled the police badge from his pocket
and flipped it open briefly in front of the man's
eyes, covering Mosaly's photo with hisfinger.
"Detective Mosely, New Orleans Police Depart-
ment?' Gabriel used hisbest Southern officid
drawl. "l want to see Ms. Gedde." Not arequest,



an order. It felt good after the day held had. Hell,
if it weren't for the boot camp training, regular
work hours, and physical danger, he could get
into this police stuff.

The man's eyes blinked once in surprise, but his
face remained impassive.

"Wait here" hesaid. "I'll seeif Ms. Geddeis
avaladle”

The door closed again and Gabrid was ill on
the stoop, but his pulse quickened. The badge
would get himin, hewas sure of it. Hewished
futildy for amirror and some hair gdl. He used
his palms as best he could to smooth back his
bushy blond bangs. He licked hislipsfor good
messure.

The door opened. "Right thisway. Sir."

Gabriel wasled past animpressive foyer with a
grand staircase, ten-foot ceilings, and beautifully
carved molding everywhere. The hardwood floor
played peek-a-boo through overlapping runners
of thick, expensve orienta carpeting. The man
opened the second set of double doors on the
foyer'sright and held hisarm out for Gabrid to
enter.

It wasalibrary. A fire crackled in the grate, but
theroom felt cool despite that and the July hedt,
probably from the A.C. Floor-to-ceiling built-in
bookcases of mahogany lined two walls, and they
werefilled with lesther-bound tomes.

"Wait here, please," the man said mechanicdly.
He shut the double doors and | eft.

"Chrigt," Gabriel breathed. He was about to get a
hard-on from the room aone. A library likethis
had always been Gabriel's dream. It made St.
George'slook like agarage sale, and Gabriel had
put everything he had into the collection at the
shop. It hurt him, frankly, when even asingle
volume sold. Fortunately, that didn't happen often.
Hewalked around and looked at the bindings

on the shelves. Dante's Inferno, Shakespeare,
Homer, Copernicus, Dickens, Trollope, Kafka.
Maybe Maliawouldn't be impressed with a
sgned copy of one of Gabriel'snovels.

Near the windows in the back of the room stood
alarge statue. It was marble and from the rough-
hewn sides and base writhed the powerful image
of aman entangled in chains. HEd seen it before
somewhere. .. Yes. It wasin one of the art books
at the shop, it was an image that had always
drawn hiseye. He even remembered the name.. . .
"The Rebdlious Save' by Michdangdo. This



must be areproduction. Mustn't it? He shivered.
"What can | dofor you ... Detective?' Her slky
low voice came from behind him. He turned.
She was wearing agarnet-colored silk dress
with ahigh neckline and long, form-fitting
deeves. It wastastefully styled, classic and dis-
creet. There was nothing discreet about the shape
benegth it, though. He felt hismouth go dry.
"Thank you for seeing me, Ms. Gedde."

She gave him atight amile. "It'smy civic duty,
Detective. I'll be happy to helpin any way | can.
Pease, St down.”

She motioned to two overstuffed brocade chairs
by the fireplace. He managed to make it over to
one of them without sumbling, even though he
had suddenly lost al contact with hisfeet.
"Would you mind if | asked you afew ques-
tions?' Hetried to sound professiond.

"| assume that'swhy you're here,” shere-
sponded, smiling politely.

Gabrid felt himsdf smiling back. He breethed a
deep Sigh, not redizing it until he heard it loudly
in hisown ears. She was waiting patiently.

"Y es. Right. Okay. Did you notice anything out
of the ordinary at the lake yesterday or the night
before?'

Maliashook her head sadly. "l wish | had,
Detective. The only unusud thing I've seen at the
lake recently has been you and your men. | do
normally spend quite abit of time out there, but
I've been very busy this past week, so ... | wish |
could be more help.”

"That'squitedl right." Gabrid pulled out his
notebook and jotted mindlesdy into it, hoping to
look the part.

He sat for amoment, trying to think of another
question. Her gaze was hypnotizing.

"Detective?’ shesad findly.

He dartled. "I'm sorry. It's. . . uh, your eyes are
kinda. . . distractin’. I've never seen acolor quite
likethat, if you dont mind me sayin’' s0."
Sheraised acool eyebrow. "You mean ...
brown!"

Gabrid blushed. "They're not brown, they're
more adark gold.”

Malialooked away sdf-conscioudy. "That's

an interesting observation, Detective. Though
probably not relevant to your case.”

Gabriel amiled rakishly. "A good detective
never knowswhat might be rdevant.”

A dight smileturned the corner of her mouth,



though she dill didn't look a him. "The color of
my eyesis probably a safe bet on the 'not' side.
Wasthere something els=?'

Gabrid fought to compose hisfeatures. Serious.
Detective.

"Voodoo," he said abruptly. "Do you know
anything about it?"

She shot him alook of amused skepticism.

" Voodoo ? Why would you want to know about
thet?'

"Weareinvestigatin' the Voodoo Murders,

"But the papers say that isn't real Voodoo!" She
didn't seem to be taking thisline of questioning
very serioudy.

"Y ou shouldn't believe everythin' you read in
the papers.”

Her bemusement faded into mild curiogty. She
Sudied him lightly. "So you don't agree?"

"Well, frankly . . . The police department isn't
known for itsimagination.”

She crossed her legs. "Y ou seem to be an excep-
tiontothat rule

The sk of her dresswastaut over thelong,
muscled thigh on top. He was Staring again. She
cleared her throat.

Stick to the point, Bucko, hetold himsdlf. What
waswrong with him?Hefound it increasingly
difficult to focus on the charade. What heredly
wanted to do was to blurt out everything, confess
like aschoolboy, tdl her that what he redlly
wanted was to drown in her, just on thewild
chance she might say yes...

He forced his eyes back down on the notebook
he was pretending to writein.

"So you know nothing about VVoodoo?' Had he
aready asked that?

Shesghedin ... what? Exasperation? Re-
morse?"'| redlly don't. Isn't there someplacein
town you can learn about it?"

"| think thereisamuseum,” he agreed dowly.
Then go there, her gaze said.

He pulled himsdlf upright. "What about the
Voodoo Murders, maam? Do you know anything
about them?"' 1t came out more surly than hed
intended.

"Only what | read in the papers,” she said
without much interest.

"And what isthat?'

"I'm sure you would know better than |. Detec-
tive" Therewasanote of irritation in her voice.



"Yes, of course. But you must know alot of
peoplein town, Ms. Gedde. A beautiful woman
likeyou . .. Have you heard anything about the
murders? Casud tak? Rumors?’

She frowned. "The sort of people | socidize
with are not interested in such things. Besides, |
don't realy get out dl that often. I'm more of a
recluse than you might imagine.”

He saw the crack and legped for it. "That's
unfortunate, if you don't mind my saying 0. A
womean likeyoursdf..."

"Y our opinion is noted, Detective." The sarcasm
was back in her voice.

She looked pointedly at her watch. It wasa
dim, gold and crystd affair. He was running out
of time with her, and what possible excuse could
he give for coming back? He began to panic.
"Look," he said suddenly. "I'm not making

many points heretoday, am 17?7

"I don't supposeit's your job to worry about
that."

"Ms. Gedde. .. Madia. .. Beforel go, there's
something . . . There's something about you
that... I'd really like to get to know you better.”
There. It was out. He held hisbresth. Mdia
Gedde gppraised him with disbdief. Hed seen
the look before—on numerous occasions, but
usually hed been alot heavier-handed than just
now to earnit. Still, as she gazed into hiseyes, as
if to read there acluefor theleve of outrage she
should fed, he saw that dishelief fade instead.
She must have seen something earnest in him, for
in the end she only sighed and looked away.
"That'svery nice of you to say, Detective."
Therewasahint of bewilderment in her voice,
He plowed ahead. "Nothing mgjor, of course.
Coffee, maybe? Dinner?' Hetried to sound
light, though light was the |ast thing he had on
hismind.

But the moment had passed. She was closing up
indde hersdf like amoonflower in the sun. "L ook,
you seem like an interesting person, and I'm sure
you have some fascinating soriesto tell..."
"Sorytdlin' isjust one of my gifts..." It

sounded stupidly flirtatious, but he'd say any-
thing to stop what was coming.

"... but I'm afraid I'm quite unavailable a the
moment. My mother died recently, and I'm com-
pletely overloaded with the family business”
"I'msorry,” hesad, feding likeanidiot, "My
parents died when | was very young, but | don't



suppose being an adult makesit any eader.”
Shelooked at him blankly. "No, | don't suppose
it does”

She stood up suddenly, frowning. ™Y ou're not
redlly adetective, are you?'

His heart practicaly stopped. He scrambled.
"Me?Wel, | am on the case, Ms. Gedde."

"l saw you out at the lake yesterday, so |

thought you must be with the police, but you

don't act like apolice officer. Besdes, I'm quite
surethe other man said hisnamewas Mosdly."
Gabrid could barely hear her over the

pounding of blood in hisears. Hefdt hisfacego a
nice beet-red. "I'm sorry,” he managed. "Y ou're
right. I'm not Detective Mosdly. My nameis
Gabrid Knight and I'm working with Mosdly ona
book about the murders.”

Shelooked a him narrowly. "lsn't it againgt the
law to impersonate a police officer?'

"Uh ... yes. Detective Mosdly doesn't know
anythin' about this, maam, so...."

She made an "Ah!" expression, then her gaze
grew icy.

"Since you're confessing, perhaps you should aso
tell me thered reason you're here, Mr. Knight."
"Wadl, | am doing research for the book ..."

"Try again, pleas="

Heflushed deeper. "Okay. All right. | just ...
when | saw you at the lake, | really wanted to see
you again." He paused, raised hisarms, and
shrugged. "That'sit. That'sthe only excuse | have.
He stood awkwardly, wanting only to get out
now. How much humiliation could one guy

take? But she was saring a him with genuine
puzzlement.

"| can't fathom for thelife of mewhy I'm not
going to cdl thepolice" shesaid. "'l suppose|
must be vaguely flaitered.”

He swallowed. "l ‘predate that. | do apologize
again for takin' your time."

She waked over to the library doorsand pulled
them open. The man who'd shown Gabrid inwas
there, waiting.

"Robert, show Mr. Knight out, please.” Malids
tone was worse than icy—it was dready on to
other business. Without agood-bye, she left

the room.

Robert looked at Gabridl and folded hisarms,
and smiled. At least someone was happy.

Gabriel stopped and picked up some tacoson
the way home. No point in starving again tonight,



evenif it would end hismisery. He broke hislast
five with no ideawhere the next one was going to
come from and swallowed what might well be his
last medl until held figured that out.

Grace was reading the newspaper when he
arrived. It wasfive minutesto closing time. She
put the paper down and looked up at him with a
worried expression.

"That's two daysin arow you've missed your
afternoon nap," she teased, but he could tell her
heart wasntinit.

"Been busy," hesad, shrugging off his coat.

"Did you have any customerstoday?'

Grace frowned. "Y es, asamatter of fact | did.
Thanksfor reminding meto bal you out. A guy
named George. Ring any bells?'

Damn!

"Look, Grace..." he started.

"Gabriel, we do not now, nor havewe since |
garted here, have any Chandler mysteried”

"Oh," Gabrid said blankly. "My migtake."
"Uh-huh. I'm sure you were just thinking of one
of the many other bookstores you own. It doesn't
matter. | managed to hook him on someold Time-
Lifetrue crime books. Too bad he wasn't apaying
customer.”

"There's nothing wrong with the barter system,
Grace. It'san old Southern tradition.”

"Yeah, well, I'll tdll that to Southern Bell next
time they thresten to disconnect the phone.”
"Could you do something for metonight?* he
asked, smiling to get back on her good side.
Assuming she had one he hadn't seen, of course.
"What?"

"Could you look up aMadame Cazaunoux?'
"Oh? s she 'related to the Voodoo Murders the
way your friend Maia Gedde was?'

"Gracel Cazaunoux's at |least seventy!”

"Asif that would stop you," Grace sighed. "All
right, Sherlock. I'll seewhat | can find."

Grace walked over to the coatrack. "'l have my
tal chi classtonight, but I'll check it out when | get
home."

"Thanks, Gracie. Sweet dreams.”

Asif it werethat easy. He watched her go,
feding acaichin histhroat. Another night. Alone,
Chapter 3

Drawn to Bacchuss abode, | sought there to conspire.
But it wasin the city of the dead that | found my heart's
desire.

June 20,1993



He knew he had dreamt again when he awoke the
next morning. He didn't remember anything,
which was unusud, but he awoketired, his
muscles sore, and the sheet on the bed was
twisted around him like ashroud. The clock on
his bedside was missing, and after searching for a
moment, he found it lying on the floor just under
the bed, blinking acomplaint about atemporary
loss of power. He might not remember the dream,
but it must have been adoozy.

He showered before coffee, adeparture from
routine, and pulled on one of the pairsof Levi's
and one of the many white T-shirts that made up
the entirety of hiswardrobe. He was adready
making amentd list of what he had to do that
day—planning anything being yet ancther depar-
ture from routine—as he stepped through the
heavy curtain that separated his studio from

the shop front and ran smack into Grace, nearly
toppling the full load of books she carried in

her arms.

"You'rethe only person | know who can get out
of bed inthemorning and jump right into being in
the way/" Grace said cheerfully, maneuvering
around him and setting down her cargo.

"Good morning to you, too, Grade." He headed
for the coffee.

"That guy from Germany called again this
morning. Wolfgang Ritter? Now he'sclaiming to
be ardative of yours." She dusted off her hands
and wiped her brow. "It's going to be hot today."
"A rddive? My my."

"Y eah, poor bastard. | took down his name and
number. It's stuck to the cash regigter.”

"Gregt," Gabrid said distractedly. He Spped

his coffee and picked up the day's newspaper
from next to the coffegpot where Grace dways left
it. He scanned it casually for anything about the
murders.

"And your pal Mosgly cdlled, too. Said he was
interrogating asuspect this morning and you
might want to come by."

Gabriel raised an eyebrow behind the paper.
"Soundslikefun."

"I bet. Police Brutdlity 101," Grace said dryly.
"You'll be happy to know | didn't eventdl him
what aschmuck hewas being for believing you
about that book crap.”

"Book?" Gabriel said innocently.

"Saveit. Youtold him you'd write atrue crime
book about the VVoodoo Murders case. Featuring



him, naturdly. Hetold me."

"Wdl, I.."

"Wheninredity," Grace continued camly,

"your new novel isabout afemale orthodontist
who gets entangled in aVoodoo cult while
touring New Orleans.”

"I might changeit,” Gabrid said defensivey, "'l
keep an open mind."

"Uh-huh."

"Didyou, uh...didMosdy ..."

"Dont haveacow. | left Mosdly hisillusions. |
figured it'd be better to wait until the book actu-
aly comesout and let himkill you then.”
"Thanks" Gabrid sad, relieved.

"No problem,”" Grace replied.

He returned to the newspaper. A notice caught
hiseye. Therewas alecture today at Tulaneon
Africanrdigions. It was set for 1:00. Hemade a
mental note of it—wasn't Voodoo based on
African religions, according to Dr. John?

He put the paper down and redized that Grace
was studying him from her seet at the desk. There
wasaddight in her eyesthat Gabriel did not care
foratdl.

"Areyou going to tell me what happened
yesterday with MdiaGedde or isit just too
embarrassing?"

"Gentlemen never kissand tdl." He gave her
abigwink.

Sheregarded him with suspicion. ™Y ou don't
expect meto bdievethat you actualy got into
Seha?'

"And why not?"

"Why would someone like Malia Gedde agree
to seeyou?'

"Y ou've dways underestimated the Knight
family'stragic 'poet-samurai’ apped .

"Humph! Underestimating anything about you
would beimpossible." She sat back and bit her lip
worriedly.

"Well, one wouldn't expect you to havethe
refined tastes that, say, Malia Gedde has, for
example”

Grace looked a him quizzically. "L ook, | dontt
know'if you're serious or what, but | redly think
you should be careful about her. | have thisbad
fedinginthe pit of my somach. I'm not usualy
wrong."

Gabrid gave her asardonic look. " Perhaps,
when it comesto your crossword puzzles, but from
what I've seen of your socid life this summer, love



isn't exactly your area of expertise, Grade."

She scowled. "And from what I've seen of your
socid life this summer, you don't know what the
word means.”

He put down his cup and held up hishandsin a
submissive gesture. "Touche. Truce, okay?"

Her scowl lessened allittle,

"l know you'reworried, and | gppreciateit.” He
offered, "I'mfine, though, redly. Did you get any-
thing on Cazaunoux?'

Grace picked up athin yelow page from the
desk. "I checked the phone book and there were
multiple Cazaunouxeslisted. Sncel haven't a
cluewho you'relooking for, | got the page for
you, but you'll have to figure out the right one
yoursdlf."

"Thanks." Gabriel walked over to the desk

and took the page. He took the phone num-

ber from the register whilehewasat it. He
amost crumpled it, but then decided to pocket it
ingtead.

"About before ..." Grace said awkwardly. Her
voice dways giffened when she got within two
feet of an gpology. "1t must be my maternd hor-
mones surfacing. Forget it. | could redly careless.
Your lifeisin your own dippery little hands,
Knight."

"For now," he agreed, "but the point isto get it
into somebody ese's hands. And soon." He
winked at her lascivioudy. Sheturned cord and
stuck her nose back into the books.

Gabrid headed for the police station, hoping

that he hadn't missed anything yet. He dipped
ingde Mosdly's office quietly, hearing voices
coming from behind the door.

Mosdly was perched on hisdesk. A black uni-
formed officer stood to one side, armsfolded, face
blank. Both men were focused on thefigurein the
vigtor'schair. It wasamae of theimpossibly
amall-and-wiry variety that dways made Gabridl
think of horsejockeys. It was clear that this
specimen, however, would never be aplayer at
Ashton Downs. His skin was mogtly Caucasian in
tone with just afine blush of tan, but he had thick
black dreadlocksthat were asfrizzled and
unwashed and randomly broken off or deter-
minedly protruding asthe straw bristles of anold
porch broom. He looked to bein his early twen-
ties, though it was hard to tell. He had a strange
combination of ayouthful form and ol der-than-



death carriage. Whatever e se the boy was, he was
clearly terrified. Even from behind him, Gabrid
could hear the chattering teeth and see the trem-
bling that racked the boy's body—from the quiv-
ering top of that knotty hair to the soles of his
dirty old Dock-Sides that shuddered against the
tilefloor like ahunk of raw mest in afrying pan.
Mosdly shot Gabrid ascorching look that, to
Gabrid's mind, had no discernible provoceation
unlessit was smply awarning to keep hishead
down. He leaned againgt the back wall of the office
and kept quiet.

"Comeon, Crash," Mosdly resumed ina
queruloustone. "We know these murders have
something to do with the underground in New
Orleans. Y ou have your ear to thewall. I'm only
asking you to tell mewhat you've heard."

"| don't know nothin', | swear to God!" The
boy's teeth clattered so hard it was awonder he
didn't bite his own tongue off.

"Y eah, you and my grandmother! Y ou've been
in here, what, four or five times giving usinfor-
mation on underground activities. Y ou can't play
dumb with me now. At the very least therésword
on the street, and | wannaknow what itis."
"Nobody says nothin'. Nobody talks about it. |
svear!"

"Bullshit! Y ou can't pissin thistown without
everybody taking about it!"

"There are some things nobody talks abouit.
Look, yagottalet mego. I... word'l get out that

| was here. Please. I'm beggin' you, man.”

"You tdl mewhat | want to know and you'refree
to go," Mosdly counteroffered, folding hisarms.
"l don't know nothin'"

The boy looked around with haunted eyes, like
he was expecting the wallsto ook back. His glazed
eyesmoved over Gabrid in the back of the room
and dismissed him. He muttered under his bregth.
"| gottaget word out, that'sal. Didn't say

nothin'. Not my fault. They can't blame mefor
gettin' picked up.”

Mosdly pounced on this utterance. "Who are
'‘they,’ Crash? Are 'they’ the ones doing the
Voodoo Murders?’

But Crash wasignoring Mosdly. Even Gabrid
could see that the boy's panic was putting him
beyond the reach of reason or even coherence.
Mosely scowled and gave it another shot.
"Cragh, ligento me. Ligten!" Mosdly leaned

into the boy'sface and tried to fix him with his



eyes. "I'll let you go. Right now, if you want. | just
need you to tell me what the word is on the Street
about these killings. It's connected with the
underground, | aready know that. Tell me how,
Crash. You don't haveto say who, just tell me
how and why. Rumors, that'sal | want.”

Crash glanced at him for amoment, then

looked away.

"Don't know nothin’,”" he mumbled. "Didn't

say nothin'. Sweet Jesus, | swear to God!"

His eyesresumed their tour of the room. They
seemed to rest on one of Mosdly'sjazz posters. He
suddenly burst out.

"Please, for Christ's sake, let mego!" He
grabbed Mosdly's pantsleg and clung to it, his
eyesbegging Mosdy's.

"Oh, for theloveof ...!" Mosdly said. He stood
up, disgusted.

"All right, Crash. I'm tired of fucking with

you. I'm locking you up. When you decide you
redlly want to leave, you tell the guard you'l

talk. Got that?'

Crash moaned and tugged &t his hair with
clenched fingers. Y eah, he got thet.

Mosdly sgnaed to the uniformed officer. The
man took Crash from the room and shut the door.
"What was dl that about?' Gabriel asked
Mosdly. "Why's he so worked up?'

"Goddamnit, | don't know,” Mosdly said irri-
tably. "He's probably stoned. We picked him up
thismorning at Jackson Square. HEs been like
that since we brought him in. Gotta have them do
ablood test on him."

"He acts stoned.”

"Yeah. Damn!" Mosdly looked as begat and frus-
trated as Gabrid had ever seen him. "I've been
looking for him for three days, too. HEs an
informer for us. Gave us help before busting locdl
pimps and drug deders. Usudly smdl-time
rookiestrying to break in, but, you know, every
little bit counts. | know he's got connections. |
thought for sure held give us something.”

"Maybe he does know somethin'. Maybe that's
why he's so scared,” Gabrid offered.

"Maybe don't get me from hereto Tuesday. | can
keep him in for twenty-four hours—wefound a
little bit of pot on him. If he won't talk by tomorrow
morning, though, I'll haveto let him go."

"Y ou don't think he had anythin' to do with the
murders, do you?'

Mosely grunted. "Hell, no. Did you get agood



look & him?"

Gabriel nodded. "Not exactly the lethal type.
Morelikeakid."

"A fucked-wp kid. HE's been on smack since he
was fifteen. Crash will do anything for money.
And has, I'm sure.”

Gabrie didn't even liketo think about things
likethat. "Anything ese new with the case?"
Mosdly grunted again. 'l wish, I..."

Suddenly something dawned on Mosdly, his
face got that dark look it had when Gabridl
entered.

"Goddamn you, Knight!"

"What?" Gabrid said innocently.

"Y ou took my badge yesterday, didn't you?"
Gabrid blushed. Oh. That. "It waskind of an
accident,” hesaid.

"Uh-huh. Just legped right off my blazer into your
pocket. | bet. Y ou know | had a picture with the
Superintendent yesterday? Y ou ever try explaining
to your bossthat you lost your police badge?!
Gabrid pulled it out of hisjacket pocket.

"Sorry, Bud. It was for agood cause, though.”
Hetossed it on the desk.

"l don't wanna hear it! Y ou wanted to impress
some girl, no doubt. | should have you locked up!"
"Seems to me there was that time you 'bor-
rowed' my motorcycle from the front of my shop
without askin'," Gabrid said thoughtfully.

Mosdly glared at Gabriel, but that shut him up,

at lesst.

"You ever do that again, it'll befull prosecu-
tion. You hear me, Knight?'

"I promise. Never again. Redlly. | meant to
bring it back last night but, you know, | forgot.”
Mosdly looked dightly mollified, but he wasnt
done grousing. "Y ou get mefired, you can
fucking pay my sdary,” hethrestened.

Uh-huh. Thelineformsto theleft, bud. "Don't
worry. Won'. Sorry," Gabrid said calmly.
Gabrid escaped Mosdly's glower as soon as

he could. It took alot to get Mosdly's back up,
but once evoked it was best to just get out of the
way until hisanger had run its course. Another
day and Mosdly would be fine. Or so Gabridl
hoped.

Max had set up hiseasel onthe grassafew feet
from where he'd been the previous day. He was
working on anew drawing now, one of the Pon-
talba, but his movementswere listlessand his
heart didn't seem to beinit. He startled when



Gabriel walked up and said hisname.

"Oh, it'sonly you," hesad, Sghing.

"How'd it golast night?' Gabriel asked.

"Great. Good. | finished it. | thought it had

taken me a couple of hours, but when | looked at
the clock it wasthree A.M."

Max pulled arolled-up paper from histoolbox. It
was bound with arubber band. Gabrid took the
paper and unrolled it. On the coarse white drawing
paper was a peculiar double circle shape with pro-
truding symbols.

"Wow. That'sredly it?" Gabriel asked.

"I think so. Close as | can get, anyway."

It did look right. Or, rether, iifelt right. Some-
thing in the pattern stroked afamiliar chord in
Gabrid's memory, but why? He had never seen it
before, had he?

"Y ou've been great. Thanks," Gabrid told Max,
rolling up the drawing.

"I'm just glad to get rid of it. It was, well, |

dunno. Last night | had the strangest feeling when
I'd finished it. Like ... like someone was looking at
me. Redlly kinda freaked me out. Y ou said that
thing wasfrom Hati?'

"Uh, yeeh."

"Good reason never to go, | guess.” Max
laughed nervoudy. "l just hope | didn't pissany-
body off, you know?"

Gabrid frowned. "I'm sorry. | didn't mean to
causeyou any trouble.”

Max smiled gamely. "Forget it. | don't know
what I'm saying. | don't believein that stuff. Just
... just take the thing and good luck with it, okay?*
"Yegh. Thanks" Gabriel said.

Max went back to his drawing. His stroke was a
littlefirmer now.

Gabriel crossed the lawn, headed for hisbike.

He was halted by aflash of gold and purple
gauze. It was afortune-teller. She had abooth set
up on the lawn and the sign on the front pro-
claimed her to be "Madame Lordle," and gave a
list of her services. Pam reading, $15.00; Crystal
Bdl Reading, $20.00; Numerology Reading,
$25.00.

She was pretty and young and scantily clad, dl

of which caused Gabrid'seyeto linger. Her dark
hair wasthick and curly and just brushed the tops
of her shoulders. Her outfit resembled that of a
belly dancer more than afortune-teller. Her feet
were bare except for gold chains that connected
her anklesto her toes just—apparently—for the



sheer hell of it. Her purple gauze and gold-
sequined harem pants and top were transparent—
al but the important parts, that is. Her somach
was bare, her navel pierced with asmall gold
hoop. There was amatching one protruding from
her left nogtril.

None of that, though, was quite enough to
intrigue Gabrid with so much aready on his
mind. It wasn't her prettily displayed breasts that
drew his eyesthough she clearly thought o,
based on the semi-amused, appraising looks she
returned. No, his gaze was aimed afew inches
higher than that—on the large snake that she had
draped behind her neck and over her shoulders.
The snake reminded Gabrid of the snakeinthe
Voodoo museum. Or, rather, itsyounger, sickly
brother. The snake was definitely smaller, yet it
was a congtrictor of some sort, Gabrid felt certain.
Its body was quite thick and looked very mus-
cular. It was napping in the summer heat, securely
and comfortably draped on its unsteady post.
Gabrid approached the booth and Madame
Lorde smiled up a him, blinking her thick, false
lashes.

"Vat do you vish?' shesaid in adeep Hun-
garian accent.

"I noticed your snake. Interesting.”

She amiled wickedly. "'l could zay the zame

of you."

Amazingly, Gabrie blushed. "What kind of
snakeisit?' he asked.

"Gisdleisapython,” shereplied. Shereached up
and touched the snake fondly. "Gisdlle" dept on.
"Doyouthink | could, uh. .. Youwouldn't
happen to have any loose scales, would you?”
"Snake scales?' Madame Lorele's voice went
from Hungarian to Brooklyn.

"Y eah. Snake scales. Just onewould befine,
actudly."

Shelooked at him warily. "No. | don't.”

"Oh. Wdll, thanks."

He started to walk away, but she called him back.
"Don't you vant meto tell your fortune?'

Gabrid looked up at thesign.

"Maybe some other time," he said dryly. Even if
he had fifteen dollars, thisisthelast place hed
spend it.

Madame Lorele pouted. "Y ou can at least vatch
me dance," shesaid. "I was about to anyvay.”
She got up and signaled to the leader of arag-
time ensemble that was playing nearby. The band



leader nodded and the band cut off their song and
began playing aNew Orleans verson of asnake
charmer tune.

Gabrid watched Madame Lorele belly dance
with her snake. Obvioudy, it wasa ploy to draw
customersfor her fortune telling, particularly

male customers, and it worked like acharm. Men
began circlinginlike antsto & barbecue. She
worked the crowd expertly, paying specia atten-
tion to Gabriel. On her third time around the
circle, Gabrid figured, what the hell, and began to
return her flirting. Hewhistled a her inalow

tone and gave her his burning gaze—or, at leadt,
afifty percent power verson—he wasn't that
serious. By the end of the song, she was wrapping
him in the gauzy veils she pulled from her dwin-
dling harem pants. He gritted histeeth at the
public humiliation and kept amiling. After dl,
shedid have that snake.

She finished her dance, picked up her veils, and
glided back to her booth. Three men followed
eagerly. Gabriel noticed avell sheéd missed onthe
ground. He picked it up.

He was waiting for the men at the booth to

finish, figuring hed give the snake bit another

shot, now that she was consumed with passion
for him, when he examined the vell. It had a
number of shiny gold sequinsonit, but one of
them looked quite dull, asif the gold paint had
worn off. He turned his back to her and pulled
out his magnifying glassto get a better look. Yes.
It was ascale, not asequin. He carefully removed
it from the vell with histweezers and compared it
to the scale he had from Lake Pontchartrain. The
two were enough alike for Gabrid to convince
himself that the scale from the lake was a snake
scale, not afish scale. Beyond that, the com-
parison only proved that Madame Lorelei's snake
was not the one that had left a piece of itsdlf
behind at the crime scene. The colors on her
snake's scale were various shades of brown.
Madame Lorelel's crowd cleared and Gabriel
stepped up to the booth.

"Y ou dropped this," he said, handing her the

vell. He looked at her snake again, to make sure it
didn't have different color tones elsawhere oniits
body, but it was consistently brown.

"Why zank you, darlink," she cooed. "Dese
things are not chegp. You just St right down here
and tell meyour name."

"Gabrid Knight," he said awkwardly. He didn't



st down. Having found the scale, he was ready to
leave, but before he could bow out gracefully,
she'd taken possession of hisleft hand.

"Sit, darlink," she said. Shewas pressing his
hand in hers and gently opening thefingers. He
could betotdly rude or he could sit down. Her
teasing touch on his pam decided him. He sat.

"l don't have the fifteen bucks."

"Thevell isworth &t |east that, handsome man,”
she cooed. "And | really vant to get alook at your
future”

Hewished she'd get alook aready and hurry
up. Shelooked a hispalm.

"Oh, good! | seethat you vill soonfdl for amys-
terious and beautiful lady." Shewinked a him
knowingly.

Gabriel amiled politely.

"And you have the possibility of greet fortune
ahead!" she breathed. She seemed particularly
excited about that. "Greet fortuneor ..." She
paused.

Gabriel waited.

But Madame Lorele did not say anything. His
hand remained clasped firmly in hers. Helooked
at her, waiting for her to go on. Her head was
bent. She did not move. He leaned forward to see
her face.

Her skin had drained of color. Swest was
beaded on her cheeks and above her lips, which
were turning blue. She stared down at his hand,
unblinking.

"Chrigt! Areyou dl right?"

She looked up a him dowly, her eyeswide and
srangely blank.

"Thereare ... forces." Thewords came from her
mouth, but the voice was neither Hungarian nor
Brooklyn, nor female, nor even human. The snake
that was wrapped around her shoulders awoke
suddenly, tensed, and hissed.

Gabrid wrenched hishand from her grasp,
knocking his chair over as he jumped back to get
away from her and her snake.

But shewas on her feet, too, and swaying. Her
hands went up to cover her face.

"Oh, God," she sobbed, in her own choked
voice. "Bewarel Bewarel"

Shetook off running across the lawn and had
disappeared within seconds, snake and dll.

"I'm back,” he said rather unnecessarily to

Grace as he hung up his coat.

"Didn't know you were gone," she muttered



with great disnterest, not looking up from her
ledgers. At the moment, Gabriel found great com-
fort in her cool sarcasm. It beet the hell out of hys-
terica belly dancers.

He went back to his studio and pulled out the
phone-book page Grace had given him. There
werefiveligings. Two of them included street
addresses, but hisingtinct told him Madame
would not be one of those. He started diding.
His gpproach was the same for each number.
He used hismogt effluent Southern lilt. He dways
found it amazing that hamming up the drawl
made other Southernersintuitively respond like
blood relatives.

"Hdlo. I'm cdlin' from the Dixidland Drug-
store? About your order?

The first number was answered by ayoung
woman who told him politely that he had the
wrong person, she'd never heard of the place, and
hung up. The second and third numbers drew
smilar responses. He crossed them off. There
went histwo addresses.

Onthefourth try, thefirst sound he heard was
that of asmall dog barking. Y ap, yap, yap. Anold
woman's gravelly voice answered. "Hello?!
Bingo.

"Hi. I'm cdling from the Dixidland Drugstore?
We have an order for you?'

"Whoisthis?' Thewoman wasimmediately
SUspicious.

"| do deliveriesfor Mr. Walker, maam?| got
out in my truck thismornin' and forgot the
addresses? Could you just tell me..."

Y ap, yap, yap. The dog must be psychic. It
wanted to rip hisface off.

"Hush, Cagtro!" the old woman warned the

dog. "l dready have my order, young man, and
you tell Mr. Walker that | don't ppreciate his
delivery boyscaling this number!"

The phone went dead in his hands.

Gabrid put down the receiver thoughtfully.

He'd found Madame, and that was good, but he
didn't have an address, and that was bad. He
drummed hisfingersin thought. Then he spied
something el se on the phone-book page. It was
worth ashot.

"Cgun Critters Animd Clinic, thisisMédlisa."
The veterinarian's receptionist sounded young,
friendly, and busy, al of whichwerein hisfavor.
She wasthe sixth one held tried.

"Hi. I'm calling about a Madame Cazaunoux?



She Zsaclient of yours, isn't she?'

"Uh-huh. Or, rather, her dogis." Thegirl

giggled.

"Of course. Hey, you're Melissa, right?' He
0ozed boyish charm.

"Yeah," thegirl said, obvioudy pleased. Duh.

"Y eah, my aunt mentioned you. I'm Madame
Cazaunoux's nephew?'

"Uh-huh. Hold on," the girl said distractedly.

In the background, Gabrid could hear that

there was someone with her who needed heart
worm medicine. Gabriel suppressed a shiver of
disgust.

She came back oninaminute. "What can | do
foryou, Mr. .. ."

"Cazaunoux," helied smoothly. "Hey, ismy

aunt there, by any chance, Mdissa?'

"No," the girl said, confused. "She doesn't have
an gppointment today."

"Oh, shucks! | washopin'. .. Yousee, | just

got into town. I've forgotten her address and no
one answers the phone, you know? I'm a bit
worried .. . She'sin that house dl done and she's
gettin’ up there. Do you have her addressonfile
by any chance?"

Mélissa sounded sympathetic in her reply, but
not sympathetic enough. "Gosh, Mr. Cazaunoux,
you know what?—I do, but I'm not supposed to
givethat kind of thing out to people.”

Gabriel thought fast. "I admirethat, Mdissa.
Somefolksjust aren't responsible, you know? But,
um, I'm kindaworried about her and Castro.”
"Cadro? Y ou think something might have
happened to him? He's just the sweetest little
thing!" Thegirl wasnow genuindy darmed.
Couldn't care less about the old lady but the dog
was adifferent matter. Okay.

"Heisacharmer, isnt he? If my aunt was sick

or something ... Well, she'sthe only onethereto
take care of him," Gabrid sad, pressing the point.
He had adisturbing mental picture of what a cute
little thing like Castro would be munching on if
indeed he were alonein the house with adead old
woman.

"Wdll, | guessif it'sto check on Castro .. ."
Melissasaid, wavering. "Hold on."

A minutelater, Gabriel wasjotting down an
address on St. James Street. He hung up the phone
and dretched, feding mighty pleased with him-
sdlf. Maybe he should open a detective agency.
Hell, it had to be more lucrative than writing



horror novels.

He was about to go when hiseyesfell onthe
book of poetry he'd brought home from Gran's
attic. Hed left it on his desk, not exactly inarush
to get it out in the patronless bookshop, but now
he was fedling so uncharacteristicaly boosted by
success that the notion of an actua customer mani-
festing no longer seemed implausible. He picked
up the volume and examined it again, trying to
gauge a price that was high enough to be gouging
but not so high asto put off areally determined
buyer.

He read thefirst poem in the book. Despite his
menta struggle with pronunciation, something in
the beauty of thelanguage thrilled him. He
gtrolled out to the shop with the book, smiling.
"Gracie, ligentothis," he said as he emerged.
"Drel Dmchen kriecheninin meinen Schldf, die
Sedewall'n Selebendig zum Frass.

Feurigen Atems, gespaltener Zunge, geniessen sie
jedesMahl."

Grace sat up in her chair and looked at the book
inhishands. "Interesting. What doesit mean?"'
"Beststhe hell out of me" He strolled over to
the reference section. "We have a German-English
dictionary around here somewhere, don't we?"
"Right under thewindow."

The dictionary, too, had been Granddad's.
Gabrid located the book and pulled it out.

"Drel meansthree, | know that much,” Grace
offered.

"Drachen then," Gabrid muttered, leafing
through to the D's. Why it should matter he
couldn't say, but he was suddenly curious.
"Dragons,”" he mused, reading the entry.

Grace piped up. "Dre Drachen. Three dragons.
That'sinteresting. | wonder if it'san analogy? |
sudied symbolism in school, you know. The
dragon isone of the oldest. It means hidden
knowledge, esoteric mysteries, sometimes associ-
ated with Lucifer, Light Bearer."

"That's pleasant,” Gabrid replied. Thegirl did

go on.

"Y eah. The dragon symbol is older than the
concept of the devil, too, which is probably why
Satan is depicted with atail and horns. Hesjust a
newer verson of the samething.”
"Youreawakin' encyclopedia, Grade."

"W, shoot mefor being lessignorant than a
box of rocks," Grace said irritably. "Me, I've
always hated snakes. That's where our fear of



snakes comes from, you know, or the symbol
comes from our fear of snakes. One or the other."
"What the hell do dragons and the devil haveto
do with snakes?' Gabrid said, confused.
Gracerolled her eyes. "Samething, dummy. The
snake symbol isthe same as the dragon, and

the devil for that matter. They're interchangegble.”
Anideacrossed vishbly over Grace'sface and
she glanced up at the painting that hung over the
desk. It wasthe only piece of art ondisplay in
the bookshop. It morbidly depicted a stripped
human skull. Three snakes wound around and
through the skull's empty sockets. Grace had
never hid her didike of it, nor her opinion that it
didn't do much for business, but it wasthe only
painting Gabrid had of hisfather's, and hewas
determined to display it. She'd been moretol-
erant of it snce hetold her who'd painted it. She
had this Japanese thing about ancestors.

"Hey. Three snakes. . . three dragons. It's

the same imagery. That'sweird," Grace said
thoughtfully.

Gabriel glanced up at the painting, suddenly
fedling cold. He remembered the drawings he'd
found in hisfather's sketchbook. He hadn't con-
nected them to the painting until now.

"And the name of the shop," Grace continued
thoughtfully. "St. George. He was dways de-
picted fighting a dragon—that whole good ver-
susevil thing." Grace was getting an excited tone
in her voice. "How'd you decide on the name S.
George's Books, anyway?'

How had he? He'd found an old coatrack at a
rummage sae years ago, a coatrack shaped like
St. George. Tacky and chipped, yes, but it had
immediately struck him. As soon ashed seenit,
he'd pictured it standing in his own bookshop
oneday, and infact, it now stood near the front
door. But hedd only had avague notion of owning
abookshop then, so why exactly had he bought
the gaudy relic and why name the shop after it?
"Don't remember,” helied.

"Uh-huh. Who's the author of the poem?”
"Heinz Ritter," he said, hismind e sewhere.

"Y ou know him?'

"Uh-uh." But the book had been in Granddad's
trunk, hadn't it? Had Granddad bought the book
for the same reason Gabriel had bought the coat-
rack? Or was there something even deeper to it?
Hetried to calm down. Grace and her blathering
were getting to him.



"| gottago,” he said suddenly. He put the dic-
tionary back.

Grace was studying him with a puzzled

expression.

"Want meto look up the rest of the poem while
you'reout?' she offered.

He paused. Did he redlly want to know? But

that was dumb. "Y eah, okay. But don't sell the
book, right?"

She shrugged with an expression that clearly
indicated her conviction that she wouldn't be
sling anything to anybody anytime soon. He gave
her the book reluctantly and left the shop.

He was hdfway to the Cazaunoux house when

the striking chimes of achurch pervaded his
thoughts and reminded him of something hed filed
away earlier. One o'clock. He dowed down the bike
and hegitated in the middle of the street. Would the
Tulanelecturetdl him anything new or would it be
awadte of time? Hed never given aralling fuck
about time before—wasted or otherwise, but lately
he had a budding consciousness of the hours dip-
ping by. He could dmost hear the sound of sand
whisking through the hourglass. Either time hed
speeded up or he had. Either way, it was anew sen-
sation, and he didn't much carefor it.

Sighing, he turned the bike around and headed

for the Universty.

Hewaslate. Thelecture hall was mostly empty.
Spatterings of students, doneand in small

groups, dusted the room like flieson acake. The
lights were down and adide show wasin

progress. Gabriel fumbled for a seet.

"Intriba Africa, each tribe had their own cul-

ture, but triba religionsal had the same basic

core. Thisistherdigious sysem known as
Voudoun." Thelecturer's voice was clipped and
arrogantly intellectua. The kind of voice, Gabridl
thought, that indicated a stick up the ass about the
gze of New Hampshire.

"V oudoun worships a pantheon of spirits,

known as Loa. Some Loa are e ementa s—spirits of
water, fire, earth, and air. Some relate to specific
tasks or places—for example, the spirit of the
crossroads or that of the graveyard. Some Loaare
the spirits of tribal ancestors.

"This pantheon is not static. New spiritsare

born, old spiritsare forgotten. Thisis precisdy
why it has never died. When one tribe would war
with another, the chief Loa of the victor would be
adopted by the losing tribe—after dl, the god was



powerful if he beet them, wasn't he? Smilarly,
when European davers kidnapped Africansfrom
their homeland, they kidnapped V oudoun, too.
Today Voudoun thrives—in Africa, of course, but
adsodl over theworld, in hybrids, assmilaing
eadly the godsand saints of Chrigtian faith.
Indeed, it thrivesright herein New Orleans.”
Thissounded like it might be rlevant after all.

If Gabriel could stay awake.

"Trying to trace the beginning of Voudoun is not
unlike trying to trace the dawn of man. Since
Africaisthe cradle of the human race, the two
may be one and the same. The oldest known
pagan practices on other continents show traits of
Voudoun—animal totems, sympathetic magic, and
apantheon of gods.

"We till can't explain the real power of these
primd religions. There are African bokorswho
baffle our scientistswith their supernatural powers.
Now let's discuss the eements of Voudoun ..."
Gabrid gifled ayawn. He was genuingly inter-
edted in the materia, even if hedidn't carefor the
toneinwhich it was ddivered, but hiseydids
were responding in time-honored fashion. Since
grammar school they'd displayed an odd associa
tion, no doubt amenta syndrome not unlike

color blindness or dydexia, in which the mere
sound of alecturing voice caused them to grow to
the sze of boulders. He forced himsdf to tune
back in.

"During aV oudoun ceremony, celebrants are pos-
sessed by theLoa Thisiscaled 'being ridden." "
The dide projector cameto life, withdrawing

the map of Africathat had been up since Gabrid
entered and bursting forth with a photograph of a
man in asgtate of possession. Hiseyesrolled back
in his head, hisbody spasmed, hislips curled into
ahideous grin. Gabriel was suddenly very awake.
The photo looked frighteningly inhuman, like
looking at something not of this plane.

"Human worshipers are seen as horses, the Loa
asthe Divine Horsemen. A person being ridden
takes on the characteristics of the Loaand
becomes, in effect, merely avessd for the more
powerful entity."

Other pictures of ceremonia possession flashed
by in the darkness—awoman wearing flour on
her face flirting with men through glazed eyes, a
man gtrutting like arooster.

"To the Voudoun practitioners, possession
servestwo purposes. Firdt, it isagift to the Loa



They believe spiritslong for flesh to dance and
sing, to make love, to eat and drink. Thus the wor-
shipers offer their own bodies, hoping to please
the gods and gain favor. Second, when a L oa pos-
sesses the body of aworshiper, Voudoun believers
are granted direct physica communion with a
god. It isavery intimate and persond deity/wor-
shiper relaionship. Can you imagine what it
would fed likeif Chrigt or Jehovah attended your
church or synagogue sarvices, persondly?

The spasming bodies disappeared, replaced by
painted figuresin gaudy costumes.

"Who or what arethe Loa? It varies from group
to group, but some of the widely worshiped
African Loainclude Dambalah, the great serpent
god; Erzulie, the 'mistress of love'; Paper Nebo or
Cede, the Lord of Death; Agwe, spirit of water;
Legba, spirit of the crossroads; and the cruelest
and most dangerous—Ogoun Badagris, the Lord
of Dedtruction.”

Paintings of asnake, awoman inamantle, a
skeleton figurein atal hat, and othersflashed by.
The last figure was dressed like asoldier. The
eyes, athough painted, seemed to bore directly
into the student audience menacingly.

"V oudoun temples are cdled hounfour. A houn-
four hasaritua circle marked by acenter pole
caled apoteau-mitan. Theritud circleis prepared
with aveve—a pattern of symbols. Each group's
veveisdightly different, conssting of complex
symbolsthat identify their specific Loa.”

A dide of aveveflashed up on the screen. It was
aseries of symbols, donein flour on adirt floor
around a center pole. Flowers and snakdike lines
radiated out from the center. Gabriel studied it. It
wasn't the same as the drawing Max had done, but
it wasthe same principle. Yes. Hewas sure the
drawing he had was of aveve

"During ritua ceremonies, called ‘conclaves
initiates dance under the supervision of abokor
and mamaoa. The use of totems, or anima masks
and markings, was not uncommon in the origind
African ceremonies. Now, though, al but the
oldest sects have abandoned this practice.”

A very old photograph, apparently takenin

tribal Africa, showed aconclave taking place
around a bonfire. The participants were realisti-
cally decorated with animal heads and paints.
Leopard fur.

"Ritual objects used during the conclaves

include theritual gourd or assort..."



A photograph of abead-encircled gourd
appeared.

"...theritua knife or ku-bha-sah ..."

The gourd was usurped by a photograph, like
an evidence photograph, of aknifewith a curved
blade. It occurred to Gabrid that the knife on
the screen was surprisingly like the one from the
museum, but hiseydidswere doing their thing
agan.

"...theritud whip orfwet kash . . ."

Theknife became abraided |eather whip.

". .. and theritud coffin or sekey madoule.”

A photograph of aman wearing desth-mask
paint and carrying asmal coffin on his shoulders
appeared. The coffinwasso smdll. . .

Gabrid yawned enormoudly.

"These items are often optiond, caled for by
the mama oafor specific magicd rituds. In some
Voudoun sects, the mama oais the most power-
ful figure. VVoudoun easily becomes amatriarcha
system when astrong priestess line emerges, for a
mamaloa can inherently possess more power than
abokor.”

"Shemutter mumblegrumble...”

The voice droned on, but Gabriel was no longer
awake to hesr it.

"Gabrid?'

Huh? He was drifting in awomblike blackness.
He pushed the voice away, didn't want to be
disturbed.

"Gabrid ?Get in."

Wha? The voice was deep and male and heavily
accented. He brushed it asdein irritation. There
was nothing to getinto.

Then a speck of color appeared in the dark-
ness. It grew larger, then took shape. It rushed
toward him.

A coffin.

No. He muttered, suddenly terrified. 7 wont.
"Gabrid, it'ssafe" thevoice sad. It wasress-
suring, urgent.

The coffin'slid opened and the box rushed
closer, enveloped him.

Hewoke, voicing ahdf shout. Fortunately, the
lecture hall was dready deserted.

The name of the professor who'd given the lec-
ture was Hartridge, or so ayoung woman waiting
outside for aride had informed him. Gabridl
found Hartridge's office with little trouble.
"Areyou astudent?' Hartridge asked rudely



as Gabrid waked in. He barely glanced up from
hiswork.

"No. My nameisKnight. Gabriel Knight."
Hartridge was unimpressed. "Y ou have wan-
dered into my private office, Mr. Knight."

"l know. | wasat your lectureand . . ."

"Yes, you were. | trust you had agood nap.”
Gabrid blushed. "Nothin' persond. Just kinda
overtakesme. | sposethat'swhy it took mefive
yearsto get my undergraduate degree.” He
grinned rakishly, hoping the persond revelation
would bresk theice.

It didn't. "Redlly?' Hartridge said dryly. "I,
mysdf, diditinthree”

Gabrid suppressed asmart-ass reply with
supreme effort. He took a deep breath and forced
himsdlf to smile. "Guessthat'swhy you're behind
the desk, and I'm here to consult the expert.”
Hartridge looked up and finaly put his pen down.
"What about?"

"About somethin' that may or may not be
related to your V oudoun, Professor.”

"I'm ligtening,” Hartridge said. He crossed his
ams kepticaly.

Gabrid took out the pattern Max had given

him. He handed it to Hartridge, studying him
carefully for areaction. Hartridge opened the
paper and stared at the piece intently. He didn't
say anything for severd minutes.

"Mindif | copy this?' he asked.

Gabriel shrugged. "Knock yoursdf out.”
Hartridge l&ft the room hurriedly, till looking

at the paper in his hands. When he returned he
handed Gabriel hisorigina, and put a photocopy
on his desk, where he continued to ook at it.

"l wasthinkin' it might be one of those veve
things" Gabrid sad carefully.

"Soitis" Hartridge replied.

Gabrid felt arush of excitement, but kept his
tone casud. "Have you ever seen this one before?!
"No. Not quite." Hartridge looked up at him.
"Where did you get this?' His eyes burned with
interest. His curiosity was definitely piqued.
Gabrid considered his response for amoment,
then decided he'd get more using the big bait.
"Have you heard about the Voodoo Murders,
Professor?’

The blood drained from Hartridge'sface. "The
onesin the papers? My word! | hadn't paid any
atention! | didn't . . . the papers said it wasfake
Voodoo!"



"Perhapsitis" Gabrid sad carefully.

"Mr. Knight, if thisveveisfrom those mur-

ders. . . God knows what you're dedling with."
Hartridge looked down at the veve again, his
face puzzled and scared. "Whatever it is, it's
not fake."

"What do you mean, ‘God knows what you're
dedling with? Doesn't the vevertdll you that?"
Hartridge shook his head. "It's not from any
sect | recognize. Some of these symbolsare old,
very old. And there are some that I've never seen
at dl." Hesghed infrugration. "I- don't know
how to explainit to you. It'slike finding ancient
Summerian graffiti downtown. That's how old
some of thisstuff is. | haven't seenitin modern
practice anywhere."

He continued to stare at it. "And in conjunction
with murders ... ? It'svery bizarre"

Gabrid fished the crime scene photograph from
his pocket. He handed it to Hartridge.

"Hope you haven't eaten recently," he added.
Hartridge took the photograph and studied it,
too. On the surface he maintained the composure
of ascientist used to things like autopsies, but
Gabrid could tdll that he was excited, excited
and scared benegth the facade.

"Mean anything to you?"'

Hartridge shook his head. "L ooksritudigtic to
me, but I've never seen thisin VVoudoun. Looks
more Aztecan."

"Cabrit sans cord?' Gabriel tried.

Hartridge looked thoughtful. "Y es, true. But
I've never actuadly seenit practiced.”

Gabrid felt arush. "That phrase means some-
thin' to you?'

"Of course. But it's cor'—cabrit sanscor'. It'sa
Haitian term. It means'goat without horns.""
"Asinafemadegoat?' Gabrid asked, confused.
"Asin ahuman sacrifice, Mr. Knight."

"But you just said they don't do that!"
Hartridge's eyes were bright. "No! 1've never
seen it done, or heard of it being done. That
doesn't mean they don't have aword for it. Theo-
reticaly, human sacrificeispossible”

"Under what conditions?'

Hartridge sighed. He obvioudy found Gabrid's
ignorance adifficult gulf to bridge. "Y ou have to
understand. During the ceremony, the looker or
mamal oamakes sacrificesto the Loa. The Loaare
asked what they want. Chicken isthe common
sacrifice, but goats and bullsare also given on



occasion. Theoreticaly, if the Loademanded a
human sacrifice, it would be necessary to give it
one. Thefear of thisoccurring isbuilt into their
rituals. For example, one of the chants| heard at a
Haitian ceremony went likethis:

"Migtress Erzulie, come and aid us.

If acock isdemanded, we will giveit.

If abull will suffice, behold it.

But if agoat without hornsisrequired for sacrifice,
oh, wherewill wefind one?

"Erzulieisthe gentlest of Loa, sothey cal on her
for mercy. But thisisjust part of the theater of it
al, atitillating fear. I've never seenit actudly
happen, nor ever heard of it happening. Not even
with the so-called Black Voodoo sects.”

"Black VVoodoo?'

"Certain sects dedicated to the darker Loa, such
asthe Cult desMarts. They'reincredibly secre-
tive and very much feared, but their focusis

on making spells, powerful spells, usng the
remains of the dead. Human fat, bone marrow,
thingslikethat. As'evil' asthey are, their crimes
are regtricted to graveyard robbery and necro-
mancy. They may occasiondly throw cursesthat
attempt to kill their enemies—though that's not as
common an occurrence as the outs de world might
think, and most of their 'enemies are protected up
to the hilt with 'good magic' in any case. But even
they don't do thiskind of human sacrifice.”
Gabrid leaned back and digested thisinfor-
metion.

"It'd beredly hepful if you could pin down
somethin' more specific about that veve," he said.
"Whereit might have originated from, any relation
that group might have to better known groups,
that kind of thing. Would that be possible?’
"Beieveme, | intend to look into it immediately.
If 1 find out anything, I'll call you." Hartridge
suddenly looked a Gabrid suspicioudy. "You are
with the police, aren't you?'

"Me? Sure. I'm undercover, though. Y ou can
reech me at St. George's Booksin the French
Quarter."

Hartridge nodded, too preoccupied to giveit
another thought. "All right."

Gabriel stood up to leave. "Oh, one more thing.
Have you ever heard of St. John's Eve?'

"June twenty-third, the feast day of St. John the
Baptist, according to Catholic tradition. But it's
just anew name for an ancient rite. Sun wor-
shipersused to roll aflaming whed down ahill to



celebrate the sun's descent on that day. It'san
important feast day in VVoudoun aswell."

Gabriel nodded appreciatively. " June twenty-
third. Comin’ up, innit?'

Hartridge looked up a him. He looked down-
right unessy. "Soitis”

He had no trouble finding the address Melissa
hed given him for Cazaunoux. It wasan old
building, and decrepit, like any one of athousand
such resdencesin the French Quarter. This part of
the city had often seemed to Gabrid like an aging
painted lady, a stained and tattered satin gown
drooping off bony shoulders, bresth sour and teeth
discolored from too many nights of agood thing.
The door opened directly onto the cracked side-
walk, not ablade of front lawnin sight. Itsred
paint was chipped and atarnished crucifix of the
gruesome variety was naled likeamagica charm
where aknocker should be. Gabrid idled the bike
on the street and racked his brainsfor a cover
dory.

He had afedling Cazaunoux would know some-
thing. She obvioudy was abeliever in Voodoo
and every indication wasthat she'd been in New
Orleansfor many ayear. She might beacrazy old
grande dame, but she might havetaestotdl,
nonetheless. Question was, why should shetell
themtohim?

A car passed by noisily and jerked to ahalt at
the nearby stop sign. It was an old Chevy convert-
ible. The three teenaged girls spotted him and
whooped. He sheepishly waved.

"Mmmm, baby," aperky blonde said with a
drawl that was not the least ladylike. "Can | have
aride on your machine?'

But her friend, a studious-looking brunette,
stopped cracking her gum long enough to express
her opinion.

"Gaaraad! The guy's old enough to be your
faaa-therrr!”

"l like'em old!" the blonde replied rebel-

lioudy. Shewas caught off baance and fell into
the back seat asthe car legped through the inter-
section. He could hear the three burst into hysteri-
ca laughter asthe car sped away.

Gabrid felt hisface burn. Old enough to be

her father? Redly! Why, he would have had to
have been ... Hetried to calculateit, didn't like
the number he came up with, and so immedi-
ately dropped the whole thing.

Cazaunoux. He glanced up at the door again.



Two or three minutes passed before aquizzica
look creased his brow, then degpened into skepti-
cism, then faded to agrin. Old enough to be your
faaatherrr . . . He started the bike.

Hereturned half an hour later. Or, rather, his
bike returned. That he was no longer quite
himself was clear. Hed found theitems he
needed—okay, he stole the items he needed—from
aready room in the back of &t. Louis Cathedra. A
meass had been going on, scantily attended, and
the back halls had been quiet and empty, but
trustingly open, as churches were wont to be. He
did not fed guilty. They weren't vauable things,
and asfar as he was concerned, the Catholic
Church owed just about everybody on the planet
afavor or two, given ther rolein human history.
He'd then stopped by the bookshop to rummage
through his closet for accessories, including a
black suit jacket he hadn't worn since his college
graduation, and apair of black shoes, equaly
ancient. HEd picked up some hair gel, too, thick,
gloppy stuff, from the wide selection of such
productsin his bathroom (one of the few things
he cons stently spent good money on). HEd never
get away with it with hismop of hair, and he sat
on the bike now, combing the stuff through his
mane until it was al dicked back, niceasyou
please, and hideoudy normal-looking. God, the
things he was doing for this book!

When Madame answered the door, she opened
it merely acrack and peered out a him over the
safety chain nervoudy. Castro wasin her arms,
scrambling hisnails againgt her bosom franticaly,
eager to get away and protect histurf by taking a
chunk out of Gabrid'sleg. But Madame herself
relaxed when she saw who stood at her door.
"Yes, Father?'

"Good day to yanow, madame,” Gabriel said
with aheavy brogue. Weren't priestsIrish?"I'm
Father MacLaughlin from St. Louis Cathedrd,
and I've cometo pay theeavistintheLord."
"But | don't goto . Louis, Father." Madame
blushed. "I goto . James."

"Ah, but wereal children of God, doncha

know. It matters not if ye be one of my flock or
nay. | minister to al God's crestures.”

"Yes, Father,” Madame said obediently. ™Y ou
know it's been ever so long since a priest took the
timeto come out and vist me" A frown moved
over her face asquickly asasummer storm
blowing in. Her tone grew excessively hitter. "It's



adisgrace! It'sjust like everything ese, tradition
and courtesy have goneto the birds! More of the
devil'swork, curse hissoul!" Her rancor spewed
forth like vomit, then disgppeared as quickly asit
had surfaced. She gave him asmilethat postively
dripped honey. "Do comein.”

She unchained the door and Gabrid entered,
trying to keep up hisown smile, and thinking

that thiswas one whacked old lady. Hed be
lucky to get out of hereat al, much lesswith

any information.

Madame led her visitor into asmdl parlor and
motioned for himto St down. Theroomwasa
parlor, too—not aliving room, family room, home
office, or "medianook."” Old slk settees bore
clawed feet and doilies covered each chair am
and tabletop within eyesight. The wallpaper, yd-
lowed and cracked, still matched lampshades,
which had yellowed and cracked in synchronicity.
Like the building exterior and, indeed, Madame
hersdf, only the ghost of graciousnesswas | eft
clinging to physica matter so stdled by ageit
dready smdled of the grave.

"| trust you are keeping yourself safe,

madame?' Gabriel said as Cazaunoux settled her-
sdlf on an adjacent settee. Castro camed, hypnoti-
caly slenced by the warmth of her l1ap. Gabrid
observed thisand fdt his somach turn. He did
not want to imagine the rancidness of alther the
dog or his perch.

"Oui, Fether, | try, with Our Lady'shelp.”
Madame sighed the Sgh of atrue martyr.

"It isadangeroustime out there," Gabriel
prompted.

"Don't | know it, Father!"

"What with those horrible crimesin the paper! |
fed it my duty to check on the security of good
Catholicslike yoursdlf, donchaknow.”
"Blessyou! It isacomfort to bevisited. I'm usu-
aly so donehere. | do get afraid, Father." Her
large, bleary eyes peered at him desperately. "1 do
get afraid.”

"Isit the murders, my child?' Gabrid asked,
sounding extraordinarily sympathetic.

Madame pulled back, her face blanking with
disdain. She pursed her lipsknowingly. "Hal
They are only thelatest! Y ou'll see, Father, when
youvelived hereaslong as| have. Their evil
isever present, whether they arein the papers

or not! We are neither more nor less safe that
we've ever been or ever will bel" Madame



smoothed the fabric of her dress, picked lint off
Cagtro'sfur.

"They, madame?'

Madame nodded. "Oui, Father. But let us speak
of something more. .. uplifting. Perhapsyou'll
pray for me?" Shelooked hopeful.

Gabrid felt arush of irritation. "So | would like
to, dear lady, but we must know what to pray for,
mustn't we? God isn't amind reader.”

Madame looked confused at this remark.
Obvioudy, thiswasn't a Catholic tenet she was
used to hearing. Gabriel pressed on.

"| fed it my duty, as spiritua shepherd of this
community, to know itssinnersaswell asitsvir-
tuous so that | can beinformed in my prayersand
inmy efforts”

Madame |ooked concerned. "But, Father, itis
better for you not to know too much about some
things. It isvery dangerous!” Shelooked around
the room hitterly. "Why do you think | am forced
to shut mysdlf up in here, behind closed doors? It
isbecause | know too much, and if | were not
careful, if | did not guard mysdlf, they would
smell out my knowledge and come for mel"
Gabrid suppressed a smile. He nodded sympa-
theticdly ingtead. "And what isit that you know,
medame?’

Madame looked mysterious. "I am Creole, no?
My grandmother lived in thisvery house. She was
diveinthetime of Marie Laveau. She knew!"
"Ah, did she now? And what did she know, my
child?'

"I couldnt tell you, Father," Madame said stub-
bornly. "C'est pour ceux qui savent.”

Gabriel had heard this phrase before, anong
other Creoles. It literdlly meant "It isfor those
who know," but it more accurately trandated to
"Fuck off, you're not Creole.”

"For those who know about... cabrit sansclorl”
Gabrid hinted darkly, hoping she wouldn't think
he was talking about the Swiss Alps or something.
She did not. Madame stopped petting Castro
abruptly, her handsflying to her facein darm.
She blushed deeply. " Father, you do know!" she
whispered. It would have been funny if there
were not something quite so maniaca abot it.
"To fight the enemy, you must know the

enemy,” Gabrid said ominoudy.

"What ardief! You don't know thetimes|'ve
tried to speak with apriest about it, and they
adwaysact likeyou are crazy. Tut your faithin



God/ they say! How the Church can believe

in the mysteries of the crossand yet not believein
thered presenceof evil ...! 1 amsogladyou
understand, Father." And she was, indeed,
soilling tears of gretitude. Gabrid felt guilty.
"Open are the eyeswhich see," he responded
knowingly. What the hell doesthat mean?

But Madame didn't swest it. Shewasin her

own universe now. "The sacrifices, Father, they
continue! It wasthe samein my grandmother's
time!"”

"Tdl mewhat shetold you," Gabrid said. He
was 00zing paternd sympathy.

Madame looked around asif expecting com-
pany of the evil spirit variety. When she had sttis-
fied hersdlf that they were aone, she leaned
forward and reached out a bony hand to clutch
hisarm.

"Y ou know that Laveau was only afront—not
thered Voodoo Queen at dl!"

Gabrid cursed himsdf slently. Shewasjust a
nutcase after al. But the investment had aready
been made, he might aswell play it out. "Isthat
0?" he said, trying not to wince at the nubby pro-
trusonsof her hand.

"Yes! My grandmother was a V oodooienne her-
sdf! An acolyte of Marie Laveau. They held ser-
vicesfor the daves and the white folk who
wanted to watch. They madeit al look scary and
S0000 mysterious, but they didn't really know the
firgt thing about VVoodoo! Thiswasdl just a
trick—aruse to hide the true heart of Voodoo in
New Orleans”

"It was" Gabrid sad neutrdly.

"Yesl Y ou know, Father—the way amagician
makes you |ook the other way while he goes and
does something sneaky! There was a secret group,
way in at the core. Even most Voodoos never
guessed it wasthere. The inner group—that was
run by the real Voodoo Queen.”

"Oh?Who was she?'

"My grandmother wouldn't say. She only said
she was the most beautiful woman sheld ever
seen. She had beautiful copper-colored skin and
power you cannot imagine. Some of the things
they say Laveau did were actudly done by the
real V oodoo Queen. Laveau aged, and her
daughter, but the real Voodoo Queen never died!
She'sdill diveto thisvery day!™

Madame was leaning far forward now, spittle
flying from her lips as sheintoned these horrors.



Gabriel could smell her sour breath acrossthe
space that separated them. Her eyes were fixed
upon him. Hefdt his head swim, his hands and
feet grow cold, asif her now-aching grip were
sucking thelifefrom him.

Therewasaloud Y e p! as Castro was crushed
by Madame's forward-leaning posture. She sat
back quickly, and wasingtantly coddling the
mangy cregture. Gabrid fdt likeatrain had been
headed straight for him had suddenly jumped
tracks. He blinked and rubbed at hiswrist with
numbed fingers.

"Did your grandmother ever say anything
else.about this secret sect, madame?” hefinaly
managed.

"Only that they were pureevil! They killed
thosethat got in their way then, and they ill do!™
"Yes," Gabrid sad thoughtfully.

"Oh, Father, it hasjust occurred to me. Would
you like to see something?'

Gabriel nodded doubtfully.

Madame opened afaded music box on her
coffee table. An unnameable tunetried to begin,
then gave up with amechanica sgh. She brought
out asilver bracelet. It wasin the shape of a snake
with ahead at both ends. The heads met in the
center of thecirclet. It wasasmplething, yet it
evoked a primitive power. Cazaunoux handled it
asthough it were dive and ready to Strike.

"This bracelet was my grandmother's. Shewore
it tothered ceremonies. It wastheir sgn.”
Sheheld it out toward Gabridl. For some
reason, he suddenly felt he needed it.

"To have such athing in the house, my child

... hebeganin awarning tone.

"Don't | know it, Father! Many anight it has
kept me avake with itsevil pull! But what am | to
do? It was my grandmother's!” Madame seemed
heartbroken over her mora dilemma

Gabrie fdt asmiletug at hislips. Shewas
amogt too easy. Hequdledit. "Y ou must let me
takeit, madame. | will takeit to the Church and
blessit. When | returniit to you your troubles will
be over."

Madame |ooked doubtful. "I could not let it out
of the house, Father." She seemed quite sure
about that.

Gabrid sighed. Heracked his brain. For some
reason, the crime scene at Pontchartrain came
tomind.

"Then | shdl return to the Church and get



some holy water, madame. | will blessthe
bracelet here"

Madame's grizzled face cracked into an eerily
radiant smile. "Father, you aretoo kind!"

Gabriel wasback at Cazaunoux's thirty minutes
later. As Madame closed her eyesfor his
"blessing," he dropped the traveling-size shaving
bracer bottle held found in his bathroom (the
"holy water"), and withdrew from his pocket a
lump of clay he'd taken from the banks of Lake
Pontchartrain. He quickly pressed it around the
bracelet as he intoned.

"Bless, oh, blessthiscirclet, | pray. Takethe

evil curse away, that Madame might deep by
night or day!"

Madame dabbed her teary eyeswhen hewas
done. Infact, to Gabrie's horror, she dmost
kissed his cheek, but shyness overcame her inthe
end. Shedidn't seem to notice that his hands,
when they shook good-bye, smelled of fish and of
the earth.

When Gabriel emerged from Cazaunoux's, a
light mist wasintheair. It wasthekind of mist
that appeared when the heat and humidity
reached ridiculous leves, the kind that made the
entire city fed like one big sauna. Between the
heat and the mist, Gabrid felt like ashirt waiting
for theiron to descend. Hetouched the clay in his
pocket worriedly, but, hell, it was dready damp—
mist wasn't going to hurt it any.

Hiséeation a his successful subterfuge with
Cazaunoux melted dowly in theredlity of the
street. Where was he going to find someone who
could make abracelet out of that mold? Evenif he
did find someone who could, why would they?
There'sno way he could pay for it. His pockets
wereway past "E." What did hewant it for
anyway? Did heimaginethat if heworeit into the
V oodoo shop, it might be some secret signto
loosen M'seu Waker'slips? Wasit going to
enlighten Mosdy? A snake bracelet claimed by a
paranoid schizophrenic to have belonged to her

V oodoo-inner-circle grandmother? Some physical
evidence!

But despite thismulling, Gabrid ill felt the
bracelet was important. Was or would be,
somehow. He returned to the bookshop to check
the yellow pages for ajeweler who sounded des-
perate, gullible, or both.

He entered, whistling. Grace was spesking with
Bruno, their next-door neighbor. Bruno owned a



flower shop (LaFeur de Paris) and was one of
Gabrid'sleast favorite people on the planet.
Bruno was gay, which wasfine, but hewasadso a
flaming bitch, which was not. Hisfavorite pas-
timewasto observe St. George'sfrom his
window, then show up every couple of daysto
comment on their lack of patronage, ad nauseam.
"Well, the man of the house returns” Bruno

said with dripping sarcasm.

"Guessthat never happens at your place, huh?'
Gabrid replied dryly. He headed for the coffeepot.
Grace spoke up firmly. "Bruno was just

leaving."

"Of course, darling,” Bruno purred cattily. "But
before | go | must ask your master once again
about that painting.” Bruno turned to Gabridl.
"Someday you're going to be broke enough to sl
ittome"

Gabriel took asip of coffee and looked at the
skull and snakes. Bruno had been after that piece
for years. His shop had a gothic decor.

"How much?' Gabriel asked.

"Gabrid!" Grace protested.

Bruno was tongue-tied for amoment. Gabriel
watched with amusement while surprise and
greed for the painting fought chegpness on his
face. "Eighty dollars" Bruno findly stuttered.
"One hundred,” Gabrid sad firmly.

"Gabrid!" Grace voiced again in utter disbelief.
"I'll takeit," Bruno said quickly. He whipped

out hishillfold and counted out the money.
Grace's face reddened and she watched,
stunned, as Bruno took the painting from the wall
and hurriedly exited the shop.

Gabrid tossed his coffee cup.

"That was your father'swork," Grace said.
"What isgoing on with you?"

Her toneindicated that if sheld thought Gabridl
was heartless before, shed never truly guessed
the depth of lowness of which he was capable. It
actudly kind of hurt him to fed her disdain so
clearly, but he wasn't about to apologize or
explan.

"It was only apainting, Grace," he said. And one
| don't careto keep looking at, now that | redly seeit.
"l need the money."

She didn't say anything more. She only picked
up anote from the desk angrily and handed it to
him. He glanced &t it. It was the trandation of the
German poem. It read:

Three dragons crawl into my deep, my soul they



want to devour.

With fiery breath and split tongues, they enjoy
every med.

The paper trembled in his hand. He quickly
stuffed it into ajeans pocket, aware that Grace
waswatching himintently. Infact, her look was
50 burning, he could fed his skin blush. Heforgot
about the jewelersin the phone book. It was sud-
denly much more important to get out of there.
He left without another word.

Having ahundred dollarsin his pocket waslike
having abar of gold—asimplausible, and just as
weighty. He thought as he drove about going out
to one of hisfavorite restaurants, one he hadn't
been to in years. Hed order adozen oystersto
gart, and follow it up with the Stesk Diane. His
stomach growled with approval.

Of course, there were adozen or so shop-
keepersin the areaholding 1.O.U.s that would

a so be more than willing to divide up the pro-
ceeds. But then, that would only whet their
appetite and that would be cruel. Therewasaso
the matter of the bracelet. One hundred dollars
might get it done.

But he wasn't going to do any of those things,
was he? He sighed as his bike seemed to be
driving itself sngle-mindedly, asit had been

wont to do more and more of late. For the first
time since he'd started this research, he knew for
an absolute certainty. Heredlly was going mad.
Willy Walker, to his credit, did not bat an eyein
protest when Gabriel counted the hundred dollars
out onto the counter and pointed at the crocodile
mask. Unfortunately, neither did he mdt into the
steaming pool of cooperation due agood paying
customer. He merely walked over to the dummy,
unhooked the mask, and brought it to the counter
for Gabrid'sinspection.

The base was hollow and theinsdes were lined
with adried linen and papier-mache mixture.
Now that he was close to the mask, Gabrid could
discern the holesthat were cut in the skin just
below the glassy fixed eyes.

"They dill wear thesein the ceremonies?’

Gabrid asked.

Willy crossed his arms over his chest and
looked back blankly. "Don’ know what you mean.
'Sacuriosity, that 'sail.”

"Yeah. | forgot,” Gabrid said dryly. Hetucked
the mongter under hisarm.

"Don' beforgettin' your lagniappe, Sir," Willy



sad. He brought asmall bottle out from under
the counter. The bottle said "Lady Luck Gam-
blin' Qil."

"Thanks," Gabrid replied. Helooked at it with
disnterest, but it wasimpoliteto refuse a
lagniappe. He dropped it into a pocket and smiled
as sweetly aspossible at Mr. Walker. He was
rewarded by aflash of annoyance. It cheered him
consderably.

As he carried the croc head out, he could fedl
Walker's eyes on his back.

The ugliest heat of the day had passed, and the
shadows were lengthening toward | ate afternoon.
Gabriel was getting tired, and it wasn't much fun
riding around with the croc head—which was
dipped over the seat behind him like adisem-
bodied passenger—getting stares and poking him
in the back. He wasn't quite sure where he was
going, the momentum of the day dowing down
for thefirst time. Hefingered the clay in his
pocket as he drove. It felt cool and clammy. He
thought again about the jeweler and, so doing,
saw the bracelet in hismind's eye. He frowned. A
two-headed snake. Something was wrong with
the shape. It had bothered him when hefirst saw
it at Cazaunoux's. It itched at hisbrain now.
What? Held never seen the thing before, had he?
It hit him suddenly and sent anicy chill

through him, making the mist on hisskintingle.
THREE snakes. That'swhat'swrong with it. There
should be THREE.

Gabrid's grandmother could scarcely believe

her eyes when she opened the door and saw him
gtanding there for the second timein dmost as
many days.

"Gabrid! My goodness!"

"Hey, Gran." Gabriel brushed her cheek with a
kiss and headed for the attic stairs. "Just wanna
check on somethin’, 'kay?"

Before she could answer he was out of sight.
Hewent gtraight to the old trunk and began
pulling items out. Old clothes, the clock, the stack
of letters. Heriffled through the books carefully,
checking their pagesfor concealed notes, exam-
ining the bindings for name and author. Nothing
elseby Heinz Ritter. Nothing in the pages.

He ran his hand along the sides of the trunk but
found nothing unusua. When he was through he
sat, surrounded by Harrison'sthings, feding very
low. Hisfather's sketchbook, the painting, Heinz



Ritter's poem, hisown dreams .. . For thefirgt
timein many years, snce the dayswhen hed
played bal by himsdf in the backyard, Gabrie
felt the terrible gaping hole of loss a the absence
of hispaternal ancestors. What was born in the
male Knight line? What secrets had they died
without reveding? And if therewas nothing to it,
to hear that from their own lips ("Oh, that? Just
something | saw in the movies, Gabe my boy.
Never dreamt of snakes, me.").

"Why are you messin' with thisnow?" zZswhat
they'd say, Gabriel thought bitterly. "Ain't you got
bigger fishto fry, boy?'

He started putting the stuff back in the trunk
automatically. Gran had the voice of a Southern
kitten, but sheld trained him well nonetheless.
You didn't leave messesfor Gran. Shedidnt like
it. Hewas about to put the clock in the trunk
when he paused and gave it another look. The
outer dia around the clock'sface ... asun, a
moon, an angel, adragon, acrown, and a scythe.
Three snakes. . . three dragons. It's the same
imagery.

He stared at the clock amoment longer, afrown
on hisbrow. Unsure what it was he was doing, he
reached out and touched the outer dia. He
pushed at it, and it clicked to theright one
symbol. The moon replaced the sun at the twelve
o'clock position. Gabrid looked at it thoughtfully.
He dowly turned the did until the dragon was at
the top. Nothing happened.

At the base of the clock was awinding key.
Gabrid turned it. The mechanism's Soring
sounded healthy enough. From inside the clock
came theloud sound of ticking. Gabrie drummed
his hand on the clock's base, thinking. The dragon
looked back at him, itsjeweled eyes laughing.
He placed atentative finger behind the minute
hand. He began to push it clockwise. It went
eadly, dragging the little hand behind it asit
revolved. Twelveo'clock . . . oneo'clock . . . two
o'clock. When the hands reached three o'clock,
he heard a click. From the base of the clock a
smdl drawer popped open.

Gabriel stared at thelittle drawer. How did he
know? Hefdt that sameicy chill sweep over him.
He had known, some part of him. Ancestral
memories? The ghost of Granddad? A lucky
guess? He summoned up his courage and reached
ahand ingde. He pulled out two items. aletter
and a photograph.



The photograph was faded. It showed two
handsome young men and an older man. The
three were posed outside, and in the distance was
alarge old castle and, beyond that, tall, snow-
covered mountain peaks. Gabriel recognized one
of the young men as hisgrandfather. He didn't
know the other two, but he recognized alittle of
himsdlf in the second young man. Therewas
nothing written on the back.

Heturned to the letter. It waswrittenin

German. It was addressed to Heinz Ritter, care of
the U.S. Post Officein New Orleans.

Theletter trembled in Gabrid's hands. He shut
his eyes. Granddad was Heinz Ritter.

It made total sense. Harrison Knight wasn't
exactly aGerman name, wasit? And Gran had
said Harrison was a poet. He didn't just like the
poem because of three dragons. He wrote the poem.
Gabrid studied the letter, but couldn't make
much sense of it. There was astrange word, Schat-
tenjiiger, that appeared repeatedly, and the tone of
the writing seemed emotiona—Iots of under-
scoring and a shaky hand. The letter was Signed
"Karl Ritter." Probably Heinz'sfather, theold
man in the photograph. And the other manin the
picture. ..

Y ou know who that is. That's the guy that's been
buggin’' Grade. That's Wolfgang Ritter.

Yes. Naturaly.

Gran put her knitting aside and rose from the
settee as Gabriel descended.

"You look pale, dear. Is somethin' wrong?' She
approached Gabriel and placed asmal, dry hand
on hisforehead.

"You're perspirin’ sheer ice, and it must bea
million degrees up in that attic!"

Gabrid smiled doggedly and pulled avay. "I'm
just alittletired, Gran."

"Well gt down, dear. I'll make us some
lemonade.”

Gabriel shook hishead. "I'd loveto, but I'm
redly busy today."

Gran'sface pursed into a skeptical scowl. "Now

| know youresick! Theonly timel've ever seen
you busy iswhen you werefillin' your digpers.”
Gabriel amiled, despite himself. "There's some-
thin' | wanted to ask you'. . . Did Granddad ever
talk about hisfamily back in Germany?'

Ester Knight'sface grew serioudy worried.
"Gabrid, isthere somethin' goin’ on with you?"
"No, Gran, it'sjust ... I've been thinkin' about



the Stuff inthe attic,” Gabrid covered.

Edter studied him carefully, and seemed to

accept thisexcuse. "1 wish you'd known him,
dear. Hewas very specid.”

"I never heard you mention any family on
Granddad's sde. There must have been some,"
Gabrid perssted.

Ester smiled sadly. "That'swhat | said to Har-
rison. Seemsto me family's an important thing, |
sad. 'Specidly snce my family didn't gpprove,
you know." She glanced at Gabrid shyly at this
last remark. It struck him again how difficult it
must have been for he—bred in alarge Southern
family, to find hersdf widowed and utterly alone
with ayoung sontoraise.

"Harrison was adamant,” she sghed. "Hed left
that life behind him for areason. He didn't want
to talk about it—didn't want anythin' to do with it
adl"

"Did he say why?"

Egter shrugged, looking pained. "l wish | could
tell you. Heand | were close, but | could never get
through to that part of him. He was a sad man,
didn't deep well, but hewouldn't admit he had
any troubles.”

Shesghed. "All hewould tell mewasthat his
family was cursed. He said nothing good could
ever happen for them. He was bound and deter-
mined to sart hislife fresh, without the old

chains. For himsdlf, and for Philip." She smiled
sadly at Gabrid, touched hishair. "And you."

Y eah? Got news for ya, Granddad. It didn't work.
"Hmmm. Did he ever mention abrother?’

Gran shook her head sadly. "Hewouldn't talk
about hisfamily. I'm sorry, dear.”

" 'Sdlright. Just curious." He kissed her cheek.
"Now | gottarun."

She saw him to the door and watched him until
he drove out of sight. Fear was etched on her face.
Spare him, please, Lord, she prayed. Spare this one,
at lesst.

And that, redlly, was all she could do.

For some reason, Gabrid found himsdlf cruis-
ing Malia Gedde's neighborhood. He had been
thinking about his grandfather, and about what
Wolfgang Ritter might haveto say to him, when
he redlized he was bringing hisbikeinto acurb,
and that the house he was Sitting in front of was
the Gedde mansion.

Either his automatic pilot had aboner, or he was
here for areason. He didn't care which. He needed



areality check. He needed comfort. Despite the
fact that she couldn't tolerate his presence, Mdia
Gedde was the person he wanted those things
from. In fact, seeing her was suddenly the most
important thing in the world.

The door was answered, naturaly, by Robert of
the beard and the unpleasant disposition.

"l need to see Mdig, please," Gabriel sad

firmly.

The man's expression showed disbelief at
Gabrid'saudacity. Hefolded hisarms across his
chest. "Ms. Gedde is not at home."

"Look, go ask her if shélll speak withme. Ya
hear? AsK her."

The man blinked at the demand. Surprised?
Amused?

"Isyour hearing impaired, Detective?' Thislast
was uttered mockingly. "Sheisnot. At home."
Gabrid redized the man was serious. "Whereis
she?" he demanded.

The man'sface darkened. "Sheisvigting her
mother'sgrave,” he said scathingly. "Isthat what
you wanted to hear? Leave her alone, Mr.
Knight." Thislast was athreat, and the glare that
accompanied it was lethd. The door dammed in
Gabrid'sface.

Gabrid turned without a second thought and
marched to hisbike. He did not reflect upon how
unusud it wasthat he should know exactly where
that meant, nor did he even fed satisfaction a
tall-thin-and-obnoxiouss unwilling divulgence

of precisaly what hewastrying to concedl. Had he
reflected, hewould have redized therewas a
flash of panic in the man's eyesthe minute the
phrase had |eft hismouth, asif Robert himself
had not known he was going to say that, nor why
he had.

But Gabrid's purpose was suddenly aimed

with al the tenson of an arrow in abow. He was
not thinking about anything except getting across
town to St. Louis Cemetery #1.

At firgt glance, the Gedde tomb looked deserted.
But from undernegth the massve marble doors of
the crypt, Gabriel detected athin light, barely
there even in the shadows cast by the late after-
noon sun. Shewasingde. He sttled into the
shade of anearby monolith to wait.

It didn't takelong. After about ten minutes

he heard afaint click, then the marble doors of
the tomb did smoothly gpart. Mdia Gedde
emerged. Shewas dressed in black and shed



been crying.

He summoned up his courage and stepped into
themurky light.

"Mdia. . ." hesaid. For somereason, it came
out asaplea

For amoment, as she stared at him, he had the
impression that she was about to runinto his
arms, asif she, too, needed comfort. But shedid
not run into his arms and the moment passed.
"Mr. Knight," she said tersely. She began
walking quickly away through the cemetery.
Hefollowed. "Mdia, wait!" He hurried behind
her. Sheignored him.

Hefdt arush of frugration and humiliation. In
two quick steps he caught up to her and grabbed
her arm.

"Please" he sad tightly. "Don't ignore me."

She turned and regarded him. Her cool de-
meanor was not evident now. Her grief made her
eyes glisten and gave her avulnerable air that
Gabrid found primaly compelling. He wanted

to protect her, he suddenly redlized, and was
absolutely stunned. That emotion was definitey
not in his character.

"What isit?' shedghed, asif he were one more
problemin ahard day.

He shook his head angrily. "Don't say thét.

Don' bdittleit like that. Y ou know what it is
She said nothing, but the comment had regis-
tered. She eased somehow. The exasperation | eft
her mouth. She seemed to be waiting for himto
goon.

Helooked around, fishing for words. "All |

know is| haveto seeyou. Y ou pop into my head
al day long. It'slike. . . like a sore tooth you keep
probing with your tongue.”

She peaked an eyebrow. "That'salovely

imege"

"Chrigt! Okay, so I'm abad writer. I'm also

dead serious. Theré's somethin' . . . magnetic
between us, somethin' | can practicaly smell. If
you tell meyou don't fed it, then I'll know I'm
redly loan' my mind."

She pulled her arm away from him gently. Her
face softened.

"You'renot loang your mind," shesaid, sgh-

ing. "There Z's an attraction between us. Normaly,
thiswould dl be so many stepsin alovely mating
dance, and I'd applaud your effort. But you have
to understand—I'm smply not inapostionto
play thet gameright now."



Hewas hurt. "It'snot agame. Hell, it'snot even
adance—believe me, I've danced plenty. This
intit.”

She closed her eyes momentarily, looking ex-
hausted. "1'm not trying to be derogatory. I'm just
talking about natural humanrritud ..." She

amiled a him. It wasthefirst timehed seenit, a
smilefor him done. It made his chest hurt. Now if
he could only take the tragedy out of her lips.
"Sowhy fight it?" he asked.

The smilefaded. "Because I'm not freeto par-
ticipate. With my mother's death I've had to teke
over as head of the family. There are many depen-
dent on me.”

"S0? If you're the boss, why not take off for
awhile? Even judt for an afternoon. Y ou can
come see my shop. It's St. George's Books—-in
the French Quarter. We could take awalk, see the
Sghts”

She looked tempted, at least. "That sounds very
gppeding, but. . . it'snot so smple. Evenif | could
get away for an afternoon, why start something |
don't have the time or freedom to pursue? Ther€'s
such athing as duty, you know. Sometimes what
you want for yourself doesn't matter.”

The sad smile returned. She backed away from
him. He wanted to say something, anything to
make her stay, but he couldn't relate to what she
was talking about enough to argue againgt it. He
himsdlf had never taken responsibility for any-
thing. What he could see was that she was
unhappy, and that couldn't beright.

"Everyone deserves somethin’ of their own,” he
sad softly.

Her smilewavered at that, but she did not

stop. "Good-bye," she said. Then sheturned and
was gone.

Love hurt. Gabrid fdt like one of the VVoodoo
Murders victims—a huge gaping hole where his
heart had been. He told himself held only gotten
what he deserved for dlowing himsdf to fed
something for someone. Goddamn hormones!
Thiswas precisdly the reason he never adlowed
himsdlf to give afuck about anything. Why hed
been suckered in thistime was beyond him. But,
whatever the cause for histemporary insanity, his
patsydom was decidedly over.

He drove to the Napoleon House, a bar and
hangout popular with the artistic set in the French
Quarter. When hedrank at dl, hedid it here. The
wallswere asoothing dark gray and classical



music played over the hum of the patrons. No
neon, no mirrored balls, just agood, old-fashioned
pub. Besides, it was one of the few placesthat il
gave Gabrie credit.

He ordered a beer. He considered taking a shot of
whiskey with it, but his ssomach was too empty not
to get serioudy upset about something like that.
The bartender, Monty, tried to open adialogue,
knowing Gabrid just about aswell as anyonein the
neighborhood, but Gabrid politely rdayed hisdis-
interest in human contact and took hismug
gloomily over to atable.

His brooding lasted through a haf hour and a
beer and ahdf. Gradudly, his brain started
dlowing in sgndsfrom the outside world—the
soothing music, the laughter of the patrons. He
began to relax.

A few tables away were Sam and Marcus. They
werefixturesin this place as predictable asthe
bust of Napoleon that sat behind the bar. Just as
predictable was their argument.

"Come on, movewill ya? Yer dower than a
pregnant dug.”

That was Marcus, the ruder of the two.

"| gottaright to think, don't 17" Sam shot back.
He studied the chess board with obvious dismay.
"Think?'Y ou should have a solution to world
peace by now!"

Gabriel smiled, despite himself. Poor Sam. Held
been playing chesswith Marcus since Gabrid
could remember. And, asfar as Gabriel knew,
held never won asingle game. It wasthe running
gag of the bar.

When you gettin' that raise, Joe? Oh, 'bout the time
Sam bests Marcus.

For some reason, the pair eased his mind today,
made him smile. He pulled achair over to the
chesstable and sat, facing the chair's back,
drinking hisbeer. It wasa"guy" kind of thing to
do and that made him fed better. Who needed
women, anyway?

"Y ahappy? Yagot an audience now. Someone
to watch you bitethe big one, yaloser," Marcus
taunted.

"Hey, Gabrid," Sam sghed. "Never mind Mr.
Bigmouth. He'sacomplete ass.”

"And yourealoser," Marcus reminded him
politely.

Sam rolled his eyes and moved apawn. Marcus
chortled in ddlight.

Sam pointedly looked away from the board.



The gamewas obvioudy closeto thefina daugh-
ter and he had given up.

"How's the bookshop?' he asked Gabriel.

"Fine. Y our place?'

"Fine. Eddiesdoin’ agood job. He takes after
hisold man."

Gabriel nodded and took a swig of beer.

Then it struck Gabriel what held just said. Sam
owned a shop in the French Quarter, too. These
days Sam's son ran it, Sam being retired, but

dill ... itwasajeweler's, wasn't it? Sure.

Sam's Estate Jewdry. It was down somewhere on
Chartes. Gabrid had never given it asecond
thought, not being the jewelry-buy ing type.

He waited until after Sam's next move, then he
pulled the clay mold from his pocket.

"Tdl mewhat you think of this" hesaid. He
handed Sam the mold.

"What?Y ou do thisyoursalf?' Sam asked, obvi-
oudy unimpressed.

"Yeah. It was a bracelet shaped like asnake.
Think someone could make areplicawith that?"
Sam peered down his nose through hisbifocals,
trying to get alook ingde the mold without opening
it too much.

"Maybe. Possible," wasthe verdict. He handed
the mold back to Gabridl.

"Checkmatel" Marcus hollered jubilantly.

Sam dtared at the board. " Sonovabitch!™
Marcusrose. "Gottavist the little boys room.
Set us up for another round, hey, loser?' He
walked away, till chortling.

Sam began to rearrange the pieces.

"Why do you keep playing him?' Gabrid

asked.

Sam made a"whét the hdl" gesturewith his
hands. "I told mysdf ten years ago, 1'd beat that
bastard one day, so help me God, and | don't give
up too easy."

Sam looked at Gabrid. "My father used to say—
apromise you maketo yourself isthe most impor-
tant kind." He touched Gabrid's chest with a
liver-spotted finger to accent every word.

Gabrid shrugged. "I guess. Seemsto meyou'd
get awful 9ck of logn'."

Sam pointed afinger intheair. "Ah, yes, but

you see, Marcus can best meamillion times,
doesn't matter. All | haveto doiswin once. Just
once. Theday | dothat, | stand up, | walk away
from Marcus and away from this bar, forever, and
| walk away awinner. | will have besten him, you



see?.Not just the battle, | will have won the war."
Gabriel smiled. He hoped he was around to see
that. It would become the stuff of legend,
assuming it ever happened.

"Onetime, oneday,” Sam went on, negtly
aigning Marcuss black pieces; "luck will beon
my sde. Hell, even amonkey could get lucky
after tenyears."

Gabrid could have sworn hefdt something in

his pocket move. He sat up, startled. He patted his
pockets.

And fdt asmdl bottle. Hepulled it out. "Lady
Luck Gamblin' Gil."

Jesus. It was getting pretty damn hard to tell
where his subconsciousintuition |eft off and the
Twilight Zone began. Or maybethiswasdl just
onelong extension of hisdream.

"Hey, Sam, try some of this" Gabrid said dully,
feding like afucking puppet. Okay. I'll read the
script.

Sam glanced at the bottle, then took it.

"Lady Luck Gamblin' Oil. Hey, isthis some of
that \Voodoo shit?"

Gabrie smiled. " 'Scuriogty. 'Sall," he sad.

Sam looked skepticd. "Did | ever tdll you that
when | wasyoung, | had the biggest crush on this
girl. Woulda died for her. Shedidn't give methe
time of day. Thought | was aloser, like Marcus here
thinksI'm aloser. Findly, | saved some money
from mowin' lawns and whatnot. Took my balsin
my hand and went to an old witch woman down
the street. She gave me this pouch. Told meto bury
it under the girl's front porch step.”

"Did you?'

"Yup."

"What happened?’

Sam shook his head sadly. " She married me."

He gave Gabrid aknowing look. ™Y ou don't mess
around with that kind of stuff,” he warned. He
handed the bottle back.

Gabrid studied him, then tossed the bottle up
with one hand and caught it. "Not even to get
Marcus? Not even to walk out of here, today, a
winner?'

Sam looked at him, then around the bar. It was
filling up now, asevening fdl. Helooked at the
chesshoard. Gabriel could see the sweat of temp-
tation break on his brow.

"Give methat," he said. He grabbed the bottle
from Gabriel and went up to the bar. Gabridl
watched as Sam ordered a bloody Mary, dumped



the contents of the bottle in the glass, and drained
the concoction in one long draught.

Ten minutesinto the next game, Marcuss ever-
present taunts stopped.

Ten minutes after that, people started gathering
around the chesstable. It was happy hour, and the
place was packed, but you could hear apin drop.
Sam, he sat there with alook on hisface that
was part joy, part terror, like he knew damned
well what was happening, and it scared the

be esus out of him. He did not fater. He studied
the board and he thought, but with a confidence
and asurety hitherfore unseen on the counte-
nance of Sam Lebowitz.

Marcus, he just kept getting pder and paler and
more and more shrunken into himsdlf, likea
spider dowly ralling up into abal after having
been smacked hard by a newspaper.

When Sam findly took a deep breath and spoke
the word " Checkmate,” the entire crowd burst
into frenzied screams of adulation.

Gabrid heard at least ten different groups of
people calling bets due. Shit, he could have made
alot of money himsdf tonight, had hegivenita
second thought.

Marcus stood up and stared at Sam, hisfigts
balled, hisface on the verge of tears. Without
aword heturned and |eft the bar, probably

for good.

Sam watched him go, hisown lipstrembling,

like ababy watching its mother's exodus. A dozen
hands dapped his back in congratulations. Sam
responded to everyone, shaking hands, making
polite remarks, and al thewhile looking like hed
just esten Drano.

"Knew youd pull it off someday, Sammy Boy."
"Youfindly beet thelittlewhiner!"

"Y ou been holdin' out on us al these years,
Sam?'

Gabrid waited until the melee died down and
Sam returned, shakily, to his sedt.

"Thank you, Gabriel," Sam said. It sounded
more doomed than happy to Gabrid's ears.
"Think I'll haveadrink now.” Samheld up a
trembling hand for the waitress.

"Sure." Gabriel nodded, swallowing hard. For
Chrigt's sake, held just helped Sam win, and here
hewasfeding gquilty!

"Guess| oweyou,” Sam said quietly.

That made Gabrid fed even quiltier. "Hell, not
redly.”



"Y ou want that mold thing taken care of 7' The
waitress arrived and served Sam ten drinks, lining
them up like bowling pins, dl courtesy of hisfans.
Sam nodded to the waitress blankly and picked
up thefirst one. He looked determined to drink
themadl.

Gabrid pulled out the lump of clay. "That'd ...

uh ... that'd be great," he said. The words stuck in
histhroat.

Sam took the clay, smiled sadly. "I'll haveit

here tomorrow. Whaddyawant, gold?’

Gabrid blushed. "No, gosh. Silver, | think. Hell,
even something that just lookslike silver isfine”
Sam nodded. "Silver itis." He placed the clay

on thetable next to the drinks.

Gabriel stood avkwardly.

"Wl ... congratulations” he said. Why inthe
hdll did hefed so shitty?

Sam looked up, nodded bleskly. "Y up."

Gabrie fet arush of pity and anger. "You

won, Sam. Y ou won. That Suff in that bottle?
Water. Just . . . thought it would give you some
confidence."

Sam looked at him skeptically. For amoment,

he amost bought it. "Sure. It wasme," he said. He
didn't sound convinced.

As Gabrid dipped from the bar, he saw Sam
descended upon by the ‘wdl-wishers. HEd be dll
right, Gabridl thought. It wasjust abit of a shock.
Thewholething ending after ten yearsand all.
Gabrid watched Sam nod while abig black man
named Frank pumped his hand.

Sure. Sam'd befine.

When he sumbled into St. George, dl he
wanted to do was go to bed. To his surprise,
Grace was dill there, despite the fact that the
shop had closed afew hours ago.

"What are you doin"?" he asked her.

She put down a book she'd been reading and
yawned.

"Got caught up in abook," she said. Grace was
ahorribleliar.

"Whéll, get on homenow," hesaid gruffly. "l

can't be payin' you overtime, you know."

She made aface. "Y ou haven't paid me anything
indmost amonth.”

He grunted.

"Anything interesting on the case today?" It

came out after ahesitation, overly casud. So that's
why she was hanging around.

"Canwediscussit inthe mornin?* hereplied



tiredly.

Her facefdl, and heimmediately fet guilty. It
was getting to be a habit.

"Just thought you might need something done,”
she said resentfully.

He wracked his brains, and came up with along
shot. He pulled out Max'sveve.

"l do. | need you to check on this. Seeif you can
come up with anythin' amilar.”

Shetook it. "What isit?’

"It'sfrom the murders. And don't you show

that to anyone, either,” he warned.

"Yeah, right. I'll tell the mob outside theré'sno
further news." But her sarcasm was betrayed by
the curiouslittle smile on her lips. She had some-
thing interesting to do. She was happy.

She headed for the door. "Okay, but | want a
full report in the morning. Oh, and | ordered some
take-out. Thought you might want the Ieftovers.
They'reinyour fridge"

Gabrid's stomach growled. "Thanks."

She left the shop and he turned out the lights
and walked back to his apartment. In the fridge
were three large cartons of Chinese take-out—
chicken, shrimp, and rice, none of which had been
touched.

He stood there and tried to figure her out. Last
time he looked, she was pissed ashell a him for
sling hisfather's painting. Now shewas not
only hanging out waiting for him to come home,
shewas feeding him aswdll.

Women. They made absolutely no sense.
Outside the shop, Grace paused to look up at a
radiant moon. It wasrising, large and bright, just
ahair short of full. The accumulated heat from the
day produced ahazy sheen dl around it, likea
largehdo.

She turned to lock the door when avoice
stopped her.

"Excueme. | wasjust going in."

Grace turned and came face-to-face with enor-
mous fdine-gold eyesin acreamy face.
Gracetook in asharp breath, sartled. "I'm
sorry, the shopis closed.”

"I'm not here for the shop, I'm hereto see
Gabrid," thewoman replied, an amused smile
crossing her lips.

Grace brigtled. "Well, when | see him tomorrow,
I'll tell him you stopped by."

She folded her arms over her chest and blocked
the door. The other woman's eyes flashed with



irritation.

"Ishehere?' the woman asked pointedly.
"He'snever here" Grace said sarcadtically. "But
when | seehim, I'll let him know one of his
women friends stopped by. What was your name
agan?'

Behind Grace'stense little back, the door of the
shop opened. Gabriel appeared and reached
beyond her, taking Maiasarm.

"Say good night, Grade," hesaid inawarn-

ing tone.

He pulled Mdiainto the shop and closed the
door behind them. Grace could hear the door
bolt turn.

Inside, Gabrid started to reach for the light
switch.

Madliastopped him with agentle hand on
hisarm.

"Don't," shesaid.

Hisarm obediently dropped to hisside. It felt
weighted, tingling, asthe rest of him did. Some-
thing tangible svam in the air, something dectric
and heady. His head suddenly felt light, the sur-
roundings surredl, asif it was opium smokeinthe
ar and he was succumbing. They stood and
dared into each other's eyesin some mystica
equivaent of dancing, and whatever chemistry
wasinthe ar degpened and intensified with that
incarnate touch.

Soul to soul.

"Didn't think you'd come," he managed.

She amiled sadly. "Didn't have achoice.”

She stepped into hisarms and he found himself
fdling into her, asdown adark well.

Chapter 4

| spoke to one who smelled of Deeth, he gaveto me his
€ars,

And crosses that were marked were made into avell of
tears.

June 21,1993

Madliahad |eft early that morning. It had been, he
thought, at about the break of dawn. He'd dept
soundly with her in hisbed; no dreams, no pain.
After she kissed him good-bye, hedd dept some
more. He'd forgotten how desperately held
needed real, dreamless deep until hefelt thejoy
of svimminginit, just under the surface. He
never wanted to get up.

But al good things must end. Around ten he
pulled himself out of bed and sumbled over

the empty cartons of Chinese food he and Malia



had fed each other after their first lovemaking
sesson. He amiled to himsdf remembering it.
Good food, good deep, and awoman like that all
in one night. He must be doing something right.
Gracewasin the shop as usud. She didn't look
up from the account books as he got hismorning
coffee, or ashe stood there drinking it.

He frowned. What was up her buitt?

"Uh, Gracie. Did you want to hear about the
case, or what?' he said.

Shefinaly stopped messing with the booksand
faced him, her face as blank and neutral and
pleasant as could be.

"Oh, dotdll," shesaid.

And hedid, or rather he gave her ahighly

edited version. Hetold her about the policés dis-
regard for the VVoodoo aspect, Mosdly's "infor-
mant" being too scared to talk, Cazaunoux's
grandmother's remarks about Marie Laveau, the
lecture at Tulane, and Hartridge's response to the
veve. Hedidn't tel her about Heinz Ritter. He
didn't mention Maidsnameat dl.

Grace listened to hisrecital with great interest,
her brain neatly snatching and filing away each
piece of information. He could actually see her
doing it. She was one scary woman.

When he had finished, she pulled an envelope
from her book bag.

"That's very interesting about Hartridge.
Sinceyou didn't tell me what the veve waswhen
you gaveit to me, | took adifferent research
approach.”

"Y ou mean you checked on the veve? Last
night?' hesaid, surprised.

She shot him ascathing look. Yes. | wasworking.
"| wanted to check the newspaper archives. |

had no ideawhat to search under. Findly, | tried
'pattern.’ Thiscame up.”

She pulled out a Xerox copy of an old news-
paper article, handing it to him with a secret blush
of triumph.

The article had been printed in the Picayunein
1910. The headline read "Mysterious Peattern
Found at Murder Site." Below the headline was an
old photograph of men standing around a bit of
ground. They wore long woolen coats with thick
lapesand tall, flat-topped hats with narrow
brims. They stared back at the camerasternly, as
if to say what serious business they were abouit.
The reproduction was not great. Even so, what
was on the ground was obvioudy apatternin



white. It was mostly intact, at least enough to tell
what it was. It was aveve. The same veve.
"Holy shit," Gabriel whispered.

Grace watched him curioudly.

"Hasit occurred to you that people who do
thingslike thismight not want to be found?' she
findly sad.

"I'm not the police, Grace. Nobody knows I'm
looking into this. If and when | get enough to pub-
lish I'll change names and stuff. Maybe."

Grace didn't look particularly reassured, but

she carefully shut her mouth. Gabrie folded up
the article and headed for the shower.

The day was different than the day before. As
Gabrid pulled out on his motorcycle, he had the
impression that the damp hest had eased, like a
fist drawn back atad from oné'sface. He felt the
cooler air rush past hisskin asardlief, akiss. But
the deeper change on this day surfaced as a prac-
tical thing. Wheream | going?

Y esterday had been fraught and harried. From
sunup to sundown he'd been tugged thisway and
that, often at the same time. He'd been the bull
running & the matador, blindly, relentlesdy,
driven by he knew not what. Today, al that had
evaporated like so much dry ice. He had nothing
particular to follow up on the case, and after last
night, he wasn't particularly motivated to go dig
something up. Instead, he grinned and let the bike
meander.

Hefollowed the promenade dong the Misss-
Sppi, wanting to see theriver flow. It wasthe
water he went to when his soul was quiet and
wanted to dissolve into something larger, or
when it was particularly unquiet and he needed
caming. But today the great muddy water was
duggishinthe sun, low for the season, losing

sdf to the amosphere. It didn't seem hedlthy
somehow, asif it had thickened like syrup by

the long summer hest. It didn't balm hiseyesor
answer hissoul. He felt atwinge of disgppoint-
ment, and anxious not to spoil hismood, he
turned the bike left, back into the Quarter.

But, like atoxic residue, thefedling hedd picked
up a the river went with him. The streets were
harsher, brighter somehow, asif the sun had
emerged from ahaze. And it was hot after dl, and
getting hotter. Thewarm glow dight in hisbelly
didnt merge well with the heat. Instead it became
an origin point for afever that spread to hisface.
He could fedl his skin burn red, and a nausea



washed through him with the heat exhaugtion.

The angdlic voicesthat had been snging the"Hal-
Idujah Chorus' in hishead dl morning took up
the besat of tap shoes on concrete and the distant
wafts of brass-wailing blues, turning into the
soundtrack from The Omen. His head spun.

He pulled the bike to a curb, his hands trem-
bling weskly as he leaned it into the kickstand. He
looked for a place to get out of the sun.

And hefound that he was standing outsde the

V 0odoo museum.

Dr. John was bigger than Gabriel remembered,

or perhaps Gabriel smply hadn't been ableto
fathom what the man would look like standing up,
which he now was. He was oiling some drum
heads as Gabrie entered, and Gabriel smiled and
gpproached him, feding asif he weretrapped in
some Escher parody of the horizon line. Gabrid's
height shrank with every step he took toward the
giant. By thetime he got closeto him, hewas
saring at the man's nipples (not asght he particu-
larly cared to see), faintly visible under the rough
linen.

"Dr. John. Niceto seeyou again,” Gabrid said,
hoping the man had forgotten about theill-
received photograph.

"Mr. Rnight. Welcome back," Dr. John replied
smoothly. He had that blank pleasant ook on his
face again. That was good.

Gabrid nodded, till smiling, and looked

around the museum. Why was he here? He'd been
meaning to come back and check on afew things,
but now that he was here, he was drawing a
blank. He remembered Cazaunoux's story about
Laveau being afront, but decided not to discussit
with Dr. John. He'd heard the man's Laveau lec-
ture. Evenif Laveau hadn't been dl she seemed,
Dr. John would never admit it.

"Um, I've been thinkin' about what you said

about modern Voodoo? Y ou know, grisgrisand
al that?' Gabrid said.

v

"l waswonderin' if you could recommend a
modern V oodooienne? Someone | could talk toin
more detail about the current practice?'

Dr. John put down his cloth, smiled, and

walked over to the desk. He took acard from a
drawer and handed it to Gabriel. His hands were
like God'sto Gabriel's mere mortal ones.

"We do have aV oodooienne that works with

us here at the museum. Her nameis Magentia



Moonbeam. She gives lectures and is quite open
about her practice. I'm sure you will find her
enlightening.”

"Great. Thanks." Gabrid looked &t the card.

The address was on Dauphine, afew blocks away.
"Wasthere anything e se?' Dr. John asked
politey, picking up hisailing reg.

Gabriel remembered the marks held written
down from the cemetery. He searched his pockets
for the scribbleswhile Dr. John waited.

"Yeah, just aminute...." He found the piece of
notebook paper and unfolded it.

"Thislookslike somekind of codeto me. | was
wonderin' if you'd ever seen it before?"

Dr. John took the paper in one hand and looked
at it. Hisexpresson did not waver, yet Gabrid
could sense the man gtiffening. Dr. John handed

it back.

"No. It looks like garbage to me. Graffiti."

Gabriel looked a him curioudy. Why would he
cdl it graffiti? Gabriel hadn't mentioned where
he'd gotten it. "Areyou sure?' he pressed. "There
seemsto be arhythm to the layout...”

"| forgot to warn you," Dr. John interrupted
camly. "About the cemeteriesin these parts. They
are quite dangerous. | would not go there done, if
| wereyou."

The two men stood and stared at each other;
Gabrid looking up a the big man quizzicaly, Dr.
John gtaring down blankly with huge dark eyesthat
seemed to bore through the smaler man's soul.
Then Dr. John blinked and the vell dropped
again. Gabrid scratched hishead.

" 'Predate that advice," he said. Then he smiled

at Dr. John. Dr. John smiled back.

"Y ou deserveto be safe,” Dr. John replied
smooathly.

Hewasill smiling like that when Gabrid left

the building.

MagentiaMoonbeam's place had asignin the
front window advertisng fortunetelling and
grisgris. Shewasawoman in her early forties,
the kind that till thought she was twenty-three.
Her long, unnaturdly blond hair was held

back by agauzy kerchief. Her once-dender but
spreading figure was obscured by atie-died

skirt; itscelestid pattern aimed for the stars but
only reached Haight-Ashbury. Her face was
heavily painted with blues and gold and way

the hell too much peachy face powder. Her



bresth smelled of anise.

"Greetings, Seeker," she said when she saw
Gabrid at the door. Jasmineincenserolled out
into the street.

"Ms. Moonbeam? Dr. John gave me your

name. I'd liketo talk to you amoment, if |

could?" Gabrid drawled charmingly (hoping

that would make up for the fact that he didn't
intend to actualy pay her anything).

"Yessss. | senseyou arein need. Please comein.”
The parlor of the old house was decked out

with fabric-covered tables, swagged draperies,
Mardi Gras masks, boldly colored feathers, and
mystica parapherndia It was the sort of decor
wherethelack of furniture of any red vaue was
camouflaged by overambitious, homegrown inte-
rior design. On onewall wasarosary. On atable
in the center of the room wasacrysta bal and a
deck of tarot cards. Against the wall was an old-
fashioned pedestd bird cage, large and ornate. As
Gabrid's eyes adjusted to the room's natural dim-
ness, he redlized that the cage contained, not a
bird, but alarge snake. The combination of these
items with the French country florals and Moon-
beam’s own psycheddlic garb was montage that
would have made Warhol squirm.

"How can | help you?' Moonbeam expansvely
offered, asif any wish was hersfor the granting.
"My nameisKnight," Gabriel sad, offering

his hand. She shook it—hers was powdery dry
and soft. "I'm researchin’ materia for abook?
Thought I'd talk to areal V oodooienne.”
Sheamiled indulgently. "Theinterest in

Voodoo has never been greater. Y our book should
dowdl, Mr. Knight."

She waved a gracious hand toward alove seat
and they both sat down.

"Tell me about your practice.”

"I have avery loyd dientde. They cometo me
for everything from career advice to blessingsfor
ther children. . ." Shesamiled a him flirtatioudy.
"Of course, love potions are ever popular.”
"Arethese murdersin the papers havin' any

effect on your business?* Gabriel asked smoothly.
She blushed. "No ... I've heard that it's had some
impact on the 'walk-in' business of other VVoodooi-
ennes, but | mysdf ded mostly with regulars.”
Uh-huh. That explainsthe sgn in your window.
"And your regulars aren't bothered?"

"They know enough about VVoodoo not to draw
any correlation between the murders and what |



do, Mr. Knight," she said with asalf-conscious
gigote-

"Areyou aware of any . .. rumorsin the

V oodoo community about thekillin's?!
Magentialooked uneasy. "No."

"What do you think about 'em?"

"l think ... | think someone has asick sense of
humor—xkilling people and blaming it on VVoodoo!
Voodoo believers do not sacrifice human beings.”
Shewas obvioudy distressed. He believed her,
andyet . .. wasit hisfertileimagination, or was
the great M oonbeam scared shitless somewhere
deep under that blue eye shadow?

He fished in his pocket for the veve Grace had
returned to him that morning. He showed it to
Magentia

"Y ou ever seen this before?!

Shelooked at it, genuinely cludess. "No."
Hefished in another pocket and brought out

the piece of paper with the marks from Laveau's
tomb. "How about this?"

Shetook the page and smiled. "Yes. It'sa
Voodoo code. My mentor taught it to mewhen |
wastraning. | haven't seenitinyears.

Gabrid raised an eyebrow. "It isacode?"

She nodded. "They used to useit inthe old
daysto leave messagesfor each other, particularly
during the dave days? Nobody usesit anymore.”
Suddenly something occurred to her. "Thisian't
... thisdoesn't have anything to do with the
Voodoo Murders. . . doesit?

He studied her carefully. That tinge of fear held
sensed was now displaying itsdlf in bright pink
roses on her cheeks—bright enough to shine
through the mask of matte.

"Not that | know of/' he said dowly.

The pink spots faded. "Of course not. The
murderers aren't Voodoos!" She still sounded
Nervous.

"Canyoutdl mewhat it says?' he suggested.
"Why . .. it'sbeen years. | surely don't
remember!"

He gazed at her intently. The look said hejust
knew she could do just about anything. "But my,
itsimportant. Isn't there any thin' you recal?"
She sighed, tried to think. "I know each symbol
sandsfor aletter. Let mego seeif | candigup a
sample. | might have oneintheold files. | never
throw away anything.”

"I surely do appreciateit,” Gabriel sad

Swedtly.



Magentialeft the room with the piece of paper.
Gabriel took advantage of her absence to go
over and look at the snake in the bird cage. It was
another constrictor—they seemed to be big with
the locd mystic population. The snake was
modest in size compared to the museum's
snake—maybe three feet long, six inchesin diam-
eter. It didn't look particularly happy. It lay inthe
bottom of the cage listlesdy.

"Dreamin’ of stranglin' some goats?* Gabrid
muttered to the snake. Hetried to get agood
look at the scales, but the cagewasin the
shadows.

Then he noticed ashed snakeskin at the bottom
of the cage, Magentia, apparently, didn't throw
anything away. He reached in with acautious
finger and pulled the skin closer, removed it from
the cage. The snake raised its head and watched.
Gabrid dipped the skin into apocket and met the
snake's eyes. It raised its head farther and stared
a him. Golden orbs.

"1 f,pund something,” Magentiasaid behind him.
Heturned from the cage hurriedly. "Nice

ke

She frowned a bit. "Thank you.”

She stood there, holding the piece of paper in

her hand and looking confused.

"Did you have any luck?' he prompted. He
walked over and reached for the paper in

her hand.

This caught her attention. She pulled it back

and looked up a him, blushing.

"It'sthe oddest thing. | just opened thosefiles
and the whole al phabet converson table was
lying right there on top. | remember that sheet of
paper, but | haven't seenitin years.”

"Uh-huh," Gabrid said. Hetried to sound
supportive.

She sat down in her chair absently. The paper
was gtill in her hand, facedown.

"Uh. Can| ... seethat?" Gabriel said, reaching
for the paper again. Shelooked up at him blankly,
then redlized she was il clutching the paper. She
handed it to him, embarrassed.

Heheld it under atablelamp to seeit better. It
was the same sheet held given her, but she'd pen-
ciled atrandation underneath the symbols.

"You see, part of it makes sensef' she explained.
"The ‘conclave tonight bring .. . part. A conclave
iswhat they sometimes cal VVoodoo mestin's?
Though these dayswejust call them services. You



know, like achurch service?'

"Uh-huh."

"But this 'f-w-e-t-k-a-s-h' part looks like non-
sense to me. Wet cash? Maybe the person who
wrote thiswasn't very good.” She smiled at him
asif to say she wished shed had better news.
"Thanks. | really do appreciate your checkin' the
files"

"No problem, sugar." Her momentary confu-
sonwasgone. She smiled a him with more
interest now. Her eyeslingered on hisjaw, went
to his neck.

Hefdt ablush cregp up from hisnave.

"l havetogobut . .. I'll be sureto mention yall
inmy book," he said. He offered it like a consola
tion prize.

"That would bered kindly of you," she said.

She put ahand on hisarm. It waswarm and
sticky. He abruptly headed for the door.

Outside, Gabrid took afew stepsfrom the
house and pulled out the snakeskin and the scale
he'd found at the lake. Moonbeam's snake was a
dull mix of brown and cream tones. It didn't
match the scale from the lake. He wasn't sur-
prised. Moonbeam didn't even know what aveve
was—her V oodoo knowledge was obvioudy of a
canival variety rather than truly African, unlike
those who did thekillings. But if shewasnt a

red expert, then why did Dr. John turn tourists
onto her?

Because sheleavesjust theright impression.

It was an odd thought, and one he didn't much
carefor. But Moonbeam had known the code.
Either she wasn't as dumb as she appeared, or her
knowledge of the code was afluke, something
legitimate picked up by accident years ago.
Gabrid examined thetrandation againin
puzzlement. The sequence "f-w-e-t-k-a-s-h" rang
abdl for some reason. Heracked hisbrain trying
to remember, but the Significance of it, if any,
escaped him.

Gabrie swung by the Napoleon House to seeif
Sam had finished the bracelet. Sam wasn't there.
Nor Max. The place fdt strange without them.
"Hey, Monty. Where's the new champ today?"
Gabriel asked the bartender.

"You mean Sam? Hewasin earlier. Sayshe's
goin’ on atrip back east.”

"Redly?'

"Y up. Left you somethin', though."

Monty brought ajeweler's bag out from behind



the counter and gave it to Gabridl.

"Thanks" Gabrid said. He hesitated. "Did Sam
seem okay to you?"'

Monty shook hishead in bewilderment. "Had
enough baggage under his eyesto clog Heathrow.
There'sjust no pleasing some people.”

"Yeah," Gabrid agreed hdfheartedly.

He stepped out into the light of day and

opened the bag. Inside was ajeweler's box and
indde that was areplicaof Cazaunoux's snake
bracelet. It was newer, shinier, but that wasthe
only didtinction.

The two heads were coiled there on the white
cotton fluff. They gleamed up a him dangeroudy
in the summer light.

Mosdly was the one thing Gabriel knew he

ought to do today. By now Mosdly should have
forgiven him for the badge escapade, and he
needed an update on the police case. But for some
reason, Gabrid just wasn't quite up to his balding
friend. He decided to swing by the park and seeif
anything was up, maybe grab afew minutes of
quiet on the grass and try to pull together what
was an increasingly fragmented view of the case,
maybe even recapture some of last night's glow.
The park was crowded for aweekday. People
made desperate by the unrelinquished heat of

the week had findly broken down and sought the
green. Their numbers annoyed him.

He managed to find an uninhabited spot on

the lawn east of the Jackson statue, a spot that just
bordered on shade. He sat down, laid back into
the shady area, and tried to blank his mind.

It wasn't difficult. The damp thickness of the

ar gave sounds amuted tone, asif invishle
cotton clogged oné€'s ears; the remote sound of
traffic, the occasiond clop clop of ahorse's hooves
on the cobbled streets of the Quarter, Joe's brass
ensemble—the ever-joyous notes only dightly
the worse for wear in the heat—filtering over to
where Gabrid lay, accented by the dull percus-
son pocks of asolitary African drummer even
closer by, and the dull humming murmur of
people being people in acrowded spot.
Animage of Cazaunoux floated into hismind

like the prow of some antiquated N'Orleans ship;
painted lady, frail, ancient, paranoid. Shewould
make agreat character for the book, though held
give her more of interest to say. And M oonbeam,
perhaps when hetold her tale her snake would
mean something, something other than the sad



imitation of an exotic tradition shedidn't redly
understand.

Hell, there was plenty of materid. He could take
what he had dready and make up his own ending.
At thispoint, hed probably come up with some-
thing more interesting than the truth, anyway.

No. Y ou can't even imagine the truth. Besides, that
wouldn't get rid of your dreams.

Hefdt aflush of panic. Hedidn't want to think
about the dreams, nor how and why they kept
intersecting with this case. Last night, near

Malias warm body, there had been no dreams. As
far as he was concerned, that Situation could go
onindefinitdy.

To digtract himself, he took out his tape recorder
and fished in his pockets for the tape from Har-
tridge'slecture. He popped it into the deck and
rewound it. HEd been meaning to ligten to it again
anyway—particularly since hed dept through

most of it, and there was something else.. ..

"The use of totems, or anima masks and markings,
was nhot uncommon in the original African ceremonies.
Now, though, al but the oldest sects have abandoned
thispractice.”

He stopped the tape. Right. HEd known it
somehow when Mosdly told him about the
leopard fur. Known it because of ... because of
the dream, somehow. He frowned at the thought.
No, that's stupid.

Maybe. But they were wearing masks, this

group, weren't they? Why?

He looked up into the sky, shading hiseyesfrom
the sun with his hands. The blue was unbroken a
the moment by clouds, alight azure that marched
away infinitely, giving hiseyes nothing definite to
laich onto.

Why masks? Are the members unknown to each
other? ... Doubtful. A leopard. And he'd bought a
meask, hadn't he? A crocodile mask. Animals,
totems. Drawing the power of totem animas? Loa
possession, taking on the spirits of beasts? It was
something likethat, he fdlt, but what exactly it
meant and how far it went, he didn't know. Har-
tridge said thiswas an African custom. This group
had old roots then. How old?

And why exactly had he bought the mask?

He stared up at the blue, parted hisfingersto

let in abit of the sun, because it hurt, and because
hewanted it to hurt, for the light to blind him.
Because | intend to go to one of thosethings. | intend
to be there, and whenin Rome.. . .



Hisfinger found the PLAY button onthe

recorder and he started it again, not wanting to

be donewith hismind, which was getting way

the fuck out of control.

"Ritud objects used during the conclavesinclude
theritua gourd or asson . . . theritud knife or ku-
bha-sah . . . theritual whip or fwet kash . . . and the
ritud coffin or sekey madoule. Theseitems are often
optiona, caled for by the mamal oalor specific magi-
cd rituas. In some VVoudoun sects...."

CLICK.

The blue was starting to swim with darker dots
and bacteria-shaped intangibles.

Fwet kash. That wasit. He hadn't remembered,
because the spelling of it wasn't anything held
imagined when Hartridge had said it.

DJ. Conclavetonight. Bring ritua whip.

That wasit, hefdt it in hisbones. He could take
awild guess about the"DJ' part. Thered ques-
tion wasthis: Who, pray tdl, was doing the
writing? And did the message have anything to

do with the murders or was "DJ’ and hispas
playing at cloak and dagger for the sheer romantic
hl of it?

He sat up and his head ached with a sudden

rush of blood. He was having trouble focusing
after hisdo-s-do with the sun. He blinked and
fet achill go through hisbody for no apparent
reason. He rubbed his eyes.

When helooked up, hisvison was il fuzzy.
Helooked around, stretching his neck and trying
to focus. On his second head rotation to the right
something caught hiseyes. It wasafigure,
smdlish, that had been looking right & him on the
fird rotation and it now caught his attention
becauseit was gill staring a him, seemingly
frozen on the grass some eight feet away.

Gabrie fought to focus on the figure and the
blurred edgesfell into place one by one.

Y es, the figure was staring at him, sort of horri-
fied, jaw dack. It was Crash, the kid from the
police station. Gabrid got to hisfeet and started
toward the boy. The boy prompitly fled.

Gabrid watched Crash dive away through the
crowd, nearly knocking over an old lady with a
cane. Gabrid put hishands on hishipsand
watched him go. What was the kid's problem?
Okay, so maybe Gabriel was areminder of apar-
ticularly bad day, but he was nonethel ess over-
reacting atad, wasn't he?

Unless he's doing something he doesn't want a.cop,



which he must think you are, to see.

Widll, if the kid was sdlling drugs, Gabrid redly
couldn't give acrap. But hewouldnt mind a
chanceto talk to the boy. Maybe he/d get some-
thing more out of him than light-foot Mosdy had
managed. Making up hismind, he took off in
pursLit.

And found himsdlf playing hide-and-seek. He
found Crash first outside the park, near the curb.
He approached him and Crash promptly fled back
into the park. Gabrie then followed him around
the park, sometimestrying to catch up, which
definitdy didn't work, sometimestrying to hang
back and see what the kid did. But Crash was
better at this game than Gabriel. Hed run to get
away from Gabrid's sght, but whenever Gabrid
caught back up with him, even if hetried to hide
behind someone or something, Crash dways
found him with his eyes and moved on. Whatever
he wasin the park to do, he wasn't going to do it
with Gabrid watching, and he wasn't about to
tak to him ether.

They circled the park about four timesthisway.
Gabrid began to notice that the kid was sick,
redly sick. HEd pause and hack into hishandsin
coughsthat wracked his body. Helooked feverish
and sweating. His eyes were bright and desperate.
The kid needed a hospital, yet he remained in or
near the park with grim determination asif trying
to board aliferaft. Was hein withdrawal ? Did he
need afix?

It wasthis, more than frustration, that made
Gabrid findly give up the game. Crash obvioudy
wasn't going to let Gabriel close enough to help,
and going after him thisway was abit like chasing
adying dog with agtick. Gabrie let him go.

Then hehad anidea.

He raced across the park and crossed the street
to the mal buildings along the Missssppi. He
took the elevator to the top floor, cursing itsdow
speed. He hit the overlook running and nearly
barreled over thelip of the wrought-iron balcony
railling in hishaste. The binocularstook quarters
and he cursed as he searched his pockets.
Nothing.

He pounded hisfigt into the brick wall in

irritetion.

And then he saw the quarter. It waslying on

the floor of the roof, in the shade. He put it in the
machine and trained the binocs on the park.

He had gone over the whole area once and



decided Crash had |ft the park after al, when he
picked up the figure emerging from some trees

and heading for the Jackson statue. Gabrid
focused on the boy. Crash was |ooking around,

his nogtrilsflared in darm, waiting to scamper a
the least provocation.

Which was not forthcoming. Like abeaten dog,
Crash edged hisway closer to the statue, looking
around at every step.

What does he want with the statue?

But when Crash reached the statue, he didn't

stop. He sort of did dong the circular fence that sur-
rounded the horsg, circling thetall brassfigure, like
aring-around-the-rosy game, except he didn't go
al theway around. An African drummer was
gtting on the ground, the huge drum lying be-
tween hislegs, besting out a monotonous pattern on
its taunt skin head with the pams of his hands.

The drummer blocked Crash's progress around the
statue, and Gabridl expected Crash to go around
him, but to his surprise Crash did no such thing.
Instead, he took afinal glance around, then squatted
next to the drummer and whispered something
urgent and lengthy in the drummer's ear.

The drummer stopped drumming and listened,

face blank. He nodded after afew moments and
just barely pulled away from Crash asif to

say You're done now. Go away. Crash got the hint
and rose reluctantly, looked around again, and
stepped back from the drummer.

The drummer paused another moment, then

began hitting the drum again, thistime with

anew pattern. The beats continued for sever-

a counts, then the phrase began to repedt. It
repested again, and again, (“abnel watched Crash
as he dipped north of the drummer, and farther
north till. Gabrid's binocularslost Crash asthey
reached the top end of their range.

But that was dl right. Gabriel knew where

Crash was headed.

. Louis Cathedra was mainly deserted. A few
petitioners sat in pews or knelt on the knedlers,
heads |owered, thoughts unknown.

Crash was near the back of the church in apew.
Hewas sitting, nearly collapsed, eyes closed, mouth
moving in an endless and panicked prayer.

Gabrid dipped into the pew behind Crash and

sat for amoment, studying the boy. Hewas even
sicker than he'd appeared from adistance. His
light quadroon skin had paed, and abumpy

white rash sprang up from undernegth, so that his



complexion bore a cheesy color and texture. At
the edges of the face were shadows that turned
the skin adark purple. The color was aarming,
bearing echoes of bubonic plague. Tiny beads of
sweat dotted the boy's upper lip and forehead,
lent asheen to his cheeks which seemed to hollow
more dramatically by the moment.

The boy's face was becoming a desth mask even
as Gabriel watched. Gabriel swallowed the sick
feding that threatened to send him running.
"Crash," hewhispered quietly.

Crash opened his eyes and whipped his head
around asif expecting to see either Christ or
Satan.

"Shit!" hesaid, asif disgppointed. "Why cantt
you leave me aone, man!"

Histeeth clattered. Hetried to resume his
prayer.

"If you'rein the mood for confessng I'm all

ears, boy," Gabriel said softly.

Crash snorted. "Fuck you! Y ou don' know

no thin' about nothin'."

"I know you're shit-scared. | know you're

dyin/* Gabrid said coally.

Crash opened his eyes and glanced over his
shoulder, eyesflashing with terror. "Not yet, man.
I'm not dead yet."

Gabrid smiled thinly. "Look inthe mirror, pd.
You'rejust waitin' on the guy with the scythe to
pencil you in an gppointment.”

Crash moaned in protest. "No! | sent word. |
didn't tell the police nothin'."

"Y ou mean the drummer?' Gabrid asked
smoathly.

Crash moaned louder, clenching hisfist. "Fuck
you! You didn't see nothin!"

"Y ou know those binoculars across the park,
Crash? Ever seen those?'

Apparently, Crash had. He began to weep,
quietly and hopelessly. Thetearsthat pressed
between hisfingerswere pink.

" 'Sthat thelast straw, you think?" Gabrid

asked quietly, when the boy would not stop.
The boy nodded inconsolably, hisface il
hidden in hishands.

"Not sposeto |et anyone see you do that, huh?'
The boy nodded again and hitched his breath,
his crying raisng anotch in sorrow.

Gabrid wanted to put ahand on thekid's
shoulder, but he was supposed to be playing the
bad guy and for some reason, he was sure he had



to. Besides, hedidn't want to get too intimate with
whatever disease it wasthat was edting thiskid
dive

"I've seen those drummers before. Other places
besidesthe park, too," Gabrid sad.

Crash nodded again. "They're. . . they'real

over the Quarter.”

"They got aname?’

Crash shrugged. "Just call ‘'em Rada drummers.”
Gabrid nodded. "Y ou know where that mes-
sageisgoin' to, kid?'

Crash balked at this. He didn't answer, just
shivered ingtead.

Gabrid pulled out the bracel et Sam had made
for him. He leaned over the back of Crash's pew
and showed it to him. "Thislook familiar?'

Crash looked at the bracelet numbly, then
nodded his head. He raised a shaking hand to his
throat and pulled down thelip of hisgrimy blue
T-shirt. On hishairless chest was atattoo of a
snake. The design was similar to the snakeson the
bracelet.

Gabrie looked at it and swallowed hard. "Who
gavethat to you?' he asked, trying to sound cam.
Crash only trembled on the edge of vomiting.

He didn't speak.

"Look, kid, | hate to point this out, but you're
runnin' out of time. Y ou want to diewith thesins
that're on your plate, or you wanna unload some,
do agood deed, buy alast-minute E-ticket to the
pearly gates?"

Crash snorted in disdain. "Heaven? Me? No
fuckin' way."

"All right then, purgatory. An eesier leve of

hell,” Gabrid urged, betting that the kid was
Catholic and would know what he was talking
about.

Crash looked doubtful but he seemed to be con-
Sdering the possihility.

"Chrigt! For that matter, just make sure you

take the bastards a ong with you. Why not? What
€lse can they do besdeskill you?"

Crash began to cry again. "l don't want to die."
Gabrid fdt the guilt tug at him again. Why was

he tormenting thiskid?

"l know," he said sympatheticdly. "I know you
don't. No one does. Tell mewhat you know.
Maybeit'll bresk the spell.”

Crash looked up at him doubtfully. Gabridl
triedtosmile.

"Sure. Like Seeping Beauty waking up, hey?



It'sashot.”

Crash licked hislips. He thought about it a
moment, then gpparently decided he had nothing
to lose. He hitched his breath and looked straight
ahead. He spokelow. "It'sacartel. They run dl
theillega stuff in New Orleans. Drugs, prosti-
tutes, stolen art, you nameit."

Gabrid fdt excitement rush through him. He

hid it. "And they'reinto VVoodoo?'

Crash laughed bitterly. "Into it? They're the
scariest motherfuckersyou'll ever meet! They
can do fuckin' anything with that shit! Read the
future, find their enemies...."

"Kill."

"Why dyathink I'm gttin' hereturnin’ into
fuckin' Jd1-O?" Crash said angrily.

"Who's at the top?'

Crash snorted at the naivete of this question.
"Don't know. I'm not ontheinsde. I'mjust a
runner.”

"Y ou been at their ... uh ... conclaves?'

Crash stared forward uneasily. "Once. They
have aiemple—hounfour they cdl it. It's under-
ground. | went there once, but don't even ask me
whereitis, ‘cause| don't know. They . . . con-
fussd me."

Gabriel remembered the trouble held had
finding the crime scene. "'l hear ya. Did you see
the masks?'

Crash grew even paer. "Yeah." Helooked at
Gabrid. Degpin hiseyes, Gabriel could see pure
terror. He whispered, "They become them you
know. Theanimas™

Gabrid felt achill of horror passfrom the boy to
himsalf. He changed the subject. "What'sthe
tattoo for?"

"A dgn. You beong to them,” Crash sad,
shivering.

"Why're you in trouble with them now? Y ou
didnt tdl Mosdly anything. He said you'd beenin
there before giving information.”

"Was spose to go there those times. Sometimes
they have me do that—tdll on someignoramus
who triesto start his own trade, doesn't know
whose territory he's on. Police bust them usu-
dly, with atip-off. If not, they end up likethis."
Hewaved his hand at his own body. The motion
seemed to stir something. He leaned forward,
hacking horribly. A thick wad of blood and
mucus hit the floor. Gabridl looked around. A
few of the petitioners|ooked back toward them,



but then returned to their prayers.

Gabrid observed Crash uneasily. "Don't you
think you oughtta bein ahospitd ?"

Crash was gtraightening up. Then he saw the
blood in the mess on the floor and it nearly undid
him. He scrambled back againgt the pew, mewling
like akitten.

"It'sdl right! I'll get an ambulance, okay?"

Gabrid sad, tryingto cam him.

But Crash had risen and hewastrying to

stumble from the pew. He doubled over with
abdomina pain before he cleared the benches.
His head struck the pew in front of him and

down he wert.

Gabrid cursed and quickly exited to the aide,

He knelt beside the boy. Crash was on hisback on
the floor between pews. He stared up toward the
cathedrd's calling. When Gabrie moved into
Crash's eyesight Crash focused on him momen-
tarily, thewhites of his eyesfilling with blood, his
pupilssmdl and bright.

Crash'sarm came up and Gabriel clasped his
hand. The skin was clammy, the grip weak. Crash
gazed up a him for amoment, scared and alone
and dazed, looking about five yearsold.

"I'll call an ambulance," Gabrid repeated softly.
But it didn't register. Something in Crash's

mind had gone and what was | eft was achild that
looked terribly wounded, terribly shocked by the
pain. He gazed up in hurt puzzlement at Gabridl,
asif wondering why he didn't makeit al stop.
Then hiseyes sort of fixed in space and he died.
Gabrid sank back on hishedsinto theaideand
leaned againgt the side of the pew. His gaze found
the stained-glass windows opposite. The Good
Shepherd gazed back at him, crook in hand, sheep
grazing peecefully in the paradise of greenhills
beyond. Gabrid closed hiseyes.

Take care of him, he prayed awkwardly. To
whom the pleawas offered, he didn't know. To
whatever it was that was out there—hopefully
something with an aspect of tendernesslike the
onein thewindow beyond.

He sat amoment longer, waiting for hislimbsto
stop shaking, for some notion of what came next
to surface. But nothing wasjdling in his head—
and it wouldn't, not here with this pitiful broken
shell of ahuman being. He needed to tell
someone, that much was clear. Y es, and he knew
who he needed to tell.

But wasn't there something to be done first?



Gabrid rose shakily and looked down at Crash.
Helooked around. No one was paying them the
least attention. With asense of disgust at himsdif,
Gabrid withdrew his notebook from a pocket
and, with unsteady hands, pulled the T-shirt up
on the corpse and traced the lines of the tattoo.
Mosdly wasin his office when Gabrid arrived

at the station. He looked depressed and tired in
away that was unusud for the blithely blun-
dering oaf. But Gabriel didn't havetimeto
wonder about such things. He entered the room
and shut the door hard behind him.

"What do you want?' Mosdly said darkly.

"| just waiched Crash die." Gabrie pulled the
visitor's chair back hard, scrapping the floor, and
plunked downintoiit.

Mosely was doubtful. "What are you talking
about, Knight? | just let the kid go thismorning.”
"Yeah, and | just watched him die not half an
hour ago. He'sat St. Louis Cathedra .”

Mosdly leaned forward in hischair, findly get-
ting it. "Areyou serious? Christ! What happened?”
Gabrid started to open his mouth, but Mosdly's
earthy, home-spun face gave him pause. What
had happened? More importantly, what would
Mosdy bdieve?

"I.... I think hewas murdered.”

"Murdered? What, shot?"

"No. Maybe ... poisoned. Hewas sick. Redl sick.”
"Poisoned? Old ladies get poisoned, not drug
addicts. Soundslike an OD to me."

"It wasn't an overdose," Gabriel said firmly.

"Oh, we're an expert on drugs now, are we?"
Gabrid blushed with anger. " So do an autopsy!
Christ, no wonder you guys never solve any
cases”

"Don' tell me how to do my job, Knight!"

The two men glared at each other. Gabrid relin-
quished firgt, too eager to convince Mosely to
keep his mouth shut for long.

"Look, pick up the body. Do an autopsy. Hasn't
it occurred to you that yesterday you brought
Crash in for questioning and today he's dead?
That's a pretty goddamn big coincidence. He sat
right here, scared out of hismind. Apparently, he
wasright.”

Mosely frowned again. "Right about what?
What are you saying?'

"Y ou know what I'm sayin'! The people you
brought him in here to rat on made sure he could
never do just that."



"Jesud" Mosdly was exasperated. "You said he
died infront of you, right?"

"Yesh"

"And there wasn't anybody else around, right?
"Yesh"

"And hewas sick, that'swhy he died?"

"Uh-huh."

"That spellsonething: drugs. Hewasin here
overnight, couldn't get anything, left thismorning
dying for afix, found one, and overdid it. It hap-
pensdl thetime."

Gabrid gazed a him steadily. "Not thistime."
Mosely sghed. He leaned back looking old and
spent. "Hell get an autopsy, okay? That's rou-
tine. If it'sdrugs, well find them. If not, well

look intoiit."

"Good," Gabridl said, satisfied.

Mosdy fiddled with his pen. His problems, at
least, didn't seem to be resolved.

"So what's your problem now?" Gabrid
prompted.

"| gottatell you something.”

"What?"

Mosdly wouldn't meet hiseyes. "The VVoodoo
Murders caseisclosed.”

Gabrid felt asense of doom wash over him. No
wonder Mosdly had looked like a dog caught with
hisnosein thetoilet ever snce Gabrid waked in.
He didn't know what to say.

Mosdly glanced a him sdeways. "I'm sorry,
Bud. I'm as disappointed as you are about the
book. Therell be another good case, though—a
better one. You'll see”

Gabrid looked at hisweasding friend disdain-
fully. "I'm not gettin' the fedling here that the case
has been solved.”

The pink around Mosdly's ears spread to his
forehead. "It has. Inasense.”

"Oh? What senseisthat? The sensethat you
guysare abunch of chicken-shits?' Gabrid's anger
wasrisng.

Now Mosely's entire face took on the lumpy red
blush.

"What | told you before was confirmed! Thevic-
timswere al members of the Chicago Mafia. They
were trying to get afoothold in New Orleansto
run drugs upriver. Florida's become way too hot."
"And?

"And, sothelocadsdidnt likeit. Made 'em fed
unwelcome. They pulled out. Thet'sthe officid
word from a couple of sources. Chicago's pulled



out. Thekillingsareover."

Gabrid stared at his adamant friend. "What

about the murderers?’

Mosely shrugged uneasily. "They're part of our
underworld here. Well deal with themin our own
time, dways have."

"Y our ambition astounds me," Gabriel sad

dryly.

Mosely looked even more sheepish. "L ook, the
guysin the department figure it thisway, better
the scum we know than somebody else's scum!
They figure we were done afavor. You redly
want to see New Orleans become a drug shipping
Meccafor the entire country?'

Gabrid snorted. He was so furious suddenly, he
wanted nothing more than to lean over Mosdly's
desk and shakehim silly.

"Saveit for your macho man coffee Matches,"

he sputtered. " Seven people had their hearts
ripped out and you guys can't get your head out
of your assesto figure out who did it. You're
fucking copping out—shit, | never even knew
what that meant until now! Y ou want to judtify
your chicken-shit attitude and your lame-ass
falure, tdl it to the mirror! Me, I'm not buying it."
With that he got up violently, knocking the

chair to thefloor ashe did so. He stormed from
the office and out into the street as quickly ashe
could, taking with him the mental image of
Mosdly's red face staring up a him with surprise
and anger, yes, and a secret guilt.

About the third time another driver screamed
obscenitiesa him, Gabrid redlized that hewas
about to kill himself and probably take one or two
otherswith him. He dowed down the bike, pulled
over to the curb, and parked under a shady tree,
letting the bike idle. He took a couple of deep
bresths.

He couldn't remember ever being thisangry
before. Hewasn't the " storming out of the room"
type, not the violent type, yet he'd been ready to
rip someone's head off and Hill felt the urge
curledin hishandslike apup.

What difference doesit make? The police weren't
exactly hdping you anyway.

But it ticked him off. Was he the only onein this
town with eyes? The police had been hood-
winked, or they allowed themselvesto be. Even
Mosdly.

Not VVoodoo, no, huh-uh. Oh, and by the way, well
just let these nutty pranksters get off scot-free. What



the hey. They keep the Italian Mafiaout.

That waslike saying "L et'skeep thelionin the
house, dear. It'll take care of themice" Asfar as
Gabrid knew, the ltaliansweren't in the habit of
turning young men into amass of liquefied flesh
from across town or carving out heartsin semi-
public places without worry of being seen.

No. Truth was, the police were scared. Hed
seenitin Mosdy's eyes. Hisown fear, yes, but
more important was that guilt. Guilt for the back-
shuffling of the entireforce.

Look at it thisway, Gabeol' pa. If theN.O.P.D. is
dropping it, if they're scared, what the hell are you
doing kesping your skinny li'l assinit?
"Gonnadie young anyway," he muttered to
himsalf. And the sound of those words spokenin
the afternoon light on the ordinary city strest,
bikeinidle, black leather booted heels spread on
ether sde of the motorcycle and planted on the
hot Louisiana asphdt, created awash of dis-
placement. He was suddenly looking down at
himsdf from athird eyein the sky. The picture
he saw was so goddamn perfect, so fucking
chivarous, so monumentally James Dean that

his anger evaporated ingtantly and the writer in
him broke into applause.

Fuck it. Thisis better than one of my goddamn novels.
Do it done then, you cheeky bastard. Do it alone.
Hewatched himsdf likethat, grinning, dl the
way home.

Grace looked pale when he entered. He went to
the coffee machine, till in the midst of an exag-
gerated swagger.

Grace watched him. " Seen the afternoon paper?'
she asked, chewing her lip.

"Nope."

"Police have closed the case," she said bitterly.
"Yup," hereplied. He started humming and
boosted himself up onto the coffeetableto sit, legs
swinging free. He watched his boots curioudy.
She looked disappointed that her bomb-

shdll hadn't landed as planned. "That doesn't
bother you?'

"Grace, yagottalearn to lighten up, go with the
flow," helectured, demongtrating with fluidly
waving hands.

She stared a him in disbelief, then a shadow
crossed her face. It was obviousto Gabriel that it
had Mdias name on it. She thought hewas just
too dumbstruck to care about anything. He didn't
bother to correct her.



"Fineg" shesadflatly. "I assume were done
with the research, then.”

"Wrong. | was going to ask you if you'd check
out something tonight. Rada drums.”
"Redadrums?’

"Y eah. What are they. Where they come from.
In particular, seeif you can find anything about
drum codes. Y ou know, like smoke sgndls, only
louder."

He cracked himsdlf up, nearly faling off the
table. Grace observed him with the patience
reserved for the insane.

"Okeydokey," shesad. "So you're till onthe
case even though the police aren't?”

"Gracie, old ga, youand me. . . we don't

need those losers anyway," he said in mock
seriousness.

Grace pursed her lips and said nothing.

"Now why don't you skedaddle on down to
that library right now, hey?"

"But the shop doesn't close for another hour!™
Herolled hiseyes. "Please. | may be acrack
detective but abooksdller, I'm not. Go on."
Grace shook her head as though completely
baffled by Gabrid's behavior, but she gathered
her things obediently and headed for the door.
She put on her coat and paused to give him afina
puzzled look.

"Areyou dl right?" she asked.

He hopped down, loped over to her, and gave
her abig hug. She stepped back, further darmed.
"I'm Napoleon ice cream, doll face. Now get the
heck outta here." He gave her chin afaux punch.
Gracefled.

Gabrid watched her go from the front window
of the shop, laughing huffingly to himsdlf. The
laughter kept on coming, and coming and
coming. After awhileit sounded maniacdl, even
tohim.

"Mdia?" hewhispered. The phonerecever

was cradled in the crook of his neck. It was nearly
midnight and held sworn he wouldn't usethe
private number she'd given him, not so soon, not
s0 eagerly, but hisbody was damp from his
second shower and the mere weight of the bed
sheet made hisflesh sing achingly.

"Gabrid?'

"Sorry it'ssolate.”

"Can't degp?’

"No."

She sghed. "Me neither. Cometo me."



"Onmy way."

He hung up the phone, pulled on thefirst pair

of jeans he stumbled upon on the dark floor, and
exited to the teeming night.

Chapter 5

The road was blocked, the truth was shunned, the white
flag had been raised.

Reversd cost meadl | had, and everything I'd braved.
June 22,1993

It was eight A.M. the next morning when Gabriel
pulled up outside the shop. It was aready open,
and Gabrid fet amild annoyance that Grace had
comein early and would witness his unusua

point of origin this morning. He thought about
lying, but what did he have to excuse? His private
life was none of Grace's concern.

S0 he entered, determined not to be made to

fed sdlf-conscious. He hung up his coat and
headed for the coffee.

"Y ou're out and about early thismorning,”

Grace said. A dight frown creased the space
between her eyes, but one glance at it told Gabriel
it was asuspicion, not acertainty. Good.

"Yup," he said. He poured the Javawith a

gplash and sent it straight to hislips. It was pure
heaven. "Anything up?'

"| found adeder in Philadelphiawho had a

book on Rada drum codes. It won't get here il
tomorrow, though.”

Gabriel didn't ask her how sheld paid for it.
What was the point? He couldn't pay her back.
"Phone calls?' he asked instead.

"There was one on the answering machinethis
morning. From that Wolfgang Ritter personin
Germany? He'sredly persstent.”

Gabrid's heart gave alittle lurch. Wolfgang
Ritte—Granddad's brother. Hed nearly forgotten!
"Do you have that number again, Grade?" he
asked quickly, not at al sure what hed done with
the last one.

Grace ripped a sheet of paper from a notepad

on her desk and handed it to him.

"Youregoing to cal him?' she asked doubtfully.
"No, just thought I'd memorize his number for
thefun of it," he quipped.

Grace's frown crease regppeared. She studied
him dosdy.

"Guess you were dready out thismorning

when hecdled,” she said carefully.

"Y eah. Probably just missed him," here-
sponded casudly, throwing in ayawn and stretch



for effect.

There. Shéld doneit. Sheld gotten himto lie. He
cursed himsdf inwardly. Women!

Her frown cleared atad. "Any particular reason
why you're suddenly interested in Wolfgang
Ritter?|sit about the case?"

"No, Gracie, it's not about the case. Y ou know,
you need to get alife," he teased. He headed for
the back room and the privacy of hisstudio
extenson.

But Grace didn't smile, shejust chewed her
lower lip again worriedly. His body wasn't
buying it, either. Ingde, his somach had turned
to lead.

The connection went through without a hitch.
Theringing of the phone sounded closg, asif it
were across the street instead of across the globe.
Gabrid's heart thumped four timesfor every
brring.

"Schloss Ritter hier,” awoman's voice answered
pleasantly.

"Wolfgang Ritter, please?" he sounded young
and nervous, even to himsdlf.

"Ein moment, bitte"

He waited, trying not to think about the phone
bill. Maybe it was night there, he hadn't thefirst
idea. Or maybe the man—God, he must bein his
eighties at least—was busy having a heart attack.
Findly he heard someone pick up the receiver
on the other end.

"Gabriel?' aman'svoice said. Thevoicewasold.
"IsthisWolfgang Ritter?' Gabriel asked, sud-
denly doubtful.

"Yes. Do you know who | am?’

"Heinz Ritter was your brother."

"And your grandfather. Good!" Wolfgang
sounded excited. "He never told you himsdlf, |
suspect?”

"He was dead long before | was born. But, no.
He never told anyone. | just found out afew days
ago when | was goin' through some of histhings.”
Gabrid ended lamely, unableto think of any-
thing elseto say. He didn't know this person on
the other end of the phone, arid he suddenly
wasn't real sure he wanted to.

"l don't know whereto start,” his great-uncle
sad. "There's so much to tell you about the
family."

"Whoisthefamily?'

"Youand . Wearethe only onesleft. That's
why itsimperative that you ..." Wolfgang



trailed off awkwardly.

v

"Theres so much to explain. And I'm afraid
yourein great danger. Great danger!”

"I don't know what you mean," Gabridl sad,
annoyed that this man would cal him up just to
scare the crap out of him.

"Y ou must leave New Orleans and cometo
Schloss Ritter . . . that'sthe family cadtle. It'sthe
safest way, and we have much to discuss.”

The old coot was stark raving mad!

"Uncle Wolfgang, I'm kinda.up to my neck in
somethin' right now. Even if | wanted to come,
evenif | had the money to come..."

"I'd pay for the ticket mysdlf, but I'm afraid |
have no money either,” Wolfgang interrupted.

"Y ou mugt find the money, somehow. Leave today
if you can."

Histone was so imperative, and the request S0
ridiculoudy unlikely, thet it only increased
Gabrid'sire.

"l can't cometo Germany,” Gabrid sad firmly.
He was determined to get through the brick wall
on the other end.

There was a pause.

"Oh, dear," Wolfgang said. Theimperid tone
was gone. Now he only sounded frail.

That newfound emotion of guilt reared its head
agan.

"What makesyou think I'min danger?' Gabrid
sad, softening histone. He could at least dlay the
old man'sfearsif he couldn't humor them.

"The dream told me. It Started afew weeks ago.
It took me afew daysto track you down once |
knew you existed.”

Gabrid digested this.

"| thought ... | thought | wasthelagt,” Wolf-
gang continued. "l never knew Heinz had ason
much lessagrandson . . . I'm sorry about your
father."

Gabriel was confused to fed alumpin his
throat. "What did your dream tell you?' Gabrid
asked, changing the subject.

"| seeyou dead in the dream. It'sthe family
curse, only .. . not." Wolfgang sighed. "There are
powers you don't understand. If you cometo
Schloss Fitter, | may be able to protect you."

It occurred to Gabrid that this conversation was
getting immensdy weird. "Not quite followin'
you, Unc," hesaid.

"Damn Heinz!" Thevoice was surprisngly



angry. "There are things your grandfather should
havetold you! Thefamily has certain obligations.
Heinz thought he could escape, but asyou can
see, hedid not escape. Y our father wasavictim,
too. Y our ignorance does not protect you. At least
if you knew what you were, you might have a
chancel"

"What | ami" Gabriel asked skeptically.
"Schattenjager.” The word madethe hair on
Gabrid's neck stand.

"Uh-huh," hesaid. "Youll haveto trandate

that.”

There was another pause.

"Shadow Hunter." Wolfgang spoke the words

so ominoudly, Gabridl haf expected aclap of
thunder. "That'sthe litera trandation. I'm afraid

it will take quite abit more effort to explain

what it redly means. I'd rather do it in person.”
Gabrid scratched his head. Thiswas getting too
intrusve. And too long. Dollar sgnswere
dancing infront of hiseyes.

"Look," he said, exasperation creeping back

into histone. "I'm redl interested in hearin' about
thefamily and dl ... but now'sared bad time.
Maybe you could write me aletter? Fill mein?”

"I have dready sent a package. It containsthe
journd of one of your ancestors. Y ou must reed it.
It may beginto explainthings.”

"Okay."

"Please," Wolfgang pleaded, "if you won't come
to Germany, promise me you will at least leave
New Orleans. Get somewhere quiet and safe.
Don't interact with anyone now. Y ou must hear me.”
The old man sounded so sincere that Gabriel
amost wanted to do what he was suggesting. But
he knew in his heart that he would not. He wasn't
going anywhere.

"Okay. | will," helied. "Y ou take care, now."
"God protect you," camethe short reply. The
tone sounded suspicioudy like Wolfgang was
washing his hands of his great-nephew'sfate.
Then the phone went dead.

Gabrid replaced the recaiver thoughtfully. At
least Great-uncle Wolfgang knew when he was
playing to an empty house. But Gabriel hadn't the
dightest cluewhat to fed about any of the rest of
it. It amply left an empty spacein hismind, a
Space waiting for some reaction, Some emotion to
fill it up, but the reaction didn't come. And
somehow, it didn't even matter. What wasin
motion wasin motion, this much Gabriel knew. If



thislong-lost great-uncle had any relevance at dl,
it would become clear when it needed to.

He hoped.

Gabriel showered mechanicaly and pulled on
his usua garb—white T-shirt, jeans, black boots.
Hewasjust finishing hismorning coif, mind dis-
tracted with thoughts of what there wasto do
today, when he heard the phonering. Helet
Gracepick it up.

"It'sfor you," her voice called back to him

overly loud, in her New Y ork fashion.
"Whoisit?' he mouthed as he entered the shop.
"Hartridge. From Tulane," Grace hissed eagerly.
Gabrie took the phone.

"Professor Hartridge?"

"Mr. Knight! | have some news. Can you stop by
thismorning?' The man's arrogance was gone,
replaced by aboyish excitement.

"News about the vevel Did you find out where
itsfrom?'

"We shall see. I'm not done, not by along shot,
but | did identify afew of the marks."

"What were they?' Gabriel asked. He glared at
Grace with annoyance. She was pressing close,
trying to hear the conversation.

"Very old symbolsfor two common Loa, and
another one | don't recognize—probably atribal
Loathat's not widely known. I've got some idea of
agenerd region based on the symboals, but time
frameand lineage are dtill onthedab.”

"Two common Loa? That doesn't sound very
exating.”

"Except that they just happen to be the darkest
Loa concelvable. Even s0, aL oas characteristics
change from time and place. If I'm not mistaken,
these particular symbols represent these Loas
most horrible aspects™” Hartridge laughed alittle
nervoudy. "Look, I'd rather get into thisin
person.”

Gabrid's"person” was much in demand these
days. "All right. I'm on my way."

"Good." Hartridge hung up.

"Well? What'd he say?' Grace pestered, taking
the phone from Gabrid and returning it to its
cradle.

"What, you couldn't hear? | coulda sworn you
were close enough to smdll his breath,” Gabrid
replied dryly. He walked to the front door.
Ashe put on his jacket he glanced back and saw
Grace doing astrange little dance. She seemed
torn about something, thudy hovering like ababy



bird not quite sure what to do with its various
appendages, caught between moving forward and
gtting down.

"Sit, Grade," he said dryly. "I'll be back soon
enough.”

Grace il looked like she were having agas
attack, but she did sink back down into her chair,
abat rductantly. As heleft he reminded himsdf
to keep an eye on her. The girl wastaking this
whole businessway too serioudy.

The stone hallways of the science building at
Tulane were cool and quiet. Gabrid had forgotten
the way to Hartridge's office in this place where
al the stairsand landings looked dike, every
room had an equally unwieldy unmarked door,
and every fivefeet of hdl had an dcovethat
might, from afew feet away, be equaly indicative
of arest room, abroom closet, an emergency exit,
or ablank wall with nothing but awater cooler or
trash can to justify the excess space.

Gabrid attacked the building, heading deter-
minedly for the remembered center and finding
himsdlf frequently thrust back to thefringes, like
S0 much flotsam washing back to the beach with
thetide. Hisanticipation began to chill, thenturn
into annoyance, then to asense of didocation. The
place was not merdly quiet, he redlized. Except for
hisown clicking hedls, it was silent. It was, in fact,
empty. Gabrid passed classroom after classroom,
doors propped open, chairs and podiums
markedly devoid of life. It was asif thisplace,

30 halowedly built of stone on the Louisana
swamps, had been reclaimed—the bones of the
frame left, but the flesh, the populace, dong with
their books and papers, condoms and chewing
gum, sucked relentlesdy back into the muck and
mire, leaving only theimpressonsof their life
force behind.

He found himsdlf trying to recal the day of the
wesek, hoping to judtify theincressingly unredl
absenteeism. But he didn't know what day it was.
It couldn't be Sunday, since Grace had opened the
shop that morning.

Had she? Or was that yesterday morning?

He stopped findly, feding faint. He leaned

back up against one of the thickly painted walls
and tilted his head back, closed his eyes.

Relax.

His pulse dowed and hismind cleared alittle.

No, it wasn't Sunday, but it was summer. This
explanation made him feel agrest ded better.



When he opened his eyes again he saw the main
entrance doors down the hall ten feet or so, and
the left halway stretching out from there, the
hallway hed taken the day of the lecture. Three
minutes later he was standing outside Hartridge's
officedoor.

When he entered, Hartridge was at his desk,
leaning forward intently over some papers.
Gabrie fet arush of rdief that was amost giddi-
ness. He'd gotten adreadful sense, out therein
those halls, ahorrible certainty that he would
find Hartridge's office empty aswell. Now the
cobwebsin his mind wisped away for good. He
had perhaps been working too hard, or his
hallway tremors might be accountable to expen-
sive brie cheese, thekind Mdiahad fed him last
night, going alittle sour in hisplebeian pit of a
somach.

"Hey, Professor,” he said happily. Hewaked
forward to see what Hartridge was working on.
It wasn't until held placed ahand on Hartridge's
shoulder and still Hartridge did not move that the
dread returned. It was the worse for having been
temporarily exorcised. Gabriel shook the shoulder
and the form jiggled. He tugged on the shoul-

der and Hartridge compliantly leaned back in his
chair, hisarmsremaining on the desk, hiseyes
garing forward at nothing.

Hartridge's skin was the color and texture of

bad cottage cheese. His pupils were shot through
with blood, and atrickle of the same exited his
mouth and made a quick run for the border of
Hartridge's callar.

Hartridge was dead.

Gabrid uttered an involuntary little huff of a
scream and drew back hagtily, asif the body
might grab for him.

But the corpse did not move.

As Gabriel waited for hisbrain to decide on
some appropriate response (run, pick up the phone,
mindlessy crash through the closed window), hiseyes
were fixed on Hartridge's face. Hartridge looked
asthough hed beenill. That is, he looked like
whatever had killed him had been inside not ouit.
But Hartridge had sounded fine on the phone,
nary asniffle. Whatever it wasthat had killed
him, it must have come on suddenly. And what-
ever it was, it looked alot like what had killed
Crash.

Gabrid made awide berth around the front of
the desk, dmogt tiptoeing with disgust, trying to



get agood view of the scene without pushing
between the body in the chair and the back wall.
He peered over the far edge of the desk. He saw,
on the floor, adrying pool of blood, splattered
and clotting. Vomitus.

Thesmd| hit him then, atang likerotting

melon with some secret metdlic human crevasse
smd| underneath.

Yes. Like Crash.

Gabrid turned and ran from the room, stum-
bling down nameless hallways, past empty class-
rooms, into the stiflingly hot but blessedly
odorlessair of the Louisanamorning.

Despite his experience of the day before, or
perhaps because of it, Gabriel could think of no
other place to take this new development than to
the plate of Detective Mosdly, however incompe-
tent he might be. At the very least, Mosdly would
have the body picked up. Gabrid figured he
owed Hartridge at least that much.

When Gabrie entered, Mosdly wastrying, ina
clunky way reminiscent of abear trying to use
aspoon, to type something on his computer key-
board. The expression on hisface as Gabrid
arrived said not only wasn't he having a good
timeat thisactivity, hewasn't particularly

thrilled to have Gabrid observe hisawkward
efforts, either.

Gabriel shut the door of Mosdly's office care-
fully and sat down, not saying aword. Mosely
turned from the computer to hisequaly unruly,
abat newer companion.

"Beenthinking up fresh insultsdl night?

Couldn't wait to get over here to give me more of
thewhat for?' Mosdly asked gruffly.

"Not at dl,” Gabrid said pleasantly. "Haveyou
heard anything about Crash?

Mosely prodded at afile on hisdesk. "Autopsy.”
Gabrid picked up the autopsy file and looked
insgde. On the front page was the easy-to-find
bottom line, slamped in red ink. "Overdose:
heroin."

Gabrid put the file gently back down on the
desk. Mosely watched him asif he expected him
to reach out and bite. Gabrid said nothing.
"Wel?' Mosaly prompted.

"Very interegtin," Gabrid sad camly. "l

have anew onefor you. He's a professor at
Tulane University. He died a his desk some-
time between nine o'clock thismorning and
about twenty minutes ago. | spose his autopsy



will say the samething. Or maybe they're even
cleverer than | thought. Maybe the same symp-
tomswill mysterioudy read 'heart attack’ this
time, Tulane professors not bein' big on heroin
anddl."

Mosely's eyebrows had gone up during this
reasonably voiced revelation, crinkling up the
skin on hisforehead like afolding garage door.
Gabrid had abrief wish that what wasinsde was
something massive; something with monger tires
and afront grid, but knew it could be better visu-
dized asaHyundai.

"Excuseme," Mosdy piqued, "areyou telling

me you found ancther corpse? This morning?'

"Y up. Thisonewas dead when | found him,
though. That'sanew twist," Gabriel said thought-
fully. "Having been up-close-and-persond with
both dearly departed, | can tell you honestly that
they went the same way. The same goddamn way.
I'd bet my lifeonit."”

Mosdly leaned back in his chair and stared at
Gabrid asif he were just discovering some new
and not entirely appedling facet of hislong-time
friend. Gabrid didn't carefor thelook at dll.
"And theresmore," he continued. "Y ou seg, |
went over there because Hartridge had informa:
tion for me? Information about the veve, that pat-
tern from the crime scenes? | had it reconstructed
and gave Hartridge a copy. Hed/ownd something
out about it, Mose. Do you hear what I'm saying?
Heknew something.”

Gabriel waslosing hiscalmness, but what was
creeping in was not anger but fear. He pushed it
back. "Now he'sdead," he concluded smply.
The two men sat quietly for amoment. Mosdly's
gaze wasfixed on Gabriel and Gabrid found him-
sdf feding guilty under it. Guilty! What the hell
was Mosdly's problem?

"I don't think you should tell anyone €l se about
this" Mosdly said after an unbearable pause.
"'Kay," Gabrid sad, puzzled.

"I only say that 'cause, being a police officer

and al, | cantell you that it doesn't look good.

Y ou coming in herefinding bodieslikethis, one
after the other?' There was something twisted in
Mosely'stone.

"Excuseme," Gabrid sad, getting annoyed. "l
happen to be on thetrail of the serid killersyou
al have given up hope of findin? That'swhy I'm
stumblin’ over corpses.”

He found himsdlf bresthing hard for some



reason. "'I'm gettin' close," he added, staring
deeply at hisfriend.

And heredlized that hewas. Or he thought he
was. Theideawas, oddly, not comforting. Neither
did it impress Mosely the way Gabriel thought it
ought to.

"If I wereyou, I'd consider the possibility that
you might be too goddamn close," Mosdly said. It
was cautiously worded, but it was athrest.
Gabrid sared & himin disbdlief. "What is

wrong with you?'

Mosdly shifted uncomfortably in hischair. At
least it Sopped his staring, which redly had been
getting unthinkably ugly, giving Gabrid avison

of Mosdly that he would redly rather not have.
"I'mjust telling you. The VVoodoo Murders case
isclosed. What you're bringing to me now is
something new." Mosdly paused for effect, staring
at Gabrid. "And the only thing these two new
things have in common is close contact with you."
"That's bullshit," Gabriel whispered. "And you
know it."

And Mosdly did relent, under Gabrid'sright-
eous gaze. Helet out abig sigh. "I won't say any-
thing about this. Well have Hartridge picked up
and see what forensgcs says."

"Uh-huh."

"But maybe you should stop with this shit now.
Don't you think? Before you get someone else
killed?'

"Youthink it'smy fault?' Gabrid said, flabber-
gasted.

Mosdy said nothing.

"If you want meto stop findin' corpses maybe
you should reopen this case!™

"Can't," Mosdy said, shaking his head firmly.
"What do you need, afuckin' neon arrow, Tick
up bad guys here?

Mosely sighed again. "The department doesn't
think the killerswere legitimate VVoodoo. Can you
prove that they were?"

Gabrid thought. "Maybe."

Mosdly didn't believe him. "Uh-huh. And

there's dso the vague notion that thisthing was a
onetime affair, that these people are no genera
threat to the general populace. Do you have infor-
mation to the contrary?"

"A dead professor isn't enough?’

"Give me abreak, Gabe! How am | supposed to
tiethat inwith aseries of ritud killingswhere
people's hearts are ripped out? It's not the same



cae”
Gabrid didn't say anything.

"And | need alead. We beat the Streetsfor
weeks on that case. Seven crime scenes. Nothing.
Not one single goddamn piece of physical evi-
dence tying the deaths to anyone. | can't work
withthin air. | need someone or something to
invesigate™

Gabrid thought about the message on Laveau's
tomb wadll, but he didn't think that waslikely to
do much for the N.O.P.D.

"Suppose | got you those things," Gabrid sad,
achdlengein hisvoice.

Mosely raised his eyebrows. "If you can do that,
you'll have my complete support.”

"Youmeanit?'

Mosdly shrugged. Clearly, hedidn't think

Gabrid would come up with anything of the kind.
"You'd be better off dropping it. Or the next
corpse might be yours. Y ou hear what I'm
saying?' Mosdly did look genuindy worried.
"Thought you didn't think these new desths

were related to the case," Gabriel countered.
Mosdly said nothing at dl.

Gabrid's mind was churning by thetime he

left Mosdly's office. Mosdy wanted proof, and
Gabrid had . . . what? A snake scalefrom near a
lake; arecongtruction of the patterns found
around the bodies, verified verbaly as aveve of
obscure African origin by an expert dead guy;
ategtimony, again verbdly, againfroma

dead guy, that the murders were committed by
an underworld cartel who sure-as-shit knew
Voodoo; an old lady's grandmother's bracelet; a
tracing of atattoo; amessage, in Voodoo code,
which told somebody named DJto take awhip
somewhere.

In other words, he had diddly squat.

How could that be? Hefdlt like he'd been
working on this case for months. And yet, come
timeto call the cows home, the barnyard showed
naught but afew decaying muffins of dung.
They're playing with you. Thewords cameto him
unbidden and bitter. Y ou think you're chasing
them, but they know you're there. Y ou'll never find
out anything you could actudly use.

Animage from the early days of the case, that of
the veil that hung between the ignorant inhabitants
of hisworld and those in the world of Voodoo mys-
teries, crossed his mind. The thought that he was
no closer now than he had been when hed first



glimpsed that vell depressed him utterly. Hefelt
embarrassed, likeakid playing Tarzanin his

yard suddenly redlizing an older boy had been
watching—and laughing & him.

Andyet...

Grace's face appeared to him, eyes eager and
brightly excited. And Mosdy'sface: grave, guilty,
even scared. If I'm not close, why do they smédll vic-
tory on me?

The vell trembled abit then. It occurred to him
that he'd been thinking exactly what they'd want
him to think, that they might in fact be send-

ing him those helpless why-don 't-you-give-up
thoughts. And that idea, that they could reach into
his brain and plunk something down there hed
label hisown, that scared the shit out of him.

No, hethought defiantly. Y ou're not completely
in control. The press clipping Grace dug up from
1910, he'd bet anything that wasn't in their plan.
Nor the veve reconstruction, nor Hartridge's recog-
nition of what it reveded. And the message on the
tomb—it hadn't been Gabrid'simagination that
Dr. John had logt his cool over that littleitem. And
the scale wasimportant. He fdlt it in his bones.
What did those things have in common? They
came from unexpected avenues. They'd subdued
the police, obvioudy, but they hadn't counted on
him. Y es, there were cracks. He was probably
being watched now, but they couldn't anticipate
every direction he might probe. All he had to do
was keep jabbing in unexpected ways.

That, and stay dive.

There was alead he knew he must follow up on.
It worried him, but he decided he had to take the
chancethat the vell was till intact there, that the
game could till be played by the old rules, //ithey
would be surreptitious and deceitful, perhaps he
could use that to hisown ends.

When he arrived at the Voodoo museum it was
closeto one o'clock in the afternoon. He entered
viathe street door and was momentarily con-
fused. The short entry hall was dark, becoming
pitch-black when the door swung to.

Was the museum closed for lunch? Had they
forgotten to lock the front door? He listened and
heard nothing.

He considered going back out theway hed
comein, but it crossed hismind that he might
have come across one of those unplanned events
of which he could take advantage. If no one_was
at home, might he not have the opportunity,



assuming he could find alight switch, of looking
around? Digging alittle degper than the tourist
displays?

He put out a cautionary hand to hisleft and
found thewall of the hdlway. Usngitasa
guide, he moved forward, toward the display
room, shuffling hisfeet awkwardly, lest the
world should drop away in front of him, and
holding a protective hand up in front of hisface.
He found the doorway to the display room a
few feet away, right whereit should be (though
dightly farther in the dark than he'd anticipated).
If he wasn't mistaken, there was aswitch just
insde the door, somewhere above that small
coffin. Wasn't there?

He stepped silently through the doorjamb,
feding pleased with himsdlf for being so very
gedthlike, and began to fed dong theright
ingdewdl.

Something enormoudy heavy fell on hishead
with the dull shock of an unexpected blow. First
the gravity of the thing came—driving Gabriel to
hisknees. A second later, like a photographic
delay, the pain and fear blossomed, and all he
wanted to do was get out of the way.

Hefdl awkwardly to hisright, trying to escape,
but whatever had hit him, it was ill there,
draped over his head and shoulders, and now
becoming an issue of suffocation in addition to
the sheer physicd violence of the blow. A
sandbag? He reached up to push the thing off and
fdt cool, dlammy skin.

It was the snake.

He redoubled his effortsto push the thing

away, revulson now spurring hismovements.
But the creature's body was pure muscle, and it
had found hisweak spot—that narrow, unpro-
tected passageway through which morta crea
turesdrink life from the air around them. It had
gotten two coilsaround his neck and wasfin-
ishing athird. Gabrid's effortsto pull at the
thing only caused it to tightenitsgrip. It began
to squeeze, and the pressure on hiswindpipe
became aburning, crushing vise. Thetrickle of
air gill getting through couldn't begin to meet
the needs of histerror. He wheezed loudly, des-
perate for more, and struggled with the snake
ever more weskly. He redlized the deep shit he
wasin. Thething had only begun its deadly
embrace and it wasthis bad. Hewas going to die.
He couldn't shake the thing, so he dragged it



with him. He pulled himsdlf along thefloor, ill
wheezing, and trying to keep at least one hand
prying at the loops of flesh around his esophagus,
hoping to at least make the snake work harder if
not actudly delay theinevitable. Hefound the
legs of awobbly table, nearly brought it crashing
down on top of them, and steadied it just in time.
He reached a hand to the tabletop and pulled him-
sdf upward.

Things were going dow now. Despite the dark-
ness of theroom, he could fed hisvison going
darker 4till, adarknessthat bloomed from his
mind like ink from an octopus, and spread
through his nervous system. Every action seemed
weighted, every second infinite. And he had only
seconds now, he knew.

He blindly groped for anything he might use
againgt the snake. He remembered the dagger, but
it was across the room and he'd never be ableto
reach it intime, evenif he knew exactly where. ..
Turn onthelight, avoicein his head spoke.

On the table he could fed the contours of the
amadll coffin and for amoment pictured himsdf
picking it up and smashing it, using araw stake of
achunk to plunge into the thing around his neck.
Y ou don't have enough time to smash anything.
Turnon. Thelight.

Hedidn't know where the light was! He groped
aong thewal. Hislegswere going numb.
Hefound alight switch. Onthewall, abovethe
coffin. He remembered it, yes. But it wasn't a
light, wasit?

Heflicked the switch up.

And fdt hisheart sink. No light came! No relief
from the darkness! Instead, from somewhereto
hisright, he heard the whack, whack, whack of a
broken fan. Yes, he knew that! Fuck! A broken fan!
What astupid way to die! A flunky of theDr.
Denvil'smemory training course!

He sank to hisknees. A sob welled up from

him, but it had no way out. It settled into a bitter
lump, like badly swalowed pills, somewhere near
his digphragm. He tried to gasp but there was no
passage at al for air anymore. He dropped to the
floor, gpologized to the universefor hisinepti-
tude, and lay ill.

The snake let go.

It took him amoment to realize he was

breething. Then hefelt thething asit did past his
face, going cautioudy, then quickly. Theraspy,
scaly skin burnt theflesh of hischin likearope



whipping through afisherman's hands. Theniit

was gone entirely. He pulled in ahuge gasp of air.
Thelightscameon.

"Mr. Knight! | didn't know anyone was here.
Areyouill?'

Gabrid picked up his head, which was now
throbbing as the blood painfully pushed itsway
back through constricted veins. Dr. John stood in
the doorway across the room, the doorway to the
inner chambers Gabriel had never seen. The
giant's face bore aremarkable express on—dight
bewilderment mixed with just ashade of polite
concern, and every bit of both asfakeasa
sdesman'saligator shoes.

Gabrid pointed a shaky hand toward the wall
with thefan, abit of the snakewasjust vishle
under the table there.

"That... that thing tried to kill me!" he gasped.

"Oh, no!" Dr. John said, looking truly mortified.
"Did you hurt him?"

"Me?No!"

Dr. John crossed the room in two strides and
helped Gabrid to hisfeet. Or, more accurately, he
gave a hafhearted tug on Gabrid'sarm and
Gabrid saledto hisfeet likearag doll.

"Y ou are extremdy fortunate to have remem-
bered thefan,” Dr. John said smoothly. "Extremey
fortunate." Ashe said this, he reached over and
turned the switch off. The noisy thumping of the
blades died down, then stopped. An overly loud,
ringing silence descended on the room.

Gabrid looked uneasily toward the snake, but it
did not emerge from the table. "What, he's afraid
of the noise?' he gasped, il trying to catch up

on hisoxygen.

Dr. John smiled grimly. "Not &t al. Snakesfeed
by vibration. To him, that fan soundslike awhole
herd of cattle. Better pickingsthan one smal man.”
Dr. John's grin broadened asif Gabriel ought to
find thisamusing. Gabrid did not.

"Uh-huh. What was he doing out, anyway?'

"We are closed today, Mr. Knight. | do liketo

let him ... roamwhen| can. | must have forgotten
to lock the front door. | do apologize, but entering
adarkened building is not particularly wise."

The smilewas till there, but the eyes said
something ese entirely. "One must be wise about
where onetreadsin thisworld."

"Yeah," Gabrid replied, rubbing hisneck
painfully. "Don't | know it. There are cracks every-
where." He offered Dr. John the sweetest smile he



could muster and was rewarded with adead
glint, like ashark'stooth, that surfaced inthe
man's eyes.

Gabrid |eft the museum. He managed not

to run.

Gabrid redized, after held gotten far enough
away from the museum to think clearly, that

he'd gone there looking for something and had
emerged, once again, with nothing. That they'd
tried to kill him, that Dr. John's eyes had ceased
to play their game, eveniif hisvoice had nat,
these were things that might ensure Gabrid
himsdf that he was not going crazy, but they
were not things Mosdly would give a shit about.
Just theidea, of trying to explainit to him was
nausesting. Gabriel would prefer to wrestlewith
the snake.

The snake! He'd not only been close to the thing,
he'd had his goddamn hands on it! Why hadn't he
thought to check the scales?

Gee, | dunno. Maybe it had something to do with the
fact that it was pitch-black and your windpipe was
being flattened.

Y eah, but... damn!

He momentarily consdered going back. He
could even hear himself say something brilliant
like"Maybeyou'd let mepet him so | can get
over my fear after that attack ..." but he knew
that Dr. John would smell that one amile awvay.
No, hedidn't think they knew about the scale—
better to keep it that way. If they didn't know,
they couldn't block his progress about it.
Assuming he ever made any progress.

Sighing, he made aleft turn and headed out of
the French Quarter, aiming for Tulanefor the
second time that day. The body ought to be gone
by now, he reasoned, and he needed to search
Hartridge's office, seeif he had left something,
anything behind. He should have doneit earlier,
when he'd found the corpse, but he had not, he
hed lost his nerveinstead.

He only hoped it wasn't too late.

Outsde Hartridge's building afew students
tarried, looking uneasy and talking quietly
among themselves. That they stood a cautious
twenty feet from the brick wallsindicated their
smultaneous attraction and repulson, and
Gabrid fet safein assuming that the word was
out about the late anthropologi<t.

He did not spot any police vehicles, nor was
there any trace of the N.O.P.D. insdethe



building—not in the lobby, nor the halways
(which now seemed entirely logical, even quite
gmall), nor at the door of Hartridge's office. This
could only mean that the death was considered
nothing but naturd. Gabriel swalowed his
growing ire. He could not believe that Mosdly,
after what Gabriel had told him, would not a
least investigate Hartridge's desth. He found
himself wondering for thefirg timeif heredly
knew Mosdly. Could he have changed so very
much? Or had a body-snatching aien invaded
that hairless skull?

The door to Hartridge's office was not locked.
Gabriel pushed it open, loath to walk through
another doorway unawares. But the view of the
room that was offered to him was harmless
enough. The body was, indeed, gone. Light
spilled in from the windows with their paint-
chipped slIs. Someone had even opened one of
them an inch or so, and the odor of degth was
only barely detectable clinging to awaft of air
here and there, being otherwise dispelled by a
fresh, if overly warm breeze.

He glanced back into the hallway and, seeing
no one, stepped into the room. He began to go
over theareaquickly. Still hanging on astandin
the corner was asuit jacket that Gabriel
searched. Nothing. He looked around the desk
and chairsfor sgns of abriefcase. He didn't see
one. He pushed back the now-empty desk chair,
feding athrill of regret well up ashe did so—his
overly vivid imagination perfectly ableto con-
jure up visons of Hartridge till Stting there.
Bending down, he looked under the desk, saw a
wastebasket and pulled it out, went through its
contents quickly. A couple of wadded-up tis-
sues, used. A torn check. A couple of minimart
receipts. Nothing.

He stood up. On the top of Hartridge's desk
was ablotting pad, the kind that one could
scribble notes on. Near the bottom middle edge
was astain. Blood. Gabriel squatted down to
examinethe gain. He caled up hismemory of
Hartridge, as hed firgt found him. Yes. The
bloodstain would have been exactly under his
head. It probably came from his mouth. Gabridl
scanned the pad for other marks, but there
were none.

None. That was odd, wasn't it? When he'd vis-
ited Hartridge that first day the blotter had been
covered with writing. Hadn't it? He wracked his



brain, cursed his poor observation habits.
Hartridge had taken the vEve, put it on his desk...
Y es, Gabrid was sure there'd been writing on the
blotter. The kind of notes one takes when there's
aphone nearby, as there was. Had there been
writing on the pad thismorning? He tried to recal,
but dl he could see was Hartridge's head, leaning
forward, then staring up at the ceilling when
Gabriel had pushed him back in his chair. Gabrid
didn't think he'd even looked at the desk after that.
Someinvedtigator!

Frustrated, he examined the blotter again. It

was the notepad type, the type where one could
rip off the top sheet and start anew. This, appar-
ently, had recently been done, since the blood-
gtain was the only mark on the top shest.

Would it be so very remarkableif Hartridge had
freshened his desk the very day of hisdeath?
Gabrid thought that it would. He remembered
Hartridge's excitement on the phone. That was
not the tone of aman thinking about house-
keeping.

He bent and examined the pad again. The
bloodstain was a dot that blurred at the edges,
veining into the newsprint-quaity paper. He
pulled the top page up and looked underneath.
There, on the next page, was the same stain, only
alittlebit smdler. Hefdt the smdler gain, then
put the page down and felt the stain on the top
page with a none-too-eager finger. It didn't havea
film ontop, but felt blotted, like the stain benegth.
Either the stain on top had sunk completely into
the paper or...

They'd taken the top page. Why would they

take the top page?

So that you wouldn't. That'swhy.

Gabrid fdt hisheart snk. Damnit! HEd been
right herein thisroom and had missed such an
obviousthing! Thered been acrack and hed lost
it, given them timeto cover. Hartridge had been
working on theveve, certainly if there were notes
on hisblotter they might have been from that
research.

He squatted down and riffled through the dim
contents of the wastebasket once again. But no,
they hadn't thrown the blotter pagein there.

They wouldn't, would they? Still squatting, he
tilted up his head and looked forlornly at the
blotter. The bloodstain swam inchesfrom his
eyes, dipping the paper dightly there, asthe wet-
ness weighed down the thin materid, and



beyond the gain. . .

Were other indentations in the paper. Gabridl
diffened and felt asurge of adrendine. He
focused his eyes narrowly, scooping his head to
look even more directly across the top surface of
the paper.

Y es. There were, there were indentations on the
pad, the kind a heavy-handed writer makes. Par-
ticularly when doodling. Particularly when doo-
dling on the phone.

Gabriel searched the desk and came up with a
pencil. Eyes il level with the paper's edge, he
carefully skimmed the pencil dong the paper's
surface, dlowing it to lighten where the paper
dipped away.

When he wasfinished, agrin spread across his
face, and his skin glowed pink with pride and
vengeance. There were things they forgot. He tore
the sheet off, Hartridge's scribbles now intact,
folded it up carefully, and went home.

Grace took onelook at him when he walked
into the bookshop and demanded to know what
was going on.

"You look likethe cat that ate the canary,” she
offered dryly. "Did Hartridge have some good
Suff?'

This promptly erased his good mood.

"Uh, Grade," he said uneasily, "Hartridgeis
dead."

"What?" Grace'slight caramel-colored skin
went a bit green.

"I found him thismorning. Poor guy. Guess

l... I was kinda excited about somethin' else.”
"He's dead? How did it happen?' Grace
demanded. Shewas clearly afraid.

"Hmmm. Dunno,” helied. "The police will
probably say it'sa heart attack.”

That's true enough, but you know it wasn't, don't
you, Cube old man?

"Oh, my God," Grace sad, still stunned.

"That's horrible. Areyou sureit wasnt .. . ." She
looked at him searchingly.

Hethanked hislucky starsthat he hadn't men-
tioned Crash to her. Sheld redly belosing it now
if sheknew Hartridge wasn't thefirst.

"It was just one of those things, | guess,” he
sad, shrugging sadly. He carefully removed the
newsprint from his jacket pocket, walked over to
her, and unfolded it gingerly on her desk.
"Thisiswhat | came back to show you. | need
you to check it out for me."



Grace looked at the paper, her brow wrinkling

at the oddness of the pencil tracings.

"What isit?' she asked.

"Hartridge's notes. This part up hererelatesto

us | think."

Past some old phone numbers and doodles of
African masks on big-chested women (said doo-
dles, asfar as Gabriel was concerned, going along
way in explaining Hartridge's choice of scholarly
subject matter), up near the top left corner wasa
sketch of the veve. It wasn't avery good sketch. In
fact, it congsted mainly of two crudely drawn
circles—one inddethe other (like the dream),
which isthe only way Gabriel recognized it asthe
veve at dl. Around the veve were scribbles. It
looked likethis:

"You think thisis about the veve?' Grace said,
her interest rekindled.

"Sure as shit do. Don't you?' he asked her. He
told himsdlf hewasbeing only dightly manipula
tive. He wanted her to fed apart of things. It made
her work faster.

Shelooked at the marks and flushed, then
nodded. "Yes. Yes, | do."

"Good. Seeif you can find out anything about
this... 'Agris Benin' a thelibrary. Close the shop
anddoit now ... if you want."

She studied him, suspicion lurking behind her
pretty pursed lips. Gabriel didn't have any doubts
what the look meant; it meant, Why aren't you
being acomplete asshole as usud ?

Hetried to duck away, such looks not being
entirely comfortable, but her hand reached out
and grabbed hisarm.

"Wait aminute," shesaid. "Thereés something
sparkly on your face."

Hefét her nail scrape hischin. Shelooked

down at her finger curioudy. He followed her
gazeand saw . . .

A scde.

"I'll takethat," he managed, trying to sound
casud. He quickly brushed the item from her
index finger into hisown palm and closed hisfigt
around it protectively.

| have ascale. From his snake. Fucker tried to kill me
and instead he gave me a scale!

But Grace wasn't done with him yet. Her hand
retained its grip on hisarm, her face frowning
with concern. "What wasit?' she demanded.
"Dunno," Gabrid lied.

Her eyeswent to his chin, clearly not buying it.



They widened in darm. "Jesus Chrigtl Y ou've got
this amazing bruise starting on your neck,” she
said, awestruck.

She leaned forward, her dark eyes peering far
too ingghtfully a his exposed flesh. She was sec-
onds away from hysterical panic, or so he
thought. If she got the least whiff of what had
really happened to himtoday . . .

"Probably just ahickey," hesad dyly. He

pulled hisarm away from her roughly and gave
her agtare that was sexua—and chalenging.
"Fromlagt night.”

He could actualy see her back stiffen. Her face
went blank, then she turned without aword back
to the desk, picked up her purse, and left the
shop, turning the "Closed" sign around as she

did so.

She did not say good-bye.

When hewas done, Gabrid sat down at the
desk chair. Itsfading cover was till warm from
the dender form of Grace's posterior. With a
trembling hand he pulled the green-shaded
accountant desk lamp closer and switched it on.
He stacked the shop's books to one side and, after
looking at the dark wood of the desktop in
dismay, dug through the drawersfor someplain
white paper and placed afew sheets on the desk’s
surface. Next to the paper he arranged the magni-
fying glass and the long tweezers, both fished
from the pockets of hisjeans. All of thesethings
he did with his one free hand. The other hand
remained fisted in a painfully conscious baance
between the twin horrors of losing and crushing
thething that wasin there. Or, rather, that he
hoped wasin there, since he had not peeked at it
yet, couldn't until everything was just so.

Now.

He poised hisfist over asheet of paper and
carefully opened it. The scale was there, stuck to
hismiddlefinger asit uncurled. It did look
sparkly, and pink againgt hisfinger, from the
sheen of hisown flesh shining through. He took
the tweezerswith his other hand and carefully
plucked the thing from his skin and placed it on
the paper.

There.

The other scale, the one from Lake Pontchar-
train, was enclosed in aplastic bag in hisjacket
pocket. He retrieved said bag and opened it,
placing the second scae cautioudy to the right of
thefirgt, consciousthat he did not want to mix the



two up. His brain had reached a conclusion when
held first seen the museum scaleon hismiddle
finger, but held refused to acknowledge or hear
the answer until his eyes could irrefutably stand
witness. Now he stared at the two scales and
allowed the knowledge to trickle down his cere-
bra cortex and further down ill, to histhudding
heart.

Faintly green with atinge of dark red. The same.
They're from the same snake.

Of course. Of coursethey were. HEd aways
known they would be, had he not?

Thisbeing an unfathomable and somehow
frighteningly self-cannibdidtic line of internd dia:
logue, he ftilled it by fetching another bag from
the back room, tucking both scales avay, and
labeling them. Thisactivity felt morelikeaGrace
thing—neatness not being his usud mode—and
the label's ended up looking smeared and childish.
Neverthel ess, he was pleased with the results. He
picked up the blotter paper, too, and carefully
refolded it.

With these treasures, he headed for the police
dation.

Gabrid took it asagood sign that Mosely was
dready feding guilty when he arrived. He actu-
aly got up from hischair, going so far astowak
over and shut the door himsdlf, motioning Gabrid
to a seat.

"Hey!" Mosdly said in an overly robust fashion.
"Picked up that friend of yours—Hartridge."

He sounded like he was talking about a fucking
out-of-town visitor in for the weekend.

"Good," Gabrid replied, watching Mosdly curi-
oudy. "Did you see the body?"

"Yeah, uh, sure” Mosdy said nervoudly. "l
didn't, you know, want to get into it with the
other guys. They'd think | was crazy, trying to
link that up with Crash or, heh heh, the Voodoo
Murders. Heh heh."

"Uh-huh."

"So, you know, you'll probably seeinthe
papersjust anotice about his desth, nothing spe-
cid. | mean, the department's not really investi-
gating it. Officidly, | mean. | did want you to
know, though, that | spoke with the coroner, Joe?
Hesapretty good friend of mine? Asked himto
check it out for me onthe QT. You know."
Mosely's brow (which encompassed most of his
head) showed a sheen of nervous swest.
"That'sared fineidea, Mose," Gabrid drawled



camly.

"Yeah." Mosdy findly sat and exhded abig

sgh, apparently relieved that Gabrid wasn't
going to give him any more shit.

"Do you think helooked like Crash?" Gabridl
asked coally.

"Heh heh," Mosdy laughed nervoudly.

"Wouldn't say nay, bud, but well see. Y ou know.
Heh heh"

Gabrid wondered what, specifically, was

curling Mosdly'stoes. Maybe heéld findly sus-
tained ared break in whatever lacquer it wasthe
cult had managed to throw over the entire police
force. Maybe held become abdliever in the con-
cept that ritual death could be ahdll of alot closer
a hand than the full-blown clandestine orgies
involving heart surgery held seen in the past.
Whatever it was, Gabriel thought it could

only make thingseaser for him. Assuming
Mosdly didn't break completely, that was. Or
end up dead.

"Brought you afew things, Mose," he said.
"Yeah?' Mosdly sad, not looking thrilled about it.
Gabriel took the reconstructed veve pattern

from his coat and laid it open on Mosdly's desk,
circling around to stand near Mosdly. He could
amell hisswest dl too clearly from here, but he
supposed hed just haveto ded withiit.

"Item number one. Thisisthe recongtruction of
the pattern from the crime scene. An architectura
student did it for me from dl the bits and pieces
of pattern you guys photographed at the seven
crime scenes”

Mosdly looked at the pattern, not enthusiasti-
cdly. Hedidn't say anything, but &t least hewas
redly sudyingit.

"Y ou said the police didn't believe the group

was legitimately Voodoo. The patterniscalled a
veve. Every Voodoo cult—the more African ones,
anyway—has one particular to them. The base of
this particular veve isthis double-circle pattern.
Remember that? Those arcs?’

Mosdly grunted, still looking at the pattern.

"And a different points around the circle, other
marks are made. They represent Loas—\V 00doo
spirits. They can aso represent other things.”

Or s0 he thought. Gabridl began to sweat

himsdlf.

"We can look at the photographsif you want,

but I think thisis a pretty good reconstruction of
that pattern.”



Mosely shook hishead. "I believe you. Still ...
maybe they copied it from somewhere."

"If they went to dl thetroubleto get alegiti-
mate VVoodoo veve just to trick the police, why
amear it?'

Mosely didn't answer. Gabriel continued.

"Plus, | showed thisveveto Hartridge. Heis—
was—an expert on African religions.”

Mosdly grunted.

"Widl, he got red excited about this particular
veve. Said it was old African magic. Hetook it to
research it better. | don't know what he found,
exactly, but he made these notes about it."
Gabrid pulled out Hartridge's blotter page,
unfolded it, and put it on top of the veve.
Mosdly glanced at the paper and blushed pro-
foundly. Hetook in the pencil tip technique and
his eyes went down to the bloodstain, then he
blushed deeper. He wouldn't meet Gabrid's eyes.
Gabrid thought he knew why. He didn't confront
himwithit. At leest Mosdly wouldn't have any
doubt these were really Hartridge's notes.
"Thisis Hartridge's drawing of the veve. He's
identified acouple of the symbols. 'Damballaty
that's aVVoodoo snake spirit. 'Ogoun Badagris/
uh, he'sanother Loa. An avenger or something, |
think." Gabrid pointed to the question-marked
symbol. "He didn't know this one. Hetold me
on the phone he thought it must be atribal-
specificLoa”

Mosdly grunted.

"Hartridge knew thisveve waslegit. It's not just
Voodoo, it'slike. . . Super Voodoo. Old African
shit.”

Mosdly sat back. "Isthat it?'

"Well, don't you agree?" Gabriel said, sur-
prised. "Areyou gill going to St thereand tell me
the killersweren't real V oodoos?’

"No," Mosdly said tiredly. "I'm not. Even o,
they killed Chicago M&fia"

"What about Crash and Hartridge?' Gabriel
asked.

Mosdly blushed.

"Y ou don't serioudy think | killed them, do
you?' Gabrid asked with dishelief.

"No." Mosdy sounded drained. "Y ou're pretty
whacked, but you're not that whacked." He
looked disturbed and unhappy. Gabridl kept
pushing.

"Thenwhat?"

Mosdly sghed. "Therés nothing that links those



desthsto thekillings.”

"So youre dill sayin' thisgroup isnot agenerd
threet."

Mosely looked back at him blankly.

"Then explain this"" Gabrid removed the 1910
newspaper clipping from apocket and laid it out
for Mosdly.

Mosely looked at the photograph, then at the
veve pattern undernegth the clipping. He looked
back at the clipping, up at the date on the news-
paper. He scanned the body of the article. Hisface
paled as he did so.

"These guys have been in New Orleansalong
fucking time. It'snot thefirg timethey'vekilled
ritualy to protect their interests. | mean, come on!
Thisweek it'sthe Chicago Mafiaand, oh, by the
way, adrug addict and professor here and there!
Next week maybe it's the school board because
they want to change zoning, or the mayor for
passin' antidrug laws."

Mosdy just stared at the clipping, not saying
anything.

"Or acop who's not afraid to be aman instead
of apuppet,” Gabrid finished. Hisvoice was
quiet but histone was scathing. It surprised him
how scathing it was. The anger had been building
inhimalongtime.

Mosely folded the newspaper clipping care-
fully, and the blotter page from Hartridge's desk,
and the veve. He handed them back to Gabridl, not
looking a him. He was sillent for amoment.
"You don't know how itis" hesaid hdtingly.
"The department ... they don't want to hear

about it. | mean anything. It'slike the thing never
happened. Even the newspaper's dropped it."
Helooked a Gabrid imploringly. "I mean, |

even mention the word 'Voodoo' and | get looks
you wouldnt believe. LikeI'd just let out abig old
fartinthemiddle of aparty or something, only it
had poisonous gasin it. They don't want to know."
Gabrid fdt sorry for Mosely then. Hed been
pushing him, pushing him hard. What he hadn't
known was the extent of the barbed-wirewall on
the other side of the balding ex-football hero's
pudgy torso. Gabriel squatted down and met
Mosdly's eyes.

"So do it on your own," he urged quietly.

Mosdly shrugged, looking lost. "I don't know
whereto start. Y ou"—he waved ahand &t the
desk asif implying the items Gabriel had now put
away—"you seem to get somewhere. Me, | can't



get adamnthing.”

"You need alead," Gabrid sad.

Mosdly nodded dumbly.

Gabrid pulled the two bagsfrom his coat and
placed them on the desk. He pulled out his mag-
nifying glassand handed it to Mosdly.
"Tekealook," hesad.

Mosdly gave him an odd glance, but looked at
esch scaeinturn.

"They look pretty amilar to you?' Gabrid

asked.

"Yeah," Mosdy sad uncertainly.

"They're snake scales—condtrictors. Y ou know,
boas, pythons, the kind VVoodoos liketo usein
their dances."

Mosdly watched himintently. "Go on."

Gabrid cleared histhroat. Now that it wastime
to finaly share thistrump card with someone, he
felt oddly shy abouit it.

"Okay," Gabrid said. "Where do you spose
these came from?'

"I'm sureyoull tdl me, Knight. Eventudly.”
Gabriel swallowed. "Right. Remember that day a
thelake?' Theday | met Mdta. "At Pontchartrain?'
"y egh"

"After you guysleft | looked around. Near one
of thetrees| found some indentsin the grass—
like marks from awire cage? | found thisscale at
the same spot." He pointed to the bag marked
"Pontchartrain.”

Mosaly's eyestook thisin, then went to the

label on the second bag, which said "Museum.”
Hisskin paled again.

"I'mligening," hesaid quietly.

"TheVoodoo museum on Ursulinesand
Chartres. | noticed they had a huge congtrictor
there. According to Dr. John it was 'for the
tourists" Y esterday | went there and the thing
attacked me. Nearly killed me. When | got home,
Gracie found this souvenir on my face. It'sfrom
the museum's snake.”

"I went there once, early on." Mosdy'svoice
had avague trace of excitement in it that Gabriel
hadn't heard practically since the case began.
"Andyoumet him."

"Huge guy? Big teeth?"

"That'sthe one"

"And thisisredly from their snake?' Mosay
asked, searching Gabrid's face as though to spot
any sgn of deception.

"Crossmy heart,” Gabrid said, returning the



gazein what he hoped was a guiltless fashion.
Mosdly pushed back hischair. "All right.
Youwin."

"l do?'

"Yup. | told you I'd support you and | will.
Ligenup.

Gabrid ligened.

"I've been thinking about this, you know. Par-
ticularly today after . . . you know." Mosely
blushed.

"Uh-huh."

"The department's no use to me now. | mean, |
can't even think straight in here, except when
you're staring at me with your beady old eyes."
Gabrid took this asacompliment.

"| got acouple weeks vacation,” Mosaly con-
tinued. He was whispering now. "I'm gonnacall
an emergency and take 'em. I'll look into this
museum for you, and this Dr. John guy. But I'll
haveto do it undercover.”

Gabriel shrugged, enormoudy pleased.
"Sounds good to me."

"If I learn anything, I'll contact you. Y ou stay
low. Thisis getting way the hdll too dangerous for
advilian."

"Sure," Gabrid replied smoothly.

Mosdly'sface had lost that haunting guilty

look. He looked at Gabrid with asparklein his
eyes, adetermination Gabriel remembered from
his pre-game stoke-ups.

"If I do crack it, | mean if we do, well ill have
that book, hey?' Maosdly said, eyes shining.
"Youll bethe next Elliot Ness," Gabrid replied
confidently. He punched Mosdly'sarm.

Mosdly blushed. "Huh. Yesh. Sure," he said this
sarcadticdly, asif indenid, yet Gabrid could tell
that Mosdly, in hismind, was dready accepting
presdentid laurels.

Which wasjust theway it should be.

By thetime the lights went out that eveningin
the shop and Gabriel emerged from aglorioudy
long, glorioudy hot shower, relished aluxuriant
combing of hiswet hair, and had admired himself
afull five minutesin the bathroom glass, hewas
feding utterly confident and virile, particularly
virilein his swinging nakedness as he Srode
about the studio. So good had the day been, in
fact, that he felt no qualms about going over to the
phone by hisbed and diding Maias number.
Why should he play hard to get? He was amag-
nificent catch, and he didn't need to proveit.



He listened to the phonering, scratching at his
belly, then pulling a himsdf absently as, by thefifth
ring, avague sense of uneasiness began to set in.
He let the phone ring on for another ten seconds
or 0, then depressed the receiver button and
diaed again. He might have dialed the wrong
number.

But he hadn't got it wrong and there till was no
answer. No reason why there should be. Mdia
hadn't said shed see him tonight. She might, in
fact, be out of town. And yet, as he replaced the
receiver, the glow had vanished from the day. In
the pit of hisstomach he felt adull ache; the knife
of gress, an unfamiliar phenomenon mere weeks
before, now a paying resident. It began to twigt.
He went to bed.

The dream came that night, of course, full-bodied
and technicolor. He watched awoman burn, asif
for thefirg time. Saw her change into aleopard.
He saw the whed-within-a-whed circles of fire. He
saw the meddlion with the lion and the dragon,
and the three drops of blood that splattered on the
wavy dagger, the ku-bha-sah, then turned into three
snakes and crawled away. He saw himself hanged
from atree on the peak of ahill.

Only something had changed—the woman in the
flames. She had been someone ese. Thething he
couldn't and wouldn't remember upon waking
waswho.

Chapter 6

And then the night became as day, | glimpsed nature's
reddest claw!

The face of fear looked back a me, as| gazed into the
maw.

June 23,1993

Gabridl awoke the next morning to an ear-
piercing scream. He opened his eyes, heard
nothing, and figured he'd been dreaming. He had
not. From the direction of the front room came
Grace'svoice, loud and frightened. " Gabrid!"

It was part call, part question. He pulled on a

pair of jeans and hurried out to the shop. Grace
stood, still in her coat, near the open street door.
Her face was drawn and frightened. She seemed
relieved to see him, but thisdid not dispel her

fear. She pointed at the floor.

He rounded the corner of the desk and saw the
cause of her scream. On thefloor just ingdethe
door wasagridy tableau. A plucked rooster lay
surrounded by flour and feathers, roots and blood.
The rooster waswhole. It wasin fact, Gabridl red-



ized with horror, dill dive. Onefoot quivered and
scratched weekly at the air. There were pinsin the
bird's breas—Iong slver pinsthat stuck out a haf
inch or so. There were nine pins, each deeply
imbedded. They surrounded the bird's heart.

The scene struck him keenly. His bresth |eft his
body and nearly refused to return. He was sick-
ened and deeply afraid. Hisfirgt ingtinct wasto
check the shop and he did so, even returning to
his room to check the bathroom and look under
the bed. When he came back out, he hurried over
to the front door, circling around the mess on the
floor. He closed the door and locked it. Thisbeing
done, and thelight of day streaming in through
the window, even the view of pedestrians out on
the sdewalk, al worked to ease hismind. His
panic began to abate.

Gracewas gtaring a him.

"Theresno one here," he managed, suddenly
feding foolish.

"Did you hear anything last night?" she asked,

dtill ashen.

"No."

"Theré's nothing wrong with the door. It was
locked when | got here. Didyou ..."

"I locked it aout sx when | got home. Didn't
touchit againdl night."

"Areyou sure? Because | wasn't hereto lock it."
"l locked it, Grace."

The two stood and stared down at the scene on
the floor for amoment.

"Did you give the key to anyone?' Grace asked
quigtly.

"NO. You'rethe only onewho'sever had a

key!" Gabrid replied shortly, knowing exactly
whom she meant.

Grace sad nothing for amoment. Then this,
"It'stheveve"

It was, he realized. He hadn't recognized it at
firgt, with the wounded rooster catching hiseye,
and all of the blood and feathers strewn aboui. It
wastheveve, underneath dl that. The rooster lay
insgdethe center circle. The veve had been laid
downfirg, inflour.

It must have taken them awhileto do that.
"Yeah," hesad nervoudy.

"They know whereyou live now," Grace said
flatly.

No shit, Sherlock. They probably watched me deep.
"Why don't you go get us some coffee, Gracie?
I'll dleanthisup.”



"Il hep you."

"No. I'll doit."

His tone was sharp. She looked up and saw that
he was not kidding. She took another look at the
scene, swallowed hard, and |eft. Helocked the
door again behind her.

Then he went into the back room and puked.

By the time he had sopped up the worse of the
gore (the rooster was thankfully dead when he
returned with the trash bag), dumped it in the
Dumpster in the back dley, and gotten out of

the shower, Grace had returned. She was Sitting
at the desk when he emerged for the second time
that day, and she didn't look happy. Near the
coffegpot, which wasfull, was one of those
expengve coffee drinksin aplastic foam cup.

L atte or whatever the hell they were. Gabriel
gpped the hot liquid gratefully.

"I redly, redly, redly think you should drop
thiscase" Grace said. He could tell from her mea
sured tone that she was deadly serious. Sheld
probably been rehearsing her speech for the past
hour. "I mean, I'm beating a dead horse, right?"
Shelooked at him, her brow was furrowed. "Y ou
know this. Right?'

"Don't worry about me," he sad, il drinking.
Shewas obvioudy trying to figure out if that

was a confirmation or not. She decided not to take
any chances. "It's not your respongbility,” she
told him. ™Y ou must have plenty of materia for
your book aready. It's not worth dying for. Isit?’
"What is?' hesad enigméticaly.

She frowned, that tidbit not giving her whet she
was dfter, either. "Let's close the shop,” she
urged. "Right now. Y ou get on your bike and
leave town. Just drive. Don't come back. Go up
north somewhere and write your book."

This surprised him. He looked up &t her, puzzled.
"Better yet, write something else," she pleaded.
He tossed the empty cup in awaste can. "Well
see, Gracie”

He didn't want Grace to know how spooked he
redlly was, that he was more than anxiousto get
out of town, way out of town. He had spun
around at least five times during his brief shower,
certain someone was standing there. He changed
the subject.

"Anythin' ese come up?'

Grace frowned at this attempt at normalcy. She
sgghed. "Y ou got somemail.”

Hewalked over to the desk and she pushed a



stack toward him. On top was a package from
Wolfgang Ritter.

Get out of New Orleans, Unc had said. At least he
wasin tune with the Theme of the Day. The
package was dender, book-sized.

"From that Ritter guy,” Grace said, obvioudy
not finding this particular item athrest.
"Uh-huh."

Underneath the Ritter package was another
package. This onewasfrom New Y ork. Grace
grabbed it. "Oh. That's just the drum book |
ordered. I'll send it back.”

Gabrid dghed, suddenly tired. "Gracie...."
Grace's pretty face got very angry. "Gabrid!"
sheretorted pointedly.

She held the package tightly and tried to chal-
lenge him with her eyes, but he just wasn't up to
it. He hdd out ahand wearily, and after afew
minutes of glaring, Grace reented and handed
him the package.

"| don't believeyou," she said, clearly furious.

"| thought you were going to drop this."

"It'sjust abook," he said softly.

"That's not the poinfi" she spat back.
"It'sabook, Grade!" he was getting angry him-
sf. Why did he dways haveto justify himsdf to
her?"1 want to look at it before you send it back! Is
that aproblem?”’

"Why do you want to look at it?"

"Because | do!"

Thisworthwhile exchange of ideaswas
abruptly halted when Grace, something catching
her eye over his shoulder, looked toward the front
door and screamed—a short, startled burst.
Immediately, the fear returned, legping on
Gabrid'sback like aspiteful monkey. He spun
around and saw adark figure, dressed in ablack
overcoat and hat, dink away from the shop.
There was an envel ope ticking from the door's
mail dot.

"In the doorl" Grace said, frightened.

"l seeit," Gabrid replied in ashaky voice. He
walked over to the door cautioudy, and looked
out the window, but no one else was lurking
outsde. The envelope looked like an ordinary
envelope. He pulled onit gently and it fell to
thefloor. Both he and Grace jumped when it
landed, asif expecting it to explode. It just lay
there.

Gabrid picked it up and opened it. The only
thing in the envelope was asingle sheet of



paper.
Gabe: I've had to go deep undercover with this

thing. Heard someone a my gpartment last night.
Not safe to stay there anymore. I'm sending you a
key to my office. There arerecords and afew
pieces of "equipment” there, if you need them. I'll
contact you again when | have something. Keep
your head down and leave this to the pros now.
Detective Mosdly.

P.S. save this note for the book!

Gabrid shook the envelope. There wasindeed
akey ingde. He put it in his pocket. Something
about Mosdly's cloak-and-dagger routine sud-
denly struck him asfunny. Hilarious, in fact. Had
he actually been afraid? Seeing Mosdy dinking
away inthat stupid hat and coat, after dropping
off hislittle "secret message'? Hed probably
been tiptoeing in those black Hush Puppies of
his, like abad Peter Sellersimpersonator. Gabriel
giggled.

"What'd it say," Grace asked nervoudly.
"It'sfrom Mosdly," Gabriel said, trying not to
loseit. After amoment he did anyway, letting out
ahuge guffaw.

Grace dared a him cynicaly.

"He's...heés..." Gabrie attempted. "He's
gone 'undercover,' " he managed, in an exagger-
ated stage whisper. Thiswasfollowed by more
hee heaing.

Grace folded her arms, annoyed. "It's not

funny.

"I know," Gabriel sad, hislaughter dying

down. "I know. But ... Christ! What afuckin’
goofbdl. Andyou. . . screamin’ & him. Hah hah!"
Grace's frown deepened, but he could seea
smile gtarting behind it. Pretty soon shewas
fairly eating her lips, fighting like hell to keep a
draight face.

"Gabrid," shefindly said, when she could
manage awarning tone again.

"Look," hesad, cdming down. "l just havea
few thingsto wrap up. Bdieve me, I'm not inter-
ested in gettin' in the middle of this. I'll leave
town. | will. Soon."

Grace studied him skepticaly. "Y ou must.”

"I will' And he meant it. Absolutely. For one
thing, he waan't going to befdling adegp in that
back room anytime soon, and how long could he
hang out without deeping?

He collected the two packages and went into
the back room to open them. He took the day's



newspaper, too. Not to read, but to make sure

Grace didn't see the headline. It read "Crowds
Expected Tonight for St. John's Eve."

Wolfgang Ritter's package contained avery old

journd. The binding was custom-made, with a

leather cover that had been hand-tanned and had,
somewhere aong the way, suffered alittle water
damage. It had since been well preserved with

oilsand polishing. The contents consisted of a

hundred or so sheets of heavy writing vellum.

Insde the cover wasthe following:

Gunter Ritter, born 10 February, 1660, ordained
Schattenjager 14 April, 1678, died 24 June, 1693.
Thejournal, Gabrid saw with some surprise,

was penned in English. A section was marked

with a Pogt-it late in the book, apparently by

Wolfgang. Gabrid's curiogity pulled himin. He

began to read.

18 May, 1693

| arrived in Charleston today. | barely had timeto

give aprayer of thanksfor the solid earth beneath my
feet before 1 was summoned to thework at hand. A
group of townsmen on horseback met me at the dock.
There had been another killing. They wereto fetch me
to the place of degth that | might see for mysdf what
had been done.

Such abeginning! Either the forces are on our sdeand
hurry to lend us evidence, or they are confident of victory
and eager to ensnare! We rode through the woods, per-
haps three miles out of town. | observed the men beside
me. They are rough ones, these colonigts. Thereisa
qudlity of hardnessto them, of snglevisonthat | have
seen before. It isnot agood sign, particularly when the
forces are afoot.

We arrived at the scene after an hour or so. | was
greeted by what | took to be the higher men of the town-
ship. In particular, Mayor Crodwell was there, who had
hired me by letter. | did not take to him, nor (I think) he
to me. | had but dismounted when he reminded methat 1
was there at the town's expense, and insisted that | ook at
the body and confirm that it was the devil'swork.

| told him | would make my own judgmentsin my own
time. Hewas not pleased.

| now put this down for the record. The body waslaid
out on its back, arms spread to ether side and dightly
raised. The head was turned to the right side. The upper
torso was unclothed, the lower till dressed and shod.
On the face and torso lines and circleswere drawn in
blood and awhite paint. The chest waslaid open and
the heart removed. It was not to be found in the sur-
rounds. The men confirmed thiswas like unto the other



murders.

The men had lit torches and stood spaced with them to
illuminate the area. Still, 1 must go back on the morrow,
when daylight lends a keener eye. What | could make out
| will recount here. The areahad been cleared of leaves
and such. On the bare earth was drawn a pattern in flour.
Some footsteps marred the pattern—yparticularly those of
the curious townsmen who had trampled to and fro, not
consdering theimportance of the scene. Still, | believel
detected acircular lineto the pattern. Two, in fact; one
circleingde the other. At points were other marks, but
they were not clear.

Alsointhe areawere quantities of blood and the
feathersfrom birds, native roots, most of which | did not
recognize, and spent candles.

After 1 observed the scene for atime, Mayor Crodwell
again demanded of me "What isyour determination,
Witch-hunter?'

| told him it was witchcraft, that there could be no

doubt On hearing this, the men grew loud and angry.
Curses and threats were mightily vaulted to the heavens,
but such only covered their fear. | wished not o many
had been present to be thudy fueled Thiskind of work
has never been amatter for mobs

Crodwel himsdf waswel|l satisfied by my answer. He
expressed confidence that | would catch the witches. Ja.
That muchis certain God help their souls.

While dill a the scene awoman arrived, bringing a

|etter from Father which had been awaiting my ingress
into town. It was a curious meeting. She was a colony
dave—thefirst such 1 had seen Her skin wasindeed
dark, asthey say, but not black. It was the color of bur-
nished copper. When she handed me the | etter she met
my eyes There wasintelligence there—grest intelli-
gence, and great beauty 1 was strangely moved Perhaps
it was only areaction to the disdain the others showed
her. Oddly, she seemsthe most rational person 1 have yet
met on this continent

| shal go back inthe day and try to draw the pattern
more completely | shal send it to Father. Hisletter isfull
of anger, of course He told me not to come to the
coloniesand | did not listen. When he seesthat the witch-
craft isgenuine—not afigment of ignorance and hate—I
believe hewill relent. After dl, | am the Schattenjager
now | must do my duty as God instructs. Nevertheless, |
am eager for Father's advice. | have never seen witchcraft
of thisnature in Europe, but | recall Father telling me of a
case he once took for a French noblein St. Dominique.
He spoke of witch patternsin the dirt in that case. Per-
haps he will recognize this pattern here

God grant me the strength for thismisson Amen.



22 May, 1693

| have posted the letter to Father along with the pat-

tern. 1 am frustrated by the width of the seas It will be
sometime before 1 can hope for areply. How 1 wish | had
Father'sjourna with me now! Themorel think onit, the
more 1 am convinced that this caseisvery much likethe
S. Dominique case. The witcheraft on that idand was
African, that much | recall Father saying. Surdly it was
brought there by the plantation daves. Might it not have
reached Charleston the same way?

1 have accordingly begun questioning the townsfolk
about the loca dave population. It isnot asubject they
relish, and they cannot fathom my interest 1 tell them |

am curious asto their customs. | do not wish to incite fur-
ther ills upon anyone. When | have proof positive of guilt,
then | will spesk.

Thisiswhat 1 havelearned. New davesdo ill enter

the colony, afew from Africadirectly. Thisbeing asea
port, auctions are often held here. Men come from asfar
as Kentucky to bid on human flesh. Some of the newly
purchased daves aso come from prior bondage in other
daving communities On the whole, though, the popula-
tion of davesin Charleston isameature one. As one man
put it to me, itis"too much work" to bregk in the Africans
and they are generdly in poor condition after their
journey and need much extra attention.

Included in the mature population are second, even

third generation daves The colonists assure me that the
davesare Chrigtians. They are encouraged to form their
own sarvices This bearsinvestigation

26 May, 1693

| have been interviewing amongst the davesfor some
days now. Many honestly do not recognize the magic A
few of the African-born show understanding when | spesk
of it, though they deny they ever practiced it, even while
gill in Africa. Indeed, they do dl claim to be good Chris-
tians, al but the newest of them, which 1 cannot interro-
gatein any casefor ther lack of English

| have not seen anything | could label direct guilt on

any face, nor can | persondly question every davein
Charleston | am till convinced | am on the right tack,

but on the morrow | will dter direction. | must investigate
the lives of the victims themsalves Why were these men
chosen for desth?

The days are unmercifully hot here and the air filled

with intolerable moisture. How | missthe mountain
breezes of Rittersberg! Today | was on the Crodwell plan-
tation near the end of the day and | saw aface 1 recog-
nized in the dave quarter. It was the woman who gave me
the letter from Father | asked her for water and she bade
me St while shefetched it, saying | looked hot in "dl



those clothes' A Schattenjéger'swardrobeisindeed
uncomfortablein this clime, but comfort is not what our
Lord promises.

Thewoman iscaled Eliza, though that isnot her redl
name. When she brought the water she said, "Y ou arethe
witch-hunter they spesk of 7' | admitted that | was She
looked at me simply and asked, “"Why do you do that—
hunt witches?'

Shewas o childlikein her frankness, | could not fault
her. But, my God, thisisaquestion for the ages! Havel
not asked Father thisathousand times? Mysdlf?

| told her what Father has oft said to me, "There are
things which should not be." She only laughed and agreed
that there are many things which should not be. Her tone
brought her plight hometo me, and | was embarrassed for
the people of Charleston, the people who find no fault in
such bondage, despite the words of the Prophet But such
things are not in my purview to amend 1 can only fight
that which | am ordained to fight, God willing.
Nevertheless, | was curious about how one such as she
could have reached such conditions Her beauity, grace,
and intelligence would be a credit in any society | asked
her to tell me. At firgt, shedid not believe | sincerely
wished to know her story. Even when 1 assured her | did,
shewould only speak briefly. Sheld been bornin Africa,
daughter of achieftain. Her namein her languageis
Tetelo. They had prospered as a people until the davers
attacked What was | eft of her people after the battle were
put on dave ships Many more died on the voyage She
hersdlf had had two other white masters before Crodwell.
| asked her if he treats her well. She asked meif |
weremad

1 fet well about thistak. | have nothing to fed

ashamed of, to speak honestly with abright mind such as
hersYet | did perhaps stay overlong | had the misfortune
to be there when Mayor Crodwell entered her cabin. He
had clearly comefor purposes which | had rather not
known He was angered by my presence He seemed to
sugpect me of things of which his own conscience was
burdened. | excused mysdlf quickly, but I cannot banish
the sense that our encounter therewas anill turn of events
indeed. A man does not like hissinsto be seen so plainly.
1 June, 1693

1 beginto see alight, though | am not yet sureif itisfor
or againgt our purpose | have compiled aligt of the
witches victims, their names and occupations, their age,
marita status, and so forth, using the methods Father
taught me. | noticed very quickly that most of thefive
were seamen. Thisbeing aport town, thisdid not seem
surprising And there was one man who was noticeably
not a seaman, but alaborer.



| betook myself to an establishment called The Crow's
Nest, one of the many where sallorstake their leisure. The
beer was like water compared to home, but the conversa-
tion wasingructive. The sailors are keenly aware that
death stalkstheir ranks. They spoke of the victimswill-
ingly. Severa had worked from the port for yearsand had
been awaiting the leave of their next vessd. One man had
only arrived in town the very day he waskilled. Hewas
not from Charleston, but normally worked from the West
Indies.

| further learned that the |laborer—Tom Clarke was his
name—had been a seaman after dl, acaptain. One man
told methat Clarke had once been adaver but had given
it up. "Too much blood init for im."

| must learn more about the victims—where they were
trained, what vesselsthey sailed, wherethey drank. There
must be better reason for their selection than asmple
hatred of the profession, or so methinks.

Other factors begin to comeinto play. Having left the
dave quarters behind me the past few days, | am more
aware of the mood in town. Everyone seemsto know me.
As| go about the streets 1 am often blessed Just as often
people crossthe road to avoid me, as though | might arbi-
trarily point afinger a them. Thereisadistinct air of

fear here Word has apparently gone 'round that | said
there were witchesin Charleston Many of the homes
aong the city's main thoroughfares have crucifixes affixed
to or painted on their doorsto keep the evil out. Tempers
are short. Neighbors avoid neighbors. The Streets are
deserted by nightfal. Such moods are dangerous

Even | have been affected by the mood That, or | am
feeling my distance from home | have been plagued by
unease and londliness, particularly at night 1 long for a
familiar face The only face | can evenrecdl asfriendly
isthat of Tetelo, so she has therefore been much on my
mind.

| have dared not indulge this Ssmple weakness, particu-
larly not with the way our last conversation ended. How-
ever, today | saw her on the street as | emerged from one
of the shopswhich sdl ship tack on Main Street. Her
arms were burdened with packages, and | offered to help
her carry something, quite politely. | prefaced this offer
with the smple gresting "Mistress Tetdlo."

Onewould think | had called her the devil himsdlf! She
hissed a meto call her Elizaif | spoketo her at al, which,
she said, | should rather not do. She reddened <o, it
became clear she was embarrassed at my attentions and,
indeed, others on the street, wives of the townsmen, were
watching us keenly and with adisgpproving air.

Isit my fault asmple courtesy toward another human
being is not respected by these people? | gpologized to



"Eliza," explaining that we had no davesin my homeand
and that | was unaware of the customs pertaining to them.
Her response was singular. "We are not in your home-
land, nor mine. If you owned me | would have to accept
your attentions Since you do not, leave me done!”

At this, she walked away abruptly. Accept my atten-
tions! 1 cannot express how greatly disheartened this|eft
me. | have only had the tenderest of fedlings and the
greatest respect for her person sincel first laid eyes upon
her | only felt that | recognized in her, for some reason
unbeknownst to me, some vision of home, some under-
standing of heart Y &t, however kindly | wish to express
my respect, it isonly fouled by the customs of this bar-
barous place It is better to do nothing &t al, plainly

It isenough to give me the uncharitable notion to

board the next ship and leave thistown to itsfate God
forgive me. Such thoughts are not worthy of a Schatten-
jager. Indeed, such thoughts are dangerous when dark
forces lurk about.

2 June, 1693

Something has occurred. | must put it plain.

After | made my entry last night and had bedded
down, | found | could not deep Findly | rose and
rekindled the fire, whereupon | sat at the hearth and
reflected. The mood which gnawed at me was of the
same flavor | described before. It had haunted me since
my first night here, this sense of londiness and longing.
But its sting was mercilesslast night, making my very
flesh crawl with restlessness.

| tried to namethisfeding, my attention being caled

most keenly to it asit robbed me of deep As| reflected, |
noted that the malaise was sharpest when | thought of the
day's encounter with Tetelo (anything other than her own
nametagteslike sand in my mouth) | redized thisfeding,
in generd, semmed from her, from thefirst timel met
her, pricked and goaded by each time | had seen her

1 was astonished. In al honesty was | forced to admit
that my thoughts on her were not blameless | had desired
to give her my "attentions,” even if | did not redize it
when s0 accused, even if 1 would never press such fedings
upon her the way another man might.

This made meloathe mysdf. 1 naturdly questioned my
so-cdled good intentionsin the matter, recalling the
"regpect” | had claimed by my own hand on these pages
mere hours before. And 1 found that it was not ahe
Despite my physicd longing, | hungered morefor her
companionship, genuindy. Admired her, truly.

It occurred to me that this combination of responses
might, in asaner setting, be caled "love™

| had reached this point in my reasoning when there
came atapping on the door. | rose, thinking only that



another murder had occurred. But when | opened the door
it was Tetelo hersdlf that stood a my lintel

She quickly surmised that 1 had not been abed.

"1 couldn't deep ether,” she said, and she smiled a me
maost warmly

Wheat could 1 do? | invited her in. She asked metotdl

her of my homeland, asif by way of apology for her
words of the afternoon. Thiswas a strange request for the
middle of the night, but she seemed so trusting of asudden
that | could not refuse her. | found mysdlf talking and, in
talking, | told her many things, things one doesn't tell

eadly outside the family. | told her about Father, about the
family, our role as Schattenjagers. When she asked meto
explain | told her that we fight the darkness, not just
witches, witch-hunter isonly one of thewayswe are
known. | even showed her the Ritter talisman that 1 wear
benesth my shirt

Thisdl flowed forth easly. She was not even surprised
Shetold me she had felt the talisman's power Then she
looked at me and said she had felt my power aswell. Her
eyeswent through my very soul with their hesil

1 have never felt so weak. | wanted to leave the cabin
then, leave her gtting there. | wanted to leave because the
desreto take her in my armswas so overwhelming that it
clouded my mind. 1 couldn't tell if time had stopped, if |
aready had her inmy arms, if her lipswere dready parted
before me, or if the entire night was smply adream, if she
wasn't redly thereat al.

| didn't run away, having too much pride to show such
fright of her! Perhaps | should of, but | did not Instead, |
got up and tended the fire | crouched on the hearth
poking at theflamesaslong as| dared. | called slently on
God to help me resist temptation.

But when | finally rose it was she who stood a my back,
not God. Sheread me aseasily asachild and what | saw
in her face, too, | could not deny. She touched meand 1
was utterly logt.

Wemadeloveand | will not gpologizefor it! | love her,
truly. God cannot fault that. Why did he make man and
woman but to love one another?1 did not take her
cheaply and she was not cheaply offered. Indeed, we both
have yet to understand fully the pnce.

Tetelo told me a curious thing afterward. Shetold me

that they had anamefor the way wefélt. In her tribe
itwascdled "Zingsti," the Unbidden She described it
asthe Universe bringing together aman and awoman
irresgtibly. She saysthereisaways areason—achild that
must be born, avillage to be saved, two familiesto be
merged. She saysto fight such acompulsonisaliving
death As she said that, 1 had a picture of Jonah inthe
belly of thewhae. He, too, fought fate, and failed.



But what can such fate be for the two of us? 1 do not
doubt that God put thislove in my heart. It istoo pure
and true to have come from anywheredse. Stll, it will be
difficult. | can seein her eyesthat sheisafraid of it, too.
All'I can doishopethat the caseisfinished soon. | will
pay Crodwell for her, take her with me back to Germany,
and there we will marry. In Rittersberg we can livein
peace. So | believe.

Gabrid stopped reading long enough to

answer acal of nature. As he put the book down

on the bed, where he'd moved to at some point he

no longer recalled, and stood to cross the room,

the floor, the walls, even New Orleans swam

ghostily around him. Unred, like glimpsesina

dream. His body did not seem his own. He oper-

ated it mechanicaly, washed his hands, looked at
hisface in the mirror and didn't recognizeit.

Who was that? And how much of who he was,

was merdly areflection of somebody else's history?

Not even Wolfgang could have known what

Gunter Ritter'staleredly said.

Gabriel dreaded to hear therest, feding that he

aready knew more than it was sane for him to

know. But he had no choice. He went back to the

bed and read on.

22 June, 1693

Theinvestigation proceeds. 1 shdl quickly document

the current factsin the case, sncel have been negligent
inmy loggings

| found thelink between the victims. All five once

served on daving expeditionsto Africa. More particularly,
al five served on the dave route between the West Indies
and Africa. Their careers seemed to conjoin thereten to
twelve years past. | have learned the name of one vessel
three of the men served on: "The Merchant's Pride.” Two
of them aso served together on "Raging Glory." The con-
nection, | believe, isone of these ships, perhapseven a
snglevoyage.

Relying on the memory of other seamen has gotten me
asfar asit will do. 1 ordered ship's records from severa of
the larger shipping companies, but by thetime they

arive, | have afeding thiswill be resolved for good or ill.
Praisebeto God, | did find one particularly keen old man
with amind like astorage hold (and aface like rigging).
He supplied me with the names of severa sailorswho
saled regularly on "The Merchant's Pride" during that
time and othersfrom "Raging Glory." (He himsef wasa
ship'sclerk and never |eft the dock—or he might not be
diveto recdl such things.) These names may be sufficient
to bait thefind trap.

Itiswell it were so. My Stuation in Charlestonis



becoming intolerable. Crodwell hasbeeninggtingona
meeting for days and today | had no choice but to attend
himin hisoffice. Hefirst attacked my profession,
reminding methat | had been in Charleston for five weeks
at the town's expense and "had not caught asingle witch.”
He demanded proof of progressin the case. | wasforced
to disclose my theory about the seamen and my conclu-
sons about the magic being of African origin.

Upon hearing this, Crodwell accused me of using the
African theory as"an excuse to spend so much timein my
dave quarters.”

Itisjust aswell he said it Sraight out. His antipathy for
me has grown snceitsinitid budding to afull flowering

of hatred, and what liesin hisdave quartersis certainly at
the heart of it! | must admit, | ask God every day for the
drength to not hate him mysdlf. That my beloved is il

a hismercy isunfathomable!

| had not mentioned buying Tetelo from him, hoping

to postpone such delicate dedlings until after our other
business together isdone. | thought sheand | were
keeping our mutua fedings private. She has most often
cometo me at night, but I have, once or twice, passed by
to see her inthe day, if | am near Crodwell's estate. Per-
haps | should not have done so, but it isnot in my nature
to hide my most honest reactions! Whether through my
own indiscretions or the spying of another, Crodwell
obvioudy knows something. It is clear to me now that his
interest in Tetelo will not be relinquished easly, though a
sum sufficient enough for any reasonable businessman be
proffered thrice over.

Yet | did not riseto hisbait today. | ignored hisinsinu-
ationsand explained fully why | beievethemagicis
African—about Father's case and the pattern around the
body. Though | sought to assure him, and to keep our
conversation on the matter of the case, this only provoked
new horrors. When the evidence became clear to him,
when it penetrated past the issue he wished to pick afight
with me about, he suddenly grew livid, turning as purple
asathundercloud. Thefact that | was saying the witches
lay among the dave population, that daves had killed
white men, this gppalled him to no end. In hisfury he
threatened to "kill every nigger in the sate—the insolent
bastards!”

It isthisvery single-mindedness| feared. It took mea
good hour to calm him down, to convince him we were
gpesking about avery small coven—seven or eight witches
at themogt, and that | had determined that this coven
operated well in secret, particularly from the other daves. |
had to resort to reminding him of the mere money value
we were talking about in terms of pounds of flesh. God
forgive me, but if | had not appealed to hislesser senses



there might well have been amassacre this very day!

| promised him by week'send, | would present him

with the coven. If | cannot bring thisto pass, | fear
greatly for thelife of every davein Charleston—yparticu-
larly Teteo's. No oneis more vulnerableto fear than
aman who keeps another in bondage. He will do any-
thing to prevent justice from rearing its head—for

he knows well what he deserves at the hands of those he
subjugates.

My plans are already under way. | have placed the
name of one of the men from "Merchant's Pride" on an
incoming ship rogter from . Dominique, i mysef will
row out to the ship in harbor, board, and pretend to be
this man, paying the other sailorsto call meloudly and
often by hisname. Then, | shdl get "drunk” and wander
around the dock presenting myself as an easy target.
Should thisfail, | shal do the same with the other

names | have—the onesfrom "Raging Glory" and the
othersfrom "Merchant's Pride.”" | pray for God's assstance
and guidance. If | cannot bait the witchesinto an attack
soon, | greetly fear what will result.

23 June, 1693

| make this entry now as my fina confession and testi-
mony. | will enclosethisjournd in apackageto my
beloved family. | pray God ensures it reaches them, for
their sakeif not my own.

| have logt dl ability to ether interpret or justify any-
thing that has occurred. | will therefore set down the facts
asobjectively as| can and let God and posterity draw
their own conclusons.

Thefirg night of my seaman impersonation | was
attacked, as| wished to be, by the coven. | had placed
men strategically around the dock, disguised aso as
drunken sailors. At least one of these men wasto have me
inhissghtsat dl times. | never learned if this plan failed
or if my men were smply too shocked by what occurred
to mobilize until well into the proceedings. In any case,
thisiswhat | recall.

1 was staggering done along a particularly dark street
when the attack came. From nowhere | felt arms clasp me.
They covered my mouth and bound my arms A blow
struck my head and | went unconscious.

When | cameto, | heard the sound of drums| could

tell, even before | opened my eyes, that we werein the
woods and that there was afire burning For atime | just
listened V oices chanted, mostly male. The words were
guttural and terrible to hear. They caled on one name
"Damballah Oueddo” and another "Badagris' and il
othersthat 1 would not even dare to write, but which sug-
gested the devil's own legions! They had alanguage |
could not understand. Someone drew on my facewith a



dick finger. Paint or blood. My shirt was ripped open.

| opened my eyesabit, now very much afraid | knew
what came next in thisritua, and my men seemed com-
pletely lost. | was aware that my hands and feet were
bound to the earth. | was defenseless.

What | saw when 1 opened my eyes only whipped my
fear into horror At first it seemed that | was surrounded by
strange beasts, then beast-men. | was certain demons from
hell themsalveswalked the earth. Then | saw that the
witches wore masks and skins and were otherwise naked,
symbols painted on their dark flesh. The most terrifying of
these was awoman who stood near me, apparently the
officiator of theritual. She chanted as she dit the throat of
agoa. A maefigure caught the blood in awooden bowl.
The woman wore the head of agreat cat with long teeth
that curved under her chin. Her arms were covered with a
pelt and sported long claws which stuck out from her
wrigts like daggers. She was otherwise naked, this making
her look only more wanton in her evilness.

| prayed silently to God the prayer of exorcism 1

prayed for the evil to stop. | have never inmy lifefdt so
intensaly the power of the darkness. My own life, my
belief in God, my powers for good—all of this seemed
like nothing in theface of thisevil. God help usal!

The leopard-woman knelt beside me, raised her awful
dagger, and spoke in that strange throaty language, then
in English. These were thewords as | remember them.
"O great Badagris! Vengeanceistaken, power recalled,
blood for blood as your thirsty jaws demand!”

She plunged the dagger toward my chest and a prayer
burst frommy lips. | caled upon my God, Jehovah, to
save me! The dagger struck the talisman on my chest so
hard, 1 thought it had penetrated, but it was halted by the
talisman. | could fed the energy crackle between the two
metds. Sparksliketiny lightning boltssizzled visibly in
the night and the woman's arm was thrown back asif by
aninvisbleblow.

This seemed to bring her out of some sort of trance. As

| stared up, waiting for another attack, that clawed arm
reached up instead and removed the leopard's head from
her own.

Mary, Mother of God, forgive my sinfulness. It was
Tetdo.

She, too, had just recognized meand in her face | saw
my own horror reflected. | had darkened my skin with
pitch and changed my dress so as not to be recognized
And yet, even had | born no disguise, | would not swear
that she would not have attempted my life. Shewas
something else entirely when she wore that mask Only
the energy of the talisman had recalled her to her

Senses.



Before | could say anything or think anything but a ter-
rible denid of what my own eyestold me, my men
attacked from the woods Guns were fired, swords and
clubs were wielded The men of the coven howled and
screeched and put up aterriblefight Tetelo only
crouched by me, looking around her for al theworld like
aterrified child.

All | felt certain of a that moment wasthat | could not
bear to see her cut down right in front of me. | told her to
run. Shedid.

| did not know what | was about. No one came to

untie me until the fight was over. The coven was enor-
moudly outnumbered, yet they battled fiercdly Ten or

50 of my men werekilled. In the end, two of their
number died on the spot and the other six were bound to
be taken into town.

| begged off accompanying this procession, telling

them | had firgt to return to my cabin and bind my
wounds.

Lies! One sin breeds otherslike mice.

1 did not go to my cabin but to Tetelo's. To my surprise
she wasthere, waiting for me. She would not meet my
eyes, only begged meto hear her tale. ! agreed to listen,
hoping for some clue asto how 1 had been so deeply
deceived. Thisiswhat she said.

Her father had not only been achieftain. Hewasa
bokor, amagician. Her people had worshiped "the dark
gods' since anyone could remember, and they werethe
most powerful and feared tribe in the land because of it.
But one year there came aterrible drought. All the water
soaked into the earth and the heavens refused to open.
The people prayed to the gods and performed rituals, but
nothing changed. Findly her father "spirit walked" to ask
Badagrisfor apricefor rain. Badagris named it. The price
was Tetelo hersdlf.

At thetime Tetelo was only achild. Her father loved

her more than anything. He could not bring himsdlf to
sacrifice her, so hetried to trick Badagris. He transferred
Tetelo's soul temporarily into the body of another girl her
age and sacrificed that girl instead. But Badagris was not
fooled. In hiswrath at her father's betraya he sent the
white men. Tetdo's village was destroyed. Thosethat did
not dieimmediately were endaved.

She saysthere are only ahandful of her people left,
scattered in the coloniesand in the West Indies. |
recalled, as she said this, one or two other daves| had
seen in Charleston that reminded me of her—they had
the copper color to their skin and her proud, regal lines
inther faces. A beautiful race indeed, and so very evil.
There had been my coven, and | had been too blind to
seeit!



Through the spirit of her dead father, Tetelo wastold
that Badagrisis now willing to forgive them and make
them once again his people. But before this can occur
they must wipe out their shame so they can be worthy of
Badagrissfavor. They have been ingtructed to kill every
white man who was on the voyage that endaved them.
Thisdone, they shal befreed from their bondage and
ghdl once again prosper and multiply.

With dl of this confessed, Tetelo watched me keenly. |
was not unmoved by theinternd logic of her point of
view, abhorrent asit wasto me. And | had no love of
davers. Nevertheless, the truth was clear tome and |
spokeit. | could not let her continue. And | could not
forget what she had aready done.

Sheingsted that she understood this. She said she had
been following her father'singructions, living for the
pagt, for her old way of life. She realized now that our
love did indeed have a purpose. Why el sewould the
witch-hunter and witch be struck with love for each
other? We were both to leave our father's traditions and
make something new—anew tribe, anew power—neither
light nor dark but something without suchillusionsor
boundaries. She would leave her father's path and | must
leave mine. We must escape Charleston tonight and
commit oursalvesto this end. She suggested we remain on
the continent and head west.

Y ou cannot imagine my astonishment at this proposal!
And the look in her eyes—so clear and determined. So
... rationa! 1 weakened. | was torn with doubt. Could
she beright? Could this be the purpose of our affection?
Asl| looked at her, | found that | loved her till, Cod
help me! Despite what | had seen her do ... be ... with
my own eyes, shedill fdt like my own kin, my own
heart 1 shuddered at what that meant! What wasinside
of methat | knew not the dimensions of ?

1 was racked with indecision Like acoward, | sought
for time where there was none! | told her | had to go
think it through, and | |eft the cabin before she could
stop me, wretched in my confusion. She urged after me
to be swift in my thinking and return quickly. | could

hear in her voice that she was afraid—of being |eft there
aone, yes. Perhaps even of where | might go or who 1
might return with

And yet | knew she would not run. No, it wasi who

ran, into the woods, like Abraham cowering from the face
of God.

| found asmdl clearing in the moonlight and threw
mysalf upon the ground, dug my fingersinto the earth,
and shouted to God to end my torment | had aways
known right from wrong, God's word was there to guide
me But where was he now? 1 felt asif | could not movea



step without committing further grievous sin. How could
| betray the bride of my heart without condemning my
soul to hell? Likewise, how then might my own father be
betrayed? Clearly great evil had been done with these
murders, but the path of righteousness was blocked by
gregter evil fill!

| prayed for asign!

And heard ahissing nearby | looked up to see asnake
crawl through the grass, loathsome and hideous, and
seeming to head straight for me | thought not, but
yanked the dagger from my belt and threw it in revulsion
a thething.

But when it struck 1 saw that my eyes had deceived me.
It was not a snake that was pinned to the earth by the
point of my knife, but awhite dove.

What did thissigna mean? That | would make the
wrong choice? What was the snake and what the dove? |
called out for mercy, Dear God! But | was interrupted by
the emergence of one of my men. He crashed into the
clearing and saw me, ran to me much relieved

"Thank God | have found thee! There are bad currents
adir in the square.”

1 asked him what he meant.

"They have captured the head witch and mean to burn
the entire coven, but . . ."

"What witch?' | asked, my heart Snking.

"It was Crodwell's woman, Eliza. He recognized her in
the faces of the men, but that's not what 1 cameto. . ."
1 heard not hiswarning, for | was aready running

for town.

Therest of this, | am sorely ashamed to write. Evil upon
evil, snupon sin, mortal mistake upon mortal mistake |
deserve not pity. When thisisdone, | shall only seek
anonymity Thebest | can hopefor isthat | shal be
utterly forgotten

God help mel arrived in town to find the entire popula-
tion roused from deep and the buildings it up with fire-
light. In the center of the main square were seven stakes,
each with kindling stacked high beneath. On six of the
stakes were tied the men from the coven, still stresked with
paint and now blood, having been beaten and kicked by
God knows how many. Tied to the center stake was Tetelo
My soul ached with fear and remorse. | tried to save
her, God help mel did! | went straight to Crodwell who
stood near her | loudly demanded afair trid for the
accused, not thiskind of barbarous executionl

Heturned on me, the devil! Thelook on hisface was
evil and lewd. He grinned a mein triumph! Hesad
loudly, so asto be heard: "Perhapsit isyou who should be
given atrid, Witch-hunter! Or isit witch-lover?'

The crowd quieted so asto better hear hiswords. |



could fed them waiting, watching us hungrily.

Crodwel|l said to me under hisbresth, "Should | tell the
townspeople how their money was spent? On aman to he
abed with their witch? Or perhaps you would liketo tell
them yoursdf?'

| had no words! My mouth was as sedled!

"Or were you merely avictim of her seductive power?
Do you now seethe error of your ways?' Crodwell further
suggested. His piggish eyes bore into me knowingly.

Oh, evilest of men! Vilest of vipers! He had the crowd
waiting for aword from his hps. 1 could be allowed to
walk away, or asingle gesture from hishand could con-
sgn meto the flames! Heknew it, and so did I!

1 pretend not wisdom and certainly not courage. What |
sadwasthis "1 merdly wished to question the whore! If
you wish to burn the witches and their secrets with them,
then do so and be done with it!"

| turned and walked away giffly, fearing hands on my
person at any moment.

What came was not hands, but worse From Tetelo's
lipsasingle cry—"Gunter." In the heart-shattering grief of
that singleword | saw what | had done

God have mercy on my soul.

The crowd let me out and closed up again behind me. |
wanted to flee but | could not. | was rooted to the spot to
watch and witness that which 1 had hel ped creste.

They lit the fires. Flames crackled up the stakes.

Horror!

The men began to scream first, awakened from their
besten haze The smdll of burning flesh choked me. The
smoke turned white

Screamd! Curses! Agony!

They lit Tetdo'sfire last, making sure shefirst saw

what the flames could do. 1 watched her faceasapal
dropped over it. What had been lovely in her, what had
longed and trusted, what had looked back at me sweetly
from the crook of my arm, thisleft forever. What replaced
it was what had been behind the mask, pure hatred, pure
vengeance, pure evil

"Dambdlah, I cal onyou! Forgive your wicked
daughter! Great serpent god, strike! Destroy thistown
and dl withinit."

She screamed chants to the heavens, the sirange syl-
lablestumbling from her lips. She cdled down thewrath
of her gods. She cried for vengeance

Her gods did not answer.

At firgt the crowd was uneasy. But as her curses gave
way to shrieks of pain and the smdll of her roasting flesh
joined the others (God help me!), they lost their fear and
began to taunt her.

"Devil'swhore!" "Speak your evil, witch!" They laughed!



They cursed her! They spat on her burning body!

| sank to my knees. When would this nightmare end?
When would the pain stop this endless descent, worse and
worse, more hideous and ever more terrible? From the fear
of my own life a the witches ceremony, to theterrible
discovery of Tetelo beneath the mask, to the confusionin
her cabin, to the abandonment by God | felt in the woods,
to my own fear of the crowd and denid, to the gridly
horror of thismoment. | had been given gdl to drink, my
own flesh to consume! | wasin hell itsdlf!

Beforeme| saw the faces of the townsmen, white and
leering, filled with the demons of blood lust and perver-
son, as Crodwell's own had been. | saw the victimson
the stakes, noble in their martyrdom, crying out for sa-
vation from their relentless persecution! What had my
love done but fight back?What had that gotten her but
more ruthless torment’ Her pain! Her abject humiliation
on that stake, abandoned even by her gods and cer-
tainly by him who professed to love her! And the evil of
these colonist devilswho subjected her to their |oath-
some desires, then tormented her very flesh, took her
vay life

My mindreded Thiswashdl My mind spake over
and over, thisishdl, thisishdl, thisishel! And | mysdf
had betrayed her. | mysalf stood, like Judas at the side of
Golgotha! Even Peter had not denied Chrigt to hisface! 1
reached the limit of my endurance. It could not. Go on.

| did the only thing bearable. | took off my talisman
andheldit highintheair.

"Tetelo, | empower thee!" | screamed at her, screamed
s0 the crowd, the world, would hear me! Let dl theworld
abandon her, | would love her Hill!

A beam of light left the talisman and struck her, set her
aglow. The flames died down around her. Asshewas
bathed in power, anew light came, from inside her,
changing the color and hue of my own, heightening it to
an unnaturd brilliance, painful to look upon.

The skiesrumbled and boiled over. Lightning forked

and legped from the earth, rushing upward, impaling and
burning anything inits peth.

Then Tetelo stepped, like aburning goddess, from

her pyre.

"Now, my brothers," she said in adead and awesome
voice that seemed part of the thunder.

From the other pyres stepped figures, blackened, even
smoking, but now grinning and living ill! And from the
shadows others came, rag-clad figureswith knives and
pitchforks. Sinking out from the darkness at the call of the
old gods, remembering who they were, raising to strike
out at those who had taken that knowledge from them.

| could not watch. | sank to my knees and stared at the



taismaninmy hand, it being the only thing | could fix my
eyes upon that might keep me sane. And around me
sounds grew,- screams and shrieks, desth gurgles and gun-
shots. Lightning snaked again and again. The heavens
groaned.

And ill, 1 fixed upon the talisman.

Until, finaly, blood from the battle drew close enough
to splatter my hands and the gold before my eyes.
Befouled, the talisman burned my hand in rage. | dropped
itintheearth.

| was thus broken when two feet approached me and
stood their ground. | did not raise my eyes.

"Look at me" shesaid.

| could not.

"Look. At. Me."

And | did. Her face was not Tetelo's any longer.

What was human in it was gone. "Y ou betrayed me,"
shesad.

"1 saved you!" | pleaded, afraid of her now.

She picked up the talisman, closed her fist round it.

"Y our,guilt saved me and this. But you ... you

betrayed me."

Andyet | denied. "No."

"1loved you," she spat it likeacurse. "'l would have left
everything for you."

| shook my head. | didn't want to hear this.

"What have | done?’ wasdl | could say.

Shelooked at me as though | were a beaten cur. Then
shelooked past me asif | were not there at all.

"Y ou have made me my father's daughter,” she
whispered.

And she waked away. She took the talisman with her.
Thisisatrue account of what occurred on this day, 23
June, 1693. To my family | say that 1 havelost thetd-
isman and my soul. | cannot see any way to go on from
here, no way to recover what | have done, nor can | live
with the knowledge of it. | ask you to forget meif you
cannot forgive and know that | loved you more than
mysdf.

Gunter Ritter

Gabrid closed the journa and put it down on

the bed beside him. It ended there, and Wolfgang
offered no further explanation, probably knowing

that Gabriel needed none. The tears, which had

been streaming down hisface throughout the last

entry, overwhelmed him, and Gabrid buried his

face degp in apillow and shook slently with a

tide so strong he could not even nameit.

After abit, the storm passed. Inits place anew

idea dawned. Maybe, perhaps. . . reading the

journal would make the dreams stop.



No. That's not what will make the dreams stop. Y ou
know what will make them stop.

He sighed. Y es. He was supposed to find the tal-
isman. He was supposed to, somehow, redeem
Gunter'ssns.

A flame of anger sparked, like amatch struck in
the dark. How was he supposed to know what
Gunter's Sns even were? Gunter himsdlf couldn't
figurethat one out.

1693. Hetried to imagine dl the generations

that had come since. It was mind-boggling. All
thoselivestainted, dl those endless nights. Had
any of the other dreamers sought the talisman?
Probably. Had any of them ever run into the
circlesaswritten with flour in the dirt? Leopard
fur? Victimswithout hearts? How many times
had thislittle drama played out?

But even as he thought this, Gabriel knew it was
wrong. It hadn't ever been close—not since 1693.
He didn't know how he knew that, but he knew.
Something was happening here, now, in New
Orleans. Gabrid didn't suppose Wolfgang redlly
knew what was going on with his grandnephew.

If he did, he wouldn't have stopped at a couple of
phone calls. No, Gabriel wasthe only onewho
had the big picture now. Perhaps it was a second
chance, or perhapsit was only thefinal crushing
blow. He didn't know how many Ritters there had
been when Gunter killed himsdlf, but he knew he
himself was close to the last one now. Just him
and onevery old man.

The buck stops here.

Y es. That sounded about right. He wished to
God it didn't. Rooster or no rooster, there was no
way he could back off now. They'd never let him.
He had to beet it, die, or carry it with him forever.
If thejourna said anything, it said that much.

No, Gabriel guessed he didn't have achoice
about participating. The rea question was, did he
have a choice about the ending?

Gabrid needed ataste of daylight, and he

needed something to do that didn't fed like
gicking hishead in alion's mouth, something

that felt like his choice. He hid Gunter'sjourna
under his pillow (God forbid Grace should read
it), tucked the drum book inside the back waist of
his jeans, and headed to Jackson Square.

The heat had intengfied al week—or maybe

hed grown increasingly intolerant of it. Today the
heat blotted out even the sun. Not so much clouds
as milky wisps of condensation obscured the sky .



There was no discernible cloud pattern; the sky
was smply white, the sun smply gone.

Still, snotty-nosed brats and wailing bluesin

the familiar confines of the park worked their
usud magic. Gabrid planted himsdlf onthe

grass twenty feet or so behind the drummer. He
took out the drum book and started thumbing
throughit.

Hefdt amazingly relaxed, heredized, asif
someweight had been lifted off him. He now
knew that he wasn't crazy. Thefeding that fate
had not only been beckoning, it had been leading
him around by the bdls, well, that turned out to
be a pretty good summation. He didn't haveto
decide whether or not to continue—that was
taken out of hishands. He dso figured he didn't
have to worry too much about screwing up.
Surdly he couldn't do any worse than had been
donein the past.

That ain't why you fed better, boy. you have apur-
pose. Firg goddamn timein your life,

Yeah? Maybe | do. But it'll be my purpose, and fuck
you very much.

He attacked the book thus surprisingly

ingpired, and flipped through mind-numbing
explanations of drum types and geography. HEd
never been ableto read dry crap likethis. The
second half of the book was an andysis of drum
code. The book broke the codes down into ssmple
bests—little black stick figures dancing acrossthe
page represented the beat patterns. The writer
compared it to Morse code, only the "phrases’ as
he called them represented concepts, not |etters of
the aphabet.

For example, one type of phrase represented
locations. The location code dways began with a
triple beat pattern. What followed determined
which of the locations was being s&t; the vil-

lage (double short beat, long beat), the next
village (double short besat, double short beet),
theriver (long beat, double short best), the
swamp (long best, short beat), the big tree (short
best, short best, long best), and so on.

Other types of phrasesincluded activities

(such asmedss, dances, hunting expeditions, and
conclaves), times (morning, night, today,
tomorrow, next moon, etc.), and the names of
peoplein the tribe, each of whom had their own
beat pattern.

After garnishing thismuch, Gabrid tried to
fine-tune his ear to the drummer. It took hima



while to be able to distinguish the beats. Double
bedat (tap-tap) was different from two short begts
(tap, tap) by virtue of thefact that it was much
faster. Triple besats, too, were recognizable once
he'd figured that much out (tap-tap-tap). Long
bests seemed to be struck lower on the drum and
with aheavier, flatter hand (thum).

Once he could hear the different best types, he
gtarted trying to match the patterns the drummer
was sending againgt the book. It was damn hard.
By thetime held identified the marker for a

phrase type, the actud phraseitsalf waslong over
with and a new phrase marker was under way. It
wasgiving him abrain cramp. Thiskind of

minute detail work was much more up Grace's
menta dley, he knew—Gabriel himsdlf preferred
the "big picture. But he stuck with it.

It took him two hours, but in the end he had
trandated the drummer's message. The drummer
was sending the same thing over and over and

over and over. Gabrid grew so familiar with that
pattern he thought held never get it out of his

mind, like the dien message from Close Encounters
(da, da, da, da, DAAAA). Thisone was abit
lengthier (tap-tap-tap, thum, tap, tap-tap-tap, tap-tap,
tap-tap-tap, tap, thum, thum, tap, tap-tap-tap, thum,
tap-tap-tap, tap-tap, tap, tap, tap), but it had a good
beat and you could dancetoiit.

It said "Conclave Tonight Swamp." Naturdly.

It was St. John'sEve.

Gabrid headed out from the park. He thought

he knew where"the svamp" meant, generdly
gpeaking. Hadn't Dr. John talked about the early

V oodoos meeting at Lake Pontchartrain and
Bayou St. John? Lake Pontchartrain was obvioudy
gtill being used for conclaves. Or, at the very leadt,
it was agood enough site for murder. Bayou St.
John made sense, particularly for St. John's Eve.
But where in the bayou? It was a protected area
now, and not exactly smdl in scde. Hell, hedd
bardy found hisway through the hals of Tulane
when they hadn't wanted him to. He could

wander in that swamp dl night.

What are you thinking about, white boy? Whatever
may or may not be happenin' in the swamp tonight,
you're not invited.

Thisvoice sounded amazingly like Grace. He
ignored it. He hadn't dished out a hundred bucks
for that crocodile head for nothing.

He aimed for the police gation. He had

Mosely's key and he wanted to take alook around



that office. Meodrama or no, Mosdly thought
there might be thingsin there Gabrid could use.
Gabriel wasn't oneto refuse afree offer.

When he entered the Sation, something didn't
fed right. Officer Prick was a the counter, as
usual, but he looked at Gabrid with lidded eyes,
like asnake. Gabrid hadn't thought the man
smart enough for an expresson like that.

Hetried to go through the swinging gate to

the back offices, as he had been allowed to do
for the past week. He wasn't surprised when
Prick'svoice hated him.

"Y ou can't go back there," the man said

firmly.

Gabrid amiled & him dashingly. "Redly?I'm
here to see Detective Mosdly. Remember me?”
Prick did not move. "Thereisno Mosdly here.
Get logt."

Gabrid stared at him, stunned. Y ou mean

he's out?!

"l mean thereisno Mosdly on theforce. Best it."
Prick's pudgy face was deedly initsfixed

gare. He seemed dangerous, the way asmall
fluff ball of adog can nonetheess be genuingy
vicious

Gabrie backed off.

"No problem. | get the message,” he said. He
backed al the way to the station's front door and
ducked ouit.

It wasn't so much Frick that bothered him. It
was the whole fucking scenario.

Thereisno Mosdly on theforce.

Was that supposed to mean he'd been fired?

Or did they think they could wipe out someone's
very existence? For thefirst time, Gabrid found
himsdlf concerned for hisfriend. Mosdly, with

his secret notes and sinister black Hush Puppies.
Mosdly was playing arole dl right—James Bond
IX: The Voodoo that Y ou Do. What Mosdly might
not get was that the rest of the cast was acting
out something more like Nightmare on Bourbon
Street.

There was nothing Gabriel could do about it
now. He had no idea of how to get ahold of
Mosdly. Instead, he followed an aley back behind
the police gation. If memory served, Mosdly's
office had awindow—one with opague glass that
was nearly hidden by papers and old case binders,
but awindow nonetheless. Gabrid found the wall
inan dley that wasn't even an dley, just agap
between buildings about four feet wide. There



were three windows on thewall and Gabriel cal-
culated in his head which one Mosdy's might

be. He chose the second window and tried to open
it. Locked. He looked around and saw no one.
Counting on the papersto dull the sound of faling
glass, Gabrid picked up an old brick and broke the
window.

The officewas Mosdly's all right. Onelook at

the cobweb-covered files that appeared when the
glass pane was removed told Gabriel that much.
The hardest part was getting past the stacks of old
records without shoving them al onto thefloor
and creating aracket, but Gabriel managed to
ease past them with only minor casudties.

Inside, Gabrid crouched low and listened.
Nothing. He stood gingerly and saw Officer
Franks, inches from Mosdly's office window and
looking right a him. Shewas only five or so feet
away and the office was light enough, having

been made lighter by the now cleared and open
window. Hefroze, knowing with asinking feding
that the gig was up. But Franks only brushed
some crumbs off her blouse, took alast, searching
look into the window, and walked away. She
strolled back to her desk and sat down.
It'samirror out there, yamoron, Mosaly spoke
ingde hishead. Gabrid blushed. Y egh. Right.
This put abee up his butt, though. He began
searching the room quickly. God knows what
would happen if this bunch of blue boys caught
him in here. 'Specialy since "therewas no

Mosdly on theforce" That just about killed

any of the dumb excuses he might be ableto
drum up.

The sheer volume of papersand filesmade him
quickly give up that route. What could Mosdly
possibly have of usein hisfilesand how could
Gabrid ever find it? Nothing in the microwave,
nor in Mosdy's gym bag except odors he redly
didn't need right now. He thought about the com-
puter, but he remembered Mosdly's incompetence
at the keyboard and doubted that ol' light-foot had
any secrets on that hard drive. He checked the
desk. More papers, myriads of chewed-on pens,
rubber bands, paper clips, Post-it notes dried up
with age.

What hewasredly looking for wasagun. He
hadn't acknowledged that until now, but that
waswhat had crossed his mind when held reed
Mosdly's note, wasn't it? The reason held taken
therisk of breaking in here?" Equipment.” What



the hell else could that mean coming from acop?
But Gabrid waan't finding agun, and this pissed
him off. It occurred to him that there wasn't any
equipment of any sort at dl in Mosdly's office,
that the big yahoo had smply thought the note
sounded cooal for the book and had dropped it off
to bea"truelife" episode that, nonetheless, had
nothing more substantid attached to it than old
gym socks.

Damnit, Mose!

He glanced up toward the main room outside

and was gratified to see that no one was coming
thisway. There wasn't much of anything a dl
going on out there. Frankswas Sitting & her

desk, handsin her lap, staring at her computer.
Frick, beyond her, was sitting equdly il at the
counter. There was auniformed male standing
over by the bulletin board, gpparently reading.
There were afew othersin desksfarther away and
to theleft of Franks. They also seemed motion-
lesdy absorbed in whatever was on their desks. A
woman in motorcycle cop garb stood by the coffee
areaasif trying to make up her mind what she
wanted.

So much for taxpayers money, Gabrid thought.
He pulled open the last drawer of Mosdly's

desk. It was a deep drawer, the kind that |ooked
like two on the outside but was redlly one on the
ingde. Gabriel brought out an empty box of
Kleenex that was on top and tossed it over his
shoulder hurriedly. He was definitely getting the
feding hewas running out of time.

He glanced up. None of the peoplein the outer
office had moved.

Good. Now get out of here.

The bottom of the drawer contained what

looked like anest of cables, wires, and black,
plastic-coated, high-tech units. There was a box
of little Slver buttons of the sort that usudly

said thingslike Have anice day! or My Other Body
Is Claudia Schiffers's but these buttons had nothing
on them whatsoever. There were a couple of
unitsthat looked like remote phone receivers,

and ablack Nintendo-sized base unit. He

wasn't sure exactly what it dl was, but hehad a
feding it had to do with spying. In any case, it
wasthe only "equipment” of any sort hed seen

in the room, and he was damned if he'd leave
empty-handed.

He grabbed a handful of the slver thingsand
stuffed them into a pocket of hisjeans. He picked



up therest of the jJumble, which, fortunately, were
s0 co-entangled by their cords there wasllittle risk
of dropping one of the pieces. He tucked the mass
under hisleft arm and straightened up.

He began backing toward the aley window,
checking the office outsde once more. At first
glance everything looked fine. Then heredized
with horror that till no one had moved. At dl.
Thewoman at the coffee machine till stood there,
motionless. The man at the bulletin board too
hadn't moved, and though his back wasto

Gabrid, the pogition of hisarms and head didn't
look right. Franks still had her handsin her lap,
looking forward lifelesdy, and Frick & the
counter, back stiff, aams hanging down likea...
Thiswas definitely not right. Gabriel reached

the window and shoved at thefiles, sending them
crashing to the floor, no longer interested in
dlence, only interested in getting out. Because

if hemade noisg, lots of noise, that might give

his brain something to remember, something to
walk away with asthe truth, something other
thanthis. ..

A split second before he'd dumped thosefiles,
before hed made any noise a al, every single one
of thoselifdessforms out there dowly, terribly, in
unison as synchronized as any swim team, lifted
their heads and turned their blank, expressionless
faces directly toward him. Theforce of their dead
eyes pierced through the mirror and saw him. All
together, they saw him.

Gabrid dived out the window, landed badly with
only hisfreeright arm to stop the fall, but managed
to protect the units he carried. He skinned aknee,
tore hisjeans. The kneecap hummed with pain as
Gabrid limped from the dley to hisbike. He kicked
the blasted thing to life with much cursing and
trepidation.

He could 4till fed the eyesin the Royd and Conti
police station upon him, watching, as he sped away.
They didn't follow. Nether Srensnor guns

nor shambling zombies broke the ordinary
morning in the Quarter streets. Gabrid made
positively sure of this before stopping the bike to
rearrange the tangled mass he had balanced on
hislap.

The units he had identified as "remote phone
recaivers,” when he turned one on, showed not a
diding display but something that looked like it
belonged in asubmarine afull circle of light with
aclockwise-sweeping light beam. A smdl blip



appeared at the dead center of thecircle. The
thing was emitting a soft beep in astaccato burg,
and asmadl light under the display waspulsing a
steady green.

He searched his pocketsfor the silver disks

and tried an experiment. He put down the bike's
kickstand and walked over to put the diskson a
lamppost. He backed up toward hisbike. The
receiver's beeping took on adightly dower stac-
cato, and the green light flicked like alightbulb
just sarting to go. The blip in the center of the
screen moved from dead center to off-center.

It was atracking device.

He played with the thing like aten-year-

old for about five minutes, then noticed that

he was getting some odd looks. Sighing, he col-
lected the disks from the various places hed tried
stashing them (under the garbage can, near a
parked car'stire. . .) and shoved them back in
apocket, turned the receiving unit off.

Okay. Coadl asal get-out but what the hell useisit
redly?

Obvioudy, the cops used the thing to track
people who didn't want to be found. If he could
get one of those disks on someone. . . but who?
Crash had definitely attended hislast snake
soiree, and Gabrid couldn't even imagine trying
to secrete one of those things on the person

of Jolly Green. Hed end up planted himsdf—in
awall.

"Wall! Wal! Old or small, can't get over the
gadenwal!"

Gabrie frowned and looked over his shoulder.
On the sidewak, two pretty black girls he had
barely registered earlier were now jumping rope.
Their tight braids bounced lightly, their black
patent shoes clicked on the concrete, their Singing
voices spurted in breathy rhythmic jolts asthey
landed and sprang, the ropes providing atight
whizzing accompaniment.

"Blood, bread, Johnny'sdead! Lay himdownina
wooden bed!

Put the bed in agarden plot! Mark thewall so he
can't get out!"

Gabrid's skin was swept, head to toe, with a
chilled swegt. He turned from the girls quickly, so
that he didn't have to seeif they suddenly turned
and looked at him, or perhaps started grinning,
their eyesrolling back up into their heads, or
maybe even sarted to jerk their limbslike prettily
painted marionettes. He got on hisbike and



pulled hadtily out into the lazy traffic, ignoring

the inevitable horn that followed, a horn that
sounded lazy itsdlf, asif the reprimand were
merely atraffic-safety duty, no persond insult
intended.

He'd gotten the message; God help the messen-
gers. He headed for the cemetery.

When he reached Laveau's tomb he found it

quiet. One plate of drying chick peasand the
fliesthat werefeasting on it provided the only
ggnsof life. Infact, the entire cemetery was
sparsely populated, no doubt aresult of the sti-
fling dog days of hest—St. Louis Cemetery #1
being less a place of green shade than of aland of
baking stones.

He examined the tomb wall and found the marks,
where they had been before, written on an other-
wise clear chunk of space on the tomb's narrow rear
wall. The markslooked different, though, and

he pulled out his sketch with Moonbeam'stranda-
tiononit to confirmthis. Yes. Thiswasa"new"
message. He copied it down and placed it next to
Moonbeam's trandation. A number of the symbols
were the same and he moved their corresponding
|etters over to the new message. Unfortunately, not
al of the symbols on the new message werein the
first message. What he was|eft with wasthis:

He studied thiswith afrown. When thetranda
tion struck him, swimming up out of the dis-
tracting lines and dashes, it was so clear and
perfect, o frightening, it kicked his heart into over-
drive. The roogter, the police station, the snake. ..
No, not the snake. "DJ" went alittle past the
"DONOTHAR?" directive on that one, which means
he doesn't dways obey thewall.

But "DJ' wasnt of primary interest at the

moment, was he? No, the real meat and potatoes
on the menu was gtill unserved. Who wrote"DJ
KEEPEYESON GK BUT DO NOT HARM" on the
wall? And how did they know about him?

He had had an ideawhen he came to the ceme-
tery, atickling wisp of an ideathat had agenerd
direction but wasn't fully flushed out. Now, inthe
light of thislatest, persona missve, the thing took
on new solidity, new urgency, by the very reason of
itsaudacity, itsirony, its sheer in-your-faceism. He
would leave amessage of hisown onthewall. A
message for "DJ." But what would the message say?
He pondered this problem for some time, squat-
ting on the gritty, plaster-littered path across from
the brick chak marks. Theidea had to do with the



tracking device, of course, but how he could make
the two things rdate, he hadn't quite figured out
yet. Hismind churned out afew feeble ideas that
were duly rejected. Something on the order of
"DILETGKATTACHSMILYBUTTONTOYOU"
probably would not fly. Beyond that was nothing
but blackness. Gabriel wasfinally forced to
admit—with adread not unlike redlizing that you
escaped the burning house only to find that

you have to go back in for the baby—that he could
not answer that question without another excur-
sion to the museum. Could heredlly get avay with
one moreforay into enemy waters? Or was some-
thing worse than the snake poised there, waiting,
hoping he wasredly as stupid as he looked?
Guesswell find out.

He stood, shaking hispartidly adeep limbsinto
submission. The knee he had skinned earlier resisted
the movement howlingly, being quite determined to
ettle down like cement into whatever position
Gabrid left it infor more than thirty seconds. He
winced and started limping back to his bike.
Hewondered if pythons were attracted to the
smel of blood.

When he reached the VVoodoo museum Gabriel
couldn't believe hisgood fortune. The lightswere
on, the door unlocked, and when he peeked into
theinterior he saw not Dr. John but ayoung girl
behind the counter, hair in an African-patterned
kerchief and mouth full of gum. Shelooked harm-
less, and her blank, disinterested gaze at him con-
firmed thisimpression. His momentary elevation
was tempered by the thought that if Dr. John
wasn't here, he could only be somewhere worse.
It's St. John's Eve. He's out there somewhere getting
ready.

Ready, yes. But hopefully it wouldn't betoo late
for alast-minute changein plans. Gabrid gazed
squintingly up into the snake cage behind the

main counter. It was empty.

He surveyed theitemsin the place critically.

Fwet hash, whip; ku-bha-sah, knife; Laveau'swish-
ing stump; gourds they called assons; the poteau-
mitan—center pole,

Blood, bread, Johnny'sdead. Lay him downina
wooden bed.

Heraised thelid on the smal coffin by the door,
winced at the squeak, and checked theinside. It
was about two feet by one foot. Theinsde was
unfinished wood, sanded fine. The crossinthelid
cut through, dlowing the light from the museum to



cast aglowing crucifix onto the coffin's piney floor.
Steding aglance behind him to make sure the
girl was not paying attention—she wasn't, he
pulled one of the disks from his pocket. On the
back was atabbed adhesive. He pulled the tab and
stuck the coin-sized devicefirmly to theinsdetop
of thelid. The adhesive, no doubt invented to
handle such resistant surfaces as oil-coated car
undercarriages, took to the wood without a hitch.
Now if only they don't look inside.

Therewas no way to hide the thing. He would
have to count on Jolly Green's confidencein the
sanctity of hisown space. Helowered thelid as
softly as he could, stole another glance at the girl,
who was now reading Ebony magazine, and
dipped, unacknowledged, from the building.

He returned to the cemetery, carefully cleared
away the last brick message, and wrote the fol-
lowing in hisbest imitation of the Syle:

It said, "DJCONCLAVE TONIGHT BRING
SEKEY MADOULE."

When he got back to the shop, Grace was
peering from the haf window in the front door,
eyeslarge and round like the Little Match Girl.
She saw him pull up and her anxious white

face disappeared, embarrassed. Gabriel couldn't
blame her for being nervous. He himsdlf had a
hard time getting off the bike and heading

toward the shop. An amost paatable shroud
hung over the place now—even the cemetery
he'd just come from seemed sunny and cheerful
by comparison. Imagined or conjured, the gloom
was hard to dispdl.

"Hey, Gracie," he said with forced heartiness,
stripping off hisjacket as he entered. "Thought
you might have gone homefor the day. Gotten
your hair done. Somethin' likethat."
Grace'sworried face shifted into sarcasm.
"Gotten my hair done? What isthis, Leavelt to
Beaver?'

"Oh, right. | keep forgetting you New Y ork
types aren't red women."

Gracefrowned a him from under her dark
brows, but she wasn't taking the bait. She watched
him hang up his coat with a preoccupied stare.
"Whereve you been?' she asked.

"Egads. Shades of materna ingtinct!" He pre-
tended to be horrified. "1 hear that happensto
y'dl when you're gpproachin' thirty?*

Her frown grew abit deeper and more

annoyed.



"I'm twenty-five, thank you very much. Are

you getting ready to leave town?' she asked
pointedly.

"Sure, sure Gabrid sad smoothly. He
searched the service table for plastic foam cups
and didn't find any. Grace was definitely not her-
saf when such things went neglected. He looked
up a her and she pointed with disinterest to a
cupboard door under the table. He opened it.
Foam cups.

"Did you ever get achance to check on that
'Agris Benin' thing?' hesaid casudly, wrestling a
cup free of its plagtic sheath.

Grace sghed. " Couldn't find any mention of
Agris. Beninisthe name of an African Sate—
People's Republic of Benin. That'sall | found out.”
She shifted forward in her seat, watching him as
he poured his coffee and sipped its hot surface.
"You're not going, are you?' she asked. Her voice
had agenuine lump init. Hefdt guilty about it,
then decided, fuck it. He never asked her to care if
he lived or died.

"Grade, | will," he said flatly. He changed the
subject. " 'Member those paints of yours?'
"Yesh?'

"Could | get you to paint somethin’ for me?"
"Likewhat?'

Hewent over to hisjacket and searched its
pockets, coming up with the tattoo he had copied
down from Crash's chest.

"This." Helay the piece of notebook paper

down on the desk in front of her and smoothed it
out. The snake looked back at them, its body
curled as though around a caduceus, only the
caduceus was missng.

"Pretty much greens—alittle black around the
edges," hesaid, pointing out said aress.
Shelooked up at him, her expression blank.
"And what does this get painted on, pray tell?*
Gabrid grinned a her and used aforefinger to
trace alarge circular areaon hisown chest. "You
know, like atattoo."

She amiled back at him sweetly. He could tell
there was something rotten about it before she
ever opened her mouith.

"When hell freezes over." Sheturned back to

her books.

"Comeon!" hewhined.

Grace only made anoise with her lips, the New
Y ork equivaent, he guessed, of Psahh!

"Gradel" hewarned.



"Forgrf it!"

"How come?Isit the Voodoo thing? Y ou can't
redly paint? What?'

She gave him adark look but did not respond.

" 'Cause you know, if you're just worried about
havin' to get that closeto me, that | can under-
gand. It can be abit overwhelming.”

"Only because you never bathe. Buzz off."
"Grade."

"Gabrid, | said no. | don't want anything more
to dowithit." Shesat up for thislagt, piercing
him, or attempting to, with the absolute, bottom-
lineintengty of her stare. "Y ou'll do whatever
you want. Fine. Me, I'm out.”

Helooked back at her criticaly. She ought to be
teling thetruth. Any personin their right mind
wouldn't want anything moreto do withiit. Yet
shewas still here—she turned back to the books
when annoyed rather than picking up her things
and leaving. Infact, sheld been here, done, dl
morning. That took determination. But determi-
nation for what? What did Grace redly want?
Hetried, for amoment or two, to figureit out,
to come up with the perfect manipulative thing
that would hook Grace back in line. But he just
couldn't. He had no ideawhy the hell shedid
anything. God—give him amillion VVoodoo prac-
titionersto fathom, but don't make him have to
understand the mind of awoman like Grace.

"1 need your help,” he said findly, having
nothing left but the truth.

"Why?' shesaid sincerely. "Why are you doing
"[t's not about the book anymore. It's deeper
than that," he said, hedging.

She dtill looked skeptical.

"Y ou know me," he pressed. "I'm not aguy who
goes out of my way for anything. Gracie, it's
important. Really important.”

Shesghed, something in her eyesreenting.

Still, she didn't respond.

"Comeon," he pleaded softly. "Mosely's disap-
peared. Thereésno oneesel can count on.”
"I'mjust asking you to tell mewhy," she
ingsted.

"| can't do that. It's ... . theré'stoo much to
explain. Youll haveto trust me."

Her frown returned asthough this, truly, were
the ultimateillogica request. Neverthdess, she
picked up the sheet of paper, stood, and bent over
for her carrydl of paints.



"Let'sgo," she said, defeated. She headed
toward hisstudio. "I'm sure as hell not going to
do it out here where everyone can watch.”

Gabriel gaveasigh of reief, then felt bad for
pulling Grace into thisthing, again. But what
choicedid he have, redly? Hefollowed Grace into
the back room, well aware that such a measure
was certainly no guarantee against being watched.
Not anymore.

The naturd light had dimmed by thetime

Grace put the finishing touches on Gabrid's
"tattoo." She had shown, for her, incredible
patience while Gabriel corrected her color
schemes from memory. She turned on the over-
head light to ingpect her work.

"There" shesad, stisfied. Shewent into
Gabrid's bathroom to wash her hands.
"Thisplaceisapit! You need afirehosein

herel"

"I got dl the fire hose | need, baby," he

quipped, studying hischest in the dingy antique
mirror that was propped against the dresser. He
didn't exactly havetota recall about Crash's
tattoo, but he thought, in the dark, Grace's replica
would pass.

Grace emerged, her lips pursed wryly.
"It'sgetting late," she said. ™Y ou're not going to
deep here tonight, are you? Why don't you and
your fire hose go over to your gran's?

"Huh? Oh, good idea. Gran's. I'll head over
thereinaminute.

He caught her looking at the bed in the mirror,
apuzzled expression on her face. He looked him-
self and saw the edge of Gunter'sjournd poking
out from under the pillow.

"Why don't you go home, Grace?' he said
quickly. "It's past closng.”

"Il walk you out,” she said, folding her arms.
"How thoughtful. Would you mind, oh, waiting
out front for amoment? Or are you redlly anxious
to see me change my jeans?’

Grace frowned and headed for the curtained
door to the shop. She gave him afinal, suspicious
glance as she exited.

Gabrid dug the crocodile head out from under
the bed and placed it to one side. Onetracking
unit was dumped with arecharging base on the
wall side of hisdresser, but hedidn't need it, he
aready had the other hand unit stashed on his
bike. Tattoo, check. Just to be safe, he pulled the
snake bracelet Sam had made him from his sock



drawer and shoved it in apocket. He probably
didn't need that and the tattoo, but it couldn't
hurt. He glanced at hiswardrobe, then figured his
standard jeans would have to do. He didn't know
what they wore to these things, but he didn't
exactly have ahuge variety on hand.

Feeling about as ready asheld ever be, his heart
aready starting to pound alittle too loudly, he
picked up the croc head and held a couple of
excuses at bay (Thought Gran might likeit . . . fust
gonnagtoreit in her &tic) for Grace'sinevitable
guestions. Sometimes having awoman around
was more trouble than it was worth.

Gabrid made hisexit with surprisngly few the-
atrics. Grace didn't even ask about the head, or
respond when he casudly threw an excuse about it
at her anyway. Shelocked the shop and he drove
away, watching her disappear as she rounded the
corner in hisrearview mirror. She, a least, would
be safe tonight. He wondered, with uncharacter-
istic morbidity, if he'd ever see her again.

A few minutes after Gabrid's bike disappeared
from view, Grace's figure reappeared on Bourbon
Street. She went directly to the shop, unlocked the
door, and looked around asif for witnesses. She
then went indde.

Thelightsdid not come on.

Gabrid entered the bayou by the southeast
corner. The entrance was a narrow paved road
back here, aroad that would have looked anony-
mousif it weren't for the Signs on either side pro-
claming theland state property and guaranteeing
that al littererswould be hung; poachers, drawvn
and quartered. Darkness was taking itstime set-
tling in, like agraceful woman with ahuge sirt.
Gabrie could gill make out the road clearly
enough to drive without alight, though the bike
motor'simpression of alawn mower in high gear
made actuad sedth unlikely.

Ten minutesin from the gate he could no longer
stand either the noise or the suspense. He pulled
the bike over, stopped the engine, and listened

to theworld go silent. Not even the rustle of

bat wings broke the stillness of twilight. He un-
hooked the tracking unit from the bungie cord
that held it to the back of the seat, pausing for a
moment in his nervousness about turning it on.
He'd made severa mistakes—this much he
knew. The most important was how late he'd put
that message on Laveau'stomb. It had to have
been two o'clock at least. Would DJredlly have



gone over there to check for messages so late on
the very day of the conclave?

Gabrid could dready fed that ole black magic

at work in the bayou. The lack of sounds, for one
thing. Where were the crickets? The katydids? For
another, the trees on ether side of him had Started
looking identical about five minutes back. This
was not altogether bad news. It meant he had inter-
preted their drum message correctly. Neverthe-
less, with that kind of weird work floating abot,
he was going to spin hiswhedsfor along, long
timeif the tracker did not work.

He switched the unit on, holding his bresth.

A blip appeared immediately, right in the

center of the readout. His heart jJumped for a
second, only to redize that wasthe disk he had in
his pocket, the one that would mark the position
of the bike.

He watched the green hand sweep around with
apprehension. On the first pass he thought he saw
something. It swept again. Yes! On the eastern-
most edge of the display wasavery faint blip,
amogt not there, clearly testing the range of the
tracker. Gabridl looked east and found himsalf
gtaring into the thickest part of the bayou. No
road there, kiddlie-winks, paved or otherwise.
He sighed, hismomentary eation thet there

was ablip being quickly overwhelmed by theidea
of tromping, God knows how far, through snake-
infested swamp, in the dark. He pulled hisbike
off theroad and hid it behind atree. He dipped
the disk from his pocket into the carryal behind
the seat and pulled "Willy J." from hisplace

over the back bar. He bungied the mask around
hiswaist, settling the back of the croc head in the
small of hisown back, anest trick that wasn't
marveloudy comfortable, but that did keep his
hands free. Then he started to walk.

At firgt there was ssumbling, and the parting of
brambles, disgust when afoot sank into mud, par-
ticularly should that mud be warm, and the aware-
ness of the darkness degpening. There wasthe
graining for norma sounds, which did not come,
an effect that was now at least contributableto his
own crashing presence, but unnerving nonethe-
less. The blip that was his bike limped westward
of center while the one he was headed toward
grew lessfaint, morered. At some point, about
fifteen minutesin, things other than the blips

began to grow lessand lessred and things
entirely unreal began to form. Shortly after that



Gabriel began to shut parts of himsdlf down.
Hewould never be able to talk about the two
hours he spent in that swamp, nor what he saw
there, nor what he imagined he saw, or felt, or
heard in that darkness. For along, long time he
walked onin akind of stupor, atrancein which
there were only two thingsin the whole world—
the next spot of ground he could put hisfoot
down on and the green blip, whose purpose he
could no longer recall, on ablack thing he found
in hishand.

This narrowing of mind was not the bored
numbness of abody walking past itslimits, nor an
"automatic pilot" set to free apreoccupied mind.
It was agift, and where it came from he did not
know. He only knew thét if he opened hismind
wider than that, wider than what was necessary
for the next footstep and the blip, he would see
the things that lurked in the blackness; the hiss-
ing things, the scaly things, the thing with glowing
eyeslarger than acat'sand far wilder, the thing
that breathed hssahh-bu, hssahh-bu on his neck, and
thetiny crawly thing that scuttled ahead of each
footstep in amocking way, asif measuring his
steps and recording their position for some central
intelligence, measuring and recording them, one
by one.

These were things he knew and did not know,
sensed and did not alow himself to sense. Hewas
aware, in some part of hisbrain, that they were
there, but he didn't give the larger part of himself
the knowledge, because there was no easy way
out of the swamp, even retracing his steps would
take too long, and to redly see those things with
no way out—that way lay insanity. Besides, some-
thing told him that if he did not acknowledge
them in any way, even mentaly, they would have
no power over him. He did not attribute this
strange knowledge to ancestral memory, genetic
ability, the gifts of psychic Schattenjager blood. He
did not attribute it to anything at all.

What he did think about was the next footstep
and the green blip. He knew the blip was sup-
posed to get brighter and brighter and draw closer
and closer to the center. He could no longer
remember how he knew this, nor what the blip
represented, if, indeed, it represented anything.
That was not important and he did not search for
that knowledge, for to do so would have meant
widening. He had only ablind conviction that
could he make the blip find the center, it would



mean the end of this sojourn in the wilderness, this
terror in the night. And that should hefall, the
darkness and the night and the things that lurked
initwould never, ever, ever end.

It was the drums that began to pull him out of

it. It took awhile for them to register, but when
they did he remembered, suddenly, that those
were Rada drums, and that he was heading
toward aVoodoo ceremony. That he had, in fact,
foundit.

He stopped where he was and stared at the dis-
play. The eastern lying green blip was not dead
center, but it was pretty damn close. He was near
the little coffin, the sekey madoule. He gradudly let
his mind unhook from itstethersand when it did,
he found that he was aone in the woods, that
there was only the drums and the glow of abon-
fire up ahead. He could hear chanting now, not
organized, but preparatory, fragmented. For dl its
strangeness, it was ahuman sound, it wasredl, and
the other thingsin the night had vanished.

Hefdl to the ground, suddenly limp with
exhaudtion and relief. Helay there, haf laughing,
half sobbing to himsalf, oh, so quietly, and after a
while he forgot what he had just experienced,
released it like a cancerous balloon, theway a
woman, holding her newborn infant, will release
the memory of the pain. And gradudly he

became, once again, Gabriel Knight.

After atime, the noises from the bonfire grew
more rhythmic, deeper. One by one, voices | eft
their individua paths and joined the sweeping
unison. Gabrid did not know thewords, but he
could understand the intent. The ceremony had
Started.

He rose on thighs shaking with exhaustion and
unhooked Willy Jr. from his back. The mask had
lost afew more scales, but it would be difficult for
the thing to look more ragtag than it dready had.
He stripped off hisjacket and T-shirt, removed his
boots. The snake tattoo on his chest was ill intact.
He pulled the snake bracelet from a pocket and put
it around hisright forearm. He lowered Willy Jr.
over hishead.

And then hewalked forward, toward the bonfire's
olow.

He reached the edge of a clearing and paused
there to adjust himsdlf, through the rough filter of
the crocodile head, to the sights and sounds
before him. The clearing was about forty feet in
diameter, shaped evenly inacircle. Around the



clearing, at the edges of the brush, were rocks, one
to two feet high, that formed aboundary. It was
not enough of aboundary to prevent crossing but
something, nonethel ess, that one would know
damn well was amarker should one crossit.
Long ago the trees had been cleared from

the circlésinterior and now marshy grasswas
the only permitted usurper. In the center of the
clearing was anatura treetrunk, itsroots ill
deep in the earth, but it had been cleared of limbs
and branches and leaves and wore carvings on
its bark the way the humans around it wore

paint on their kin.

Poteau-mitan.

Surrounding the tree was acircular area of
packed dirt, about five feet in diameter. The bon-
firewas off to one Sde, dlowing the poteau-mitan
and itsgrasdess callar to reign unchalenged in
the center of thering. The bonfirewaslarge,
though not aslarge asthe burning pyrein
Gabrid'sdream. Itslight was sufficient to illumi-
nate the entire scene; trees, clearing, grass, pole,
people.

People. Other than avague notion of villainy

and conspiracy, Gabriel had never thought to
readly picture the people. Here they were, those
whose bare footprints would match the ones on
filewith theN. O. P. D. Here were those who had
perhaps bound the victims, perhaps watched and
sang and panted and encouraged while some guy
in the dirt was getting his heart extracted. Gabriel
didn't have enough faith in human nature to
wonder that they could do it. What he found more
puzzling waswhy. What motivated this cult?
What weretheir secrets?

He watched them and felt them and dmost

knew. Of the thirty or so people who danced and
writhed and strutted to the relentless drums, fea
turesflashing in and out of thefirdight, al were
ornamented as some primitive spirit. There were
wolves and snakes, scorpions, lions, monkeys,
and more things he couldn't decipher. Thefig-
ures were naked, colored paint making animal
patterns on their skin, beads and pouches of
leather wound around taut muscles, bouncing off
full, oiled breasts and stomachs. The faces were
masked, some with full masks, some with partid,
some only with paint. Even o, thejoy, the mind-
lessness, the ecstasy, the primal ness washing over
their features was not hidden, could never be
contained.



It struck him like afist—the power. He hadn't
anticipated such power. He could fed the energy
likeablast of hot air on hisface, the hypnotic
compulsion of the drums, the coiling heet and
sensud release of the dance. To be young and
muscled and beautiful and strong, to move, to
move, for the gods and dongside the gods, even as
avessd to the gods. He wanted to, needed to
move, wanted to fal into that energy and feed off
it and be fodder for it. Power.

Power ye shal have, but power of thine own.
Remember thy purpose.

The voice cameto him from somewhere beyond
the drums and he did not question it nor marvel

at it. He was past such things. But it did serveto
recall to him the results he had seen come from
the work of these peopl€e's hands, images like
black-and-white crime scene photographs flashed
in hishead, blood, wounds, ripped flesh. To recall,
too, the anger and frustration, even rage, at their
cool dismissd of him. Yes. Him and them. Two
sdes. It wasimportant to remember that. If he did
not, he could be sure, in any case, that they would
not forget.

Watch GK but do not harm.

He frowned, brushed that thought away, and
sepped into thefirdight.

Heworked hisway around the circle, staying in
the rear, trying to move hisbody inimitation of the
writhing and shuddering of the others. A moment
before he'd wanted only to dance. Now, senses
reasserted, he only felt how poorly hedidit. The
spirit had gone. He cursed great-great-great-
whatever-granddad for breaking the spdll. At least
he could have waited until Gabriel had gottenina
few practice rounds.

But the mood of the place was changing now in
any case. A new beat started, and it was darker,
more difficult; less compelling, more crawling. A
new language tumbled forth. Not French, probably
African, like before, but this one was more gut-
turd. He recognized the names of Loa: Damballah,
Damballah, Damballah Oueddu.

From the trees on the east Side of the clearing
cameagigantic figure. Astheflickering light
flirted with its contours, Gabrid saw that the
figure was that of anaked man, calves and thighs
liketreetrunks, armslike rock hammers, chest
and ssomach like ayoung Charlton Heston on
steroids. The giant's deep black skin contrasted
with the othersin the circle, most of whom had a



lighter, redder cast, and it was painted with
streaks and lines. Around the man'swaist hung a
beaded belt and from that belt hung a beaded
gourd, knife, and pouch, the beads trailing down
into the man's heavy, massive genitdia, darker
black till than the black of hisskin—abull'sor a
gdlion's coloring. But most disturbing wasthe
man's head: pate bald and painted with deep
white lines around the eyes and mouth—a pitiless
death's-head. A ring of feathers surrounded the
man's neck in acollar that only emphasized and
made moreterrifying thefacia visage. More
feathers adorned the bare anklets, wridts, thighs.
He'san eagle. Dr. John.

The sight of the museum keeper shook Gabridl.
Whatever he had sensed beneath the giant's pas-
svecam, it had not been hdf of thisredity. With
his clothes removed and his skin painted, the man
looked like a psychopathic monster, looked quite
capable of ripping off Gabrid's head with hisbare
hands and laughing heartily while doing so. And
no doubt, that was exactly what would happen
should he catch awhiff of Gabrid tonight.

Did | redly leave amessage for this guy? Joke
about his snake?

But Dr. John did not glancein Gabriel'sdirec-
tion. Instead he went to the poteau-mitan and
removed the pouch from his belt. He opened the
pouch and, drawing awhite substance from
within, began tracing linesin thedirt circle

around the poteau-mitan. Gabrid edged forward to
see, but he knew what Dr. John would be drawing
and he was not mistaken. It wasthe veve.

And now the crowd waswhirling, moving

around the circle clockwise, and Gabrid went,
too. Stomping and shaking out their arms, the
men and women dancing on bent knees, apartia
squat position that made Gabrid's muscles
scream. And yet, as wild as the dancers seemed,
Gabriel sensed that it was only apreparation, a
building up of energies—not yet the red ecstasy,
not yet therea mindlessness.

Dr. John finished the veve and stood, unfolding
hislength like some mechanica colossus. From
another man he took a bottle that wastall and
thin, painted white and adorned with symbols.
Now Dr. John was dancing and shaking the gourd
with one hand, the bottle in the other. He began to
move counterclockwiseto the spinning circle,
passing the members and shaking hisgourd a
them. After afew of these "shakes," hewould



take a swig from the bottle and spit the mouthful
a apassing face, goraying it with liquid asfroma
nozzle. Therecipients of thisreacted asthough it
were ademented blessing, convulsing in afew
jerky steps, then flailing out their arms, their faces
tilted unnaturally back and looking heavenward,
glazed grinson their faces. Gabrid quickly edged
to the outer edge of thering. He didn't want any
of what wasin that bottle. Worse, what if he
should be recogni zed!

But hewasin the mask and that was something.
Willy Jr., hot and unmaneuverable, chafing his
shoulderswith its rough edges as he danced, its
long snout making baance a delicate matter, par-
ticularly while trying to squat and tilt backward—
well, thank God for the whole smdly mass of it.
But Dr. John was systematic and the circle
whirled on. The drumbest was intensifying now,
more urgent and darker gtill, black heart of dark-
ness, black soul of the human racein that best.
And Dr. John began to wade through the circlein
search of those who had not yet received the
liquid. Those who had received it, Gabriel saw,
had crossed that edge held sensed. Their eyes
were no longer human, but took on the look of the
speciesthey embodied, or even of something far
older and wiser, something not of thisplane, Loa,
perhaps. Their movementslost the minute quality
of human control they had hitherto had, now
gpasming or leaping or prowling or cailingin
way's no human flesh should be able to do.
Gabriel barely avoided Dr. John on one of the
man'sforays, turning hisback tothegiantina
faked dance move. But as he danced on, ill
moving backward, he saw Dr. John staring after
him, aflicker of somethingin hiseyes. Not yet,
who? Dr. John himsdf was abit too far gonefor
instantaneous response, the giant's red-ringed
eyes making that clear, theliquid, apparently,
Seeping itsway into his bloodsiream through the
flesh of hischeeks. But it was something very
close to who?—something that would shortly
become who? glazed eyes or not.

| haveto get out of here. NOW.

This cameto him, not from some dead ancestor,
but from hisown indinctua survivor'smind. The
bodies flashing around him were not sane any-
more. It was amere matter of minutes before the
gate-crasher would be found and what would
these other possessed dancers do to him then?
Animals, they becomeanimas.



He began to edge away from the dancers. Dr.
Johnwas gtill acrossthecircle, fill spraying.
Gabrid fdl back from the pace, till moving but
dancing in place now, waiting for amoment when
no one was looking, waiting for his chanceto
Sdestep away from the circle and into the woods
beyond. He saw a gap in dancers approaching
him around the circle and was set to legp out
when it reached him, was poised to go, when she
appeared—the woman in the leopard-skin mask.
She camein from the east, theway Dr. John

had. She came dancing, regd and magnificent,
with ahuge snake draped across her shoulders
and down her arms. The snake held its head
upright near her left wrigt, eyes staring out
blackly, tongueflickering, tall trailing down like
another kind of boa, from her right forearm.

The one from the museum.

He couldn't be sure at thisdistance, in thislight,
but hewas, dl the same. His gaze went beyond
the snake, for it was the snake's mistress that truly
fascinated him. The mask sheworewaslike a
hood fashioned from leopard skin. It had large
circular holes, as heavily stitched assurgical
wounds, through which large, dark eyesflashed.
Two small leopard-skin ears on top of the hood
enhanced theilluson. Not awoman, not a
leopard, but something in between.

Her body was bare except for abit of leopard
skin belted at her wais. It hung asymmetricaly
across her hip, covering her most vulnerable parts
but barely, dark shadowsflickering teasingly as
she shuddered and stomped, knees bent, shoul-
ders and back curved dramatically backward over
her buttocks. Her skin was of the redder cast,
painted with black and gold in panels and spots.
Her breasts wereripe and full, her nippleswere
gilded.

When she reached the poteau-mitan, aman with a
basket appeared. From the basket she withdrew a
roodter, holding it by itsfeet, itswings aflutter. A
second rooster followed. The man tossed away the
empty basket and removed the heavy snake from
her shoulders, holding it for her likeaprized
schnauzer, while the leopard woman whirled,
tossing her body around in acircle asif thewind
would catch her fdl, bare feet churning in the
grass, pinning the birds doft by their feet, pin-
ning them like Chinese noisemakers, around and
around until their fluttering wings drooped and
then stopped.



Her whirling ended abruptly with afind

crossing of the birds over her head. She kndlt at
the edge of the veve and laid the birds down on
the pattern. Then she removed a ku-bha-sah knife
from her belt and dit their throats, blood

spilling out while the birds barely jerked, hyp-
notized by the spin. A bit of the blood was
alowed to drizzle on the white pattern lines,

then a second man caught the rest of the blood

in awooden bowl.

Gabrid had forgotten to leave, hypnotized by

this spectacle, mesmerized much like those two
cocks. He'd forgotten, even, to move. He stood
like anice sculpture in the flickering shadows

at the edges of the circleslight. A larger shadow
engulfed him, cutting off hisline of sght to

the mamaloa. This broke the spell and Gabriel
looked up.

Dr. John stood before him. The death's-mask's
eyesfixed upon him maniacaly. He drew back his
macabre head . . .

Gabrid prepared himsdf for ablow but what
came asthe head flew forward was not pain, but
the spray. Liquid spewed from the giant's mouth,
gpattering Gabrid's mask, aimed accurately
through the eye holes and gaping croc mouth.
Gabrid's own face and eyes were soaked with the
stuff. It penetrated his nose, hismouth. It smelled
antiseptic, medicind—tasted like nothing, like
evgporated a cohol, yet with acloying, gadike
burn. He sputtered, coughed, pulled back,
choking.

Dr. John moved on.

Get out, someone said, or so he thought. But he
was having a hard time hearing. His earsrang, the
drums echoing like cymba s—too many clashed
too often. He was choking, hislungs and esoph-
agusfilled with liquid fire. Hisskin brokeout ina
clammy sweat. Darkness threatened the edges of
hisvison. Hewas going to faint, redly, if he

didn't get out of thisgoddamn .. .

Get. Out. He heard it clearly thistime, but it
struck him as absurd. The drumswere throbbing
in his head likelow voltage leads, the kind they
stuck in the brains of rhesus monkeys and rats.
How could he get out? Wasn't hearat? A ratina
maze? And why would he get out, when acrossthe
circlelay the answersto everything. The knife, the
snakes, the circles, thefire, the screaming leopard,
thetalisman.

Can't bresthe.



He reached up with numbed hands and pulled

the heavy mask from his head, swaying to stay
upright. Hisfeet were no longer attached to his
brain; the grass, the ground, even his own soles,
were no longer accessible as sensory input. The
cool breeze struck his skin—fresh air, not tainted
through the long-dead cdlls of areptile. He
gasped, filling hislungsfor what seemed like
eternity, asif they were bottomlesswellsand he
would soon be lifted off the ground by the sheer
weightlessness of hishillowing lungs.

Free.

The rhythms buoyed him, lifted him, moved

him. He felt the bodies rushing past him as
onewould fed flies buzzing past onesface.

He began to stutter-walk, and the dark forms
whizzed by, barely avoiding collision, for he

was not moving clockwise anymore, nor even
counterclockwise, but inward, toward the woman
in the mask, toward the linesin the dirt, toward
the poteau-mitan.

He had to know.

Was he here? Or was he in his dream now?
Walking, feet planting somewherefar below, even
though he couldn't fed them? The dream was dif-
ferent and yet the same, different inform abit, in
heart the same, but more important was this—he
was aware thistime, he was not forgetful. He knew
about the woman in the mask. Better ill, he could
and waswalking toward her of hisown will, no
longer abound victim watching it al play out. He
could gpproach hisdemon, findly, and look it in
the eyes, and put aface on the dreaded unknown.
The woman was being handed the lead of a

goat now, ablack male goat, its scent penetrating
even Gabrid's dazed mind, mixing with the pecu-
liar copper aftertaste in his mouth, becoming the
amell of hisecstasy. He could fed the smdl smile
on hislips, fed theflesh around his eyes being
stretched by the wide-set gaze he had locked into.
Dream. Dream. It'sal adream.

He watched as she tilted back her leopard head
and spat strange homiliesto the sky. He did not
hear them, they were beneath the drums. Still he
stepped forward. In dow-motion she drew her
curved dagger across the throat of the creature, its
eyesrolling in panic, the red blood oozing out in
rich globs, dowly and thickly, likered honey,
spilling into the bowl the bow! the bowl.

She was stlanding and turning and he wasright
behind her now. She faced him and the eyesin the



mask met his. Locked. They were crazy, likethe
eyes of those who danced. Not human, but
beyond human. Not aleopard, but something
darker and wiser and more bitter than that. They
narrowed on him, the face under the mask curled
asif sameling him, smelling. He reached for the
hood with one lumplike hand.

Those dark eyesflew open with recognition

and disbdlief.

"Witch-hunter!" the voice hissed. It wasthe
voice from hisdream, gutturd, insane, maevo-
lent, mocking.

Hisfingers found the edges of the hood and he
pulled, not feeling or caring if hewas being gentle
or rough, as stumbling as abear cub batting a a
hive. The hood came off. Malid's face appeared
before him. His heart sank like a stone; broken,
numb. | knew it would be you. Knew it had to be, but
still | hoped ...

Andyet ... ashelooked a Malia, Maiawas

not what looked back. It was Malias face and not
her face. It was her physicd form, asfamiliar to
him as his own, yet the eyes were not Malia's and
the curled, mocking lips not his beloved's either.
"I smdl hisblood in your veind" thething hissed.
The voice bore no trace of Mdiasslky timbre—it
was brittle and harsh, like sandpaper on hisears.
For thefirgt time since that liquid had hit hisface,
he began to be afraid. He felt suddenly the chill of
the breeze, the vulnerability of hisunshielded
face, redlized he was not in adream and he was
not welcome here. He could not comprehend
what it was that stood before him, the not-Malia
thing. He had thought if he could see what was
behind the mask, it would dispel the demons.
Instead, it had only made the demon see him.

A laugh likefingernails on glassissued from

the creature's mouth. The dagger came up in both
hands, poising over Malias head.

"I should have ended your bloodline years ago, puny
coward spawn! Traitor gizm! Son of mongreld™
"Mdia" he screamed at the thing, horrified. He
thought the eyesflickered briefly with something
he recognized, something that recognized him,

but the human spark was quickly extinguished.

Y et the arms, thearms paused inthe air asiif
weighted.

And hewas running, ssumbling backward. He
caught aglimpse of afew stunned faces—bodies
hdted avkwardly among the whirling mgority
who danced till. They stared at their priest-



ess and the stranger uncomprehendingly. Even
Dr. John, face and arms dack with disbelief,
acrossthe circle, watched him run with glazed,
dazed eyes.

"Whereisyour treasure now, Witch-hunter? Where
areyour pretty, pretty gems?"

The mocking laughter trailed him as he burst
into the underbrush, crashed through trees and
brambles, and fell, sorawling, down adight
embankment. His head struck something hard
and unyidding, and he had a second to fed
grateful that he was blessedly, blessedly, bless-
edly passing out.

Chapter?

My lastdly laid to waste, | ran toward the light.

| prayed for one to change my path, to give me strength
tofight...

June 24,1993

He surfaced into consciousnessin his own bed.
He could hear the annoying hum of hisbedside
clock and fed the lumps of his mattress. He
vaguely wondered why his head hurt so badly—
maybe it was the flu. He began to turn over
onto his stomach when he became aware that
there was someone else in the room. His eyes
flew open.

"Well. That was abrupt. Do you wayswake
up likethat?' Grace was seated in achair shed
pulled in from the front room. She looked like
sheld spent the night there.

Thenight.

He sat up carefully, remembering in aflood dl
that had happened last night, or most of it,
anyway, and wincing a thethud of blood in his
skull.

"I remember fdling ..." he said blankly.

"Good, because you did. Hit your head, too, but
not hard. | think it was the drug and the shock
that made you pass out.”

Helooked up at her as best he could without
turning his neck.

"Thank you, Dr. Welby," hesaid dryly. "I
assume that means | wasn't taken to a hospital ?*
Gracerolled her eyes. "Don't be such ababy."
"My head iskilling me," he protested.

"It'scdled ahangover. I'mtdling you, you
barely grazed that boulder."

"How do you know?' he sad, irritated. Hewas
searching his head for lumps or blood with hisfin-
gers, but wasn't finding anything but day-old hair
ge and dirt.



"Uh, | saw you?" Grace said pointedly. "How

do you think you got home? Did you think they'd
gpirited you back herejust so you could liveto be
tormented another day?"

He stopped searching his scalp and looked at

her in sheer dishelief. "No way. Y ou werent
there”

"Was"

"Grace, that'simpossble.”

"Apparently not," Grace sad dryly.

"Do you know what | went through to find that
ceremony? What the hell are you saying, are you
one of them?'

"Don't be absurd!" Grace said, very annoyed.
"Because there's no way you could have found

it otherwise" he concluded firmly.

Grace sat up straight and turned the full force

of her blazing eyeson his. "What, you, Great
White Detective, can findit, but |, lowly Femme
At The Desk, cannot?"

Gabriel sank back on his pillow, the argument
raising hisblood pressure and making his skull
throb more painfully. He forced himself to speak
camly.

"I had to decode this drum message, then plant
this device, then leave an encrypted message with
crosses, then wander through the swamp end-
lesdy with . . . well, it wasn't easy, and have a
mask, and atattoo ..."

"Can/ hdpitif you do things the hard way?'
sheinterrupted.

He shut up and glared at her. "Go on."

"Okay, | knew something was up last night.”
Sheleaned forward, her voice tinged with excite-
ment. "Like, duh, with the tattoo. And a crocodile
head? Do you think I'm blind? So | searched your
room last night..."

"Youwhat?'

".. . For which you should be grateful because
otherwise you would have been lying out there
waiting for them to get sober enough to come take
your withered little heart out."

Hedidn't say anything, just gave her alook that
said she wasn't done paying for that sandwich yet.
Sheignoredit.

"And | found Gunter Ritter'sjourna. Read it."
This piqued his curiosity. Now that she had

read it, he'd beinterested to hear what she
thought about the weirdness of it dl, but she
wasnt lingering on the subject.

"l knew what you were up to then, of course. It



wasonly logical. Stupid and rash, but logica from
your point of view. | aso found the tracking
device and knew how you plannedto doit. |
drove over to the bayou and turned on the unit,
drove around the perimeter until the signal was
clearedt. | found your bike first. That didn't take
long. Then | knew for sureit wasthe other signd. |
drove around to get asclose as | could to that
one—went into the bayou from there. They were
only hdf amilein from the main gate on the north
sde? And they had anice, clear tral dl theway to
thecircle. Y ou, on the other hand, must have had a
heck of awalk, judging from where you left your
bike." Therewas atrace of smug satisfactionin
her voice.

Gabriel stared at her blankly. "You didn't ...

see anything? In the swamp?”’

Grace looked perplexed. "'l saw plenty, but not
until 1 got to the circle. Did you see something?'
Gabrid ignored her. "And how, pray tell, did

you know they'd be at the bayou?"

"Y esterday's newspaper? The one you took out

of the shop, like | wouldn't notice? It said in the old
daysthe Voodoos held ceremoniesfor St. John's
Eve at the Bayou St. John, so | took a shot. Asfor
the mask and tattoo and dl of that crap, well, |
went to watch—from the trees. | don't know why
you felt you had to, you know, get up there and
boogie with them.”

Gabrid rolled onto his side, turning hisback to
her. "Fine" he muttered.

"What's your problem?’ Grace said in disbelief.
"Nothin'. Head hurts."

"Look, sweet cheeks, we don't have time for
wounded male ego. Y ou need to figure out what
your next moveis. Y ou know? Because they know
where you live and they know you know who they
are. That's not a hedlthy scenario.”

Gabrid didn't turn back over, but he did fed his
flush tuning down a bit.

"Mdiawasthere," hesaid smply.

"Inabigway."

He pushed himsdf up and sat on the edge of

the bed.

"It wasn't her, though. Somethin'sgoin’ on

with her. It think it's. .. somethin’ about the
Voodoo Lofl."

"Y eah. Right. The woman holds adagger over
your head and you say, 'she'sjust not hersdlf.' "
Grace'stone was bitter. Gabrid didn't say

anything.



Grace Sghed. "Priority one: you need to call
Woalfgang Ritter. Tdl him everything that'sgone
on down here. He knows more about the ramifica-
tions of that journa than you do. Between the two
of you, you might be able to piece together the big
picture

"Good idea," Gabrie saidtiredly.

Wolfgang was more than glad to hear from him.
Gabrid hushed his eager questions and recounted
everything, holding nothing back thistime.

"It's happening again,” Wolfgang saidinan

awed voice.

"| kindagot that impresson mysdif.”

"We've been told severd timesthat there would
be a chance for redemption. My God, | wish you

had told me everything beforel™
"Y eah, well. | was sort of preoccupied yes-
terday."

"Y ou said the woman at the ceremony, the
mamaloa, shewas Mdiabut not Mdia"
"That'swhat it seemed,” Gabridl said, now
doubtful after Grace's remark.

"Y ou mugt trust what seems. That's your ingtinct
talking, your powers."

"Uh-huh."

"It has been exactly three hundred years. Did
you know this?' Wolfgang was getting more
worked up.

"l Spose.”

"Three hundred isa number of high occult
power—three is particularly associated with
redemption, repentance.”

"Kay."

"Gunter Ritter dso thought Tetelo was 'not
hersdlf at theritual he witnessed. Shewas being
ridden by a spirit. What spirit, he never said.”
"Damballah? Ogoun Badagris?' Gabrid suggested.
Wolfgang paused thoughtfully. "1 don't think

s0. They're both mgjor entities. That would be
like someone claiming possession by Bed zebub
himsdf.”

"Oh," Gabrid sad blankly, having no ideawho
the hell Bedzebub was. "Who then?’
"Webdieve Tetelo's rider was the spirit of her
father, working through her to redeem the
damage done by his own crimes. Ancestor wor-
shipisaway of lifeamong animitic faiths™

"Y ou think Maiawas being ridden by Tetelo's
father?'

"No. You werethere. Y ou looked into the
Spirit'seyes. Y ou know who it was."



"l do?'

"Yes. Blank your mind and think of those eyes.

L et the name cometo you."

Gabrid dtared at the receiver kepticaly.
"Unc..." hebegan, "I redly don't. . ."

"Doit!"

Gabrid rolled hiseyes. "All right. Hold on."

He put the receiver down on the desk and
closed hiseyes. At firg dl he could hear washis
own thoughts and doubts. But he located a whiff
of sincere desperation amid the skeptical jumble
and he grabbed it, enlarged it. A calmness
descended, the other currents dying down.
Blank.

When hefdt the cam covering the surface of
hismind likeadtill 1ake, he pulled up theimage of
the mamal oas face, focused on the recognition
he'd seen in those dark eyes.

His blood turned cold with horror. Hisown

eyes opened dowly and he picked up the receiver.
"Tetdo," hesaid.

"Very good! | fdt that, too, just hearing you
describeit.”

"Yegh," Gabriel said shakily. "So what do we
do now?'

"Y ou've found her—Teteo. Do you know how
long we've searched for some trace of her?”'
"Uh, three hundred years?'

"Don't be smart, boy! Itisour missonto
recover thetaisman. Not only isour family
power severdly curtailed without it, but her power
isenhanced by it. It'sdisgraceful—like letting a
crimina stedl your gun.”

His great-unclésvoice grew dire. "Even if you
and | both haveto die, evenif the family ends,
recovering that talisman from her power is every-
thing—it's our duty. Do you understand?’
"Uh...sure” Gabrid said. He wasn't exactly
sure hewaswilling to sign up for that load o
guilt, but thiswasn't thetimeto argue. "So how
dowefind it?Y ou want meto ask Mdia?’

"No! You stay asfar from her as possible! She
has al the power and you, hardly any. Thetd-
isman will be kept in asacred place, somewhere
associated with Tetdo'stribe. In fact, it's probably
buried with her bones—that's what gives her
spirit, her Loa, such power."

"That's pleasant,” Gabrid said dryly, but his
heart ached with sympathy for Malia. Had she
ever had achoice about al of this?

"Tetdlo's bones and the talisman may be buried



in New Orleans or maybe Africa," Wolfgang was
sying.

"Why would they leave her buried in Africa?’
"Because Africaisthe source of thetribe's
power. Certain areas have tremendous power—
it'scaled 'Geomancy.' But you have a point—
they may have moved the bones and the talisman
to New Orleans, especially if something's hap-
pened to their sacred land in Africa. Can you
think of a place they might keep them there?!
Gabrid thought. "I've heard the cartel has some
sort of underground hounfour, but | have no idea
where"

"Hmmm. Usudly they don't bury their dead at
ahounfour.”

"A cemetery?'

"Yes. But only if it were aparticularly sacred
location to the tribe. Do you have an idea?”
"Maybe. What about the Africaangle?’
Wolfgang sighed. "We've been working on that
onefor along time, too. The only trace of Tetelo
after Gunter's journa was arecord of a ship that
was solen in Charleston that night. The name of
the ship was . Catharine's Wake. We found
records of a ship of the same name and descrip-
tion being found abandoned near St. Dominique
months later, but we weren't ableto trace Tetelo
past that point, or find out anything about her
before Gunter knew her. We know nothing of her
tribe, or whereitslocation in Africamight have
"Benin. People's Republic of Benin."

"What!"

Gabrid filled Wolfgang in on Hartridges veve
research and the notes from his desk blotter that
sad"AgrisBenin." His great-uncle was more than
enthusadtic.

"l cannot believe this! Y ou know, we never had
acopy of that veve\ Who would have thought that
would bethe key!"

"Unc?It'sokay,” Gabrid said, worried about

his great-uncl€e's heart.

"No, but | must go! | must search thelibrary!
Weve collected many volumes on Africa, if |
could pin down the location of thetribe...!"

"So what, you want meto cal you back once
I've checked out my thing and you've checked out
your thing?' Gabrid suggested.

"Yes..." Therewas something doubtful in
Wolfgang'svoice, but hedidn't give Gabrid a
chanceto pursueit. "Listen to me. The castle,



Schloss Ritter, it will beyourswhen | die. Y ou will
be Schattenjager. Do you understand?

"Well, you know, well see ..." Gabriel said
doubtfully.

"Y ou must come hereto sudy and learn.”

"From you, you mean?'

There was a pause on the other end of theline.

"l hope so. But if nat, the library will giveyou
what you need.”

"Unc? What'reyou ..."

"l must go. Bevery careful there. Don't try to
look into the tdlisman if it fedstoo dangerous.”
"Butyousad. ..

"Wait, at least, for meto get back to you. That's
agood boy."

The receiver went dead in Gabrid's hands and

he put it down, perplexed. The old guy was going
to be less help than he'd hoped. Wolfgang was
clearly afew cellos short of a concerto.

Gabrid picked up afew toolsfrom his studio—
abeefy screwdriver, asmal pick, and aflashlight.
His episode in the bayou had taught him some-
thing. He exited to the shop and gratefully took
the coffee and aspirin Grace offered, then man-
aged to dip out with rdlatively little resstance. It
didn't occur to him until he was standing on the
street that Grace's inquiries had been halfhearted
at best, and that she'd been sitting at the desk
with the other phone extension right next to her
throughout the long-distance call.

He was about to go back into the shop and
accuse Grace of spying when heredlized that his
bike was sitting, newly washed, at the curb. He
was, furthermore, wearing hisjacket—jpicked up
asusual from the St. George coatrack—whereas
by dl rightsit should be lying on the ground
somewhere, lost and moldy.

Damn, she was good. Gabriel sghed and
mounted the bike, retrieved the keys from hisjacket
pocket where he usudly kept them, and started the
engine. He headed for St. Louis Cemetery #1.
The sun was schizophrenic today, coming in

and out of thelow-hanging cloud cover asif
unable to make up its mind whether to show itsdlf
or not. The shadows at the cemetery thus length-
ened and shortened, lengthened and shortened, in
pulsesthat looked alittle like time-lapse photog-
raphy. Gabriel might have taken thisasasign that
things were speeding up—had he bothered to
notice. But he had things other than shadows on
his mind as he made hisway through the graves



to the Gedde monument. He reached the tomb
and paused, checking for sgnsof life. Therewas
nothing.

To the left of the tomb's marble doorswas a
smdll covered box that had akey lock oniit. It
must, Gabrid thought, cover the switch that
opened the doors. He was about to get out the
pick and screwdriver and attempt hisfirst break-
in when he found, much to his amazement, that
the box was not locked. He had checked it idly by
attempting to flick down the cover and, lo and
behold, down the cover had gone. Thelid swayed
on loosened hinges, hitting the marblewal with a
dull little thwack.

Puzzled, Gabrid examined the lid and saw that
the lock mechanism had been jimmied, thelid
broken. The hinges had been damaged in the
process. Any ideas he might have had about this
development were interrupted by amuffled tin-
kling sound.

Huh? Gabrid looked around nervoudly, but he
didn't see anyone. He was sarting to fed more
than awee bit anxious. He was ill raw from his
experiencein the bayou last night—those ...
things—and the cemetery was not exactly acom-
forting spot, daylight or no. Feding paranoid, he
decided—rather illogically—that it would be safer
insde the tomb than out. At least held be less
exposed. He pushed the red button and the tomb
doors did open.

Onceingde, the doors shut automatically

behind him, leaving him in impenetrable dark-
ness. Panic welled up ingtinctively, and he fought
to cam himsdf, searching thewadll to hisright for
aswitch. Thiswas arting to fed way too much
likethe day of hisatack at the museum.

She has dl the power and you, hardly any.
Hefound the switch held anticipated would be
there and flicked it up. No light came. Uttering a
low groan, he pulled the flashlight from his coat
pocket and turned it on.

The beam illuminated dark gray marblein

every direction. He whipped the light around the
room, heart pounding. But dl four marblewalls
reflected back a him blankly in the beam'sglare.
Hewasalone.

He wiped the sweat from his upper lip, focused
on dowing down hisheart. It was an empty
tomb, that was all, and no one knew he was here.
Stll, it would be agood ideato check the place
out quickly and leave. Maiamight decideto visit



her mother at any moment.

Mdia

He stopped that train of thought as one would
turn off afaucet. Therewasn't timeto step into
that morass of want. Instead, he turned his atten-
tion to the back wall of the tomb. Mounted into
the marble surround were a series of drawers,
each bearing a plague. He swung the beam
around the other wallsto confirm that there was
no other place in the tomb that could conced any-
thing. Sheer, seamless marble stared back. There
was not. If the talisman was here, it would haveto
bein one of those drawers.

He stepped forward to examine the drawers

and heard something crunch beneath his boots.
He swung the flashlight down. It was broken
glass. Aiming the beam upward, he saw the
remains of abroken bulb in asocket over his
head. At least that explained why thelight switch
didn't work.

Thiswas somehow comforting, thet it wasn't
magic, it wasonly alightbulb. He stepped

toward the drawers again with afirmer tread.

The drawers had marble facings and centered
brass plagues. He read the names as they flicked
through hisflashlight's beam: Helene Gedde,
Rosamund Gedde, Kisila Gedde, Cecelie Gedde,
Ariane Gedde, Jacklyn Gedde, Z€elliaGedde, Celeste
Gedde. Not exactly adeluge of married surnames,
and where were the men? Husbands? Sons?
None of them sounded like an acronym for
Tetdo, ather.

The drawer in the center of thewal did not

have aname on the plague. Instead it had acircle
onit, two circlesin fact, oneinsde the other. It
was a styled representation of the veve.

Gabrid's eyes narrowed. Okay. If I'm going to
find anything here, it'll beinthat drawer. Right, Unc?
He moved the flashlight to hisleft hand and
reached for the drawer's handle. The thought of
being moments away from seeing Tetelo's bones
was not particularly pleasant. Wouldn't they have
power or something? Would they get up and
move? Probably won't open. They probably sedl these
things..

The drawer moved dightly under thetug of his
hand.

He rucked the flashlight between hislegs and
grasped the drawer's handle with both hands,
paused reluctantly.

Don't think about it, just do it.



He blanked his mind and pulled on the drawer
hard. It did out smoothly on sllent, oiled gliders.
He couldn't see much of anything at fird, just a
vague impression of something in the drawer. He
moved the flashlight back to hisright hand and
took a cautious step to the side, raised the beam
to illuminate the drawer'sinterior.

The bones of Tetelo were not in the drawer.
What wasin the drawer was the body of Detective
Mosdy. It waslaid out, ill inthat Peter Sdlers
black trench coat, face clam and pale, eyes shut
forever.

Gabriel choked out a scream, stepped back
badly on hisright ankle.

The flashlight escaped his grip and crashed to
thefloor, rolled, light svinging wildly on the
lower wdlls.

Jesus Chrigt! They got Mosdly!

What had he been playing at? What the fuck did
he think he was doing? And why? For the sake of
his stupid goddamn stubbornness, for some
supid family he didn't even know, hisbest friend
had logt hislife. He thought he was snesking in
hereto look for her bones? How easily she had
matched him—saw his bet and raised the ante.
Jesus, Mose. | am heartily sorry.

Thisthought, like alast confesson, wasthe

final act of his conscious mind before the blow
came, striking the back of his skull with adull
thunk, and sending him, crumpling and uncon-
scious, to the cold, hard floor.

When he opened hiseyesit wasto excruciating
light, hitting his pupilsfull on and nearly blinding
him. He groaned, winced, and turned aside,
rolling onto his back. He screamed out loud at the
pain that resulted when the back of his skull con-
nected with the marble floor.

"Damnit!"

Hewas, heredized, lying on the floor of the
tomb. The light that had been in hiseyeswasthe
beam of the flashlight, now glaring down on his
right shoulder. His heart began to pound wildly,
asif on command. He crawled over to the flash-
light, grabbed it, and swung it around the room,
but the tomb was, once again, empty. The only
sign of disturbance wasthe drawer he had
opened, dill pulled out from thewall, and the
glasson thefloor, afew divers of which were now
embedded in hisright pam and probably—
though it didn't bear thinking—in hisleether
jacket aswell.



What the hell hit me, then? He moved the beam to
the calling but didn't see anything hanging down,
didn't seeanything at all.

Hefdt his skull, which was screaming bloody
murder. The lumps and blood he had missed this
morning werethere now al right—therewasa
knot on the back top of his skull thesize of a
quarter, and the skin had been cut open afew cen-
timeters. He got to hisfeet unsteadily, eager to get
out of this macabre fun house. He went to push
the drawer, which was till rolled out, shut.
Mosdly's body was gone. Gabrid stared,
stunned, at the empty drawer. Had he imagined
it? Or had someone struck him down and then
removed Mosely'sbody? If so, why? He felt like
one of those doomed housawives whose hus-
bands were awaystrying to drive them insanein
noir fiftiesfilms

He touched the drawer's metal interior asif
expecting to fed Mosaly's body even if he couldn't
seeit, but there wastruly nothing there. The metal
was cool to the touch. Toward the back of the
drawer he did fed something, something leather.
A pouch? The talisman in a pouch?

But it wasonly awallet, aman'swallet. He
opened it and saw Mosdly's driver'slicense. HZ's
body had been here, then. Unnerved, Gabridl pock-
eted the wallet and exited the tomb.

He drove straight back to the shop, hismind
churning. The talisman wasn't in the Gedde tomb,
and he had absolutely no fucking cluewhere else
it might bein New Orleans. Wolfgang had men-
tioned Africa. If hewas going there, so was
Gabrid. Infact, getting out of town seemed pretty
much the only solution. The truth was—and he
acknowledged it only as he entered the shop and
Grace glanced up, struggling not to look con-
cerned—that he didn't want anyone elseto die.
Not Gran and certainly not Grace. Hisphysica
absence was the best possible safeguard he could
think of againg that.

"What.. . um . . . anything new?" she asked.

"Did Wolfgang cdl?"

"No."

"Would you cal Gran and make sure she'sdll
right?’

"What happened?' Grace now sounded

darmed.

"Just call her, please? I'm gonnatake a shower."
He washed hiswound adong with the rest of
himsdlf and managed to syle hishair despite the



bird's egg, touching antiseptic to the wound cau-
tioudly. It was probably aconcussion, or so he
mused, but he didn't have timeto messwith a
doctor now.

He came out of the bathroom and listened for
sounds of Grace on the phone, heard nothing. He
picked up the receiver in hisstudio and diadled
Wolfgang's number. The woman on the other end
of the phonetold him, in avoice that sounded
very tight, that Wolfgang had left on ajourney
and would not be back for sometime.

He put the receiver down angrily and went into
an anxious pacing.

Damnit! Wolfgang had goneto Africawithout
him! And Gabrid had no ideawherel He must
have found something in hislibrary. Gabridl
thought of calling the woman back, but probably
shewasjust the housekeeper or something.
Thecagtlewill beyourswhen | die. Thelibrary will
giveyou what you need ...

Gabriel paused, frowning in worried thought,

then pulled Mosdly'swallet from his pocket. He
opened it and thumbed through the contents. Ten
bucksin cash, some stained receipts, acondom
from the seventies, ATM records, VISA card.
Mosdly wouldn't have anything on that card,
Gabrid reasoned. All you had to do waslook at
the guy to know he never bought anything new.
Feding amild wave of guilt and offeringup a
Slent apology to his dead friend, Gabriel went to
the phone and caled the travel agent.

Fifteen hourslater, Gabrie Knight wasdriving
arenta through agatein the protective wals of
Rittersberg. The town was barely adot on the
southern Bavariamap, asif reluctant to be known,
and the fortresdike layout of the village encour-
aged that notion. Narrow, cobble-stoned streets
and huddled, haf-timbered buildingslent the
town an air so quaint it bordered on preciousness.
Just past the main square he got hisfirst view of
SchlossRitter.

From the road the castle was impressive, even
intimidating—gray rock forming alarge square
citaddl, and towers with narrow windows that
looked down protectively on the village below.
But by thetime Gabriel was standing on the
castle's doorstep, the picture it painted had begun
to quiteliterally show its cracks. The masonry of
the castle was in deplorable condition—wide
seams gaped between rocks in places, probably
due to some catastrophic settling of the founda-



tion that had never been repaired. The stones
were mossy with age and worn with weathering
30 severeit hinged on ruinous. Perhapsit wasthis
decay or perhapsit was something less tangible,
but it was apparent that the family curselieas
heavily upon this place as the moss that coated
the stones. No wonder Wolfgang was so anxious
to reversethetide.

The woman from the phone answered the castle
door. Gabrid could see by her face that he had
good cause to be worried about Wolfgang. She
was younger than held expected, mid-thirties per-
haps, and very pretty, blond-haired and straight-
featured. There was areserve about her that
seemed to befit the guardian of such an ancient
edifice. Nevertheless, he could easily see distress
in the paleness of her skin and the redness of

her eyes.

"My name's Gabriel Knight?I'm related to
Wolfgang?' He smiled at her sincerdly.

"Yes, Herr Knight. My nameis Gerde. Please
comeinsde." Shewas obvioudy surprised to

see him, but she accepted his presence with a
heavily laden resgnation.

He surveyed the large stone hdl Gerde led

him through and found that the interior of the
castle wasn't much better off than the exterior.
Bareness was the theme, and it was not one that
worked. A few plain pieces of furniture stood
aonein theenormous hall. Thefloor was

devoid of rugs and only afew old weapons
broke the expansive emptiness of thewalls. The
masonry was in no better condition here either,
though attempts had been made to keep the
moss at bay.

"Y ou may gay in Wolfgang's bedroom.” Gerde
led him to awide stone Staircase.

"No, redly. I'd hate to take hisroom," Gabriel
protested as they climbed.

"There are only two bedroomsin the castle
which are livable, Herr Knight. The other one
ismine

Wolfgang's bedroom was the closest thing to
"cozy" he had yet seeninthe cadtle. It had alarge
fireplace and a domed Gothic window on the
exterior wall. A good-sized bed was festooned
with old, but freshly laundered linens. A smal
dressing table completed the furnishings. The
most interesting feature of the room wasadoor in
therear. It had alarge stone lintel mounted by a
lion's head and a carved phrase in German. The



door itself was old and massive. An ornate key-
hole topped the iron latch.

"Y ou should be comfortable here. There's
plenty of wood for afire. Y ou may start one your-
sf, if youwish, but | normdly lay afireinthis
room in the early evening. Y ou'll need the
warmth. The castleisvery drafty.”

"That's nice. Thank you."

"I'll be downdtairsif you need anything." She
gtarted to turn from the room and he stopped
her, perplexed.

"Wait aminute. | wanted to talk to you about
Wolfgang."

Sheturned back to him obediently. "Y es?"
"Hedidn't tell you where he was going?"

"No."

"Have you heard from him?"

Shesghed lightly. "No, | have not.”

"Do you expect to?"

Her face remained cam but he detected anxiety
nonetheless. "l hope so, but | cannot say for sure.
He used to report in on such trips, but he has not
been on acasefor quite afew years."

Theword "case" sounded odd in conjunction
with Wolfgang.

"How old ishe?' Gabrid asked.

"Seventy-two." Gerde looked past Gabrid, asif
she were speaking to someone else. "Oh, heis il
very strong in the mind, but in the past few years
his body has begunto ... to dow down. Schloss
Ritter is not so good aplace for thejoints... or
thelungs”

Shelooked back at him piercingly.

"Ishesick?' Gabrid said, concerned.

"Heisnot ayoung man,” shesad firmly.

"What about the library? Wolfgang mentioned
alibrary?'

Gerde's eyesflickered momentarily toward the
door behind Gabrid'sback. "Theonly library in
the castleisthe Schattenjager library,” she said
with some hesitation.

"Right," Gabrid said, dready eager to seethe
old volumes he anticipated such aplace to have.
"Whereisit?Isthat it, there?' He pointed to the
door at the rear of the room. Gerde flushed.
"Yes, but it isthe Schattenjager library, Herr
Knight."

He consdered her quizzicdly. "Aml ...

missin' something here?'

"It isforbidden for anyoneto enter the library
except for the Schattenjager.”



"How come?' he said, annoyed.

"It issowritten," shereplied with asigh, asif

he were a persstent child. She nodded toward the
lintel. "The door. It says. 'Only the purest here
may pass. He whose heart is pure as glass. He
whose soul is pure asfire, through this portal
passes higher.' "

"That's quaint, but you know ... on the phone?
Wolfgang told methis castlewould be ..."
Something in her face stopped him. Hetried
agan.

"I mean, | guessI'mhislagt livin' rdaive? And
he mentioned that he'd like meto ... to become a
Schattenjager. Now, I'm not sayin' | will, but. . ."
"Herr Knight," Gerde interrupted. "Wolfgang
informed me himsdf that he hoped you would
joininthefamily traditions, but he must take

you through the training himsdlf, and heis not
here. Until he does, you are not Schattenjager.
Wolfgang is il the Schettenjager.”

Her eyeshad aquiet little blaze going oniin

them now. He had, he redlized, stepped on some
toes quite unaware.

"Of course heis. Thank you. Thank you very
He smiled at Gerde gamely and was rewarded
by aquick little nod of her head before she
exited. She closed the door behind her and
Gabriel was|eft to stand there, alonein the
room with nothing but the bag Grace had hasti-
ly packed for him. He fdt his momentum,

which had seemed to be spinning wildly out

of control in the past few days, roll decidedly

to astop.

Wéll, hewas here, Wolfgang was not, and the
library was off-limits. Now what?

He paced the bedroom for gpproximately

five minutes before being drawn, inescapably,

to the lion-headed door. Feding guilty, he

tried the handle. The door was locked. Sighing,
he gave up and went to the window, opening

it to atremendous view of the Alps—their
farthest peaks adorned with caps of snow, even
in June. Just outside the window a stone gar-
goyle held abasin that till contained water

from the last rain. For birds, he supposed,
though they'd have to be birds that liked butt-
ugly gargoyles

The dressing table was where he hoped to find
some clue about Wolfgang, but there were no |et-
tersor records in the drawers. Those sorts of



things, Gabriel suppositioned bitterly, were no
doubt in the library. What was reveding wasthe
expensve grooming set on the tabletop. There
were only afew pieces, but they were modern and
expensve. Therewasapair of hair-clipping scis-
sors and arazor, neither of which Gabrid saw
himsdlf needing anytime soon, aswell asamen's
hairbrush, camd's hair shaving brush, and a
mirror. Theimplements were perfectly arranged
onafresh daily.

The set had been a gift, Gabriel reasoned. A
man with a castle this pointedly barren would
hardly buy such luxuriesfor himsdlf. But who
would have given Wolfgang such an intimate gift,
and why had the items been left behind? Did
Wolfgang leave the items here because he knew
held never return?

Gabrid rgected such morbid imaginingswith
some unessiness. He turned to thelast item on
the dresser top, afloral-painted ceramic pitcher
and basin. It dawned on him with some dismay
that they probably represented the "shower” in
this antiquated fortress. Even worse, they were
no doubt the entire bathroom.

He descended to the main hal on quiet feet,
feding the dimness come over him like ashroud.
Where Wolfgang's bedroom had let in the light, the
main hal devoured it. Gerde sat on athreadbare
love seat, already engaged in trimming potatoes,
presumably for the evening med. Gabrid watched
her for amoment, wondering that she didn't dice
off athumb in the poor light.

Shelooked up at him and gave him asmall

amile. A sgn, he gathered, that she did not
harbor resentment at his blundering. He smiled
back, then wandered around the hdl, examining
the weapons on the walls. Broad swords,
shields, daggers, even acrosshow, were dis-
played, many of them quite old. Gabrid won-
dered that they had survived the apparent
sacking to pay the property taxes. They must be
the wegponry of the Schattenjagers. Thiswas not
acomforting thought.

There were severd doors leading off the main
hal, al of which hefound locked or boarded up,
savethelagt. This opened readily enough and he
walked through it, expecting akitchen or dining
room and found, instead, something he never
could have anticipated.

He had discovered asmall chapd. Herethe
gloom and the grayness were absent, replaced by



colored light that streamed in, in prismlike
beams, through an enormous stained-glass
window. Reds and purples, blues and greens,
slversand golds, fdl into the room done and
comingled, creating atangible presence, like
walking on and in and through the end of a
rainbow. Five polished wooden pews faced the
window on each side of the red-carpeted center
ade, and in the very front was alarge wooden
altar. The bareness of the castle, too, was ban-
ished here. Fresh flowers, roses and lilies,
bloomed in marble pots on the altar and down
the ades, huesawash in the colored light. A red
velvet cloth adorned the dtar, and an ornate
prayer book served asits centerpiece. Even the
sdewalswere not |eft bare. Three large tapes-
tries hung on each side, each showing cryptic
symbolsthat Gabrid didn't recognize. But it was
not the tapestriesthat drew hisinterest at the
moment, it was the stained-glass window it-

sdf. Specificdly, it wastheimage that filled

the window. It wasthat of St. George fighting the
dragon.

St. George. Like the bookshop.

The warrior's armor was from the age of
chivary, glinting slver and black in ahundred
tiny shapes. His back wasto the viewer asif to
archetype the fighter, but the set of his spine, the
firmly spread stance of hislegs, and theright-
eoudy wielded might of hisupraised sword gave
the full measure of the man ingde the suit. His
crystal blade was dight with sacred wrath. The
dragon, three times the size of the human before
it, was bent subtly back in surprise, even amuse-
ment, but the beast was quite obvioudy not
adarmed. The scaes of its skin were made with
jewdlike glassfragmentsin greens and bluesand
purples. Trails of smoke and flames danced
around its snout, and its eyes glared down with
redly blazing evil wisdom.

Feding alittle cowed himsdlf, Gabrid ap-
proached the altar, the sacredness of the space
around him asthick as a desthbed hush. He
opened the prayer book carefully. Thefirst five
pages were covered with handwritten names and
dates; the first entry dated 1210! He paged
through the names of Ritters carefully, conscious
of how old the book was. He saw Gunter's name,
among the others, and, at the very end of the
written ligt, Wolfgang's.

The responshility, the sheer time of it, over-



whelmed him. Did Wolfgang redly think he,
Gabrid, could do this? Some part of hisbraintried
to lighten theload. Look at it thisway, you can't do
any worse than Gunter did. But that thought was
unfair and hefdt immediatdy guilty for having
voiced it, evenin hisown mind.

He continued to turn pages. Beyond theligt of
names and the blank page that followed was an
ornately lettered poem, centered and illuminated
with symbols. To hissurprise, it wasin English,
though very old English. Heread it hdtingly,
struggling to update the language.

. George, patron of the light,

who hunts the shadows of the night,

upon my blood | cal thee now,

purify me, for | avow

to set my feet upon thy road;

thy sword | take up for mine own.

Helooked back up at the stained-glass window.
St. George. He's the patron of the Schattenjagers.
A chill went through him at thisthought. He
closed the prayer book carefully and backed out
of the swimmingly lit chapdl, backed out into the
main hall where Gerde waswetching him. She
went back quickly to pedling her potatoes.
"Gerde?'

"Yes, Herr Knight?!

"That chapdl... St. George?”

"Heisthe patron saint of the Schattenjagers,”
shesad camly.

"Uh-huh." Gabriel swallowed, hard.

Shelooked up at him with some curiosity. "Itis
alovey chapd, isit not?"

Hewasat alossfor words. "Uh ... am ...

"Yes" shesad, amiling. "Wolfgang loved

to spend timein there. It isagood place for medi-
tation. Sometimes, in such places, answers come.”
"What about those tapestries?’

"The chapd panels? They represent the

gepsof initiation. Schattenjiiger initiation. So
wastold."

"Initiation? Isthere aceremony or somethin'?'
"Oh, yed! Itisan important time. It is not

often that the mantle of Schattenjiiger changes
hands."

"Have you beento one? Aninitiation?'

She blushed. "No. The last was Wolfgang'sand
that waslong before my time. | believethey

are private, in any case. Only the old Schatten-
jéger and the new." She paused and a pleasant



smile crossed her lips. "Except for God, of
course.”

"Oh"

She gave him asympathetic look. "1 am sorry
about thelibrary."

"It'sdl right," hesad.

"I mysdf have never beeninsdethelibrary.

Not evento clean.”

"l underdand. Redlly.”

She gave him an encouraging smile and went
back to work.

Fedling as directionless as ever, Gabriel wan-
dered around the castle some more, but he didn't
find anything new the second time around. In
desperation, he stepped outside the front door
and took in the sunlight, already chilled by the
castle's unique refrigeration ability. He looked
down at the town below, tempted to go for a
walk, but hewasfinding it impossibleto relax.
Something had to be done! It itched at hisbrain as
if there were agiant chicken pox on his cerebra
cortex, but hed be damned if he knew how to
scrachit!

Wolfgang loved to spend timein there. It isagood
place for meditation. Sometimes, in such places,
answers come.

Why had Gerde said that? In such places
answers corne Was she speaking generically or
was shetrying to tell him something? He pulled
open the castle door and went back inside,
dipped into the chapd . Feding alittle foolish

and out of place—hed never been much of
achurch-going guy—hetook a seat in one of

the pews. He chose a spot on the right where the
glver light fel, preferring it to the dragon colors
of red and green. He did down in the bench,
finding the wood pleasantly molded from cen-
turies of use, and propped his knees up on the
benchinfront of him, let hishead lean back,
closed hiseyes.

St. George, he mused. Curiouser and curiouser.
Hismind lulled into astate not unlike the soft
colored light around him. From where he was Sit-
ting, the silver glasslet in enough of the sun that
he could fed it warming hisface. It felt won-
derful, luxurious, and it enticed him into alight
drowse. He went nowhere for afew moments,
drifting into alight deep, and when he surfaced,

it wasto the sensation of the warm light on his
face. He had avague, dreamy sensethat hewasin
the passenger seat of acar, with the sun coming in



the window, drowsing while somebody else
drove.

Heknew, of course, that hewasnotina

car. Hewasin apew in the St. George chapdl.
But theimagery was so tangible and so sweetly
comfortable that he stayed with it, enjoying

the sensation. It must be the energy of the
chapd, he mused, even as he fully explored

the very red sensation of |eather beneath his
flatly splayed hands, the cool surface of the
glasswindow againg hisright cheek. The

chapel fdt like an engine, fdt like something
aive and moving, but safe and smooth, hum-
ming benegth the pew. The tangible realness of
the car imagery intensified as he explored it. He
could open hiseyes, in hismind only, and liter-
aly seethe Alps passing outside the window,

the green trees asthey sailed padt, leaveswhis-
pering in thewind.

I'm sureit helpsthat | just saw that same view, on
my way here, hiscritical mind reasoned. But this
did not dampen the wonderment of it, the unique-
ness of thislucid dream Sate.

It dowly occurred to him to wonder who was
driving the car.

Thiswas not afearful thought. The driver, he
aready knew, was someone safe, someone good.
In fact, he knew it would be someone quite won-
derful. Anticipating now, and hoping he could
maintain theilluson long enough to get his
answer, Gabrid rotated his head dowly to the left
on the passenger seet's headrest. He waited until
he was sure he must be facing the driver, then

he opened hismind's eye and looked at the
driver's seqt.

Heniz Ritter drove the car. Hewasdressed ina
casud white cotton knit polo shirt and loose khaki
pants. A straw Panamawas perched on his head
and Indian-grass|oafers were on hisfeet. He
turned to look at Gabridl, abroad smileon his
face. He nodded his head in greeting.

"Hello, boy."

"Hey, Granddad."

Gabriel fet tearswell upin hiseyes. A large
drop did down his cheek and he fought to keep
from blubbering like a baby.

"No need for that, son. Not at all, not &t all.”

But the voice was reassuring, loving, and not
without atrace of tears of itsown.

"Sorry | left you, son. | fed red bad about that."
"It'sdl right, Granddad."



"And your papa, too. He would have come himself,
but he didn't know much about what you need now.
That'smy fault aswel.”

Therewas genuine regret in the old man'svoice
and Gabriel fdt badly for him.

"l don't blame you for wantin' out, Granddad.”

"Y ou should. | waswrong, Gabrid. 1 never did
escapeit, and | missed this place terribly the rest of my
life. Y ou know, | used to Sit right there? Right where
you st now?"

"Youdid?'

"Y es, but enough of that. | have something to tell
you, and we don't have much time. Y ou must go ahead
with theinitiation. It'stime.”

"But | haveto wait for Wolfgang!"

His grandfather frowned. "Theresno usein that,
son. Nouseat dl.”

"But | don't know what to do!"

"You canfigureit out. Y ou have brains, boy, and
the sght. What matters most isthe intent. Wolf-
gang's going to need you. He's going to need you
soon.”

"Why?What's goin' on? Do you know where
heis?'

"Follow the path," hisgrandfather said. He

turned to look at Gabrid. His eyeswere like black
holes. "Do what | didn't do. Follow the path. | love
you, Gabrid."

Abruptly, Gabrid's eyes were open and he was

in the chapd, looking left, toward the tapestries

on thewadll. For amoment, he wanted only to get
back to that car, to say good-bye. He shut his eyes
rightly. Hetried to will himsdf there. But it was
gone. Irretrievably gone. He wiped hiseyesand
sent the thought out anyway.

"Loveyou, too, Granddad."

Then he sat up, took a deep breath, |ooked

around to make sure Gerde had not witnessed his
degp—or hisembarrassng emotiondity—and
prepared to do what he had to do.

Gabrid studied the pandlsin the chapd, as

Gerde called them. From the rear to the front, left
to right, theimagery wasdrawn in plain, smple
srokes, dmogt like Egyptian hieroglyphs. The

first showed a pair of hands and three blue drops.
The second showed alock of yellow hair and the
edge of ablade. The third showed a golden

chdice sitting on blue waves. The fourth showed
the golden chdice again, only thistimeon aplain
background, with three red drops aboveit. The
fifth showed akneding knight. The sixth showed



alarge book, like the prayer book.

Gabrid's eyeswent from pand to pand, once,
twice, three times. Then he took another deep
breath, fingered his bangs, turned on hished, and
|eft the room.

Gerdelooked at him curioudy as he strode into
the main hal and ran purposefully up the dairs.
He entered Wolfgang's bedroom and looked
around, anxious now. He grabbed the scissors
from the dresser top and, after amoment's
thought, the basin. God only knew where held
find agolden chdicein these parts.

He ran back down the gairs, through the main
hall, and into the chapel. He put the scissors and
the basin on the altar and looked back up at the
pands, thinking.

Gerde was garting to look definitely puzzled
when he emerged once again into the main hall
and began searching through the weaponry on
thewall. He found what he was looking for—a
gold-handled dagger with alion's head carved on
the blade. He took it carefully down from its
mounting.

"I need to borrow thisfor just asec,” hesad
hurriedly. "I won't hurt it."

Gerdelooked a him thoughtfully. "Y ou may
have whatever you wish."

Hetook the dagger back into the chapel and
laid it onthe dtar. Looked back up at the panels
once more, frowned. Waves?

Perplexed, he wandered out into the main hall
and approached Gerde.

"Gerde, are we near an ocean?"

Gerde looked amused. "No, Herr Knight. Ger-
many issurrounded by land.”

"How far away isthe neared..."

Hetrailed off, spying something on the floor
near her potato pot. "Uh ... Gerde?'

Gerde looked down and got an incredulous
expression. She leaned over, picked up the salt
shaker, and handed it to him without aword.
"Thanks" he said, feding abit sheepish. He
hurried back to the chapel and picked up the
basin, carried it back through the main hdl and
up into Wolfgang's bedroom. He opened the
window and scooped alittle of the water up from
the gargoyle€sbowl and put it in the basin. Then
he dumped in some sdlt, and swirled the basin
around to mix the two.

"It haveto do," he muttered.

He paused when the basin water was mixed,



glanced a the gargoyle, and then set the ceramic
bowl! on the floor. Taking another deep breath, he
leaned out the window and | et the biting air fill
hislungs

"Here goes nothin', Granddad,” he muttered.

He calmed his mind and put both handsin

the basin, rubbed them vigoroudy in the

water. Pulled them out and shook the water
from them.

"Amen," he muttered, not sure what he was
supposed to say, exactly, to makeit "officid.”
He leaned back inside, closed the window with
his elbows, and picked up the basin with his

two cold, damp hands. He carried it carefully
downgtairs and back into the chapel. Gerde, he
noticed as he went through the main hall, had fin-
ished her work and had disappeared.

In the chapel once more, he placed the basin on
the dtar. Helooked at the arrangement and sensed
that it wasn't right. He moved the prayer book to
the right, centered the basin with the "salt water"
inthe middle of the dtar, and arranged the scissors
and the dagger to itsleft.

He paused to put his mind back in a prayerful
dtate, bresthing deeply, and shaking out his
musclefatigue. Glancing a the pandsagan, he
dowly picked up the scissorsand cut assmdl a
bit of hishair as he could, hating the sound of it.
He put the lock next to the basin and put the scis-
sors back in their position. Next, he picked up
the dagger and held it over the basin, pricked his
left index finger with thetip, and let three drops
of blood fal into the basin. They expanded,
wispily, into the sty mixture. Hefdt there
ought to be more, but that was dl he could make
out from the pandls. He put the knife down and
dowly kndt. Hefolded hishandsin aprayerful
gesture and read aoud the prayer from the
prayer book, fixing his eyes upon the stained-
glasswindow as much as he could while reading
thelines.

. George, patron of the light,

who hunts the shadows of the night,

upon my blood | cal thee now,

purify me, for | avow

to set my feet upon thy road;

thy sword | take up for mine own.

The words sounded echoey in hisearsand the
chapel, hushed and expectant. He lowered his
head and closed his eyes, not sure what would
happen next, but sensing something. Around



him, the atmosphere of the chapel felt charged,
the brightness of the window seemed to

heighten on hisface, degpen through his closed
eydids. Yes.

Behind him he heard aloud roar. The dragon!

He jumped to hisfeet and spoun around. The
noise was coming from the hall”? The growl ceased,
suddenly, and Gabriel stood, heart pounding,
while the door opened.

There sood Gerde, peeking into the chapdl abit
guiltily. Next to her was an old, dinged-up
vacuum cleaner.

"l wasjust starting to ... to sweep. Am | dis-
turbing you?" She amiled and looked with

obvious interest beyond Gabrid at the strange
arrangement on the dtar.

Gabrid's face blazed with humiliation. Dragon!
What the hell did he think was going to happen? A
heavenly chorus? Just because held mixed some
table sat and blood in a piss pot?

"No. Forget it. | wasdone anyway." He

couldn't keep the discouragement from hisvoice
or the underlying anger. He brushed past her,
aware enough to see her face fall, but too pissed
off, and too tired, suddenly, to care.

Thanksalot, Granddad, he thought bitterly.

And that, too, had been imagined, he was now
certain. Wolfgang and VVoodoo and dl of thismys-
tical crgp wasturning himinto the world's

biggest fool! He went up to Wolfgang's room,
shut the door overly hard, and stripped, fedling
very angry—so angry that it surprised even him.
Hedidnt like being fucked with—particularly
when it was his heart strings being plucked—par-
ticularly when it was his own goddamn imagina-
tion doing the plucking.

He went to bed and fell, with the determination

of someone who's serioudy courting UNCoONSCious-
ness, into a deep deep.

Chapters

Inside a hidden chamber where | had no right to be
| found thewhed &t last, or could it be the whed found
me?

June 26,1993

By midnight the ky outsde Rittersberg was

an inky, unbroken black; black with no moon,
black with no stars. A dense bank of fog had
crept in, enshrouding both thevillage and the
cadtle that loomed over it like an unfinished
sentence. The bank had drifted down from the
north, gathering wigpstoitsdlf likearalling



snowball, from the Arctic Circle past Norway
and beyond, past Denmark and Hamburg,
Nurnberg and Munich. It reached Rittersherg
and stopped, settling securdly up against the
Alpslikeacar parked obediently inline at

the Austrian border.

Gabrid had been deeping now for sevenand a
haf hours, through the long afternoon he had
dept and now on into the deepest part of the
night. Perhaps what was about to happen was the
effect of jet lag—of hismind, yawning and
dretching and seeking the light it anticipated
would now be filtering through the closed eye-
lids, and finding instead only utter darkness,
turning back in confusion, and by such confusion
fermenting, like milk souring, thethoughtsin the
space of the dreamer.

Then, too, an explanation could liein thefact
that the body on the bed was made of DNA linked
and multiplied within these wdlls, hislife srands
crocheted, perhaps, upon the very mattresson
which helay. Were there memories awakening in
the nucleus of his cdlls? Memoriesthat were now
wafting up in tricklesto hismind the way gas
bled from avalve that had been jarred |0ose?
Shouldnt hisfirgt night inthiscagtle, hisfirst
unconscious dive within thewalsto which he
was prodiga son, have some profound effect and
import?

Or wasthe explanation, smply, that hewasthe
world's biggest fool ?

He had been dreaming about the castle. Only,

in the dream, the castle was vast and maze-

like, and hewaslog init, wandering from

room to room, trying to find thelibrary. But the
corridors were like the ones at Tulane: blankly
alike, empty, and confusing. It was after a seem-
ingly endless hunt thet he found himsdlf inthe
chapd.

Except that it wasn't the chapdl. The pewsand
atar were gone. Everything was gone except for
the stained-glasswindow far up ahead, shining

in the darkness. The space he had entered felt
like an dtic, like an enormoustop floor that
stretched the length of the castle. Benesth hisfeet
were wooden planks, and he could fed the vast-
ness of the black space surrounding him by
virtue of the hollow echoing moan of thewind
asit moved in and through the rotting beams of
the roof.

Consciousthat the floor might be just as



rotten, heinched toward the window, though he
wanted nothing other than to turn around and
leave. But something (Wolfgang) made him con-
tinue. And then, quite abruptly, he wasthere,
looking up at the hundreds of dazzling piecesin
the window's pattern, gemsglittering in the
moonlight.

He had no more than reached the spot when
there came anoise; an earsplitting, screeching
noise. He clamped hishands over hisears,
screamed once at the excruciating pain of it,

then screamed again when he saw the source; the
screeching wasthat of glass and metd bending.
Thedragon in the window was turning its head.
The beast looked down at him fromitsplacein
the window, itsred glass eyes sparkling with dis-
dain. Then, to afurther cacophony of noise-pain,
it turned its body and pulled loose from the
window, one massive clawed foot landing on the
wooden floor with an earthquakelike shudder,
then the other. Thewindow screamed again asiit
pulled itswings free from their surrounding blue
glasssky.

The dragon towered over Gabridl unsteadily
asit changed. The glass smoke became real
puffs, the flames red sparks, asitsnogtrils
solidified. Its body expanded into three dimen-
sons, filling out and back and around like an
illuson of invighility being dowly withdrawn.

Its scales Htill reflected like glass shards, but

now they overlaid and defined red meat. When
it had stretched and filled to its content, it

settled its newly massive frame down onto its
light-throwing haunches, like alizard squatting
on arock.

To Gabridl's surprise, the dragon spoke.

"Y our soul smdlls, Gabrid Knight."

The voice was degp and dank and decayed. It
echoed in hisbrain, conjuring up theimage of a
deep stone pit wheretheliving arethrown to die
amid the jutting bones of corpses. Gabrid could
see the beast's gigantic nogtrils breathing himiin,
weighing him by the subtleties of odor, theway a
jacka might judge adeer. If the curl of itsteeth-
laden lipswere any indication, it found hisaroma
particularly unpleasant.

"Y ou wish to be Schattenjager?’ The question
wasincredulous, insulting.

"l do," hereplied. He considered fear, but
decided againgt it. He had the measure of his
opponent aswdll, and he wasn't going to let some



overgrown satanic iguanaintimidate him.

"Y ou seek purification. How much sin do you have
to burn?'

The dragon drew back its head and expelled a

jet of fire, drawing aline, left to right, between

itself and the human before it. Gabriel looked at

the line uneasily, unsure of its purpose. Thefire
sucked at him asif it were sucking at adraft,

pulled a him greedily, and the flames began to

rise, and rise, pulling a him and fanning

upward, past the height of hisknees, then his

hips, then hiswaig, il sucking at him, flick-

ering the flames upward, taller than his ches,

then reaching eyelevd, and il sucking and
gtoking, higher and higher ill, until thewall of
flames towered over his head, twelve feet at

least, and the sucking pull on hisbody began to
peter out and findly die.

Through thewall of flames the dragon's body

was dill visble. Itshead glared down at him il
being taler than the flames.

It was laughing with menacing pleasure. Heh,

heh, heh, heh, heh.

Gabrid felt hisface burn with shame. "Sol" he
countered, chalengingly. "I'm sure there have been
worse!"

The dragon stopped laughing and looked down

a him, eyes narrowing.

"Do not be so sure. Y ou have used people dl your
life, Gabriel Knight. Never committed to anyone. Y et
you seek to be a servant, a beacon. Do you even know
what you ask?"

"l know."

"Yesss. So you say. Thereare only two things

that redeem you. Firgt, that you have Ritter blood in
your veins. Second, that three women have loved you
purely."

The dragon looked at him with utter disdain.

Gabriel hed hischin up defiantly and crossed his
ams

"Y ou asked for purification,” it continued, "and

you shdl haveit. But you will not be Schattenjager
until you have earned it.”

"How?"

"I cannot show you the path, but | can tell you that
youwill haveto let go of the greater part of yourself.
Gabrie Knight." It spoke hisname asif it were
being forced to swallow feces.

"Fine" Gabrid replied.

A chuckle rumbled from the dragon's mouth.
"Good. Y ou may start now. To be purified, you must



burn away the past, swallow the flames you yoursdlf
have created. Enjoy."

The voice was deeply satisfied and soaked with
anticipated pleasure. The dragon drew back its
head, inhaling an enormous breeth.

And it occurred to Gabrid what purification
meant.

"Wait aminute!" he screamed.

But the dragon did not wait. It ended itsinhale
and reversed it, blowing out amighty breath. The
wall of flameswhipped toward Gabrid ina
whoaoshing sheet of fire, igniting the human matter
before it as eagerly and explosvey asif hewere
the driest of kindling, awax-coated wick. He
screamed at the agony of it, for it was beyond dl
comprehension. Before him and below him and
beneath him, flames danced. He wasin the center
of aconflagration and the heat was tremendous.
Hisflesh was being seared on every inch of his
body, each one of amillion nerve endings Singing
itsown song of pain. It went on and on. He could
not get out, and the flames would not be mer-
ciful. He could do nothing but scream, was
nothing but a scream. Hefdt hisflesh blacken
and fdl, in clumps, hisvery bonesignite. He
closed hiseyes and felt them bubble shut with
their own juices, felt even histeeth hop, black-
ened, in hismouth, like Mexican jumping beans
inafrying pan.

Thepain!

And long after it could not go on any longer, it
suddenly did not. The pain and thefire vanished,
ingtantly, asif they had never been. Hewas
standing on the attic floor and the world was sud-
denly dim, being flameless. He held out hisarms
cautioudy and saw that they were whole, even
shining, whitely glowing in the moonlight spilling
in from the window.

Before him the dragon was laughing and
laughing, mocking him, impersondly, asif it had
just witnessed the funniest thing, as Gabriel him-
sdf might have laughed a seeing someone dip on
abananaped. Thewindow was still there, too,
gtill splayed open, the figure of the knight bent
and twigted in itsmetal casing, the sword sticking
straight up at the blank space where the dragon
had been.

Fury came upon Gabridl asgreedily as

the flames had done. He reached out and
grabbed the sword, tore it free with hate and
wrath, and turned to ram it, up to the hilt, into



the belly of the loathsome green mongter in front
of him.

But the dragon only continued to laugh, harder
and heavier, nearly crying with it now, asif this
act were further hilarity, was amusing beyond
expresson, even asit began to sink upon itself,
deflating like abaloon, getting smdler and
thinner, shriveling up and dissolving into agreen
mass, amorphous matter, shrinking until it was
the sze of Gabriel himsdf.

Then the mass shifted, took shape, and became
Gabrid; Gabrid in green glass, hisown doppe-
ganger—with red, ugly eyesand an evilly curled
lip. Hisown double, down to the jutting bangs, in
putrid green, smilar in dl ways except for the
crystal sword that was buried whereits belly
button should be. And il it laughed, laughing at
him, himsdlf a himsdlf. Horrified a the ugly con-
demnation intheimage, Gabriel rammed the
sword farther in and the shape blessedly dis-
solved once more. Green flesh returned to green
mass, and gtill it shrank, expanding up from the
floor now, becoming adark greenish blob at the
end of hisblade, shrinking and glinting. It
stopped, finally, and spun, and what it became
was akey, alarge golden key, which hung from
the end of hisblade by virtue of itslooplike
handle. Then key and blade and man werefaling,
through the disntegrating atic floor, and into
blackness.

He awoke.

He sat up in the darkness and groped for the
candle and matches he remembered were on the
bedsde table. He found them and struck alight.
Hiswatch said it was three A.M. It must be cor-
rect, for there was no trace of dawn outside, but it
seemed to him that the night had aready gone on
forever.

Goddamn nightmares. "I'll take my old one back,
thank you very much.

He shoved aside the covers and swung hisfeet
down on the cold stone floor. His bare foot
landed on something hard and painful. He
looked down and saw a key—alarge, golden key,
with aloop-shaped handle. He stared at it a
moment or two, picked it up, and carried it, kin
prickling in the chill, over to thelibrary door. It
fit thelock.

Well. At least he now knew what he was going
to do until the sun came up.

Thelibrary was even better than hedd imagined.



At firgt, he smply waked around, lighting the
candlesthat surrounded the room and staring at
itstreasures with awe. It was alarge, cavernous
room, and every wall was covered with shelves
from floor to ceiling, shevesthat spilled forth
books. In the middle of the room was alarge oak
table, obvioudy used by Wolfgang asadesk. Sta-
tionary, pens, and afew books were negatly
arranged on the tabletop. Gabriel |ooked at the
books on the tablefirgt, but they werein German
and didn't seem to have anything to do with
Africa

Fortunately, when he examined the shelves
themsdlves, he found that many of the volumes
werein English. Indeed, it appeared that the
Ritter family had collected tomesfrom all over
the world. Aswith the wegponsin the main

hall, money problems had not been dlowed to
touch this part of the castle. For thefirst

time Gabridl got atrue sensethat he might bea
Ritter after dl, for he himsalf would have done
the same.

Hefound a section of Schattenjiiger journas. The
dates on the binders ranged from the el eventh
century? Hedlowed himsdlf to pull just one, a
volume dated 1520-1553, and saw that it, too, was
written in English, as Gunter's journa had been.
Hefound that very odd.

Y esh? Maybe they knew you were coming.
Hedid not find that thought either logicd or
comforting. He put the journa away. Whatever
wasin thoselogs, it would take sometime

to digest, and time was something he did not
have.

Sighing, he turned back to the other shelves

and began to search for what he knew was

there, somewhere; avast number of bookson
Africa

It didn't take long to find them. They were on

the rear wall and filled two of the massive book-
cases. He searched until his eyes were sore, run-
ning hissght dong the bindingswith his head
tilted to one Sde, certain he would see something
that struck achord. At last, he did. It was abook
about ancient African tribes.

Republic of Benin, the entry began. Before daving
devadtated the region, it held within its borders some of
the most powerful tribes Africaever produced: the
Fans, the Adja, and theterrible Agris.

The Agrisl They wereatribe, and in Benin
aswdl.



Thetribes of the western region werevicious and
xenophobic and amost constantly at war. This part
of Africaiscalled the Red Basin because of the vast
amount of bloodshed that occurred there over the
centuries.

He could find nothing else about the Agrisso

he returned to the shelves. Searching again, he

saw avolume on the lowest shelf entitled Red
Basin, Red Heart. He grabbed it and leafed through
itspages. Yed It wasthe same "Red Basin" the
other book had mentioned, and this volume's

map gaveitslocation—acircular areain the
northern end of Benin.

In Egyptian time, 4000-2000 B.C., the Red Basin
region was peopled by sun worshipers. We know a
little about this mysterious cult by the remnants of
ruinsfar older and of a culture far more advanced than
any that existsin Africatoday.

Sun worshipers? Hadn't Hartridge said some-

thing about sun worshipers? On impulse,

Gabrid abandoned the Africa section for the
library's section on religion. Here were books
worthy of the Schattenjagers, everything from
archaic occult tomesto ancient trandations

of the Torah. He pulled abook on man's earli-

est religions and found a section entitled "Sun
Worshipers, Africa” Triumphantly, he turned the
pages.

The African sun god was violent and terrible, and so
became hisworshipers. They practiced aparticularly
bloody form of ritua sacrifice, much asthe sun-
worshiping Aztecs did centuries later and thousands of
milesaway. The most brutal and gridy tribesin
African history descended from this sun-worshiping
cult, though the cult itself expanded to include many
other deities, merging with other African reigionsto
become V oudoun.

The most fascinating archaeological site related to
sun worshipersisin thisregion. It'sthe snake
mound in the Republic of Benin, located fifty miles
south of the border to Burkina Faso. Thirty miles
northeast of Natitingou. Unlike the snake mounds of
North America, the Benin exampleisadouble snake
mound.

A double snake mound?

Heart pounding, Gabriel leafed through the

book looking for a photograph, didn't find it.
Cursing, he stuffed the book back on the shelf and
ran over to the section on Archaeology. He knew
as soon as he looked at the shelf which volumeit
was, for onewas dightly pulled out from therest,



asif hadtily returned.

The book's title was Ancient Sacred Sites. He
pulled it out and riffled the pages from back to
front. And found it. It was the centerpiece of

the book, a colored photograph that was spread
out on both pages. The shot had been taken from
ahilltop and it overlooked a brown, dusty

valey. Low, mounded hills surrounded the

basin, and inthe valey's center were smilar
mounded shapes, but these were, had to be,
man-made. They were two earthen rings, the
outer ring a perfectly round "O" and the second
ring, asmple, domed structure, positioned per-
fectly ingdethefirst. At the closest edge of the
outer ring was something that looked like a
mouth—the mound's entrance. Between the
inner and outer rings, narrow straight structures
ran, probably interior hallways. There were Six

of them, evenly spaced, like the spokes of a
whedl.

Whed-within-a-whed.

Yes. Thiswasther birthplace, thiswaswhere
the talisman was. It had to be. And Wolfgang, he
would have known it, too.

Chapters

And then the whed went round and round, | could not find
my way.

Twelve and three and turn the key. | heard the madman
sy.

July 28,1993

People's Republic of Benin

The cabbie, whose name was Behanzie, chat-
tered cheerfully throughout the thirty miles

from Natitingou to the Red Basin valey. It took
them three hours, driving on roads that were

dirt at best and more often plain old mud.
Throughout thisjostling, stickily hot orded, as

on the plane, Gabrid found himsalf experi-
encing pangs of self-doubt. They were made
worse by the inescapable memory of the mes-
sage in Gerde's eyes as held | eft the castle. Find
Woalfgang. Bring him home. Asif he, Gabrid, were
supposed to be rescuing Wolfgang. Didn't this
gtart out the other way around?

It was, Behanzie explained, the rainy season.
They had been passing through green fiedldsand
semitropical forests. It was, therefore, abit of a
surprisewhen they at last peaked a short climb
and Gabriel found himself looking out over the
Red Basn valey. Asinthe picture, the vdley was
brown, aplace of dust and dried grass, rainy



season or no. The double snake mound lay coiled
below, and anarrow, winding river cut apath just
beyond itsrings, to the south.

"What happened to the trees?' Gabrid asked
hisguide.

But Behanzi€'s cheerful prattling had ceased
and he only shook his head in the negative, the
amiletill plastered on hisface.

Behanzie parked off the road afew hundred
yards from the snake mound's entrance and

got out. Gabriel joined him and stretched, try-
ing to look and fed like thiswas a perfectly
pleasant excursion on a perfectly pleasant and
reasonable trip. But the snake mound's pull

on him was stronger now. He could literadly

fed it tapping at the shoulder of his psyche,

like arepressed memory that waswaiting to

say "boo!"

" wait here, man." Behanzie settled himsdlf on
the car'strunk in a semblance of lazy ease that
was no more convincing than Gabrid's stretching
had been.

"Don't leave," Gabrid sad.

Behanzie dhrugged asif to ask why hewould

be so foolish asto leave a perfectly easy mark.
Thiswas the best assurance Gabriel was going
to get, likeit or not. Helicked hislips ner-
voudy, sized up the mound before him, and
headed for the gaping black mouth of the outer
snakering.

As so0n as he entered the mound, Gabriel

could fed the energy pulsating in thewalls
around him. What had Wolfgang cdled it? Geo-
mancy? Hed imagined it in the Schloss Ritter
chapd, that humming energy underneath, and
now hereit was again in amuch darker, denser
form. The soul of this place pressed upon him,
like wet cotton settling down to smother his
senses and dampen hisreasoning. And there
was something seductive in the pull, something
that made you want to givein and follow the
flow, as one surrendersto the dark numbness of
chloraform.

All the more reason to get done and get out of
here then.

He took adeep breath to clear his head and
looked around the room. Daylight entered, ina
dim fashion, through the entrance arch. The room
was further illuminated by burning torches set in
holderson thewadlls.

Theroom itself was about twelve feet long. It



was rectangular for the most part, except for an
eye-bending curve at the edges of the room—a
curve more pronounced on the longer outer wall
than the shortened interior wall. Thefloor,
caling, and walswere dl made from earth, asif
it were the sand castle of some monstrous child,
scooped out and then abandoned to bake in the
sun until it had obtained the texture of terra-
cotta pottery. The edges of the roomswere lit-
tered with stones and earthen clumps. On both
gdesof the room earthen archways led off into
the farther reaches of the mound. Theinterior
wall of thering was directly ahead and it was
blank except for a depressed area centered
around a hole about the size of aquarter. Gabriel
looked at the hole but was unable to determine
what it was.

He took the passageway to the right and he
found himsdf in asecond room very smilar to
thefirst. It had the same torches, the same hole
and depressed areaon theinterior wall, and the
room was the same size and had had the same
curving shape asthefirgt. But theinner wal of the
ring had shifted to theleft abit and was now
tilted dightly more on the curve. And there was
something entirely new—an earthen niche was
carved into the outer wall, a approximately the
same place where the exterior door had beenin
the first room. In the niche was a carved, human-
likeform. It was hewn from the earthen walls
the way acarving might be donein atreetrunk.
Therear of the statue and the bottom of the feet
were still connected to thewalls, only the front
portion of the bodies and the head had been
carved free and defined. The statue'sface wasin
agony, the body in mid-pose. It looked likea
snapshot of someone who had been buried dive
inlava, ashot taken a the moment of desth. For a
second Gabrid had the impression there was
area human body under that baked mud. But the
face and form were alittle beyond redlity. It had
been mode ed from human imagination, not
human anatomy. Thisdid not make the figure any
lessrepulsve.

He pulled his eyes away from the mutely
screaming face and continued on through the
next archway. The third room wasidenticd to
the second, except that itsinner wall wastilted
farther on the curve, and its satue differed
dightly from the one before—anew agonized
face, auniquely tortured posture. Ditto the



room after that and the room after that and

the room after that.

He was beginning to be puzzled. What about
those spokes to the inner circle? Shouldn't he have
hit at least one of those by now? And where was
Wolfgang? Gabrid thought about caling out, but
something about this place made that act unthink-
able, asif there were something deeping here that
onedidn't want to wake up.

In the seventh room from the entrance he at last
found something alittle bit different. It wasthe
hole on theinterior wall. Theinterior wall was
directly south here, which meant he was now at
the top of the circle. There was something in the
depressed areain thisroom—a stone. At first he
didn't notice, because the color of the stone was
the same asthe color of the wall, but therewas a
pattern on the stone and it was this pattern that
drew hiseye.

He examined the stone curioudy. It was a
squaretile, about eight incheson asde, and it
had four nests of snakesdrawn onit in black, the
pattern baked into the stone's surface. The stone
looked likethis:

At thetile's center was ahole, a quarter-

szed hole, and that holefit directly over the
holeinthewadl. Thetileitsdf fit the dimen-

sions of the depressed areaexactly. Clearly, it
was meant to go there, but why? And where
werethetilesfor the other walls? Hetried to

pull on thetileto seeif it came off, but it didn't
budge.

He continued around the ring, heading down

the circle's other sde now, through an eighth
room and aninth, through atenth and into the
eleventh. In the deventh room atall, rectangular-
shaped murd was on theinterior wall. It con-
ssted of asun with stylized rays at the top and
dancing figures below. Oddly enough, the murd
gtill contained the quarter-sized hole and the
depressed area around it—it appeared in its usual
place, which in this case was just below the sun.
Odder yet, there was atilein thisone, asthere
had been in theroom at the top of thering. And as
inthat room, thistile would not come off thewall.
It looked likethis:

Gabrid stepped away from the sun mura, per-
plexed. He fdlt he was close to the entrance now
and he continued to move forward. The next
room was indeed the entrance room—daylight
filtering in from the archway to the outsde



world. He had come full circle. There weretwelve
roomsin the outer ring. In none of the other
rooms had he seen atrace of any other exitsor
entrances—either to the outside world or toward
the interior mound. Nor was there any sign of
Wolfgang. Had he migudged Wolfgang's
research? Or had the older man aready been
here—been here and vanished?

What would Wolfgang have done here?
Hewould have started out by waking around

the ring and checking each room, as Gabrid had
done. Then?

Gabriel went back into the room with the sun
mura and Sared a the patterned tilewith a
thoughtful frown, then retraced his steps back

to theroom at the top of the ring and looked at
that tile again, too. He began to search the

rubble in the rooms, the clotted earth and

rocks, hurrying from room to room. What if
treasure seekers and tourists had cleaned out
thelot?

But they had not. He found more of the pat-
terned tileswith holesin their centers. Each tile's
pattern varied dightly, asthe hideous earthen
sculpturesin each room varied. Herealized, after
picking up afew more, that it was the number of
snakes in the pattern that was different on each;
onetile had one snake, another had five, and so
on. In some rooms he found severa of the stone
tiles; in others, none. When he was done searching
he had ten tiles.

And there were dready two on thewalls. That
means there's one for each room.

He studied thetiles and got an idea. He went
dowly from room to room, putting tiles on the
wallsuntil every tile was mounted and every wall
hed atile.

Twelve rooms, twelvetiles, twelve patterns.

Y esl The snake mound was agigantic clock. The
room at the top of the mound had atile with
twelve snakes on it, which meant that the entrance
room, the room at the bottom, was six. The room
counterclockwise from there wasfive, then four,
then three, and so on back up to twelve. Beyond
room twelve came room eleven, then ten, and so
on, down to the room with the sun mura, which
was aready marked room seven. It wasthe
number of snakesin each tile's pattern that told
him what room the tile went to.

When Gabriel wasfinished, he wandered around
the entire circle again, looking at his handiwork. It



felt right, but what did it mean?What did it do? As
far ashe could tell, putting thetileson thewadlls
had not accomplished anything. Hetried sticking
hisfinger into a couple of thetil€s holes, hisover-
activeimagination offering him pictures of said
same being bitten off, but this did not occur. On the
other hand, it didn't accomplish anything either.
Discouraged, he went back to the entrance

room and out into thefresh air. Thevaley might
be divewith negativeimpulses, but it fdt likean
absolute inspiration after the air ingde the mound.
Behanzie was fast adeep on the car's massive
trunk.

Gabriel walked over to the car and plunked

down in the shade made by the old Buick's girth.
He leaned back againgt thetire and cleared his
mind. Hewastired, hot, and hungry and hewasin
the middle of fucking Africa. Oh, thejoiedevivre.
He sghed and started doodling in the dirt.

If Tetelo's people werethe Agris, and if they had
lived here, and if they were descended from sun
worshipers, then ... The thoughts petered out. He
tried again.

Then if thiswastheir numero uno sacred Site,
Tetelo's bones should be here. And the talisman. But
where? Had Wolfgang aready found them and left?
Where would he have found them? They wouldn't
have been just lying around on the floor of the outer ring.
No. Gabrid was definitdly missing something.
That inner mound. Why have an inner mound
without an interior? Had the book said archaeolo-
gists had been ingdetheinner ring? He didn't
think it had mentioned one way or the other.

He thought about the rooms again. He was

certain there was nothing on the floor—the floor
was just unbroken, packed dirt. No trapdoors, no
hidden staircases, no buried treasure—at least,
nothing that had been unearthed in the past cen-
tury. And the outer walls of the ring—ditto, unless
there was something about those statues. .. The
interior walls? That made the most sense, given
the shape of the ring—those spokeswould be
ontheinterior walls. He stood up and gazed over
the mound again, then got on the hood to see
better. Hisweight tilted the car alittle, but
Behanzie dept on.

The added height dlowed him to just see over the
rim of the outer ring. Y es, there were six spokes.
The entrance was directly between two of them.
Judging from the size of the outer ring'srooms, he
would say one spoke would bein room "five" and



oneinroom "saven."

Room seven hasthe sun mural.

Themura could hide something, couldn't it? It
was made of stone and wastall and rectangular.
Door-shaped. Yes! But how to get it open?

He jumped down and nearly scuffed out his
doodlein thedirt. Dust puffed up around his shoes
and he glanced down at what he had been drawing.
It was adoodle of one of the patterned tiles:

He nearly tripped over hisown feet running for
the mound's entrance. He flew around thering
clockwise, abruptly skidding to astop when he
found what he was |ooking for—the mound room
inthe clock's"threg" position. He stared at thetile
onthewall.

Three snakes.

First the whed from his dream, now another
dream icon—three snakes. This had to be what it
meant, why it kept coming up in hisdream, and
inhisfather'spainting, and .. .

Granddad's clock.

Y es! Three o'clock and turn the key opensthe
drawer. Where had Granddad's subconscious
mind come up with that design? It had to have
something to do with the talisman!

Pams sweeting now, he put afinger into the

hole in the mounted three-snake tile and felt
around. The hole was deep, going far into the
wall. For the length of hisfinger there was nothing
on the sides of the hole but smooth earth. He
searched his pockets for something that would
give him more depth and came up with nothing.
The dagger he'd taken from the castle had too
thick abladeto fit into the hole. Then he remem-
bered something about one of the earthen statues.
It had been holding ametal rod.

He searched the rooms and found the rod in the
hand of the statue in room ten. The rod was about
afoot long, and it was tarnished green with age.
He hadn't noticed it because it looked so naturd,
held up in the raised fist of the terrified Satue,
asif warding off ablow. Gabriel tugged a the
rod, and it came free, pulled from the closed fist
like acandle from acandle holder. When he had
it down heredlized that the top of theiron rod
was dightly flattened and triangular. Likea
snake's head.

Hetook it back to room three.

And inserted the head of therod into the holein
the three-snakettile. Deep and deep, and turniit,
turnit.



Click.

From off in the mound, the smdl click was
answered by athunderous grating sound that
echoed through the mound like Joshuas trumpet.
It was the sound of moving stone.

The door!

Gabrid pulled therod from the hole and had

just turned to head for the archway, eager to get
to room seven and the sun mural, when the at-
tack came.

It hit him firgt like afist in the chest, ahuge
invisblefigt. The blow was physicd, and it threw
him back againgt thewall, knocking the breath
from him momentarily. But the physica force of it
was nothing compared to its emotiona residue—
anger, rage, deadly rage, oppressive hatred, mur-
derouswrath.

Hefdt like he was choking and gasped for
bregth. That was when he noticed that the air had
dimmed, the torches had gone down to tiny, life-
less blueflames, asif their function remained but
the light they gave off was being snatched away
inmidar.

Andinthislight, thisunrea nonlight, shadows
were being cast. His eyes searched for asource.
Thefigureinthewdl was moving.

He choked back a scream and ran for the
archway. Behind him he heard the sound of crum-
bling hardened earth, faint and soft, pitter patter
on the floor. The sound was unbearably obscene.
As he entered room four, its statue was aready
sepping from the niche. It turned itsblind face
toward him and took two hating stepsin his
direction. He dodged to hisright and avoided the
thing, ran past it to the archway to room five.
And now hedidnt give aflying fuck about the
goddamn door or theinner ring or the sun mura
or anything else to do with this cursed place. He
wanted one thing and one thing only: to reach
that exit to the outside world. Not al the bad
dreams, long-lost relatives, or dead friendsin the
world could stop him from getting in thet car,
driving to the airport, and getting asfar away
from this entire freaking continent as he could
without becoming an astronait.

Five minutes ago you could have | &ft, could have
walked away. Now, however, skin-0-mine, you've
redlly pissed her off.

He ran through the archway to room five,

hearing the thing behind him turn to move his
way, and it sounded faster now, like it was maybe



warming up.

And the onein room five. Thisonewaswaiting
for him, just ingde the doorway, asif it knew he
was coming and from whence he came. Ashe
tried to dodge around it, hefelt itshand on his
arm, and it was dry and hard and achingly cold,
sending shock waves down into his very bones.
Thegrip of the grave.

He threw himsdf away from the creature, tug-
ging a hisarm with superhuman strength born
of sheer panic and revulson. Thething'sgrip
broke—but barely. Gabrid stumbled forward
toward room gx, practicaly fedling the bresth
of the earthen monstrosities behind him, know-
ing that he was not going to have the dightest
chance againgt these thingsif he didn't get out of
here. Now.

Room six. The door to the outside world

was shuit.

He stared at it amoment, in utter disbelief. It
had shut. A stone pand had did over the exit,
fetched from theinterior of thewall, dust and
dirt on thefloor testifying that this had caused
some sgnificant disruption. The outside world
was gone.

And there was a statue in the doorway to room
seven, and two more of them entered the room
from behind him.

Gabrid fdt hismind sngp. Something issued
from his mouth that was like the warrior shriek of
acornered badger. He tensed himsdlf and
plowed, head down, into thething in the
doorway in front of him. He launched himself,
gprang, hisfeet pressng againg the earthen floor
asif it werearepulsvething and hewas
thrugting himsdf fromit. Hewas flaming anger,
charged with adrenaline, ready to dieif he could
just tear their stupid mud-pie heads off, one

by one.

Hisright shoulder struck the cregturein the
middle of itstorso, cold knocking into him likea
shot of Novocain. He and the creature went flying
into room seven.

He landed on his back, thudding onto the
earthen floor and sending acloud of dust swirling
up around him, breathing it in as he gasped for
air, choking on the texture of it, waiting for the
sensation of cold hands around his neck.

"Get up, boy! Now!"

He sat up quickly, spinning to face the room.
The doorway to theinner ring was open. The



sun murd had disappeared into the wall the way
the exit door in room six had come out. And
standing near the open doorway, atorchin his
hands—aglowing, living torch—was adandy old
man in asweeping black cape.

Wolfgang.

He was holding off two of the earthen mon-
gerswith the torch, though with diminishing
success. Another of the creatures, the one Gabrie
had tackled, was lying on the ground attempting
to get up, but both its legs had broken off in the
fdl. Two more were coming in the doorway from
room six.

"Grab that torch! Hurry!"

Gabriel was amazed to find he was dill
clutching the snekerod in his partidly numb right
hand. He stuck it in hiswaistband and took a
torch fromitsholder inthewadl. The blueflame
flickered back to lifein his grasp. He backed
toward Wolfgang. The two creatures from room
Sx headed for him, but seemed to be confused
when he waved thetorch in their faces. Hehad a
feding it wouldn't take them long to figure out
that earth didn't burn.

"Back into the passageway!" Wolfgang yeled.
Gabriel backed to the opening, Sde by side with
his great-uncle.

"Now seeif you can find away to closethe
door! We're running out of time!"

Heleft Wolfgang the task of fending off thefour
attackers while he quickly searched the doorway.
Onthewadll of the passageway just ingdethe
door was asun carved into the earth. In the sun's
center was aquarter-sized hole.

"l think | haveit," Gabriel said.

"Good. Shut the door!™

Gabrid put the head of the rod into the hole

and turned it. There was another click. The sun
mura began to dide from thewadl with athun-
derous sound. Gabrid pulled Wolfgang insde
just asthe door dammed shut.

The spoke's passageway was narrow and dark.
The two men moved forward and were dumped
out in alarge room.

"Theinner whed," Gabriel said, somewhat

awed.

"Yes," Wolfgang answered, sghing. He moved
around the room and touched historch to the
torcheson thewall. Sowly, theroom lit up. Wolf-
gang took Gabriel'storch and stuck it and hisown
inthe holders.



Theroom wasafull circle. Torcheswere evenly
spaced around the walls. The spoke's exit wasthe
only exit in the room—the other spokesin

the whed being fase, it seemed. In the center

of theroom was alarge round table made of
gtone. On the floor was one of the earthen figures,
frozen back into alifeless posture.

Gabrid toedit. "It'snot moving," he said.
"Golems aretied to specific traps. They only

had life while that door was open,” Wolfgang
said. He sounded weary, asif the battle had
exhaugted him. Gabrid himsdf fdt exhilarated.
"Golems?'Y ou mean you knew what these
thingswere. .. are?"'

"Yes. Golemsare very old magic. Rare, but I'd
read about them. They can be made of earth,
stone, sand. Any naturd substance.”

Gabrid tried to absorb thisand found his
twentieth-century brain getting in the way.

Better to drop it until he'd acclimated to the new
climate—that of La-LaLand.

"Where were you? | looked dl over the mound
for you," Gabrid asked, changing the subject.

"I amply stayed out of your way. It wasn't

hard to do."

"Why?"

Wolfgang looked at him criticaly. "1 wanted to
see what you'd do. I'd been here afew days
myself and was drawing blanks. | was hoping
you'd trigger somefresh idess.”

Gabrid fdt arush of pride. "It wasthethree
snakesthing. Y ou know, that image from the
dream?' Gabriel explained about the clock design
of the mound, thetiles, and the three-snaketile
trigger.

When held finished, Wolfgang was amiling at

him with atrace of amusemen.

"Yes, Gabrid. You are correct. Thething | was
dtill trying to figure out when you arrived was

how to trigger the door without waking up the
golems”

Gabrid fdt hisfaceflush. "Oh."

The older man put ahand on his shoulder affec-
tionately. "Never mind. We survived. Sometimes
thereis no other way but the hard way, you know.
That's something that gets harder to face the older
you get."

Gabrid looked at Wolfgang quizzicaly. No
wonder Gerde was 0 attached to the old guy. He
was gtill handsome, with weathered festures that
looked alot like Gabrid's own, and long, thick



white hair. Therewas ill adignity, areganess
about him, the look of acommander. But age had
made its mark. Around the eyes and mouth there
was atension that had once been iron resolution,
but had now faded down, softened a bit, like
warm wax. Gabrid felt an unexpected longing
well upingde him, asif he were mourning some-
thing he'd never even known held missed.

"Y ou were sent here for areason, Gabriel—no
doubt it wasto force my hand. And so you did.
My God, it'sgood to seeyou at last.”

The old man hugged him awkwardly. Just as
awkwardly, Gabriel responded. For thefirg time
gncethisthing sarted hefdt like he did not stland
aone. That someone e se, someone who knew
what the hell they were doing, might actually be
a thehelm. It was atremendous relief.

"Man, thisisweird. | have so many questions.”
"Yes But not here" Wolfgang urged. "Thisis

her place. Can't you fed it?"

Gabrid redized that hedd felt such relief about
reaching theinner circle, escaping the golems, and
finding Wolfgang, that hed been effectively
blocking any other signals. Now that he paused
and became aware of the room, hefelt the oppres-
son of it. It was asif he were at the center of an
underground sepulchre.

"Weredill in danger,” he said suddenly.
Wolfgang nodded. "More than ever. She's

aware of us now. Wherever sheis, she'swatching
thisroom."

"What can she do?' Gabrid asked nervoudly.

"It will take her alittle whileto figure that ouit.
The golemswere amagicd trap, very ddiberately
and paingtakingly laid. Such magicismuch

harder than you can imagine. She can't eadly
vivify them without extengve preparation. But

... shelll think of something. She'sgot to."

"Yes," Gabrid said softly. For they were at her
throat now, weren't they? Somewherein New
Orleans, Tetelo was going berserk. Gabriel found
himself hoping that Grace was somewhere, any-
where, other than the shop.

"Let'sget onwithit, then,” Wolfgang said.

The older man crossed to the table in the center
of the room. It was made from an enormous stone,
flat and round, like an overgrown cacified Life
Saver with no hole. The table sat directly on the
floor and reached a height of about four feet. Six
inches from itstop a seam ran around the entire
table, separating the base section from what



looked like alid. At intervals around this seam
were four square holes. A trough four or five
inches deep dissected the top's diameter, running
from table edge to table edge. In the very center of
thelid the trough widened out into acircle.
"What's thistrough for?" Gabrid asked.
Wolfgang looked thoughtful. "I believethisisa
sacrificid table," he said. He was going around
the stone table, examining the hieroglyphic
shapes around the table's base. "It lookslikeit's
marked with the story of Tetelo's people.”
Gabrid looked at the carvings. There were

lots of gtick figures, and astrange, large-eyed
idol image kept regppearing in the different
tableaus.

Wolfgang followed the story. "A man found an
idol inthejungleoneday . . . brought it back to
thetribe. They were afraid of theidol becauseit
brought stormswith it. They worshiped the idol
and built it atemple—thistemple. Then the sun
shone on the people.”

"What idol?" Gabriel asked.

"Good question.” Wolfgang looked pensive.
"Tetelo's people had power before she took thetal-
isman. Theidol may have beenits source.”

"But wheredid it comefrom?'

Wolfgang shrugged. "God? Satan? Aliens? A
prehigtoric tribe? Who can say?'

"Wasit... you know . . . evil ?'

Wolfgang waved ahand at the table. "Human
sacrificeisn't aparticularly nice request for agod
to make."

Gabrid nodded. "I seeyour point.”

"| think thistable was built for theidol. It would
be vital to protect their source of power—as impor-
tant asour talisman isto us. But | don't think it's
here anymore.”

"Doyouthink..."

"Yes. Theidal isprobably with thetribein New
Orleans. Tetelo's bones are in here now. Her
bones, and the tdisman.”

Gabrid fdt hisheart lurch. Could they redly be
this close? This close to the end? He put ahand on
the table and thought he could fed it—could fed
the talisman in the tabl€'s center like alow-
voltage current.

"| can fed it, too. It gives one courage, does it
not?' Therewas apride in Wolfgang's voice that
meade Gabrid amile.

"Let'sopenit,” Gabrid said. Helooked around
the room and saw arack on thewall, arack



containing two large bars. He went over and
darted dragging one free. Thething weighed a
ton.

Wolfgang came over and helped him. Together,
they fitted the bar into one of the holes at the lid's
seam. It went in smoothly, diding dl theway in
and back out through the opposite hole. They
repeated the process with the other bar.

"Isthat it?" Gabrid asked, struggling to regain

his breeth after dl the heavy hauling and lifting.
Helooked over a his great-uncle. Wolfgang was
very pale and pain was etched into the lines of his
face. He was struggling to keep up.

"l hope s0," Wolfgang gasped. "We shdl try it.

In amoment, please.”

Gabrid alowed hisgreat-uncletimeto rest. He
watched him nervoudy.

Don't die on me now, goddamn it. Not now when
I'vejust found you.

But Wolfgang seemed to regain his composure.
Hisface dowly blushed pink again.

"Shdl we?" hefindly offered. Gabrid thought

he detected a hint of embarrassment in that voice.
Wolfgang grasped the ends of the barson his
sde of the table. Gabrid grasped his own ends.
On the count of threethey lifted, straining againgt
theweight.

The lid would not budge. Worse, Wolfgang

grew paeagan, pder thistime, with the effort.
Gabriel had astrong redlization. Thiswas not
working.

"Unc..." he began.

"It'sno use," Wolfgang said breathlesdy. "It
won't come off. Not if we had the strength of
tenmen.”

"What'sthe problem?*' Gabrid fet atide of
frustration engulf him. They were so goddamn close!
Hecould fed it!

"It'sthetable,” Wolfgang replied. "Thelid hasa
locking mechanism. It won't open unless..." He
trailed off. He sounded alittle bit lost.
"Unlesswhat? What the hell isit?'

Wolfgang sghed. "Thisisasacrificid teble. |

saw onelikeitin Mexico—in an Aztec temple.

| was hoping .. . Thetrough isfor blood. The
circleinthemiddieisfor aheart. A human heart.”
Gabrid dtared at Wolfgang, hisjaw dropping.
"Areyou fucking serious? A human heart? Areyou
telling me this thing won't open without a human
heart?'

Wolfgang nodded. He looked about as thrilled



as Gabridl.

"Give me abreskl What the hell iswrong with
these people?' Gabriel said, enraged.

"No depravity isbeyond the imagination of the
dark gods, or those humans who serve them,"”
Wolfgang said softly. Then, moreto himsdlf, "I've
seenworse.”

"Fine! So you've seen worse and we're stuck
with atable with blood lust! Wherethe hell are
we supposed to get ahuman heart? I've got a
cabbie out front, but | don't think he'd be
amused!”

Wolfgang turned his back to Gabriel and took a
step away from the table. He stood there, head
lowered and hand up, asif feding the effects of a
headache, or thinking deeply.

Or shutting out his pain-in-the-ass nephew.
Gabrid felt guilty suddenly. Had heredly
thought Wolfgang was at the hddm? The poor guy
was probably having ahard enough time just
gaying on hisfeet.

"Sorry," Gabriel said. "l didn't mean to get

pissed off."

Wolfgang turned. "Don't apologize. Y our anger
won't aways help you, but it doesn't usudly hurt,
ather.”

Wolfgang seemed logt in thought. Therewasa
light in hiseyesthat Gabriel couldn't quite put a
nameto. "No, sometimes anger works."
Helooked up at Gabrid dowly. Hisfacewore a
determined expression.

"Hereswhat you must do," he said. "Go across
the room and cut the heart from that golem on the
floor."

Gabrid looked a Wolfgang doubtfully. "The
golem? Wouldn' that just be ... aclump of dirt?’
Wolfgang smiled sadly. " Sometimes symbolic
gestureswork, yes? Go on."

Gabrid gave one of the barsin the tabletop a
hafhearted tug, but the thing wasimmovable. He
searched his pocket for the dagger, shot Wolfgang
ahighly skeptica look, and went over to the
golem on thefloor, not at al pleased.

Not gonnawork, Unc. Even | know that.

But he knelt beside the creature. He looked
down at it with disgust, and plunged the knifeto
the hilt in the creature's breast, half expecting it to
cometo life and scream.

There was ascream, in ashort, breathy burst.

It wasfollowed by an awful gurgle. But it

didn't come from the golem, which crumbled



into dust under hisblade. It came from across

the room.

Gabrid felt his ssomach drop out from beneath
him. He looked toward the table and saw Wolf-
gang sprawled acrossthelid. And knew.

"No!" he screamed. He hurled the knife avay

and ran over to the body of his great-uncle.

But it wastoo late. Wolfgang had sunk hisown
knife deep into his breast and had died within
seconds, his heart's blood spilling out into the
center hole and coursing down the lines of the
trough.

"NO!" Gabriel screamed to hisgreat-uncle,
enraged and horrified, asif there were ill timeto
stop Wolfgang, to tell him what a stupid, pointless
ideaiit was, to make him understand it wasn't
worthit, that it would royaly screw up al those
afternoons Gabrid had pictured them sharingin
thelibrary.

Beneeth the limp body, thelid shifted asthe

lock mechanism, oiled by the arterid blood of an
old man, let go. Gabriel cradled the body of the
last Schattenjager, took it off the hideous table, and
lowered it to thefloor. Gabrid lad Wolfgang
down, tears streaming down his face unnoticed,
and pried Wolfgang's hand free of the knife, then
the knifefree of thefrail rib cage. Helaid both of
Wolfgang's hands across his chest. Then Gabrid
stood, grasped the bars with both now-bloody
hands, and heaved, |etting loose ahowl of grief
and rage, and pushing againgt thelid with al his
might.

The stone top did to one side.

Gabrid plunged hisarm down into the table's
narrow opening, like adoctor reaching in to turn
abreech. When he pulled it out again he brought
with it ahandful of human bones, scraps of cloth,
and agold chain. Thetalisman swung free and
shot out rays of light in the glow of the torches.
Gabrid raised the mass to the sky and addressed
theair.

"Tetelo! | know you fed menow! Fed me
grinding your boned So hear me: Y ou're gonna pay
for this. Do you hear? Y ou're gonna pay for this—
you BITCH!"

Chapter 10

Deep inthe earth | faced afight that | could never win.
The blameless and the base destroyed, and al that might
have been.

—Gabrid Knight

Behanzie was awake when Gabrid staggered from



the mound, carrying the body of hisgreat-unclein
hisarms. The cabbie helped Gabrie |oad the body
into the back seet of the Buick without saying a
word. He only looked at Gabrid the way he had
looked at the mound, and didn't say much of any-
thing at dl, al theway to Natitingou.

Gabrid arranged to have Wolfgang shipped

back to Schloss Ritter. He called Gerde and told
her the news. She did not protest or weep. She
only thanked him in aquiet voice that wasworse
than dl the recriminationsin theworld. When he
boarded the plane for New Y ork, he was carrying
the talisman and an anger that burnt like an ulcer
inhisgut.

He dept through much of theflight. And

dreamt fitfully of death and bones and blood.
Later, crossing the southern United States, he
tried to come up with aplan and found that he
could not. He had the talisman. He had a score to
settle. More than that, he did not know. He had
taken some power from Tetelo when he took the
talisman, presumably he had that power for his
own use now. Trouble was, he hadn't the dightest
cluehow to useit. The gold medalion with its
battling dragon and lion hung under his T-shirt. If
fet heavy and warm on hischest, likealiving
thing. It felt good, but frightening, too. Theweight
of it wasn't something one could get used to, or
forget.

He was looking out of the window when the
plane descended for landing in New Orleans. It
passed over the Mississippi, climbing down
fromtheair. It flew over Jackson Square. Gabriel
looked down at it, asmiletouching hislipsfor the
fird timein days.

The smile did not last. Asthe plane banked and
the square became fully visible, dead-on below,
Gabrid truly saw it for thefirst time. The outline
of Jackson Square—itswide, circular path around
the rim and the smaller circular path with the
Jackson statue in the center, the Mississippi likea
winding serpent directly below it ... It was

shaped exactly likethe veve, like the Benin snake
mound.

June 29,1993

By the time Gabriel had picked up hismotor-
cycle and made hisway to the French Quarter, it
was | ate afternoon. His body was now in extreme
protest againgt the jumping cycles of day and
night and too long spent in compressed air a high
adtitudes. His stomach grumbled a deep threet



and hiseyesight was blurred. Heignored it.

He pulled up outside St. George's Books and
saw that the "Closed" signwasin the door. For a
moment he nursed the hope that Grace had | ft
the shop closed the entire time he was gone,
staying tucked away in her gpartment, wherever
it was. But the door to the shop was unlocked.
Inside, the lights were turned on, despite the full
daylight. At first al he saw was the empty desk
and the picture above it—Grace had bought back
hisfather's painting from Bruno. Gabriel smiled

at thisand started to cross the room.

Then he saw the chair that had once been

behind the desk. It waslying on itsside up
againg the back wall asif tossed there by aheavy
wind.

And he knew they had taken Grace.

Gabrid had barely had a chanceto register this
when he heard a sound from the back room. The
curtain in the doorway swayed dightly. Gabrie
took a step back.

"Who'sthere? Grace?"' he called out nervoudly.
But he knew it couldn't be Grace, unless she'd
been knocked cold and just this second come to.
There was no way Grace and that ass-over-end
chair could both exist in the same space for longer
than five minutes

He pulled the talisman from under his shirt and
held it up wardingly. "I havethetalisman!"

The curtain parted and afigure dunk out into
thelight.

It was Mosdly.

"Stay away!" Gabrid said. Hetook another step
backward.

The corpse was not amused. It put its hands on
itships. "What the hell isyour problem?" it said.
Gabrid stared at the thing. It looked as ordinary
and redl as anything, right down to the way
Mosdly'sfeet turned out dightly and bulged over
theinsdes of the foam-rubber soles of his Hush
Puppies.

"Youre...youredead," Gabrid sadfindly.
"What? | beg to de-fer, Knight. Though I've
come pretty damn close as of late.” It rubbed its
hands over Mosdly's puttylike face.

"l saw you! Inthe Gedde crypt!"

Mosdly stared at him, flushed adeep red, then
began to laugh. "Kee-rist! Wasthat YOU?'
"What?"

"I was searching the tomb and | heard someone
messing with the entry box. | hid in thisempty



drawer and 1... haha... | thought it was one of
them! | pretended to be dead, then hit the intruder
over the head to get away. HEE!"

Mosely was snorting.

Gabriel dropped hisguard. No golem or
zombie or corpse could ever snort like that.
"Youfuckin'idiot! You nearly cracked my skull
open!" he said, not sure whether to be happy or
pissed off.

Mosdy only cackled louder.

"Shut UP!" Gabrid said.

But Mosdly was on aroll now. He looked ready
to pee his pants.

Gabrid folded hisarmsangrily. Hewas
relieved, truly, that Mosely was dive. Hed even
fee happy, maybe even givethebig guy ahug, if
Mosely wasn't dready being so damnirritating.
"Look, you moron," hesaid camly. "Graceis
missing. Did you notice thet, Mr. Policeman?'
That did thetrick. Modey's laughing immedi-
ately went down to afew |eftover titters, then
stopped atogether with asigh. "Yeah," hesad,
recovering his hitching breath. "I know."
"Wereyou herewhen ..."

"No. | just popped in about ten minutes ago.
Last timel saw her was yesterday afternoon. I'd
stopped around to see you, actually. Shetold me
you werein Germany."

"I was. What else did she say? Didn't you tell

her she shouldn't be here?!

Mosdly shrugged. "I didn't think sheld bein

any trouble. 'Sides, | got theimpression shewas
waitin' around to hear from you."

Gabrid felt hisface burn. He hadn't called

her. Not once.

Mosely seemed to think it prudent to changethe
subject. Herilled Gabriel in on hisprogress. The
underground cartel had deep tiesto the local gov-
ernment—the mayor, the chief of police, severa
high-powered attorneys, various citizen boards.
"Thisshit goesvery deep,” he said serioudly.
Hetold Gabrie that there was no way they
would get help from the city. The only thing

they could do wastry to get some paperwork:
books, ledgers, bank records of payments made to
officias, thingslike that. Then they'd haveto teke
it way the hell out of New Orleans. Like maybe
the FBI.

Gabrid let Mosdly tak this out. He weighed the
vaue of themateria in hismind.

"FBI?' hesad.



"y egh”
"To bring down the cartel ?*

"Right." Mosdly looked at him waexily.

Gabrid sghed. "Heresthething. | just dontt
givearat's ass about the cartel anymore."

"Grade. | want Gracie back. And | have ascore
to settle of my own. But it's not with the cartel.”
Mosdly stared a him asif hewereinsane. "You
fucking wiener! What about al those big speeches
about 'letting the killers go free'! What about that?"
"The peoplein the cartel are not theroot of it.
They'relike robots. They do whatever Tetelo tdlls
them."

"Who?'

Gabrid waved thisaway impatiently. "L ook.
They have an underground hounfour, and | think |
know where. We haveto go in thereand find
Grade."

Mosely looked at him, face pink. To his crediit,

he did not protest. "I'm with ya. Whereisit?'

"I don't know. | mean, | know whereit s, it's
underneath Jackson Square, but 1'm not sure how
to get downinto it. I'll have to nose around a bit."
Mosely nodded. "WEell need afew things,"

he said.

Gabriel pondered for amoment. "Isthat

tracking equipment gill around?!

Mosdly nodded his head toward the curtain. "'l
saw 'emin the back."

"Good. Y ou take one of the hand units. When |
find the entrance to the hounfour, I'll leave asignd
thingiethereto mark it."

"All right.”

"And don't take all day. I'm gonnaneed you if |
getinthere

Mosely made aface. "No shit." He didn't sound
particularly confident about their chances. He
gtarted to ask something further, then apparently
decided he'd rather not know. He turned to go. At
the door he paused.

"I am sorry about Grace," hesaid in his|-hate-
being-sensitive voice. "And about that knock on
the head. If it makesyou fed any better, | lost my
wallet that day."

"That'stoo bad, Mose. Redlly," Gabriel sad

with agtraight face.

It was almost worth the bump on the head.

When he got to Jackson Square, the sky was
turning apurplish-gray. It wasthe kind of cloud
pattern where there were no clouds, not the



visble puffy kind, in any case. Therewasonly
the dense color that was not sky. Therewasa
summer storm brewing. The thunder was as of yet
ameretickle on the ear, but the air hung thick
with the promise of rain.

The park was sparsely attended, perhaps be-
cause of the color of the sky. The Rada drummer
was il in hisspot, but hisimpassve eyes

never as much asflicked in Gabrid's direction.
No one ese paid much mind either as Gabrid
walked around the lawn, staring at the grassand
kicking at asprinkler head occasiondly, asif
expecting to find lumps of gold in the Louisana
s0il. He checked out the sidewalk, and the Jack-
son statue, but the plainness of each was so
obvious and so long-standing, hefdt likeanidiot
even looking for some sort of secret passageway.
The statue was enormous and heavy, solid as...
well, ahorse. The sdewalk was not the least
subversive-looking.

When he was sure there was nothing in the
square itsalf he began to wonder if an entrance
might not be found elsewhere. He looked out at
the surrounds with anew eye. To the east wasthe
Pontalba apartments—but they were quite adis-
tance away, across the street. To the south wasthe
Mississppi. To the west was another street, then
more buildings and apartments. To the north was
St Louis Cathedrd.

He studied the church with acautious air. It had
come up frequently in hisinvestigation—nearly as
frequently asthe park itsdf; the artist's drawing
had been of the church and Crash had died there.
It was also where heéld pinched that collar and
shirt to fool Cazaunoux.

But... it'sholy ground!

He considered. Would that stop them? Or

would that be precisdy the point? If they could
take the power of thetalisman and twigt it to their
ownends...

In any case, he didn't have any better ideas. He
headed acrossthe lawn for the church, acutely
aware that the chance of Grace being dead multi-
plied likedividing cdls every moment hefailed to
find her. Tick took. Tick tock.

The church was dim from the darkness of the

sky outside. There were only two penitentsin the
church, both seated in pews near the dtar. A third
was waking down the aide. He disappeared into
aconfessond.

Gabrid dowly waked around the outside of



the aides, looking for asign. He passed by sturdy
stucco walls and stained-glass windows. Candles
flickered in the sations and at anichefor the
Madonna. He stopped to glance at her (Mary,
Queen of Heaven) and she smiled back, serene and
unperturbed. He could see nothing odd about the
table she was on. Besides, it would beapaininthe
butt to move al those candles.

How do they get down there? And where? And
when?

Theway Crash had talked about the hounfour, it
sounded like more than just aceremonial place.

It sounded like HQ. That meant access had to be
easy and fast and could be at any time. Gabriel
didn't think the church ever closed itsdoors,

which wasapoint in favor of there being an
entrance here, but it didn't make sense that they
would have to crawl over pews and candlesto get
toit. That wouldn't work.

Think!

A door. It had to be something very much likea
redl door, otherwiseit would betoo difficult to

get into and too obvious. And yet ... it would

have to be discreet enough that the uninitiated
would never find their way down. He stopped

near the dtar and swept his eyes over the room.
There was the door to the priest's office—but that
wasin thefront, near the dtar. Not particularly
subtle. There were the doors exiting to the park in
therear . .. thedoor on the side. ..
Therewasasmaller door, at the side rear of the
church. Gabridl had never been through it—never
even noticed it was there. He hurried over to it
quietly and opened it. A flight of stairsled up. He
took them and found himself in an organ and

choir loft. He searched theloft quickly. Nothing.
Unless the massive pipe organ moved to reved a
gairwell, and this did not bresthe of "easy

access," theloft wasabust.

Tick tock. Tick took.

Okay, let's play agame, shdl we? No? Sorry, you
don't have achoice. Here's how it goes. We put you
inthislittle cage and run you through the maze of
obstacles. Meanwhile, we're going to kill each and
every person you know—nhdl, well even throw some
new/o/fcsinto the equation, say along-lost relative or
two. Sound like fun? Okay, ready . . . go!
Hewalked over to the edge of the loft and looked
down over the nave. His hands gripped the edge of
the balcony so hard they turned white, but he
wasn't aware of the gripping or the whiteness.



Below him, awoman entered the church and went
into one of the confessonds.

What isit you want, Tetelo? Thetdisman?ls

thet it?

Was hewilling to hand the meddlion over in
exchange for Grace'slife? That was one obscene
guestion. Wolfgang had cut open hisown heart to
get that talisman back in Ritter hands. The answer
would be easy if it were Gabrid'sown life. Hefelt
perfectly capable of spitting in Tetedlo'sfaceand
letting her butcher him to keep the taisman
safe—and not even for the family, ether, but just
because it would piss her off. But to play with
someone dseslifeto keep it? That wasn't his cur-
rency to offer.

Below him, someone exited the confessond

and |eft the church. He watched thiswith no more
notice than he took of each candlesflicker. Then
something about it struck him, cleaving through
his bitter musingslike aknife. It hadn't been the
woman he saw go into that confessond a
moment ago. It was somebody ese.

There were two confessionals, both with a
pleated wooden shutter for adoor and asmall
light to indicate whether or not they were occu-
pied. Between the two confessondswasasmall
door leading to the priest's box. Gabriel glanced
around him nervoudy, but didn't see anyone
watching him. He pushed open the door on the
right sde confessiond, the side the woman had
exited, with some wariness, afraid there might be
somebody esein there, occupied light or no. But
it was only abox, an empty box. He stepped
insde and pulled the door shut.

The confessiona was anarrow space the size of
acoat closet. A padded bench against the right
wall provided a seet. On theleft wall wasa
meshed window and asmall ledge where one
could place one's hands. Below both of these was
avelvet-padded knedler.

It was perfect. A door that was not adoor. Who
would notice who entered and left? The walls
were covered with cherry-wood panding. Gabriel
searched it quickly, running his hands dong the
meshed window and the ledge, up toward the
edges of the ceiling, down at the base of thefloor,
beneath the seat and the knedler. 1t was on the
back wall side of the segt, hidden in the shadows,
that he found it; an gpparent knothole in the pan-
eling. Quarter-szed.

But does cherry have knotholes, good brothers and



ssters? No it does not.

He had |eft the rod from the snake mound at the
bookshop, in hisduffd bag. He had taken it from
the mound, not even redizing it was suck in his
back pocket until he nearly impaled himself on
the plane.

He went back to the shop and got the rod.

While there, he noticed the Rada drum book on
his desk and, after hesitating amoment, brought
it dong, too. He pulled the bike up outsde the
park and ran through the drum code book
quickly, torn between thinking it prudent to
figure out what they were saying and being sure
he didn't have the time to fuck with this. Not
now, when there was that knothole.

But the phrases cameto him quickly thistime.

In fact, several were ones held heard before. It
only took him another few minutesto identify a
new phrase.

Conclave tonight hounfour.

Therodfit in the hole exactly, as Gabrid had
known it would. When he turned the snake's
head, the back wall of the confessional opened up
smoothly, revealing a staircase going down. He
dtared at it amoment, then pulled one of the silver
tracking disks from his pocket, secured it under
the bench, tucked the rod under there, too, and
scribbled off aquick notefor Mosely.

Then he took adeep breath and went down into
the depths below Jackson Square.

As hereached the bottom of the Staircase he
became aware of alow white-noise hum. There
wasasmdl light pand and diding door in front
of him. He pushed the panel and the door did
open to reved adartling antechamber. 1t was not
at al what he expected. The room was the size of
the roomsin the Benin snake mound, and gener-
aly of asmilar shape, but that was where the
smilarities cameto an abrupt halt. The place felt
something like a spaceship. Thewalsand calling
were of awhite, high-tech materid; ssamlessand
antiseptically spotless. The floor waswhite
marble. An ultrasmodern stainless-stedl console
table was againg the wall to the right of the stair-
well door and it displayed large, beautiful pieces
of African art; alarge pot and two dancing figures
made from iron, the way amuseum might display
them. A second diding door and light pandl was
st inthesmaler, interior curved wall. The only
digtractions from white in the room were sunken
lighting thet illuminated in amerciless, fluores-



cent glare from the celling, and astainless-sted
vent near the celling in the back of theroom. The
humming wasthe air system.

Gabrid looked around nervoudy for cameras,
but didn't see any. He moved to the second door,
paused nervoudly, then pressed the pandl. The
door did open.

He stepped out into a halway. The hallway was
made from the same materials as the antechamber
had been, but the hallway ran around in a broad
sweeping circle, disappearing around bendsin
both directions. The configuration felt even more
like a spaceship. Behind him, the door to the
antechamber did shut. Heturned to look at it. A
small white plastic plague above the door marked
the room. The plague had six tastefully stylized
snakesonit.

Hebroke out in alight swest. This place was
creepy—like amodernized version of hell.

But the hallway was not agreat place to hang—
creeped out or no. Anyone might come by, and he
didn't suppose his presence would go unchal-
lenged. He hugged the exterior wall and moved
forward toward room seven. The priority: find
Grace, get her out. Preferably before the place
garted filling up for the evening fedtivities.

Room seven's door opened willingly &t the

touch of thelight pandl, diding awvay asslently as
if it had been amirage. He held hisbresth, visud-
ized himsdlf coming face-to-face with aroom full
of Voodoos. But there was no onein theroom. He
ducked inside and the door closed.

Room seven was a supply room. On net,
dainless-sted shelveswere bags of flour and
grain, herbs, and candles. From alonger section of
the rack hung robes. Above them were animal
masks. It seemed afortuitous opportunity, just

in case he didn't make it out before tonight. He
grabbed two of the masks. aboar and awolf
shape—taking the extrajust in case Mosdly
showed up. The ones he chose were hood masks,
likethe one Mdiawore. They were easily flat-
tened and tucked into the sides of his cowboy
boots. He ducked out into the hallway.

The door to room eight did not respond when

he pushed the light pand. The light only turned
red momentarily, then went back to white. He
tried it again and got the same response. Then he
noticed acard dot, like that of an ATM machine,
a the bottom of thelight panel. The damn thing
was locked, and with some sort of strip card.



R uctantly, he moved on.

The door to room nine was not locked. Insde
was asingle bed, tightly made with starched and
pressed linen. But the bed was on agted frame
with whed sthat madeit look disconcertingly like
ahogpitdl bed. Therewasadso asmal sted night-
stand. A second door in the bedroom led to a steel
and tile bath with shower. He looked at the room
in puzzlement. A guest room for hungover cartel
members? For prisoners? He backed out of the
room uneesly.

Room ten was the animal room. Thewalsinsde
were lined with built-in Plexiglas cages. There
were live goats and chickens, roosters. Even the
boawas kept here. It raised its head and looked at
Gabriel blackly through its clear cagewadlls.
Gabrid stared back.

Remember this neck, pa?

The snake seemed to reply in the affirmative. It
dithered abit closer to the Plexiglas and raised its
head up, asif hungrily senaing hisvibrations
through the glass. Gabriel hated that snake.
Room eleven was locked. Room twelve was
identical to room nine—that same antiseptic bed
and bath, and just as empty. The room marked
one was locked.

By the time Gabriel reached the door to room
two, which was not locked, he had let down his
guard, having not seen another human being
since he entered the place. The hounfour felt as
empty and anticipatory as ahigh school on the
day of the big dance.

It came as a shock, therefore, when the door to
room number two did open and Gabriel found
himself looking at Dr. John. He was naked and
painted and feathered, the way he had been at the
bayou, and he was knedling on thefloor a a
makeshift altar. His back was to the door. Franti-
caly, Gabrid pressed thelight pand again and
the door did closed. Gabriel bolted down the hall
and into room twelve. The door shut with its
slent hissand he stood there, heart pounding like
anationa anthem in hisears, lisgening to the
halway.

But no sounds came. Dr. John had not seen him.
Gabrid let out a deep breath. That had been too
damn close!

Now that he knew he was not about to die, the
imagein hisbrain of the room he had just seen
begged attention. Unlike the other roomsin the
hounfour, the walls and floor and celling of room



two were covered with an organic materid, lit-
erdly gitched together in ssamswith thick

black thread. They were skins, hairless kins.
Gabrid thought that they might well have been
human. Therewas nothing dseintheroom at dl
except for alarge dephant skull that hung on

the wall and beneath which Dr. John had been
praying. In front of him had been candles and
incense, and things Gabrid had, thankfully, not
had time to identify other than that there were
organic.

And across the room from the door ... astrip
card. On achain.

Damn! He had afeding that if Grace were

down here, she'd be in one of the locked rooms.
But how to get the card? Held never be able

to cross the room and get back to the door
without attracting Dr. John's attention, prayer
time or not.

The questionidled in hisfrontal lobefor afew
minutes, but a brainstorm was not forthcoming.
Gabrid decided to finish his exploration of the
hounfour—a beit more cautioudy—and let his
subconscious work on the problem for abit. He
dipped out into the hallway and snuck down to
room three.

The door to room three did opento revea a
bedroom, but of adifferent sort than the "hospital
bed" rooms. It looked empty, so he stepped inside
and |et the door dide shut behind him. The bed-
room was done in soft magentas and creams. The
bed was prettily dressed and avanity and velvet-
padded chair was againgt the wall. On the far sde
of the bed was a painted screen. Gabrid went
around it and found an &tar on the other side.
Unlit candles—at leadt thirty of them, in various
colors—were arranged on atable amid atangle of
other items. There were photographs of severa
beautiful dark women tucked into twine and
propped up against candles. There were smdll
glasses of clear and golden liquid and what
looked like herb packetsin little gauze bundles. In
the center wasasmall dirt mound, like alittle hill.
At the top of the mound alarge, unbroken egg
was perched.

Therewas aso adoor behind the screen, in the
back wall of the room. Gabrid glanced at thisand
saw, with some darm, that the light pand was
blinking.

Heran around the screen and ducked down
behind the bed. He heard footsteps as someone



entered and then heard amatch being struck. He
tried to peek over the bed, but couldn't see
anything that was going on behind the screen—
there was only athin shadow of someone bend-
ing over the candles. Then he caught athin whiff
of scent: perfume. It was Madlia.

Before he could move or say anything, her voice
rang out firmly.

"Tetelo, cometo me. Y our daughter requests an
audience”

He crouched back down behind the bed,
wishing fervently that he were anywhere else.

A second smdll assaulted him now. It wasan
odor like the bowels of the earth; an odor like ...
likethewalls of the Benin mound.

"What isit, daughter?' The voice wasthe grav-
ely voice from the bayou. Tetelo.

"I've heard that Gabrid hasreturned to New
Orleans”

"He has. But you need not concern yoursdlf.”
"I'm asking you to leave him done until | can
gpesk with him. | will ask him for the talisman.
Thereisno need to have him killed."

Malia's voice sounded firm and sure, except for
abit of aquiver on that last sentence. It was some-
thing only alover would notice—as Gabridl
noticed, because held never heard her be lessthan
confident before. He peeked over the bed at the
screen. To his horror, he saw two shadows behind
the screen. The second shadow spoke.

"Itistoo late for that now, daughter. Hisblood is
mine!" Tetel0's voice rosein amaddened shriek
just barely controlled.

"Why? 1 can accomplish what you want! I'm
certain hell give methetaisman—hes... he
doesn't even know thisfamily. And | can con-
vince him to leave the city and never bother you
agan.”

"No! He has hurt usl He must pay!"
Malidsvoice rose angrily now, too, if only to
penetrate Tetelo'sfury.

"Hehaspad! Youtold meof hisuncle! And his
assgtant will dietonight! That isenough, evenfor
the godd"

Tetelo'sresponse was avenomous shriek. "IT IS
NOT ENOUGH FOR ME!"

The wordswere so intimidating in the force of
their hodtility that Gabrid flushed with fear and
embarrassment. There was silence for amoment.
Then Mdiaspoke camly: "Tetelo, hear your
daughter. | ask you to choose another vessdl. |



cannot go on likethis."

Tetelo wasenraged. "Y ou will never befree!”

"I WILL!"

"Ligenwell: | said those very wordsthe night of my
burning! | called forth my own father and told him |
was abandoning our tribe, our gods! | did thisfor love
of aman and that same man spat in my face! Y ou think
you can leave the darkness but the darknessisinside
you! Thismanishblinded by thelight. Intheenditis
his nature to despise your nature!”
"Maybethat'strue!" Malias voice was confi-

dent now, loud and clear. "Y ou know what?1
don't care! | don't expect to be with him—all I'm
asking isthat hislife be spared. For the sake of all |
have done for you over theyears, | expect this
much in return!”

"Heis not worth such sdlflessness. When you see
him betray you, you will understand this. Y ou shdll
see. You shdl see”

The voice died down and the smell of earth

left, likealight going out. Gabrid peeked

over the bed and confirmed what he sensed—
there was only one shadow now. Tetelo's spirit

hed | ft.

"Damnyou! | won't doitl" Maiascreamed to
theair. But even Gabrid could tell therewasno
onelistening. Malia choked back asob of frustra-
tion and ran back through the doorway shed
comein through.

Gabrid wasaone,

He sank down from his hedsand sat numbly

on the floor next to the bed. He wanted to go after
Malia, and yet he could not. Just as he had not
tried to contact her since the night at the bayou.

He hadn't even dlowed himsdif to think much
about her, had shut her and the pain of her from
hismind.

Why?

It wasn't because he felt betrayed by Mdia. She
hed tried to keep him from her life, then from the
investigation. She hadn't wanted him to get close
to the danger. She had fought Tetelo with the
dagger when he was endangered. And it wasn't
because he despised her. He couldn't blame her
for the belief system she grew up in. Eventhe
killings, Gabriel had a sense Mdias conscious-
nesswas rarely present during those kinds of
ceremonies. She could have fought her role, yes.
And perhaps she had. She certainly wasfighting

it now.

No. The reason was not that he had stopped



loving Mdiaafter learning who shewas. In fact,
he longed to speak to her, to tak to her frankly
about dl of this—even about Gunter and Tetelo.
He had faith in her, he didn't think she would
purposefully harm him or do him evil. He even
empathized with her pogtion. The truth was that
he had not gone to Mdia, and would not go to
Malia, because he was scared shitless of the thing
that wasinsde her—of Tetelo. He had cut off
Malialike unplugging a phone, because he

wasn't willing to face the possihility of getting
closeto Tetelo. Not even for love. Not even to
save Mdiafrom what was obvioudy aterrible
oppression.

Not at therisk of hisown skin.

He sat on the floor and redlized that he was

doing exactly what Gunter had done. Saving his
OwWn ass.

Y ou have used people dl your life. Never committed
to anyone!

He st there, blankly staring at the wall in front

of himfor atime. Then hegot up, very dowly, and
went on.

Thelast two rooms did not hold Grace. Rooms
four and five were both offices. Expensive desks,
filing cabinets, computers, and phones were orga-
nized in the space like regimental battle stations.
The two rooms were connected by an open
archway between them. And they were empty. He
turned to leave, disinterested, when he remem-
bered what Mosely had said about ledgers. He
tried acouple of filing cabinets, but they were
locked. Then he spotted a black |eather-bound
book on one of the desks. He picked it up and
glanced throughit. It had aligt, in the front, of the
cartel members and what looked like adrum code
sgnd for each.

It was some sort of proof, in any case. He
dipped the book into a pocket and |&ft the offices.
Therewas onelast placein the hounfour that he
hadn't checked. Unlike the Benin snake mound,
the"spokes' to the inner whed were very ap-
parent here. In the hallway of the outer ring, on
theinsde wall across from every odd-numbered
room door, were open doorways leading to white
hals. He knew where they would al lead—to an
inner ring room—ybut he hadn't been quite ready
to face that until he'd gotten his bearings on the
rest of the hounfour. Besides the locked rooms
(and he till didn't have an answer to that conun-
drum yet) held run out of excuses. He ducked



back out into the halway viathe door to room
five and ducked across the hall to the spoke
hdlway.

The spoke halway was narrow and brightly lit;
white and empty except for the vents and the
relentless humming sound. It led to alarge cir-
cular room.

The center of the hounfour was more eaborate
than the other rooms had been. It was made from
the same materid, but African figuresin black
adorned thewalls, like ancient cave wadll paint-
ings done anew. A large poteau-mitan wasin the
room, but it did not claim center stage. The pole
and agted bonfire pit and vent were off to one
side of the circle. The dead center wastaken by a
reproduction of the sacrificid tablein the Benin
mound. It was made from gray marble, tomb-
stone marble, and had the same carved figures
around the circumference of the base—though,
like the paintings on the walls, the artwork had
been updated and improved. Six inchesfrom the
top, thelid's seam ran around the table. And the
top of the table had atrough and central hole—
just likethetablein Benin.

They ill do the same sacrifices. Eight here.

And thistable had not been abandoned years
ago. It would, infact, be used tonight. With Grace.
Heforced himsdlf away from thetable. The
thought of Grace ending up the same way Wolf-
gang had—that thought was too obsceneto let
linger. He forced himsdlf to go on. Acrossthe
room opposite the poteau-mitan and fire pit was a
st of large Rada drums. He walked over to ook
at them, more to get his back to the table than out
of red interest.

Tick took. Tick took.

Why did it always seem that no matter how

much he progressed, hewas still no further
ahead?

What was the point? Find Grace! She might not
be here at all, but there were gtill three locked
doors.

Then he got an idea. He looked &t the drums,
pulled the black book from his pocket and scanned
it, then glanced around at the spoke halways.

Did he havetheballsto doit?

Did he have achoice?

Dr. John was broken from his dark meditation

by adigtracting sound. He surfaced enough

to recognizeit, then dowly opened hiseyesand
listened.



It was the drumsin the ceremonia room.
Surdy, it waan't that time yet. He frowned and
broke out the message.

Summon. Hounfour. Dr. John.

Herose quickly. Why hadn't they smply come
to hisroom if he was wanted? He was beginning
to fed aarmed.

He exited hisroom and crossed to the spoke
hallway opposite room three. But when he
reached the ceremonia room it was empty. No
onewasthere. Thedrumswereslent.
Hewalked out adifferent spoke hallway and
strode around the entire outer ring hall,
checking for sgns of aproblem. But there was
nothing amiss and no one around. It would be
another hour or so before the others began to
filter in. He checked the ceremonia room again.
Nothing.

He began to doubt his own senses. He had
been meditating, perhapsit was the gods who
caled him . . . He decided to go back to hisroom
and await further developments.

It wasthislast part which was the trickiedt.
Gabrid heard Dr. John going into hisroom from
his position just around the bend in the hall. He
waited for him to come out again, yelling bloody
murder because hiskey card was missing. But
he did not come out again and Gabrie alowed
himself amoment of triumph. Hemight ill
notice it was gone, but he hadn't |ooked—not
right awvay.

The reason for room one being locked was
apparent as soon as the door opened. It wasa
vault. Wire shelveslined thewdlsasthey had in
the storage room. But it wasn't flour on these
shelves, it was money. Stacks and stacks of
twenty-, fifty-, even one-hundred-dollar bills
filled the shelvesto absol ute capacity from floor
to ceiling, in rows and rows. There were cash
bonds running in the thousands—stacks of them.
There were even large bars of gold bullion.
Gabrid began to count and got lost in the sheer
dazzle of it. Millionsand millions.

Where does drug money go when it dies?

He had anirrationd image of suffing himself

full of billsand going back up to the church to
dump it out in some safe place, and returning to
doit again, and again, and again. Instead, he
samply picked the highest face-va ue stacks of
bonds he could find—three of them—and
duffed themin hisinsde jacket pocket. He



added afew dozen stacks of hundred-dollar
bills, for good measure, as much as he could
handle without feding incgpacitated with
lumpiness

It wasn't, he supposed, the act of a Schattenjager,
but the Ritters had been impoverished for three
hundred years. Tetelo owed them something. And
there was the castle to consider. Not to mention
Mosey'sVISA hill.

Room eeven was something dse entirely. The
door did open by the power of the key card,
and the scent of formadehyde immediately
assaled him. Insde were Plexiglas-faced freezer
drawers built up againgt the wall, one on top of
the other. Insde, behind the frost on the glass,
Gabriel could make out naked corpses. The
focus of the room, though, was asted autopsy
table with atrough around its edges that emp-
tied out into asted bucket. On the sdewall

was asink and glass-faced cabinets that con-
tained drugs and other odd bottles. In one of the
cabinetswas a series of glassjars containing
hearts.

Gabrid Ieft the room quickly. He couldn't begin
to fathom the point of it, except to store the bodies
of the victimsthey sacrificed indde the hounfour.
But why hang on to the corpses? And why the
autopsy equipment? And the organs?
Unlessthere was an dement of necromancy
inthe Agristriba worship aswedl—afew

magic spellsusing parts of corpses, recipes
shared with their fun-lovin' cousinsin the Cult
des Marts.

It occurred to him only after he'd |eft the room
that Grace might have been in one of those
drawers. But Mdia said shewasto die tonight.
That had to be at the conclave. Besides, he had one
more room to check before hewould alow him-
sf to abandon hope.

The door to room eight opened smoothly after
he'd inserted the key card. The room was one of
the hospital-bedded "guest” rooms. On the bed
was Grace, lying very Hill.

"Gracie! Grace!l" Gabriel shook her shoulders
but Grace was not waking up. She was

warm, and her cheeks were flushed, so he didn't
think she was badly hurt. She smply was not
comingto.

On animpulse, hetook off the talisman and
placed it around her neck.

Whether it wasthe act of Gabrid trying clum-



sly to get the chain over her head, or whether
the meddlion redly had some kind of power, by
thetime held gotten it fully Stuated on her

chest, Grace was batting his hands away and sit-
ting up.

"What are you doingl" she said, annoyed. Then
she saw the room and a more urgent question pre-
sented itsdlf. "Wherethe hdl arewe?”

She sounded confused, but not particularly
alarmed. She gave abig yawn and looked past
Gabrid's shoulder. "Hey, Mosdly," she said.
Gabrid about leaped out of his skin. He turned
to look and, sure enough, Mosely wastiptoeing in
through the hal door like some sort of nerdy ren-
dition of amountain cat. The door did shut
behind him.

"| thought | saw you duck in here," hesaid to
Gabrid inahush. "Man, can you bdievethis? Do
you know where we are?"

"I havethe generd ideg," Gabriel said dryly.
"Wel, | don't," Grace said.

"We're underneath Jackson Square,” Mosdly whis-
pered, obvioudy enjoying thedramaof it, asif
he'd thought up thelocation dl by himsdf.
Grace's dark brows pursed together in afrown.
"That'sweird. Isthislike.. ."

"Their headquarters. That'sright, malam.”

Modey answered in avoicethat said "It's terri-
fying and horribly dangerous, but | will protect
you." .

"Excuseme?' Gabrid said. "l hateto interrupt,
but | have it on good authority that Graceison the
menu for tonight's barbecue?"

"Theres aceremony tonight? Just for me?"

Grace said, impressed.

"l didn't say the ceremony wasjust for you |

said you were on the menu. We should, you
know, leave?’

"Right," Mosdly sad firmly. "Why don't you

take Grace up. | want to look around.”

"| dready did that,” Gabriel protested.
"What'swith this 'take Grace up' stuff? | want

to look around, too!"

"Bequiet," Gabrid said suddenly.

He got up and went over to the door and lis-
tened. He hadn't been mistaken. The drumswere
being sounded. He could aso hear the sound of
low voices passing by inthe hal.

"Damnit!" he whispered. "The cartel mem-

bers have started to arrive. None of usisgoin'

anywhere!”



He reached under hisjeansand pulled the
masks from his boots. "I have acouple of these,
but we don't have anything for Grace," he said
worriedly.

He tossed the boar's mask to Mosely. Mosely
looked at it Skeptically.

"They wear these things," Gabrid explained.
"We might not be recognized if we put them on."
Mosdly nodded. "Good idea. We can dip past
'‘em/' hesaid. "I'll go ahead in the hal and when
the coast is clear, you can bring Grace."

Gabrid thought about it, playing with his bangs
nervoudy. "No, that won't work. They'll be
coming in through the stairwdl| pretty steadily
now. | don't think the coast is gonnabe clear long
enough to get Grace dl the way down the hall and
up those dairs."

Mosdy pulled open hisblazer and reveded a
gun. Coming from Mosdly, the gesture had the
absurdity of aflasher's. "We may be seen,”

he said ominoudly. "That doesn't mean they can
sop us."

"Why don't we just proceed with the ceremony
asplanned?' Grace offered brightly.

The two men looked at her asif shed just
spewed forth lizards.

"Comeon! Thisisthe Ritter talisman, right?'
Shetook off thetalisman, gazed at it admiringly,
and handed it back to Gabridl.

"Yeah," hesad, putting it back on hisown

neck.

"Well, so you got it back, now you're sup-
posed to confront her, right? Isn't that what you
were planning?'

"I'malittielost here," Mosdy said. "I thought
the point was to rescue Grace and get some paper-
work for the FBI."

"ltwas. Is" Gabrid said.

"What about Tetelo?" Grace demanded.

"Whois Tetedo?' Mosdy sad.

"I'll dedl with her later,” Gabridl said tightly.
"Why?' Grace said. "Mosely and | are both here
to help you. Right now. Tonight. Y ou might as
well go ahead and get it over with. If you don't do
it now, shell only come after you. Tonight you
might be able to surprise her."

Gabrid shook hisheed. "Forget it. Thisian't
your fight, Gracie. Mosdly's elther.”

"What areyall taking about?' Mosdly
demanded.

"Look," Grace said patiently. "I'll pretend



to be unconscious and let them take mein. You
guys minglein with the crowd in those masks
and then when you give the signd, Gabrid,

well. . ."

"Well what?' Gabriel demanded.

Grace frowned. "Wel, Mosely can hold off the
crowd with hisgun. | can hold Mdiaphyscdly,
whileyou get Tetelo's spirit out of her. You can
... youknow . .. banishit, or whatever youre
goingtodo."

"Gracie, | don't know what to do. That'sthe
point.”

But there wasn't going to betimefor aplan B.
Dr. John'svoice echoed in the hall, greeting

one of the other cartel members. Grace pointed
at the bathroom with silent panic and Gabriel
pulled Mosdly into the small annex and closed
the door.

A second later Gabriel and Mosdly heard voices
in the bedroom.

"Good. Sheisdill out." ThevoicewasDr.
John's. "Carry her into the prep room and put her
inagown."

"Yes, Brother Eagle.”

After another moment of barely heard bumps
and fabric whispers, the room became silent once
more. Gabriel opened the bathroom door and
peered out. Room eight was now empty.

It looked like they would be attending the cere-

mony after dl.

* * *

They waited until they heard the drum rhythms
intengfy, waited until ecstasy would have begun
to dull the senses. Gabriel wasn't concerned so
much for himsdf—there were enough white
bodiesin the cartel and he waswiry enough to be
inconspicuous. But Mosely, boar mask or no boar
mask, would blend in a aVVoodoo ceremony
about aswell asafox in the henhouse. At first,
Gabrid looked at Mosdaly's clothes, shook his
head, and told him to take off the shirt, tie, and
jacket—and, of course, the Hush Puppies. But
Mosdy's Rillsbury Dough Boy body, complete
with belly rall, love handles, concave chest, and
accountant tan at the neckline and wrists, was
even more conspicuous than the polyester jacket.
Mosdy'sfeet were just as bad. They were white
and hairy with long toenails—the feet of an
underground gnome. The shoes went back on and
Gabriel and Mosdly put on the hoods and snuck
down to room seven for robes. They would have



to do.

They took one of the spoke halwaysto the
inner ring and dipped into the back of the
writhing mass of dancers. There were about
thirty people in the room, and they were all
dancing to the drums. They hadn't begun to
movein acircleyet, or maybethey didn't do
that here. In any case, Mosdly and Gabridl were
ableto stay near the outer wall. They both
moved in imitation of the other dancers.
Mosdly's attempts were too painful for Gabriel
to watch. He could only pray that nobody else
looked, ether.

The center table was bare. Gabriel didn't see
Malia Hefound his stomach condtrict at the
thought of her. What was he supposed to do?
How could he attack Tetelo without hurting
Mdia?

Then the music changed and the ceremony
began.

Dr. John entered from a spoke halway across
the room. He was naked and gleaming, his choco-
late flesh painted with his eagle stripes. He was
carrying Grace casudly in hisarmslike afirst-aid
dummy. She looked unconscious—Gabrid could
only hopeit wasfaked. The sight of her inthe
grip of the enormous, obscenely naked Dr. John
was like something out of a Tarzan novel except
that it wasn't exciting or titillating, it was only
horrible because it was real—she wasredly vul-
nerable, Dr. John wasredly serious, and the
thread of her lifewasredlly between two closing
blades.

"If he hurts her ..." Mosely warned under his
bresth.

She had been dressed in awhite robe that was
tied together at the Sides, reveding bare kin
undernegth. The thing smacked vildy of asur-
gica gown. Dr. John laid her on the stonetable.
He might have just as easily broken her spine
over it withasmple, graceful move, like
breaking aloaf of bread to start afeast. Gabrid
fdlt histhroat congrict until Dr. John's hands
were off Grace and he was moving away. He
cursed himsdf for not getting her out of here—
for leaving her in New Orleansin thefirgt place.
Thiswasn't agame anymore. The chances of her
leaving this place dive were very dim, and
Gabrid knew it.

Dr. John began to draw the veve on thefloor,
using flour from the pouch around hiswaist.



Two men brought in acage with chickens. The
snake entered, handled by two naked women.
They paraded the snake around the circle so that
it could be admired and kissed by the other
attendees.

Then the drums changed and Malia entered.
Except that it wasn't Mdia, it was Tetelo. Gabriel
could tell by the straightness of the back, the cock
of the head, the curl of the lips—Malia's body was
not her own.

Mosdly whispered to him. "Chrig, isthat ...
MadiaGedde?'

"No. That's Tetelo."

The two women handed Tetel o the snake and

she began to dance with it. The frenzy of her
moves—the way her thigh musclestwitched like
they were caught in an eectrica current, the way
her back bent behind her, thejutting tilt of her
neck—it wasn't naturd. Gabrid felt awave of
anger a the way Tetelo abused Mdia's mortal
frame.

"What do we do?' Mosdly hissed.

"I don't know," Gabrid replied.

And Dr. John was done with the veve now, and
he took a bottle from aman and began to spew
hisdrug.

"Y ou go around that way and I'll go thisway,"
Gabrie hissed, pointing Mosdly off around the
circletotheright.

"And?' Mosdy said.

"Jugt have your gun reedy.”

Gabrid turned and began to make hisway
around the circleto the lft. Dr. John, he noticed,
was heading morein Mosdy'sdirection. They
didn't havelong.

Tetelo was chanting in aloud voice that out-
reverberated the drums. In that dark, guttural
tongue, caling on her Loa Damballah, the cursed
one, Ogoun Badagris, the merciless.

She took a ku-bha-sah dagger from her belt.
Things were happening very quickly now.

Gabrid glanced over a Mosely, who wastrying to
edge away from Dr. John, against the back wall,
but Dr. John was spraying hisliquid in massve
head shakes, like alion shaking adeer, and he
was closing inon Mosdy. Mosdly's hand wavered
near the hole hed torn in hisrobe for hisgun. He
searched for Gabrid frantically. If he got adose of
that spray, he'd be usdless. And Maliawasraising
the dagger over Grace now, raising it and
screaming CUrses.. .. curses wrapped around



Gabrid's own name.

Gabrid took aheavy breath, pulled the chain of
the talisman over his head, discarding the hood as
he did so. He planted hisfeet resolutely and held
the talisman up and out like a sword.

"TETELO, | CALL YOU FORTH!"

It sounded abit melodramatic to him, but

it worked; everything changed ingtantly. The
drummer stopped and silencefell onthe

room as the dancers wavered in confusion, their
eyes saeking and finding him, recognizing him.
The upheld dagger Tetelo wielded paused in
midair, held in clenched fists. Her eyesfound
him and widened, turning black with rage,

and the dagger flew down inaviolent arc. But
Grace had opened her eyes and was dipping
from the table. The blade missed her back by
inches and struck the marble surface of the
tabletop, drawing sparks and sending thejolt

up Mafia's arms. Grace reached her feet to one
sde of Mdia, and took up one of her tai chi
stances, waiting to attack, but wary of the knife.
She watched Maliasface. They dl watched
Madliasface.

Gabrid had no ideawhat the talisman was
capable of. Ashe hdd it up, he began to fed abit
glly. It wasn't large enough to be ashidld, it
hadn't forced Tetelo out of Malia, and it wasn't
exactly throwing out laser beamsto smite down
his enemies. What it had done and did do was
draw Tetelo's gaze.

"Dr. John—kill her!" Tetelo screamed, not taking
her eyes from Gabridl. In asecond Dr. John had
crossed the room to the table. Grace drew up her
leg and kicked him hard in the somach. It was
like abird pecking at arottweller. Dr. John did
not even flinch, he just drew his other hand across
his body and sent the back of it flying forward,
whipping Grace across the face and sending her
gprawling to the ground, blood gushing from her
nose and mouth.

"BASTARD!"

This shout came before Gabrid could even fed
anything but shock, and it was followed by a
strange popping sound. Gabrid glanced to his
right and saw Mosdly, hood off, pointing hisgun
at Dr. John. Jugt. . . pointingit.

Gabrid looked back at Dr. John and saw the
giant sanding there, looking at Mosdly with an
annoyed, confused expression, asif he were won-
dering where the hdll that nerdy little man came



from and what he was playing at.

Then Gabriel noticed the holein Dr. John's

chest. Noticed it because an arc of blood flew from
it suddenly, catching hiseye. It caught Dr. John's
eye, too. Helooked down at it blankly. Then he
fell acrossthe stonetable, facefird, likeatree
crashing to the forest floor.

Tetelo's howl echoed through and around the
room. It wasthe cry of the damned, of the dead. It
wasthewall of abanshee.

And the conclave members, who had watched
the past few incomprehengble minuteswith

utter blankness, began to run for the hal-

ways, pushing at each other in their terror,
screaming asthey fled. Whether it was Dr. John
being shot by atill-functioning gun, or whether
they were smply wise enough to know that
Tetel 0'swrath was becoming unfocused and
monstrous enough to smite every one of them
inits path, Gabriel could not guess. Within
minutes the room held only Mdias body,
Tetelo's Loa, Grace, Mosdly, Gabriel, and the
corpse of Dr. John.

Gabrid watched with horror asthelid of the
marble table did smoothly upward on hydraulic
arms, activated by the heart blood of Dr. John. His
body did from the table'slid and crashed to the
floor. Tetelo stalked toward Gabrid.

"GIVEIT TO ME!" she screamed.

Out of the corner of hiseye, Gabrid saw
Maosdy aming hisgun carefully at the striding
Tetdo.

"NO! Don't shoot!" Gabrid cried out to him. He
held the talisman up wardingly and Tetelo
paused.

"Why not?' Mosely screamed back. But he
edged toward Grace, still aming the gun at
Tetelo, and helped Grace stand. Grace leaned
againg him, wiping blood from her face.

"Just take Grace out of herel Now!" Gabrid
sad.

But Tetelo turned just as quickly. A new
glimmer in her eye.

"They shdl never leavel Give methe talisman now,
or your friendswill dieright here, right now! | can do
it with my mind done!™

And he knew that she could. He paused,
confused.

"Don't you darel" Grace screamed at him, her
voicethick and hoarse.



Mosely lodged his own protest. He was taking
amagan a Tetdo, who was busy watching
Gabrid with triumph in her eyes.

"DON'T SHOOT!" Gabrid shouted to Mosdly.
He drew the talisman back to throw it.

"NO!" Grace screamed.

"Tetedo, catch!™ Gabrid shouted.

And he sent it sailing into the air, before he

could change his mind, before he could think
about what might go wrong. The meddlion

flew, end over end, theway it spun up from

the whed in hisdream, in the dreams of dl the
Ritters; the chain floating spread wide, the tal-
isman turning and turning, lion and dragon and
blankness, again and again. It flew over her
grasping hands and was caught by Mosdly, on
the other side of her. He snatched it from the air
while her fingers il sought it, the way he used

to snatch the ball over the head of hiskid ster.
He hadn't forgotten. Gabriel breathed aprayer of
relief.

Tetelo, much as Mosdy's sister, was not

amused. A second, soul-numbing shriek split the
air. She pointed both arms at Mosdly and Gracein
adeadly gesture. Mosely held the talisman up
toward her asif to ward her off and pushed Grace
behind him. Whatever Tetelo threw at them, con-
vulsing and screaming from ten feet away, it did
not harm them, though Mosdly'sface turned a
bright beet purple and he looked about ready to
piss his pants.

Tetelo gave up and shrieked again in rage.

So the talisman did something after al. Gabriel
wasn't sure what would have happened to
Mosely and Grace had they not had the thing, but
he had afedling it would make Crash's and Har-
tridge's deaths look like happy hour.

"Take Grace OUT! NOW!" Gabrid screamed at
Mosdy.

Mosely was more than ready. He began backing
away from Tetelo, pushing Grace toward one of
the halways.

"Gabrid, you have nothing to protect you!™
Grace protested.

"Yes| do! GO ON!"

The two disgppeared into the hallway's mouth.
Tetelo remained facing that direction for a
moment, head tilted like achild listening. The
posturein her stance changed, relaxed. Gabrid
could dmogt fed her smiling. When sheturned,
he saw that he was not mistaken. It wasa horrible,



wicked amile.

"I will get it back, you know. Y ou will be dead, and
they have no idea how to protect it. Y ou've wasted
many livesfor nothing."

He pushed her words from hismind. They

might end up to be true, but there was no time to
worry about that now.

"Mdia, | want you to listento me. MALIA! |
know you'rein there. Fight her!"

Tetdo's eyes widened in mock aarm.

"Oh, how brave you are! Calling on your 'love for
help! Maiacannot help you! Will not help you!"
"Y ou've caged her, likeyou've done dl

your daughters. She doesn't want you any-

more, and without her you're nothing! Mdia,

push her out!"

Tetelo advanced on him. She reached out an
endlesdy long arm and clenched afigtful of his
hair with agrip likeiron. She began to wak
toward the sone table, dragging him behind her
like amisbehaving puppy. Her physica power
was enormous. He couldn't escape her without
ripping out haf his scap.

"Malia, hear me! | know you can fight her!" he
sad, struggling to keep hisfeet under him.
"SHUT UP," Tetdo snapped. She dragged him
to thetable, but the lid was raised. This seemed to
annoy her—it wastoo high for a proper atar now,
and the blood of Dr. John madeit dick. She
shoved him up againgt the table€'s Sde, obvioudy
determined to kill him beside the table rather than
messwithit.

"MALIA!" he screamed, trying to reach her.
Tetelo took the ku-bha-sah knife from her belt
and raised it in the hand that was not ensnaring
hishair. He was going to die.

Then he saw that the arm that held the knife

was shaking, fighting with gravity likeabal hov-
ering by itself inmidair. Tetelo's face changed. He
looked up into Mdias eyes.

"I'm not strong enough,” she said sadly, her

eyes desperate. "'l can't hold her!”

"You can! Help me!" he urged.

But shewaslosing it. Tetdo flickered across
Malidsexpresson like candldight. Mdiaman-
aged two morewords. "Theidal.”

They were no more out of the mouth than the
same lipstwisted with rage, spat curses.
"GODDAMN YOU TOHELL SHUT UpP"

The arm flew downward in astab, but the other
hand, the one holding his hair, had |oosened



when Maliasurfaced and Tetelo hadn't had time
or thought enough to reclench it. Gabrid pulled
away to hisleft, hard. For the second time that
night, Mdias arm took the jolt of knife riking
marblefull force.

Then Gabrid glanced over the edge of the

open table and saw it—theraised lid reveded a
gmdl platform. On the platform wasthe figure
he'd seen on the stone table at Benin—a squat,
ancient gonefigure, teninchestdl, with huge,
staring eyes and ajutting barbed penis. He
grabbed it.

"NO!" Tetelo screamed.

And then hewaslifting theidol over his heed,
gtill sorawled on thefloor, lifting it and bringing
it downwith al hismight againg thelip of the
table. Thefigurine shattered into amillion pieces
in hishands, like shrapne exploding.

The response was instantaneous. From deep in
the bowels of the earth avoice called in abel-
lowing rumble. The room began to shakeina
meassve earthquake, the lights flickered once,
twice, then went out. He clutched at thefloor in
terror, found himsdlf diding acrossits surfacelike
apebble skipping across the top of apounding
drum head.

Therewas ahorrible crack! and the stone table
glitin two. Thefloor beneath it split aswell, the
edges of the earth pushing upward. A chasm was
opening up and out from the center of the
hounfour.

Someone screamed in terror.

He could find nothing to hold on to. Thetilting
angle of thefloor sent him rolling into the wall.
Hetried to protect his head as pieces of plaster
and rock cascaded down al around him. Findly,
the movement and the rumbling stopped. What
was |eft was the cracking of fire and the cloying
suffocation of dugt.

Someone screamed again. " Gabrid!"

It was Mdliadsvoice. He was bleeding from
several deep gashes, having been cut at some
point in the deluge that he couldn't recall. He
pushed himself up from the dust and saw that
the crack in the floor was now well above him.
He crawled up the side of the fissure. Ashe
neared the lit in the earth the light intensified;

it wasthe flicker of flames. He saw two light
copper-colored hands clutching the lip of the
chasm and made for them mindlesdy, likeaman
svimming for alifeboat.



He pulled himsdlf up to the chasm's edge and
looked over.

She was hanging from her two hands. All trace

of Tetelo was gone from her now. It was hisown
Madliathat looked up at him, eyesfilled with
terror. Below he could barely look down into the
chasm for the brilliance of thelight. It wasamass
of flamesfar below her feet. The gatesof hell had
opened.

He reached out a hand and grabbed her wrists.
He had to hold himsdf up by bracing his upper
arms over thelip of the chasm, because thetilt of
the floor wanted to roll him backward and he had
nothing to brace hisfeet.

"Let go of the edge. I've got you," he screamed.
Malialooked up at him anxioudy and he saw
trust in her eyes. She did not even hesitate. She let
go of the edge and grasped hisforearmswith first
one hand, then the other.

For amoment animage flashed in hismind, an
image of himsdlf letting go of her arms, of Tetdo's
vess fdling into the flames. And anger
answered, Yesl: anger for Gunter, for the tdisman,
for Wolfgang. But he rgjected the image force-
fully. Thiswas Mdiasflesh. He had committed to
himsdlf in her bedroom an hour before that he
would not hurt her. No matter what it cost. And he
would not.

Helevered himsdlf againgt his upper amsand
began pulling her up and out.

He had her pretty, anxious faceleve with the
chasm's edge when her expression rippled

before his eyes and Tetel o returned, staring back
a him from inches away with sheer and utter
hatred.

"Y ow will not save her, Witch-hunter! Y ou will
betray her!"

One of Mdids hands et go and Tetelo reached
down, pulled the knife again from her belt.

"Don't let go! Mdlia, | can't hold you like that!"

he screamed at her.

But Tetelo wasin thedriver's seat now. The
knife came up and plunged into hisarm, thearm
thet gill held Mdia

He gritted histeeth at the pain and grabbed
Malias unwesgponed arm with both hands, con-
tinued to pull her up, moving asfast as he dared.
Tetelo stabbed hisforearm again and again. She
wasn't cutting deep, didn't have theright angle,
but he could fedl his muscles and nervestrem-
bling under the assaullt, the blood diding down



hisarms.

"MALIA, STOPIT!" he screamed.

And, suddenly, the knife did siop. The hand
opened and the ku-bha-sah dropped, end over end,
into the gorge. Tetelo waslooking up into hisface,
he could seethat it was till Tetelo, but she looked
puzzled now.

"Why don't you let go?" she asked softly.

And the look on her face was so hurt and baffled
and log,, asif there was something obvious and
important that she had entirely missed. Some part
of him quickened at that expression. They looked at
each other for the space of afew heartbedats, Tetelo
and he, and he could fed something, someone, stir
indde him, unfurling like aspiritua fetus. Hiseyes
welled up with tears.

"Forgive mefor being such acoward,” his

mouth said. "'l love you ill."

And Tetel0's eyes changed, softened and sad-
dened and . . . rlinquished. She dowly dissolved
and Maliareappeared.

Shedipped in hisgrasp.

"HELP ME!" he screamed at her. The dickness
of hisblood was |oosening hisgrip. Hedidn't

dare let go with one hand to grab her other good
arm because he couldn't hang on to her with one
hand, even for asecond. He was bardly doing it
with two.

"Put your arm around my neck!" he

screamed.

But she didn't move. She only watched him

with eyesthat seemed newly peaceful, looked at
hisface, inch by inch, asif storing it away some-
where, while her arm was dipping inexorably
from hisgrasping hands.

"Grab mel" he urged, dumbfounded.

"Thank you for trying to save me," she said
quietly. "But it must end here. With me.”

He couldn't believe what she was saying.

"Madiia, don't you DARE!" he screamed. "Weve
amos won!"

She amiled sadly, that sametragic little smile

she had given him at the cemetery. "But we have
won." She paused, then. "I loveyou, too."

And shereleased her hold of hisbleeding arm.

He clenched a her moretightly, screamingin
grief, but it was no use. Her dender arm, wet with
his blood, dipped out of hisgrasp.

And Madiafél, floating, downward and down-
ward, into the brilliant flames below. Her eyes
were on him, her face quiet, up until the moment



she disappeared.

Epilogue

Gabriel and Grace stood on awrought-iron bal-
cony that overlooked Jackson Square. It wasthe
same ba cony with the binoculars that Gabrid had
watched Crash from, back when he had not
known what a Schattenjager was, had never seen
someone die, and hadn't been out of the forty-
eight contiguous states; back when held been
somebody ese. It was night, starlessfor the storm
cloudsthat had overwhelmed the sky and were
findly letting go. The rain was cool and abundant,
and helet it pour down hisface and body, like the
tears that were too large to shed; for Madlia, for
Wolfgang, for himsdlf, for Tetelo and Gunter, for
the end of along, long road.

Benesth them, Srenswailed as a confused fire
department sought to dedl with the hairlinefis-
sure that had opened up in the middle of a per-
fectly ordinary park, afissure that was emitting
steam and occasiond shooting flameslikea
lidded frying pan whose contents were busy
turning into charcod.

"Doyou think Tetelo isredly gone?' Grace
asked.

"Yup," hesad.

Grace didn't say anything for aminute, then . . .
"I'm sorry about Mdia."

She even sounded like she meant it. Gabrid did
not say anything. He wouldn't know where to
begin.

"Areyou going to do it? Be Schattenjiiger?"
Therewasahint of excitement in her voice. He
was surprised to hear shewas still capable of it
after what they'd been through. He certainly
wasn't. But maybe he wasjust tired.

"l havetothink about it," he said.

But that didn't fed right, either. Not after what
Wolfgang had done. It felt redly wrong.

"Yeah," he said, amending himsdif. "l guess |
need to spend sometime at the castle. Figure out
what it'sdl about."

"I could help," Grace offered. "l mean ... I'd
liketo learn about it, too,"

Helooked at her, surprised. "What about
school 7!

She chewed her lip, looked away asif embar-
rassed. "They can't teach me about thingslike
this. Red things"

She glanced a him nervoudy. "If you don't

mind, that is. I'm very good &t research.”



He actudly smiled. "I know you are. I'd be
grateful if you Sayed.”

And it wastrue. It was something the man he
had been amonth ago would not have said, or
evenfdt.

They sat until dawn not saying anything more,
just watching as the firemen, and therain, put the
fireout.

Don't missthe next thrilling Gabrid Knight™
novel, The Beast Within™. Gabrid, asthe new
Schattenjager, is asked to investigate a series of
mutilation murdersin Munich, Germany. The
horrifying deaths are thought to be the work of
werewolves, and asthe hunters become the
hunted, the only hopefor ddiverenceliesina
desperate scheme.... Watch for The Beast
Within™ coming from Roc in 1997.



